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Chapter 1. Good Morning Baby Girl
 
      He was standing beside his brother-in-law Simon in the crowded main bar of the golf club, and he desperately needed to go to the men’s room. Everybody around them was talking loudly and laughing, and his feet seemed frozen to the spot. He couldn’t move! The need to pee became overwhelming and then all of a sudden, it happened! A warm wet sensation spread around his groin, and everybody in the room stopped talking and stared at his crotch. Cries of surprise, horror, then mocking laughter boomed all around him. He wanted to run, but he was trapped! Something was wrong! Why didn’t he feel the wet warmth seeping down his legs? Why didn’t his pants front go dark? The soothing heat spread upwards over his tummy and sideways around his hips instead, seeming to ignore gravity. Big strong Simon turned to him, leaned down and hissed in fury; “Benny! Are you wetting your pants?”

  Benny awoke with a start, heart pounding, sweat beading his chest and face. He opened his eyes at last. A quick glance around revealed the familiar pink crib bars surrounding him, and the faintest glow of early morning sunlight through the Nursery curtains. Relief flooded through him. It was only a nightmare - the same frightening dream - a visit to his past life.

  Shifting slowly in his crib, the nightmare faded. He felt the clammy warmth of his diaper clinging to his bottom and genitals like a warm loving hand. It was alright - he’d just wet his diaper in his sleep again. He was safe in his crib, the golf club a distant memory, never to be visited again. He didn’t even know if he was still a member. That was a stupid thought. Too many of his former friends would know how Jane treated him these days - how his life had changed utterly; how he was living the life of a baby girl aged two and a bit. It would be impossible for him to ever walk through the clubhouse doors again, even if he somehow managed to resume his former life of a man and husband. He wondered if Jane’s new boyfriend was a member of their club? Did they discuss him and his baby status with others in public? He didn't know.

  His hands drifted down under the bedcovers to caress his padded crotch. The slick front of his plastic panties felt so lovely and warm! He wriggled in the comforting embrace of his double-thickness, hourglass-shaped, contoured terry diaper, secured in place with four huge diaper pins. Inside that was an Abriform maxi adult disposable diaper, which only occasionally leaked into the outer terry. Benny tentatively probed the fitted sheet under his bum with searching fingers and thankfully found it dry. He was safe. The wonderful warm feeling around his groin slowly cooled and gradually receded.

  He wondered if Mommy would come for him soon, and sucked harder on his dum-dums, attached to the lace-edged collar of his shortie nightie with a cute plastic clip. Sucking on his pacifier gave him a secure feeling, as did cuddling the fluffy pink rabbit tucked under his arm. Benny felt slightly better when he recalled that Jane hadn’t slept with the new man in her life last night. He hadn't had to lie there listening in an agony of frustration, hurt and pain, to their torrid lovemaking in the bedroom next door.

  Whenever her lover visited, Jane’s orgasmic cries seemed to go on for ever, building to crescendo after noisy crescendo, before subsiding to a happy contented murmur - only to start again a little later, with renewed intensity. He used to lose count of the times this performance was repeated each night, and he wished that he could have made Jane enjoy sex like that. If Benny had been prepared to acknowledge the truth, he would have realised he had only heard her cry out in orgasm with him when she made him go down on her. But she seemed to have had no trouble climaxing ever since he began spending every night in his crib.

  In his former life as her husband, Benny’s attempts in the marital bed had been shallow, quick and mostly unsatisfying for Jane. At first she had been the perfect wife for a sissy like him. Not too demanding - Jane only ever felt really randy a couple of times per month. Then she practically insisted he perform his husbandly duties. But after the first few months of their marriage, he was spending more time on the internet and satisfying his urges through masturbation.

  Unless Jane initiated sex, he was quite happy to satisfy his own cravings by himself - as long as he could do it in a diaper, in secret. In the months before he had accepted the inevitable and allowed himself to gradually slip into the permanent role of her baby girl, Jane had often teased him about his inadequacy in bed, his lack of staying power and unfulfilling size. This only made matters worse, until he was incapable of achieving a satisfactory erection when required - or worse, he spurted uselessly in her hand when she was trying to mount him.

  ‘It’s not my fault,’ he thought ruefully. Jane loved having her breasts sucked as a form of foreplay. She had magnificent D-cup breasts, full and ripe and round, and despite the fact that she’d never had a baby, her russet nipples were the size of thimbles when erect The dark pink areoles were almost as big as her palm. From the first time they went to bed together, she told him that she needed to have her breasts stimulated to get her excited. Jane loved having her nipples sucked hard, and she especially enjoyed it when he simultaneously pumped and gently pummelled her heavy cushiony titties with his fingers, like a hungry kitten trying to force more milk out of it’s mother teats.

  For an infantilist like Benny, this was manna from heaven! He thought Jane’s magnificent breasts were one of her best features, and when she allowed it, he adored worshipping them with his lips and tongue. When he wrapped his lips around one of her huge succulent nipples and sucked for all he was worth, he imagined he was her tiny baby girl and she was actually nursing him at her breast. It made him so excited! Some nights he could have sworn he could actually taste milk coming out of her teats, but he assumed it was merely his imagination. The trouble was - he would get so aroused fantasising about being her baby girl while she let him nurse, when Jane rolled him over to mount him, he would often explode in her hand before she could even guide him inside her steamy wet opening. He caressed his stiffening clittie through the warm wet layers of his infantile swaddling, thinking about feeding from Mommy’s wonderful breasts. He sucked harder on his pacifier teat, imagining it was one of Mommy’s nipples, and then he started to doze off.

  When he stirred again, he could hear Mommy moving around in the bedroom next door. A little later his bedroom door opened and he sensed her stride in. Jane went to the windows and threw back the curtains, flooding the Nursery with bright sunlight. Her thick honey-blonde locks cascaded loosely over her shoulders like a bolt of gleaming silk, falling halfway down her shoulder blades. The morning light shone right through her sheer pink negligee and matching shortie nightgown, revealing every luscious curve of her voluptuous figure. Jane’s legs were long and shapely, the muscles in her calves accentuated by the fluffy pink mules on her feet. They had four-inch transparent Perspex heels, transparent vamps, and a slight platform sole that was almost invisible, making it look like she was barefoot and dancing around on the tips of her pretty painted toes. Jane wore high heels almost all the time around him now, as if to emphasise the height difference between her and her diminutive husband.

  Jane’s full-lipped smile and her cheerful, “Good morning, baby girl! How’s my darling baby?” made him glow with pleasure and love for this beautiful woman - once his wife, now his wonderful Mommy. He sat up and noticed the 20 oz. plastic baby bottle of warm milk in her hand. He was thirsty, and he spat out his dum-dums and eagerly accepted the clear silicon teat when she steered it between his puckered lips. She held his bottle for the first minute, tilting the base up high and smiling as she watched her baby obediently suckle. She searched his face to see if the slurping baby noticed anything different about the taste, but he didn’t react any differently.

  “Hold your own bottle for Mommy, baby,” Jane finally crooned, her wide blue eyes gleaming with mischief. His morning bottle contained a small dose of fast-acting laxative, guaranteed to work within two hours. “That’s it. Good girl!” He took the huge plastic bottle in both hands and lay back to contentedly suck on the adult-sized teat. The milk was warm, not hot, and tasted oddly sweet this morning. He was thirsty and he eagerly gulped down the contents of the oversized baby bottle.

   Jane lowered the barred side rail of his crib and started to busy herself round the Nursery, getting ready for his first diaper change of the day. A warm clean terry diaper neatly arranged fresh from the airing cupboard, another maxi Abriform from the large stack under the changing table, and some transparent pink plastic panties. The Pampers wipes, powder and diaper rash cream stood ready at hand on the narrow shelf above, alongside a jar of soap for his diaper pins.

   Jane slipped out for a moment and returned clutching something behind her back, hiding it from him. “I have a special treat for you today, Princess,” she cooed; “I know you’re just going to love it!" She stepped round the side of the crib into the light and held up what she’d been concealing. “This came in the mail for you a couple of weeks ago, baby.” It was a sweet little satin baby dress he had purchased online months ago, but never had the opportunity to wear. It was one of ‘Unikarens’ fantastic adult-baby designs. It was mostly pink and white, with white lace trim, and with a lovely dancing teddy bear and maypole motif. It was obviously short and very high-waisted, the multiple flounces flowing lavishly out from bust level. Soft sewn-in chiffon petticoats beneath flared it out even further, the shimmering lace-trimmed edges poking out from underneath.

   Benny had ordered the new baby frock just before all this started. He’d forgotten he’d even ordered it - till now. It cost a lot of money and took ages to arrive by mail, but it was worth it. It was gorgeous! And it was made especially for him! He knew he would look so small and feminine and babyish in it. He writhed in excitement in his crib, his little pee-pee leaping smartly to attention inside his deliciously warm wet diaper. “Oh Mommy! Fank you!” he cried in his sweetest high-pitched baby voice. “It’s wovewy!” She beamed at his infantile display of girlish excitement and hung the lace-lavished frock on the wardrobe door where he could see it.

   She stepped to the crib side and lent over him and gave him a little kiss on the forehead. He smelt the lingering perfume on her neck and her loose silken locks brushed his face like a lover’s caress. “I love the label! ‘Karen’s Designs for Special Sissy Babies.’ You’re my special sissy baby! Aren’t you?”
   “Yeth Mommy,” he wetly burbled.

   Jane commented as she drew back the bedclothes, “I know my baby wants to try on her new frock. Do you want to wear it today?” She warmly nuzzled his neck, her full red lips brushing lightly against his skin and making the goosebumps rise.
   “Oh yeth! Pwetty pweathe, Mommy?” he mombled sloppily, still sucking on his bottle.

   He felt her fingers brush across the front of his baby panties, gently pressing the warm wet wadding against his groin. He instinctively arched up so he could enjoy the slightest sensation of her hand on his little member. She could feel he was hard and fully aroused beneath the clinging wet diapers and her smile was intentionally condescending. “Ooo! So wet! And I see Mommy’s little baby girl is all excited this morning!” She pinched the tight elastic waistband of his plastic panties and yanked it up towards his chin, so the snug baby panties tightened around his crotch and pressed his wet diaper harder against his little erection. “You must be thrilled at the thought of wearing your new frock! Is that it?”

   Hardly believing it was happening, he writhed in excitement and urgently thrust his hips up and down against the warm sodden front of his diaper, and then again and again as the exquisite sensations grew more intense. How long had it been since she’d played with him like this? It seemed like ages since she’d done anything so overtly sexual with him.

   “Tell Mommy about your new dress, Daphne,” she softly commanded, pulling his panties up higher and then relaxing her grip slightly, then pulling them higher again. He groaned at the sweet erotic caresses. “Tell me how much you want to wear it.” Jane smiled lovingly down at him and as ever, his own sense of surrender to this gorgeous women whom he loved so much, overcame all common sense.

   He plucked the dripping silicon teat from his mouth to squeal, “I wove it, Mommy! I weally want to wear it! Pweathe wet me wear it today?” He ignored the droplets of warm milk spraying his cheek and begged her like a pleading toddler. “Pweathe Mommy? It’th tho pwetty! Pwetty pweathe, Mommy?”

   As he plunged the spurting teat back in his mouth and resumed suckling, he distantly recognised the warning signs deep in the back of his mind. He knew deep down that Jane was probably plotting some new humiliation for him, some shameful public exposure which would leave him shaking and embarrassed yet again. But the vision of that lovely dress and above all, the firm pressure of the tight plastic panties over his wet diaper caused him such excitement, he cast caution to the winds. In a few minutes it was all over; the delirious pleasure peaking for about thirty body-shaking seconds. Then he collapsed back in his crib to catch his breath, after an all-too-brief moment of ecstasy. He was barely aware he was sucking air from the empty bottle through the collapsing teat. Jane smiled tenderly down at him, but there was mocking laughter in her wide blue eyes.

   His doubts about her plans for him that he had momentarily disregarded, rushed to the forefront of his guilt-ridden mind. He always felt like this after climaxing in his diaper. The shame of behaving like a sissy baby was always heightened, the embarrassment felt more acutely. In the past he would always tear off his diaper and baby clothes immediately after reaching orgasm, vowing to himself that he would never do it again. Even if he felt that way now, there was absolutely nothing he could do about it. He had no way of changing clothes. He owned no adult clothing. He had no money, no credit cards, no bank account - in fact, no way of escape he could think of.

   As his disturbing dream and his subsequent wet diaper had confirmed last night, he almost certainly couldn't be trusted to stay dry through the night these days. And though he didn't want to admit it, he suspected he needed his diapers during the day, as well. He let the empty bottle fall to one side and without realising it, his fingers instinctively scrabbled for the pacifier clipped to his nightie collar. As soon as it was in his grip, his hand moved to his face and he pushed the amber rubber teat between his lips with a tiny sigh of contentment.

   What was more distressing; he knew he must continue to behave like a silly toddler girl at all times, speaking in a high-pitched little-girl voice and lisping his words, sucking endlessly on his pacifier-teat, dribbling constantly and walking in that jerky wobbly gait of very small children. It didn't matter if they were outside the house; the same rules applied - even to the extent of being forced to use his pacifier in public from time to time. If he sulked or protested that he didn't want to, Mommy had a simple rule. ‘Behave like an adult - be punished like an adult!’ That meant a hard bottom-spanking that really hurt, and the painful reminder lingered for ages - usually for several days, sometimes coupled with some cunningly-designed outrageous public exposure which left him trembling afterwards with embarrassment and humiliation.

   So any pleasure that might have once existed in acting like a sissy baby girl evaporated in the clinging wetness of his cooling diaper, but he smiled as sweetly as he could at his tall domineering wife when she towered over him. With his pacifier still in his mouth, he summoned up the mental effort to play his required infantile role. Despite his reluctance he squeaked, “Pweathe can I wear that pwetty dweth today? Pweathe Mommy?”

   She continued to smile enigmatically at him and acted like she hadn’t noticed he’d just climaxed in his diaper. She simply ordered him to crawl out of his crib and climb up on the change table so she could start his normal morning routine. The wet cloth diaper and the soaked Abriform were swiftly removed and dumped in their respective buckets. With an encouraging swat on his bare damp botty, she ordered him to scoot into the bathroom and do his teeth and quickly shower. As he turned on the shower taps, he gazed longingly the toilet - which he was never allowed to use. Ever. A quick glance in the mirror assured him he didn’t need to shave his face. He never did anymore. Then he stepped into the hot shower to enjoy the temporary illusion of freedom.

   He realised this was just about the only grown-up thing he was allowed to do these days - but even then the bathroom door had to remain wide open. He was allowed no privacy, and his principal task in the shower apart from washing himself, was to make sure that his body was completely hairless with his ladies’ razor . Most of this had been already achieved after a dozen or so lengthy and expensive sessions of laser electrolysis at the local beauty parlour. But each morning he had to present himself to either his Nanny or Mommy completely devoid of hair - except on top of his head - where by contrast his thick blonde locks had grown to almost shoulder-length, ready to be styled in a variety of feminine ways.
 
    As he carefully attended to a few stray hairs around his groin with his pink razor, he reflected on how far he had regressed in the past three months. Once he had been a responsible adult with a house, a career, (albeit not as successful as he liked to brag about in the golf club bar,) and a wife who was the envy of his friends because of her good looks, great figure, family money, and a leading position in the software firm where they both worked. Jane was one of those very modern women who quietly excelled at most aspects of life. Her marriage to Benny three years ago had caused some derisive commentary in her circle of friends, as most assumed she could have done much better. Quite a few of her women friends had told her so - a fact she now recognised. Indeed she was well on the way to resolving that issue, but in a most unusual way. 
 
     He watched Jane stride into the steamy bathroom with a large fluffy towel and she sang, “Out you hop, baby.” She wrapped it around him as he stepped from the shower. She started to dry him in readiness for his day as the little toddler girl he was rapidly becoming, not only in looks and clothing, but in thought and behaviour. In the months since she had drawn that first pair of pink plastic panties up over his terrycloth diaper, he had been taken on a journey of self-discovery which had amazed him! For nearly all of his post-pubescent life, Benny had fantasised about being a sissy baby girl. He had always acted out his effeminate childish fantasies in secret, and for the most part felt deeply ashamed of his submissive infantile leanings. Even now he still didn't quite comprehend how Jane could have manipulated him into his current position of dependence and helplessness.
 
       Their marriage had been mostly uneventful on the sexual side for nearly all of the previous three years. His inadequate size obviously frustrated Jane, and his recurring problems with premature ejaculation had been a regular bone of contention between them. During the last twelve months they had led an almost celibate relationship - until about four months ago. Suddenly Jane had adopted a much more domineering tone in the bedroom. After another of his unfortunate “premmies,” as she disparagingly called them, she demanded that he orally attend to her raging sexual needs. Benny didn’t like performing cunnilingus. He thought it distasteful and usually demurred. This time Jane gave him no choice. She forcibly rolled him onto his back, straddled his face, and thrust her steamy opening over his writhing lips.
 
       “Lick me!” she roughly commanded, and she twined her fingers in his fine blonde hair and pulled his face harder against her pulsating groin. “Lick my pussy!” With no choice he poked out his tongue and began lapping at her warm wet opening, and he heard her sigh in pleasure. Her painful grip on his hair relaxed slightly, encouraging him to obey with more enthusiasm. “That’s better,” Jane grunted, settling her weight more comfortably on his face. “Now put your tongue inside me. More! All the way! Mmm! Good. Poke in and out. Slowly, baby. Nice and slow. Mmm! Oh yes, like that! Mmm! I like that! Now lick my clit some more. Harder! Faster! Oh! Ooo! That’s right! Like that! Mmm! Ohh!” 
     
   He had never worked so hard with his mouth and tongue and she reached orgasm after orgasm. After several noisy multiple climaxes, she finally seemed satisfied. She slid her plump round bottom back down his body so she was sitting on his chest, her weight almost crushing the air out of his lungs. When she finally caught her breath, she rolled off his torso and lay down with her back to him. He whimpered in disappointment. The way she had dominated him had excited him so much, he was fully erect again. She quietly ordered him, “Go to sleep.” She ignored his throbbing member, which spent the night totally unsatisfied.

 
     His reflections were interrupted by her gently guiding him into the Nursery and onto the soft padded changing table. The vinyl covering was pastel-pink with a pattern of Barbie’s smiling face endlessly repeated. He obediently lay back on the cool top and raised his legs, and a healthy dollop of Johnson’s diaper rash cream was spread around his botty crack, all around his winking opening - inside and out - and then into the creases at the tops of his thighs. She topped that off with a liberal coating of baby powder all over and gently rubbed it in, smiling to herself as he grew harder in her hands.  How he loved that familiar lightly-perfumed scent! A fresh Abriform maxi, “designed for maximom protection for heavy wetters,” she had once informed him, was pulled up between his legs and the tapes securely fastened. A contoured terry diaper went on next, fastened with four three-inch pink-capped stainless-steel diaper pins - two at the waist and two pinning the leg openings tightly closed. This always ensured he was forced to walk bow-legged, like a heavily diapered toddler. 
 
      The diaper was followed by some sturdy Babykins plastic panties with size thirty-inch waist, with an extra-wide gusset specifically designed to fit over a the thickest adult diapers. A light white petticoat - only two delicate layer of gossamer chiffon - some lace-topped white anklet socks, and a short flounced pink gingham cribton frock completed his ensemble. “I’ll put you in your special party frock after breakfast, baby. I don't want you to make a mess of your gorgeous satin frock while you’re eating your brekkie,” Mommy explained. 
 
      Once buckled in his pink-painted steel highchair in the kitchen, she lowered the attached white plastic tray, clipped a bib around his neck and began spoon-feeding him. He dutifully let some of the warm porridge she fed him spill from his lips and slowly slobber down his chin, till the excess gruel dripped onto the plastic-backed pink terry bib. Occasionally Jane would lovingly croon, “Aww! Who’s my messy baby girl? Hmm? You are!” She would then scrape off some of the stuff from his messy chin or his bib, and feed it to him again.  As he had cum only half an hour earlier, he really didn't want her to persist with the whole stupid baby charade. Every fibre of his being wanted to snatch the spoon from her fingers and eat his own porridge like a sensible adult. But that was unthinkable! The subsequent retribution on his bottom wasn't to be contemplated. Desperate with shame, he clutched the sides of the highchair tray to keep his twitching hands occupied, and he tried to behave like the good little baby girl he was being trained to emulate. 
 
     Of course he was never allowed to eat properly. He always had to make some sort of a mess - even when they were out in public. Last time in the mall after they had finished the grocery shopping - which of course included lots of baby items for him - she had taken him to the food court and made him sit down at one of the tiny tables. She stood over him and clipped a plain pink bib around his neck, and then spoon-fed him a couple of mashed bananas with honey, much to his squirming embarrassment. He tried to avoid the contemptuous eyes of the dozens of middle-aged women watching him from the surrounding tables. 
 
        At least he had been wearing his bibbed shortie overalls rather than a dress, and they were canary-yellow, not his pink ones. And even though they had four bright chromed snap fasteners up the inside seam and under his crotch - meaning his shortalls could be opened from the bottom without him having to undress - which subsequently made for easier diaper changes - he felt pretty sure no one could see the tell-tale shiny snaps between his thighs. The fact that anyone who looked closely enough would see his plastic panties and bulging diapers poking out from under the bright yellow shortalls - both very short and wide-legged - was starting to bother him less and less. He’d come to realise that most people wandered about blissfully unaware of their surroundings, and they rarely noticed his obviously juvenile attire. Those who did appear to notice looked merely puzzled rather than anything else.

  Occasionally he spotted someone who had clearly recognised what they were seeing. The clever observer would give him or Jane or his Nanny a conspiratorial smile and a wink. Sometimes they grinned and shook their heads in disbelief, or even gave him a little condescending wave - but to date, no one had made an audible comment. He always felt at risk, exposed and vulnerable when diapered out in public. As a result, he usually clung closely to Mommy or Nanny, clutching their hands whenever he could. The trouble was; often it was the sight of a cringing little fellow holding hands with his taller companion which gave the game away - more than the bulging diaper contained inside the rustling thick plastic panties, which occasionally drooped out the leg holes of his too-short juvenile shortalls.

  As he listlessly chewed and swallowed his porridge, he admired his Mommy when she leant closer to him to feed him. Even without the benefit of make-up, she was stunningly good-looking. He knew she had done some modelling when she was at University. His eyes unconsciously drifted down to the exposed swell of her bulging breasts. Jane never wore a bra to bed and her unfettered fleshy mounds swayed and jiggled seductively, inches from his nose. The shifting shadows of her succulent russet nipples beneath the almost sheer fabric made his tired little peenie stir into new life inside the comforting embrace of his thick fluffy diaper. Her buxom figure looked better now than it had ever been!

   In fact Jane - effectively liberated from a failing marriage which had long been going downhill - had recently discovered a new well of self-confidence. She visited the gym twice a week now, shedding those few extra pounds that can make such a difference to a big-busted, wide-hipped woman. Since taking control, she’d been making her sissy husband nurse regularly from her breasts. During the first few months, she breastfed him almost every night they were alone in the house. When she became too aroused to stand it any longer, she would order him to lie on his back while she mounted his face, making him satisfy her with his lips and tongue.

  Feeling the heavy weight of her breasts shift and sway as she spoon-fed her oversized infant, Jane thought, “I swear my breasts have gotten bigger since I’ve been making my baby nurse from me regularly!’ When she checked in the mirror after her shower yesterday, they seemed fuller and rounder than ever, despite her losing several kilos elsewhere.

  Jane had turned and examined her reflection in profile, pulling her shoulders back and proudly sticking out her chest, muttering, “Damn! My tits look fabulous! No wonder my baby loves them so much.” In the past few weeks she seemed to have rediscovered the joys of gentle flirting, and she enjoyed seeing men turn their heads to follow her when she walked past. She had spent a small fortune on a new wardrobe which altered her buxom figure from merely good-looking to simply stunning!

  Jane knew the effect her pretty face and voluptuous curves had on men these days, and even now she was pleasantly conscious of Benny’s longing eyes on her heavy swaying breasts, her stiffening thimble-sized caps clearly visible through the semi-sheer pink nylon nightie. The feeling was even better because she knew with utter certainty that her submissive sissy was unable to do anything other than look and long for the impossible - until Mommy decided it was time for baby to suckle. She grinned to herself as she scraped the last mouthful of porridge out of the bowl, fed it to him, and then she scrubbed his messy face with a relatively clean corner of his badly stained bib. “Come on sweetie,” she crooned, “let’s go upstairs to my bedroom and get you into your new dress, and sort out your hair. Mommy needs time to shower and make herself look pretty, too, you know?”

  She unclipped his filthy bib and tossed it aside on the kitchen bench. Jane then unlocked the hinged plastic tray from the highchair’s left arm and raised it to the other side. She unfastened the pink nylon webbing waist belt and pulled it back through the matching crotch strap, and tossed it out of her way towards the back of the highchair. With an encouraging smile and a; “Down we hop!” Jane helped him clumsily clamber down and led him waddling to the foot of the stairs. She released his hand and deliberately ascended the staircase a few paces ahead of him, so that her naughty baby could peek up her shortie nightie and admire the sumptuous curves of her matching pink panty-clad bottom.

  Benny gazed lustfully at shimmering nylon material stretched tautly across her big round buttocks, as her magnificent arse cheeks hypnotically switched from side to side with each long-legged step. She glanced back over her shoulder once and smirked at his hungry expression as she led him up to her bedroom. Of course it had once been their bedroom, but now he was forbidden to enter this room without her express permission. If the door was closed, he had to knock and wait for her invitation. If open, he had to call out to his Mommy to ask her for permission to enter. Benny realised this rule was just one more weapon in her arsenal designed to make him feel more inadequate and uncertain. It certainly worked! He paused at the threshold and she stopped a few paces inside the room - looking back at him expectantly, waiting and making no move to invite him in.

  “Mommy, pweathe may I come into your bedwoom?” he politely requested in his best little-girl voice.
  “Yes baby! Good girl!” Jane praised him. “You are a good little girl for remembering to ask Mommy for permission. Mommy wants to keep her bedroom a private place, as little girls might see things they don't understand in a grown-up’s bedroom.”

  ‘How true,’ he thought ruefully as he waddled into her bedroom. Some stranger was enjoying fabulous sex with his wife in what used to be the master suite. Moreover it was always within his earshot, and he was helpless to do anything about it. Some ‘master’ he had turned out to be! The ‘Mistress suite’ was more like it! The room had undergone significant changes in the past few weeks and become much more feminine. All signs of his former occupancy had been completely obliterated. He knew all his male clothes had been removed from the closets and drawers and given away to charity shops. He stood still while Mommy removed his gingham frock, tossing it aside on the bed.

  “Sit down here for Mommy, baby girl.” Jane seated him in front of her vanity mirror and started brushing out his shoulder-length, platinum-blonde hair. He was taken every week these days, either by his Nanny or Mommy, to a local ladies’ hairdressing salon for styling. The same salon where they did his laser electrolysis. His lengthening hair was trimmed and brushed into an appropriate little-girl style, giving him a bouncy fringe, centre parting, and two high bunches either side of his head. Mommy quickly brushed his fine blonde hair up to form the bunches, and fastened them in place with bright pink elastic hairbands and clips. She tied a length of pink satin ribbon around the hairbands, making huge floppy bows with long dangling tails. An Alice band in glittering pink plastic finished off his ultra-feminine hairstyle. She then brought in that dress and he almost swooned!

   It looked even better than this morning, and Jane carefully slipped the shimmering satin creation over his bowed head, fed his raised arms into the short puffy sleeves, and pulled it down over his trembling body. She made him stand still while she busily patted and straightened the many ruffled pleats, pulled up the zip in the rear, and buttoned the back of the neck. She popped a lace-edged pink and white satin dribble bib round his neck with the words ‘Sweetie Pie’ embroidered on it. It went perfectly with his new frock.

   She reached into a pocket and produced a new pacifier. “Look baby!” Jane sang, “I found this new pacifier with little pink hearts on it. It’s really cute! Now here is a pink satin ribbon for it, and in the pocket of your dress is a special little loop to fix the pacifier ribbon to, so you can keep it in that pocket. Let Mommy fix that for you. This is a gorgeous dress, and I don't want to pin your pacifier to it and spoil the fabric. You can keep your pacifier in this pocket here, and in the other you can keep this pretty lace hankie. See? Now that really is clever, isn’t it poppet? I want you to show people the special little pocket where you keep your dum-dums today. You will remember to do that for Mommy, won’t you?”

   “Yeth Mommy.” He sighed to himself when he realised she intended taking him out somewhere. Mommy and Nanny loved to dream up new ways of shaming him. They would expect him to run up to their friends and proudly show them where he kept his humiliating girly pacifier. The tiny cup-shaped breast pockets were rather cute too, with narrow lace edging. Jane returned to fluffing out the dress over his petties, beaming in delight. A pastel-pink, wide satin sash, bust-high, went round the back and fastened in a large floppy bow behind him. The shimmering frock was fully lined and luxurious to touch, and he knew the heavy material was expensive.

   Above all, it fitted him perfectly - except, and he knew it was intentional - it was too short. It didn't cover the crotch of his diapers and plastic panties at all. Jane made him stand in front of the mirror to view his reflection. An overgrown baby girl stared back at him, her shiny plastic panties poking out below the cloud of petticoats. Her little legs so slender and feminine without any hair. The face, despite the huge pacifier bobbing in his mouth, was barely recognizable as male. Everything else looked soft, pretty, and childishly feminine.

   He became conscious of Mommy standing close behind him, and in her high-heeled mules, her chin was higher than the top of his head. He felt so tiny and baby-like next to Mommy these days. She grinned and held up a pair of gleaming pink shoes. “I nearly forgot!” Jane cried. “I bought these for you online a few weeks ago. Let’s see if they fit you okay.” They were shiny baby-pink, patent-leather, single-strap Maryjanes, with wafer-thin soles and no heel. In spite of himself, he felt a thrill of excitement. The shoes were so pretty, so juvenile, and so feminine!

  ‘Oh my God!’ he thought, as his little member stirred to life inside his diaper, ‘this is the very end! What has become of me?’ The shiny flat-heeled shoes were soon buckled on his little feet and fitted him perfectly! He loved them! He was led back to stand in front of the vanity mirror. He looked at the diapered little girl staring wide-eyed back at him. She looked so pretty! Despite his overwhelming feeling of shame, he felt his little member stiffening in what he abruptly realised was a warm damp diaper. He had no recollection of wetting, which worried him. Was he now dependent on diapers night and day? Of course he was! Benny’s emotions were all over the place. Here in Mommy’s bedroom he felt safe and loved and excited to be her pretty sissy baby, and he was starting to become aroused all over again. But he knew that soon his Mommy would be taking him out God-knows-where dressed like this, and he would be made to feel so ashamed and awkward.

  Jane instructed him to sit on the end of her bed facing her vanity mirror, and wait for her while she got ready. In a flash she stripped off her pink negligee and her sheer nylon nightie, leaving her in just her matching bikini panties, granting him a rare glimpse of her almost-nude body. Her breasts were magnificent, swaying heavily without the support of her bra, and her russet nipples were already poking out in excitement. Jane barely glanced at him, laughing inwardly at her aroused but completely helpless baby husband sitting on her bed in his new sissy finery, gazing at her beautiful bare breasts with longing puppy-dog eyes. She turned her back on him in disdain and lowered and discarded her pink panties before she stepped into the en-suite bathroom to take a quick shower.

  Benny’s daintily-plucked eyebrows climbed his forehead at the thrilling sight of his wife’s perfect round buttocks. He knew she’d lost weight, but her waistline was so tiny it shocked him. It made her bum look much bigger by comparison, and he watched those curvaceous globes wobbling seductively until she danced out of view. His eyes drifted to the pots of make-up and bottles of perfume on the vanity top standing against the wall opposite - and the bizarre sight confronting him in the tall mirror above. He could see a pretty little girl sitting on Mommy’s bed, sucking her dum-dums, waiting for her Mommy to get ready. He was that little girl! His little pee-pee stood up strongly now, pushing with all its four-inch (well nearly four inches!) might against the clinging damp front of his diaper. The pacifier teat was a comforting and reassuring presence in his mouth and he didn’t realise he was suckling noisily until he noticed the white plastic ring busily bobbing up and down in the mirror.

. The slight stream of drool trickling down his chin was a constant presence, and he was barely aware he was doing it - until he saw his reflection. He tried to ignore the embarrassing sight and concentrated on how prettily the little girl in the mirror was dressed. He cupped one hand over the front of his plastic panties and rubbed the warm patch against his stiffie. With the other he reached under his frothy petties and he pulled his plastic panties up higher, until he could feel some resistance in his crotch. He slowly rocked his hips backwards and forwards, thrusting his little hard-on into the warm wet folds as he caressed himself through his baby panties. Lovely babyish thoughts and delightful sensations rushed through his mind. His wonderful sexy wife - whose body he could now only ogle on rare occasions like this morning - had become a distant memory as far as real sex was concerned. Mommy was only interested in his mouth - either wrapped around one of her succulent nipples, or buried in her moist groin. In his present state of super-enhanced babyishness, he could almost cope with the idea of his wife enjoying intercourse with another man.

  He heard her turn off the shower in the bathroom, and for a second he hoped she might emerge naked. But he suspected Jane was never going to let him see her like that again, and he sighed in resignation as he stopped playing with himself and rearranged his petties to hopefully hide what he’d been doing. He wasn’t allowed to play with his clittie without asking Mommy first for permission. Jane stepped out of the en suite with a large pink bath towel wrapped around her damp body, concealing her voluptuous curves from his hungry gaze. Moving over to her chest of drawers, she pulled out some filmy black lingerie, holding them up for his approval. “I bought these a few days ago, baby darling. Do you like them?” Of course Benny nodded and he felt a fresh stream of drool ooze down his chin. “They’re French, Chantilly lace. They were really expensive, and feel divine on! Now cover your widdle eyes for Mommy. No peeking! Or there will be trouble!” Two minutes later Jane cried, “Okay, you can look now. What do you think, Daphne?”

  Jane was wearing a black satin and lace Basque, like a long-line bra, with matching satin bikini panties. When she stood on tip-toes and whirled around in front of the mirror, he drooled even more when he noticed the seat of the full-cut black panties was completely transparent, all the way down to the shiny gusset nestled between her meaty upper thighs. The bra was almost like a corset, and the low-cut cups pushed her magnificent mammaries up and together like wobbling pink jellies on a tray. He swallowed hard. He hadn't seen her dressed like this since the first day he had become her baby. His rigid member throbbed with urgent desire inside his humid swaddling, and he couldn‘t help touching the front of his crinkly baby panties and surreptitiously pressing his diaper against his pounding clittie.

  She was smiling, almost laughing at him as she watched him furtively caress the front of his diaper, trying to conceal what he was doing. She sashayed over beside her sissy baby, pushed him gently backwards onto her bed, and loomed over his supine form. She leaned forward so he could see her wonderful meaty breasts surging forward inside the sexiest lace-cupped bra he could imagine, threatening to spill onto his face. Like cream on a cake, her beautiful round panty-clad bottom was visible in the mirror behind her, as well as his little sissy self.

  She pressed her cupped palm against the outside of his plastic panties, right over his stiff little clittie, and he increased the pressure with an urgent up-and-down thrusting of his hips. Her intoxicating scent was all around him and Jane whispered throatily in his ear, “Oh my! My little baby girl is all excited at seeing Mommy like this! Isn’t she? What a precious little baby girl you are! What a sweet baby Princess!” She rubbed up and down, harder and harder, faster and faster. It was over in seconds!

  Benny panted noisily as he jerked and twitched in the aftershocks, struggling to catch his breath, trying to comprehend how he had cum so quickly. The intense pleasure had been so brief, so momentary - and already his little member was shrivelling like a confused worm inside his sodden wet diaper. Shame and frustration that he had let himself down in front of Mommy when she was being so good to him, caused tears to well in his eyes.

  “Aww! Bubba! What’s wrong, darling?” Jane crooned like a concerned parent. “Did my little girl get too excited? Did Baby Daphne make sissy squirties in her nap-naps?” Inwardly she was ecstatic! Her plan was working! He had already cum twice this morning, and she knew Benny would be desperate to escape playing the baby role. As soon as he had climaxed, she knew he would give anything to return to being a grown-up; to act adult and ‘normal.’ But of course, that wasn't to be permitted. No way, Jose! Moreover, the day’s outing Jane had planned for him would humiliate him more than ever, with extra twists and turns designed to shame him and shame him yet again.

  Instinctively she started to play the humiliation game with him. She used her most patronising saccharine toddler tone to croon, “Oh sweetie baby! Don’t cry! Aww diddums! It’s alright! That’s why you are in diapers, Daphne! Remember? I know you can’t help yourself. Babies can’t. Can they? Aww! It’s okay, baby girl! You can do your little spurties in your diapers whenever you need to, honey-bunny! Mommy doesn’t mind. Not really. It is not like when you used to try acting a big man and doing it with me. Then you always had your little ‘premmies’ in Mommy’s hand. Didn’t you, diddums? Then Mommy got awfully cross with you, didn’t she? But that’s alright, baby. Mommy has a real man for that now. Doesn’t she? You’re just my sweet little sissy baby who needs her diapers to keep her safe and sound, and catch all those nasty little wetties and messes she can’t control.” She gave his warm damp crotch a final dismissive pat and stepped back, grinning in triumph.



 
Chapter 2. Carrots and Sticks
 
      Jane watched him from the corner of her eye while she finished dressing and getting ready. He lay writhing in shame on her bed, face flushed, not knowing where to look. He still had his pacifier in his mouth and a shiny stream of drool trickled down his cheek to stain the flaps of his dribble bib. Jane reflected, ‘That was a clever suggestion of mother’s; making him dribble copiously whenever he uses his pacifiers. It adds another extra element of shame to his infantile behaviour; one he is forced to inflict on himself.’ As with so many of these fun ideas, it took a few weeks to teach him to perform properly. But Jane, with Emma the Nanny and ‘Nanna’ (Oh how she loved the fact that Benny now called his mother-in-law ‘Nanna,’) had developed a system of rewards and punishments to keep him constantly on his toes.

   They called them ‘carrots’ and ‘sticks.’ The biggest reward was being able to play with himself in his crib at bedtime, and not have to wear the pink leather mittens and lockable plastic panties that normally kept him in a state of frustration all night. He really didn't like the tight-fitting mittens with the rubber balls inside, and was always keen to ensure he earned enough carrots for the privilege of masturbating most nights in his diapers. He needed three carrots for one night’s privileges, but if he got himself up to ten carrots, then none were deducted. This was a target worth working for.
 
   A later bedtime cost one carrot per half hour. Using the computer (but only to surf permitted ABDL sites - the history file was always to be left available for Mommy to check) was a generous one carrot per hour. The catch was; Mommy or Nanny might come in at any time and make him read aloud what he’d been reading. This revealed his true likes and dislikes to them, and his face usually went bright red while reading parts of some erotic sissy-baby stories like ‘Jennie’s Potty-training’ to Mommy.

   If there were more carrots than sticks marked on the whiteboard mounted in the kitchen next to the fridge, he was allowed real food at lunch and dinner, instead of being fed pureed baby food from jars. The regimen was a minimom of two stage-three baby jars per day. He quickly learned that the so-called puddings and desserts were not particularly unpleasant. Many of them were quite palatable. The savouries, like chicken stew with rice, or liver and dumplings by “Organix” or “Heinz,” were tasteless at best, disgusting at worst. So it was well worth being in credit so he could eat a ‘proper’ lunch - albeit cut-up in tiny pieces and if not spoon-fed to him, always eaten with a small child’s spoon or his fingers. He could use up his daily ration of two jars by eating a banana and apple dessert, chocolate pudding, or summer fruits and custard for afters.
 
   One of his regular humiliations during their visits to the local supermarket was having to choose his weekly needs from the range of baby foods on the shelves. Apart from the jars of baby food, he had to choose little snacks; rice cakes, children’s packs of raisins and dried fruit, pots of “Cow and Gate” pureed fruit and ”Organix” fruit bars and biscuits. Mommy made him choose every single item, and while at first he would try to do it as quickly as possible, paying little attention to what he was doing in his desperate hurry to get away from the baby food isle in Sainsbury’s or Tesco, Mommy always delayed the process by querying his choices, protesting this or that item wasn't suitable for her precious toddler girl. 
 
   After a few weeks, he realised life would be much more pleasant if he took the time to choose jars of food he actually liked. When he was with Nanny Emma, the attractive eighteen-year-old always made him point and politely ask for what he wanted in his high-pitched baby lisp, and she generally loaded his selections from the shelf into the trolley herself. If the item was low down, she would smile entreatingly and ask him to bend over and get it for her. Her excuse was that she was so tall, ( a basketball star in high school) and the bottom shelf was a long way down. They both knew that whenever he stooped down to fetch the desired item, his plastic panties and diapers would bulge out from beneath his too-short overalls.

   Meanwhile, busy mothers with real children in tow would wander by and quickly make similar choices, while Benny the overgrown baby was forced to wrestle with his own. Mostly the children sat in the child’s seat on the trolley, and Nanny recently confided to him; “I know your Mommy is getting one of these trolleys adapted for you, Daphne, so you can sit in it like the silly baby you really are. Won’t you love that, sweetheart?” Little threats like this terrified him. They had done more to baby him than he had ever dreamed possible, so anything might well happen.

   Many children perhaps a little older than Benny’s ‘I’m nearly three,’ walked around the store with their Mommies. Benny was always on the look-out to see which ones were still in diapers, and he often thought; ‘Well, that’s two of us here in the aisle wearing diapers! I bet yours aren’t as wet as mine!’ Or sometimes he spotted a little girl who seemed very young to be out of diapers, and he always felt very unsettled and envious that one so young didn't need diapers like he did.

   Small children are often more perceptive than adults, and Benny would occasionally realise that the little one in a stroller or hanging on to a busy mother’s skirts, was staring right at the crotch of his shortie overalls and diaper-filled plastic panties. From their low angle of view, all was obviously revealed! He shrunk away from the thought that at any moment, a small voice would cry out; “Look, Mommy! Why is that man wearing diapers?”

    The contrast of the big diapered baby asking Nanny for more jars of bananas and prunes in front of a genuine toddler, really was rather funny. Of course Mommy always had to be sure that should he not be in credit as far as his punishment and reward ‘sticks and carrots’ were concerned, they had at least three or four days’ supply of savoury jars, so those were piled into the trolley as well. Then there were the usual purchases - big white plastic bottles of powder, bulk packages of moist baby wipes, and tubs of diaper rash cream and Vaseline. A full week’s baby shopping nearly filled a trolley, and Jane had for some time done most of the grown-up food and supermarket shopping via the internet. When they reached the check-out, the trolley was mainly full of baby items - for him. The women with him usually found some way of making it clear at the check-out that everything was for him, too.

   Reward carrots were earned by little acts of sissy behaviour, usually in public or in front of their infrequent visitors - such as using his squeaky little-girl voice and lisping well when speaking to strangers, or playing like a good little girl with his dolls while visitors were around. He soon learned that doing things like nagging Nanny for chocolate or lollies at the checkout like a whiny brat, was often good for two or three carrots. Especially if there were a couple of women in the queue right behind them. Summoning the courage to perform these little humiliating acts - which drew unwanted attention to his plight - usually required a desperate need to play with his peenie that night, or a longing for a more robust diet than the endless jars of insipid baby food.

   Sticks were much easier to come by. Any behaviour deemed to be ‘adult’ usually brought an immediate rebuke. “That’s one stick for you! If you do that one more time, child, you will get into real trouble!” If he talked normally, walked without a wide-legged gait, or tried to discuss anything of an adult nature, he earned a stick. Most importantly, he was never allowed to discuss the state of his diaper. Never allowed to complain when he was wet or dirty, not even to answer the question; “I wonder if you need changing?” 
                                                                                                                                                                                                             
    What really humiliated him was the way Mommy or Nanny would occasionally check to see if he was dirty. They would simply lift his dress, pull out the back of his diaper, and bend down to smell his bottom, as if that were necessary. If he wasn't dirty, more effort on their part was needed to ensure he was clean. His diaper and plastic panties would be pulled back, to the sharp admonishment; “Stand still, will you?" All the while he had to meekly stand there throughout the humiliating charade and give absolutely no indication of the state of his diaper, like a useless infant. Real babies rarely tell anyone when they are dirty or wet.

   At home this was bad enough, but it happened in front of visitors as well. He was often checked as a pretence, just to embarrass him. Occasionally they checked his diaper in public, pulling aside the back of his overalls and his plastic panties, cloth diaper and disposable, to peer into the gap where his exposed bottom cheeks may or may not hide a nasty shameful little parcel. Maintaining silence throughout this humiliating ordeal had been more than he could do in the early days. An adult plea of “Pweathe Mommy, don’t do that here? Pweathe Mommy, pweathe? People are wooking!” was quite enough earn a couple of sticks on the white board.

   A stick equated to twenty minutes in the naughty corner, three sticks earned a hand-spanking across the thighs or bum, and five a session over Mommy’s lap with the wooden paddle or the hairbrush. The paddle really hurt! Ten sticks earned him a proper caning on the bare bottom. “You have been behaving like a man, be punished like a man,” was Jane’s strictly enforced rule. Benny seriously didn't like being caned, and went a long way to avoid it. Sticks and carrots could be offset one for one, or Benny could run to Mommy with his dum-dums in his mouth, crying, “I thowwy I wath a naughty lickle girl, Mommy! Pweathe put Baby Daphne in the naughty corner?”

   If he’d had a particularly bad day and one more stick made a caning a real possibility, it would be; “Me tho thowwy Mommy, Baby Daphne hath been bewwy horrid today. Pweathe Mommy, pweathe thpank wicked Daphne’th naughty botty?” If he looked appropriately contrite and acted babyish enough - and had the sense to ask when both Jane and his Nanny Emma were there, they would often oblige! It would usually result in a flurry of upturned petticoats, a snivelling bare-bottomed sissy-baby perched across Mommy’s knee - with Emma standing ready to help hold him down - followed by a very lengthy, hard hand-spanking, till he was yelping and crying real tears, and his battered botty-cheeks turned bright red, bordering on purple.

   All the while he would hear the two women laughing and deriding his naughty behaviour, calling him a sissy cry-baby for crying, and making him promise to be a good baby girl in future. When it was over, they would taunt him as they diapered him, demanding to know why he had asked for a spanking. “Does baby wants to play with her nasty little clittie tonight then? Hmm? Does baby want to do spurties in her lovely wet diaper? Baby Daphne can’t do it properly, can she? No, she only makes squirtie messes in her diapers while dreaming about her pretty dresses! What woman would want that?” At that Jane and Emma would burst into cruel laughter, and if Daphne had any sense, he would join in the humiliation by agreeing with them, or even adding a little self-deprecating touch of his own. A good one-liner at this stage may well score a carrot, but Benny was normally too tearful and flustered after a spanking to think of anything clever to say.

    Jane had come up with a brilliant ploy for administering corner-time. They made him stand in the punishment corner in the hallway, just inside the front door. If anyone came to the door and it was opened all the way, the visitors would be able to see her big sissy with his nose buried in the corner. That added an extra frisson of nervous excitement to his humiliating ordeal. He had to suck one of his huge Nuk No. 4 pacifiers, with a loop of short satin ribbon attached to the plastic ring - his punishment pacifier. The loop went round a slender chromed steel rod running from floor to ceiling deep in the corner. Benny hadn’t noticed it’s presence when he returned home from overseas, but he soon learned it’s usefulness. The presence of this smart but unusual piece of hall furniture was always questioned by Mommy’s visitors, and if Benny was up and about, he would have to explain its cruel purpose.

   This arrangement meant he couldn't turn his head without releasing the pacifier teat from his mouth. If he did, his punishment pacifier would tumble to the floor. His hands had to remain clasped behind his back, fingers intertwined. They stayed there because behind him, Jane had set up a small portable movement alarm. It beeped loudly if it detected any movement, audible from anywhere in the house. It allowed slight fidgets, releases of muscle tension in neck, arms and legs, but nothing significant. He was imprisoned by a simple electronic gadget! If he accidentally let go of his pacifier, there was no way he could stoop down to pick it up without setting off the alarm. He couldn't move his hands from behind his back to hold it, so he had to keep his nose buried in the corner - all the while hoping against hope that the front doorbell wouldn't ring. If the alarm went off or his pacifier was found on the floor, he had to finish the current time and then start from the beginning again. Simple. 
 
    Jane was fully dressed, her tawny locks styled in a neat chignon, and she sat at the vanity ready to put on her make-up. She glanced in the mirror at Benny sitting morosely on the bed, obviously pondering on how he would be able to cope with the day ahead when he felt so unsexy, so adult. She could tell he was desperate to end his baby role this minute. He longed to return to his old self. Sensing his discomfort, , Jane brusquely ordered, “Don’t sit there and sulk, baby girl. Toddle off to your Nursery and pack your ‘Barbie’ changing bag. We’re going out as soon as I finish getting ready. Go on. Off you go.” She knew he didn’t need to pack a change of diapers, but she wanted to get the surly child out of her hair. She intended taking her sissy baby to Nanna’s place, and her Mom had all the necessary supplies there to look after her big baby girl. But Jane didn’t want Baby Daphne to know their destination. It kept her little girl anxious and nervous - just the way Mommy wanted her.

   Benny’s spirits sagged even further as he slid off the bed. He didn't want to go out, but he dared not complain or moan about his fate. He had a surplus of ten carrots on the whiteboard and he was eating much better food, and had even been allowed to play with his peenie in his crib at night almost whenever he wanted. He certainly didn't want to lose his hard-earned credits. Mind you, after two orgasms this morning, the thought of playing with his little member was a million miles away. He sighed and returned to his Nursery to gather his things. Looking round the room, he still couldn't believe he lived in such a baby girl world. His Mommy had lavished much care and attention on the pink-painted room, setting it up for him while he was overseas on his last business trip.
                                                                                                                                                                                                                 
   There were white plastic Disney Princess chairs and a matching low table, with assorted brightly-coloured plastic boxes for his dolls and toys. There were teddy bear motifs on the duvet cover, ‘Winnie the Pooh’ wallpaper, and an overall sense of pink - with pastel-yellow and blue hints to set it off. The heavy wooden changing table with its washable pink vinyl surface stood prominent against the opposite wall, and above and below was a full array of paraphernalia for diaper changes. Pampers, diaper rash cream, baby powder, baby lotion and a jar of soap for the pins sat on the shelf above. On the shelf below were piles of disposables and two stacks of terry cribton diapers as well. About a dozen pair of pastel-coloured plastic panties were neatly piled at the end, beside a big white lidded bucket for his soiled diapers, and a smaller bin for his used disposable diapers. His adult-sized, pink-painted wooden crib stood against the far wall, the barred side rail lowered as if waiting for him. In the white chest of drawers and built-in wardrobe were dresses, petticoats, and a full range of feminine tee-shirts, socks, nighties, sissy girl pyjama sets, and a couple of pairs of Maryjane shoes and some little-girl sandals.

    Jane’s commitment to babying him seemed absolute, and he knew it wouldn't end anytime soon. Signs of his baby status were scattered all around the house these days, from piles of diapers in the airing cupboard, diapers and plastic panties hanging on the washing line in the back yard, and baby things in every room. His changing bag was a very sissy, bright Barbie-pink vinyl bag, in which he kept some spare disposables, one thick cloth diaper, diaper cream, a small bottle of powder, diaper sacks, and of course, a slender tub of Pampers moist scented wipes. Mommy Jane had a bigger diaper bag that held the same, but with enough room to pack several spare cloth diapers for him, huge plastic panties and a couple of clean bibs. There was also a deep transparent PVC pocket sewn outside at one end, made for his bottle or feeding cup, and it had written on the side in bright hot-pink lettering, ‘Daphne’s Diaper Bag.’

    He picked up the life-size infant doll lying on the floor and straightened her blue gingham frock over her diaper. Jane told him she bought the doll for him because it had shoulder-length pale-blonde hair, just like him. Nanny had come up with the suggestion last week that he should carry a doll’s bottle and a spare diaper or two for his dolly, Nancy. If Mommy filled the bottle with liquid and he gave Nancy her bottle, she wet her diaper. Then he had to change her diaper, just like she was a real baby. The idea was that he had to take Nancy with him, and feed and change her while they were out. So far he had only had to do it while nobody else was around, although the very idea of a grown man changing his dolly’s diaper was ridiculous. He suspected he would have to do it in front of someone one day soon, and shuddered at the imagined humiliation.

   From the landing outside her bedroom, Mommy called out, “Don’t forget Nancy’s bottle and her diapers, honey-bunny! She might need a change later. Oh, and where is her pram?” Benny’s heart sank. Jane knew about the new game! She was certain to make him put his dolly in the new doll’s pram and wheel her about, wherever it was they were going. He waddled downstairs to fetch the pram from the playroom. It used to be his study, but over the last few weeks, all signs of the former male occupancy had disappeared. The golfing pictures, the big cherrywood desk and the Sony Vaio laptop had all gone. Daphne had to use a slow old PC covered in pink girly logos, resting on a small whitewood child’s desk. He was only allowed in to write his sissy baby stories and surf certain well-known ABDL sites, such as Sissykiss, Daily Diapers, Buffalo Betties, Petticoat Monthly, etc. One rule was that he regularly had to select favourite bits of writing to read out later to his Mommy or Nanny.

  The floor was untidy with his scattered toddler toys and colouring-in books, stuffed animals and Barbie doll clothes, and Bunty annuals and other early-reader titles. He had to do all the colouring in and little quizzes in each book or comic, while sitting at his little table and chair. When each one was finished, he had to run to Mommy or Nanny acting all excited, crying; “Wook Mommy! I done it, Mommy! I done it! Me good girl!” The pram stood next to the Wendy house, and he made sure all the diapers, plastic panties and spare dresses for Nancy were packed inside before placing her alongside them on her back. Her eyes closed like she was sleeping peacefully and he couldn’t help smiling. He had actually started to enjoy the temporary distraction of playing with his dollies and pram, but today he felt anxious and uncertain about what Mommy had planned for him. He heard her marching downstairs, and hurriedly wheeled his pram into the hall. Jane looked stunning!

    Money, confidence, and pure sexuality radiated from Jane. She was wearing a tight-fitting, mid-thigh navy skirt, made from shimmering silk, glistening like oil on water with her every movement. It was tight around her slender waist, wide child-bearing hips and womanly bottom, but flared out below to flow around her shapely thighs, A clinging white button-front cribton blouse was loosely covered by a skimpy black satin waistcoat, and her enormous breasts were proudly displayed. It was an expensive outfit, and she looked so tall and powerful. The muscles in her calves showed out in sharp relief and he noticed the elegant black patent high-heels that somehow brought an additional sparkle to her legs and movement. 
                                                                                                                                                                                                        
    Jane was only a couple of inches taller than him, and in the past she’d been happy to pad around the house with him in flat-soled slippers or bare feet. She’d only worn high heels on special occasions, and usually with a modest two-inch heel at that. Since learning of his secret fetish however, she only seemed to wear scary high heels these days. The heels were usually pencil-thin and always more than four inches high. “The shoes are Jimmy Choos,” Jane said, as if in answer to his thoughts. “Like them?” She grinned and daintily pointed one shiny black toe at him, the picture of mature sophistication.

    Poor Benny, bending forward over his dolly’s pram, in his too-short sissy baby frock with his diapers and plastic panties plainly in view, in his pastel-pink Maryjanes with lacy anklet socks, and his hair in frothy bunches. What a contrast! What a sight! What shame! She continued in that cool calm voice which can only come from a top-drawer education. (St Paul’s School for Girls, and Oxford with a first in Law, in Jane’s case.) “Come on, baby girl! No sulking! You look lovely, too. For a little sissy baby who has to wear diapers, you really look the part! That dress is divine on you, so babyish! I’m so glad you ordered it. It really suits you, darling. Come here, sweetie.” She reached for the ring of his pacifier and gently pulled it to draw him closer. “Suck and dribble, baby,” she commanded in sugary baby tones. “Suck and dribble. Show Mommy.” She watched him dribble copiously, and smeared the warm drool round his chin and cheeks with the wide plastic pacifier guard. “More!”

   Spittle ran freely down his chin, making a shiny wet mess all over his satin dribble bib. Luckily it had a plastic backing, so his new frock wouldn’t get stained. “Good girl!” Jane purred. “That’s more like it! You will get a stick if you don't remember to dribble lots, sweetie. You don't want that, do you?” He frantically shook his head in denial. “Let’s put your coat on.” She reached into the hall cupboard and pulled out his pink anorak. It had a shiny pink finish, with fluffy white faux-fur round the collar and cuffs. It fastened down the front with large toggle-ties, and had white woollen mitts attached to each other via a ribbon that passed through the sleeves, like a small child’s. Like everything else he owned it was too short, failing utterly to cover his embarrassing diapers and bulging plastic panties. Moments later Jane shrugged on her three-quarter length black leather jacket (he knew had cost her well over a thousand pounds,) and at last they were ready to go. 
 
    Outside the house, there was a new X5 series Mercedes SUV in the drive. It had a ‘bambino al bordo’ sign in the back she bought on her last trip to Rome. She said it looked cute. Benny realised it attracted more attention than the normal ‘baby on board’ sign. His Boxster had been sold months ago. “You won’t need that any more,” she carelessly assured him when she took his car keys. “No more driving for you, baby! You’re too young to drive! Anyway, we need a SUV now instead. All the best moms drive them these days.”

    The brisk morning air felt cold on his bare thighs, exaggerating his sense of exposure and heightening his vulnerability. Within moments he felt the natural urge to wee as the cold gripped his weakening bladder. He was about to relax and wet himself when all of a sudden, a sense of male determination gripped him, not disconnected from the loss of libido caused by his two recent cummies. He decided to restrain himself, and try not to wet whenever the passing urge hit him. He would go when he was alone and standing still, and when he decided to let go - consciously, like an adult. The fact it would be into a diaper was beside the point; he was trying to act like a grown-up and exercise some control. After a spasm of concentration, the urge to pee gradually faded.

     Jane left him standing in the drive while she piled the bags and his doll’s pram in the boot. He wasn’t allowed to touch the door handle of the car and he pouted in frustration. He felt so vulnerable standing there like an overgrown baby girl in full view of any passers-by, or where any of their neighbours could see him, with the chill breeze gaily fluffing out his frilly petticoats. Even though both the next-door neighbours were well aware of his sissy baby status, the people across the street didn’t know. At least he didn’t think so. He danced from foot to foot, impatiently waiting for Mommy to come around and open up the rear passenger door for him, so he could clamber out of sight into the bright-pink plastic booster seat in the back. 
                                                                                                                                                                                              
     When Jane opened the door for him, standing right behind him, he started to ask where they were going - a strictly forbidden question. “Shush, baby!” she sternly quietened him, with a warning smack on the bottom. “Be quiet, Baby Daphne!” He barely felt it through all the padding. “Little baby girls should be seen and not heard!” She helped him climb into the pink plastic capsule and leant right over him to fasten his seatbelt. The release clip was almost behind the hard plastic capsule, well out of his reach.

   “You know better than that!” Jane scolded him, as he heard the ‘click’ of the latch closing. Her body was so close he could smell her perfume; her wonderful bosoms mere inches from his lips. He sucked harder on the teat of his dum-dums by pure reflex and a gush of saliva filled his mouth. He always wanted to suck on her nipples, no matter how ashamed he felt. She giggled at the unspoken desire in his eyes, squeezed his nose playfully, and straightened his dress and petties under his seatbelt before backing out and closing the door.

    The elevated booster seat raised him up and tilted him back slightly, and his dress and coat rode up so his bulging plastic panties were prominent between his legs. Despite his recent resolution to try and exercise control, he gazed down at the area of shiny pink plastic between his legs, feeling safe as the bulk of the combined disposable and cloth diapers forced his hairless thighs apart. The sight of his wetproof plastic panties tautly stretched over the thick protection always gave him such a wonderfully secure feeling; the deep realisation that really, he didn't have to worry about controlling his wetties and his messes anymore.

      As they drove away, Jane began to relax. Her submissive husband was safely strapped in the oversized toddler’s carseat behind her, unable to escape his fate. She could hardly believe Benny had let her drag him outside dressed and diapered like a big baby girl. She glanced at the pacifier-sucking sissy in the rear-view mirror and grinned to herself. He actually looked like a little girl. A very sulky young girl - pre-teen, in fact, due to the lack of bosom - albeit one dressed like an overgrown toddler.
                                                                                                                                                                                           
      She had put him in as grown-up mood as she dared by making him cum twice this morning, but she hadn't wanted to risk a confrontation before they were safely on their way. He was absolutely not in the right frame of mind for the many humiliations that lay ahead for him. Jane wriggled her hips a little to increase the tingling sensation down there, thinking, ‘Wow! This BDSM stuff makes me really randy!’ She grinned to herself she gunned the powerful car quickly up to eighty down the dual carriageway, as she considered, ‘I have no problem humiliating someone, if that’s what they really want me to do! If it gets my baby’s rocks off, why shouldn’t I have some fun at the same time?’ Aloud she called to her sissy in the back.

       “You’ve already earned two sticks so far this morning, baby, as you well know! Understand? Any more naughtiness out of you, and you’ll go straight across Mommy’s knee when we arrive at our destination. Your favourite wooden hairbrush is packed in my bag, sweetie. Understand, Daphne? Anyway, to satisfy your curiosity, we are going to Nanna’s for the day. You’ll like that, won’t you?” What she didn't mention was that her sister Sheila and her golf-mad barrister husband Simon were going to be there as well, with their three and five-year-old daughters. A little added surprise for Benny! 

     One of the most amazing side-effects of Jane’s enforced conversion of Benny to Baby Daphne, had been the altered relationship between him and her mother. Until a few months ago, Helen had made it abundantly clear to anyone who would listen, that baby-faced Benny wasn't good enough for her beautiful youngest daughter. She told people the puny Lothario probably only married Jane for her money, and the chance for rapid promotion in the family firm. Of course she was absolutely right! Benny never quite got the relationship right with his disapproving mother-in-law, and was by turns alternately gauche or overbearing. The truth was; he was completely intimidated by her voluptuous good-looks and disdainful manner. She was like a bigger, bossier, more domineering version of his beautiful wife - with bigger tits and way more attitude. He overcompensated by behaving inappropriately around her or making endless faux-pas. Above all, he was scared spitless of Helen!

    Now that Helen’s woman’s intuition had been proven correct for all to see - Benny was clearly a little sissy pantywaist - they seemed to get on much better. Benny no longer had to struggle to impress her, although he tried his best to behave like the little baby girl he was being trained to be, especially when Helen was babysitting him. He subconsciously realised that he had nothing more to prove to her, and he could relax and be his true submissive sissy self. That was something he could do well! Helen was satisfied, as she had obviously been proven right all along. As a result, she was much more at ease with her slender sissy son-in-law. Expecting nothing from his manly side, she was happy to treat him like a silly little girl in diapers. On this basis, they got on perfectly - as Nanna and Baby Daphne. Jane had arranged for Helen to look after Benny for one day each week, which gave her and Emma the Nanny more time off.
 
     In recent visits Nanna had become sufficiently relaxed to let Benny talk to her about more everyday things. She always made him speak with a pacifier in his mouth though, with wet streams of dribble trickling down his chin onto one of his ever-present bibs. He has to lisp and use his normal high-pitched baby-talk, but he was able to tell Helen how he really felt about his new sissy life. Sitting on the rug in her elegant lounge with his pretty dress fluffed out by petticoats, often after lunch when she was having a coffee and he his bottle, he would be allowed ‘off the record.’ He spoke of things not permitted by Mommy at home, to tell Nanna of his fears about being turned into a full-time sissy baby. Nanna Helen always consoled him, offering the reassurance that Jane was only doing what he really wanted - deep down - and he should just relax and let it happen. The ‘big man’ in him always dissolved in front of this elegant assured older woman whom he had once feared, but now was starting to really like - even love - in a strange but submissive way.

      Although he didn't have the slightest suspicion of the truth, Jane’s mother Helen had been the chief architect of his current infantile demise. Six months ago, Jane had assumed his lack of desire for her and his poor performance in bed were indications he was having an affair. The following Saturday afternoon when he was at the golf club, she swallowed her scruples and searched his laptop.
 
   Her friend Fiona, who was head of the security division of their company, had agreed to provide her with a de-encryption code to break his password. “Why do you want to search Benny’s computer?” The heavy-set redhead asked, screwing up her pug features in concern.
   “I don’t know for sure,” Jane confessed with a guilty grimace. “It’s just that - I know he’s up to something, Fi.”
   “Women’s intuition, huh?” Fiona suggested with a sympathetic smile. Jane shrugged her shoulders.
 
   “Please don’t mention this to the girls,” Jane pleaded. “Cathy and Isabell have already been giving me a hard time for marrying him.”
   “Don’t worry. I won’t say a word,” Fiona promised, handing her the memory stick. “And if you need anything else - like spy cameras or recording devices, let me know. I also have access to software which allows you to monitor his emails and track his phone, if you’re interested.”
   “This will do fine for now,” Jane replied, holding up the memory stick with the de-encryption code. “Thanks Fi. I must run.”
   “Don’t mention it. See you for drinks on Friday night.”
 
    It wasn't evidence of an affair Jane had discovered on Benny‘s laptop. She was incredulous when she uncovered reams of incriminating material on sissies and adult babies. She found long detailed letters from Benny detailing his unspoken desires to other sissies like him, and a well-hidden ‘favourites’ list which contained all the well-known sissy-baby sites. When she subsequently searched for and found his stash of big baby girl things, she went crying to her mother, ranting of divorce.

    Helen wouldn't hear of it! “Don't be ridiculous, Jane!” she scoffed, as she examined the suitcase full of big diapers and oversized toddler frocks her daughter had brought over. “He’ll take you and our family to the cleaners! He’ll get half your house - the one I paid for, by the way! The big baby will sue you for half your shares and half your income. For what? Why do we want to pay out the effeminate little drip? Have your freedom, yes - but not a divorce.”
 
    It was Helen who planted the idea to baby him. “Give him what he apparently seems to want,” she suggested to her distressed daughter with a wicked grin. “If you can trap him in his submissive sissy-baby persona, you can take away his independence and control him.” Helen argued that he would be soon hooked and helpless, and she promised Jane; “You can then take back your life and start again - if you want to. In a year’s time - if you like - we can offer him a small settlement. If my plan works, he will be too ashamed and too deeply ingrained in his sissy-baby role by then to do anything but accept our meagre offer. Also,” she added significantly, “if we can convince him to quit his job in the firm, we can finally employ someone who really knows how to market our products properly - like Jake, who resigned last month because Benny was such a lousy boss.”
 
    Helen came up with the wonderfully convincing line; “An expensive Nanny is a hell of a lot cheaper than a messy divorce! You know I’m right!” The more they discussed the matter, the more Helen’s outrageous plan made sense to Jane. Of course they both acknowledged it might be a difficult scheme to pull off. But one night a few weeks later when Jane was going through a phase of self-doubt, she brought over her laptop showed her mother some photos she’d found and copied, which Benny had taken of himself and stored on his computer. He was sitting on the floor of their lounge holding a baby dolly, wearing a little-girl dress short enough to show off his bulky cloth diaper and transparent pink plastic panties. The picture was completed by his black-patent Maryjanes, frilly white anklet socks, and a pink Alice band in his hair. 

     Helen laughed uproariously and her distressed daughter eventually joined in. Soon they were almost in hysterics. For Jane, it was mostly from relief of the stress and tension of the last few weeks. Then Helen burbled through her laughter, “He - or she - looks quite sweet, really.” She glanced meaningfully at her daughter. “She looks rather helpless - as though she really needs her Mommy.” 
                                                                                                                                                                                              
      Jane pointed at her guffawing mother and tartly responded, “And a Nanna, too!” They both collapsed in hysterics again. 
      When they had calmed down, Helen commented, “You know, I wouldn’t mind babysitting Benny and changing his diapers occasionally. It would probably take him down a peg - or ten!” 
    “He’d probably like that!” Jane scoffed. ’You should read some of the humiliation fantasies he’s written and posted on some of the sissy-baby sites. Here, let me show you.”
 
      From that night on, Jane grew more determined to follow her mother’s sage advice. The first step was to convince Benny to let his hair grow longer, telling him “It will look much more attractive with a bit of length - more modern.” It was a simple request and he readily agreed. He secretly thought his face looked more feminine when he had longer hair. Jane put concealed key-log software on her husband’s laptop and was soon following his every surf, building up a complete picture of his secret likes and dislikes. She found his private baby email address, and watched him when he chatted online to other men who wanted to be sissies, too. He poured out his longing to them to be treated like a naughty baby girl, kept in diapers 24/7, wet and dirty. He seemed to want to be trapped in his sissy baby state! Jane realised that although he wrote these things, there was a risk he probably wouldn’t really want to be treated like a sissy baby all the time. He could demand a divorce when confronted with his choice.

       Jane was nothing if not resourceful. The fact that she tracked his every electronic move for months without ever saying a word to him was proof enough, but her next step was pure genius. She made contact with a professional dominatrix he’d visited a couple of times - a self-advertised Adult-Baby Nanny, to find out more about how she treated the sissy babies she was paid to look after. Jane paid Denise for the first visit, of course, and didn’t mention her husband was one of her clients. Jane explained, “My boyfriend likes to wear diapers and dress up like a little girl, sometimes. But he’s very shy about it, and reluctant to reveal his needs. I want to learn how to mother a big sissy baby. To do things that excite him and make him want me, and desire me more than ever!”
    Denise grinned and replied, “I think I can help you with that.” 
                                                                                                                                                                                              
    After Jane had broken down the buxom brunette’s reserve, the professional Nanny was very forthcoming. Her favourite bon-mot was; “Men keep their brains in their balls." Her advice was; “Keep him wanting more, keep him excited, and only let him cum occasionally. Make him think that if he behaves, a bigger thrill is just round the corner. You’ve got great tits and a great arse, Jane. Taunt him with your body. Make him want you, but slowly withdraw your favours as he becomes ever more committed to his infantile role. Remember; he will have fantasised about being your sissy baby ever since he first met you. Most adult babies have normally been like this all their lives, especially the transvestites. They repeatedly try and kick the habit, but they always return. Always! They can’t help themselves! Watch out though, in the early stages. After he cums, he will want to return to adulthood in a flash. He wants you to think he is still a normal man, and he’ll beg and plead to be allowed to dress normally. That’s when you must take control.”

     Jane even persuaded Denise to let her watch a few sessions while the Mistress babysat some of her AB clients - getting paid twice over by the client, if Denise had anything to do with it. A few men were happy and willing to pay an additional fee for the presence of the beautiful busty blonde with the severe attitude. It was in Denise’s Nursery/dungeon that Jane learned to use a wide, long-handled wooden hairbrush on a naughty male bottom. How to balance a grown man over her lap so his bottom was perfectly positioned, upthrust and quivering, waiting for her attention. She was taught to use the thick leather strap and the cane with frightening accuracy, and with enough force to be real punishment. Jane was surprised how aroused beating some hapless male’s bottom usually made her feel. When she changed into her street clothes after a session, the cribton gusset of her panties was always a little moist with her secretions. 
                                                                                                                                                                                             
      Jane had watched Denise humiliate her clients in some unbelievable ways - and found she enjoyed it! She usually had to masturbate as soon as she arrived home afterwards, and some of the subsequent orgasms had been earth-shattering! She had been amazed and bemused by the number of men who outside that room seemed like normal regular blokes, but in Denise’s Nursery - they behaved like little sissy babies dressed in diapers and a variety of cute little frilly frocks. A rare few wanted to be little baby boys, but most wanted to be toddler sissies or baby girls. Denise informed Jane that the ‘little girls’ were mostly heterosexual and usually craved a dominant Mommy-figure in real life. Above all, Jane learned to stand quite still and glare down at some hapless cringing client who was begging to be put in a diaper, and by the sheer force of her strong personality and with a very quiet authoritarian upper-class tone, make him drop his pants and bend over and ask - even beg her - for the cane! 
                                                                                                                                                                                         
     Denise used to say afterwards, “My God! I hope you haven't scared him off!” Later she would phone Jane and tell her, “You know so-and-so? He wants you to come again, and he’ll pay extra next time!” After two months of twice-weekly sessions, Jane knew she was getting the hang of it. She grew increasingly eager to practice her newly-acquired skills on her submissive sissy husband.

     As they sped along the motorway, Jane thought about what lay ahead. Her sister and Simon the barrister knew all about Benny’s odd predilections, of course. They had seen the photos, and were reasonably relaxed about their two pre-school girls seeing ‘Baby Daphne’ in her diapers and a baby dress. Simon had set one condition; if Benny needed a spanking, it wasn't to be done in front of the girls. Simon was great; nothing phased him! He seemed to know a little about everything. He even told Jane and Sheila a lot about adult babies. Apparently Simon had a case once where the subject came up. He was however, a real alpha-male. 
                                                                                                                                                                                      
      Sheila loved him for his masculinity and forgave him his odd indiscretion. She knew he loved her, but he needed, as he once put it, a bit of ‘outside practice’ from time to time. He told her it was necessary to make sure he remained in top form, to have good sex with her and know all the latest tricks. The busty blonde was submissive by nature, and allowed her husband to play up occasionally - as long as he always came home to her. 

      Jane knew her sister and Simon had an active sex life. Sheila had boasted of her husband’s prowess on several occasions, and one time when she'd had a bit too much to drink, she confessed to her kid sister that she and Benny liked to ‘role-play’ now and then. “He likes me to dress up in a school uniform for him sometimes, and he plays the strict teacher. It’s so much fun!” Sheila told Jane one night, her eyes sparkling.
                                                                                                                                                                                     
        Looking concerned, Jane had asked; “You don’t let him spank you, do you?”
       “Sometimes,” Sheila confessed with a drunken giggle. “It doesn’t really hurt that much,” she hastened to reassure her kid sister. “And afterwards he’s so horny, the sex is fantastic!” As Jane drove towards her mother’s place, she looked forward to catching up with her sister and Simon. They were such a fun couple.
 


 
Chapter 3. A Day at Nanna’s
 
 
     Jane and Baby Daphne soon arrived at Nanna’s house in the upmarket part of town. A short paved circular driveway led to the front door of an imposing two-storey residence which breathed money and influence. It was a rambling six-bedroom home with three bathrooms, two separate entertaining areas, and a vast back yard. Benny spied Simon’s black BMW parked in the drive and immediately started to panic. “Oh no! No! Is Thimon here, Mommy?”
    “The whole family is here today, darling!” Jane gaily replied, as though the news would thrill him. “Come along, baby!” She opened the passenger door and unbuckled him to help him clamber out.

   This might have been Benny’s last chance to escape. He could have balked and refused to go in the house, but when she held out her hand to help him climb down, he snatched it like a frightened child. Jane had been a little worried he might resist, and she was glad when her mother threw open the front door to greet them. “Here they are!” Helen called behind her into the hall. She hurried out to greet them, pausing on the flagstone footpath because of towering her high heels.
                                                                                                                                                                
    Helen stood at five-foot eight in her bare feet, two inches taller than her daughter Jane. Her hair was the same tawny-blonde shade, although cut in a shorter, more manageable bob, and she had a similar attractive heart-shaped face. Her outfit this morning consisted of an A-line mid-thigh skirt in grey cribton and a blue silk, button-front blouse, with a simple navy cardigan over her shoulders. She was a heavier, more buxom version of her youngest daughter, and even though Benny knew she was approaching fifty, her flawless complexion made her look closer to the right side of forty. Helen was wearing black patent court shoes like her daughter, with two-inch platform soles and scary six-inch stiletto heels. She liked the way the added height advantage intimidated her sissy son-in-law. “Hello girls!” she cried in greeting. “Come inside, you two!” Helen grinned at Benny’s girly outfit and stepped back inside the house to wait for them.
                                                                                                                                                                 
   Benny was swept along by events as Jane thrust his baby things into his arms. Cowering beside the car, he didn't dare run away, but he didn't want to enter the house, either. The car door slammed closed behind him and the central locking clunked with chilling finality. He was rooted to the spot for a moment, but the driveway was short and this was a busy part of town. He heard a bus roaring along the road behind him as Jane gripped his free hand again. He would be seen in all his babyishness by a bus full of strangers! He was dragged towards the house in his familiar wide-legged waddle, clutching his dolly and bright pink changing bag to his breast with his other hand like a condemned man, and Jane pushed him ahead of her through the front door into the hall.
                                                                                                                                                                       
    “Hello Daphne,” Helen purred to him in greeting, then she lowered her face slightly towards his. He remembered to spit out his dum-dums, drop a quick curtsey to Nanna and give her a moist peck on the cheek before passing. Despite the fact that she leaned down to greet him, Benny had to stand on tippie-toes to reach her powdered face. He felt so tiny and useless, although the servile act got the humiliating pacifier out his mouth for the briefest of moments.            
                                                                                                                                                                          
     “Here baby, let Nanna help you,” Helen crooned. “Stand still for Nanna.” Helen busied herself taking off his pink anorak. Seeing her baby was in safe hands, Jane returned to the car to fetch the rest of Daphne’s baby things. Benny had become so accustomed to being dressed and undressed, he no longer even attempted to undo his own buttons - or in this case, the little pink plastic toggles of his girlish jacket. He always stood quietly and very childishly while a grown-up helped him undress.
                                                                                                                                                                     
      Nanna stood back and admired his new dress and his gaily embroidered bib. “Aww! ‘Sweetie-pie’!” she read aloud. “How cute! My, my! That’s a beautiful frock, Daphne!” she praised him. “And I love your baby-pink Maryjanes. Are they new? So cute!” Helen chuckled, while straightening out the multiple pleats of his satin frock over the frothy petticoats. She reached down and patted the drooping crotch of his pink plastic baby panties, clearly visible beneath the too-short hem.
                                                                                                                                                                  
     “No frilly rumba panties today, darling?” Helen quizzed the humiliated little sissy. “Just translucent plastic panties? Oh well. I guess that way, everyone can see when you’ve wet your diaper. I suppose Mommy wants to make sure the whole family knows you really need your diapers. Let me fix your sash, sweetie.” He had to stand perfectly still while his mother-in-law retied his frock’s pink satin sash at the back in a fresh floppy bow.
 
      Helen then popped his pacifier teat back in his mouth - after examining the little pink hearts on the wide white plastic guard and cooing, “How sweet! Show Nanna how you sucky-suck your dum-dums, baby.” When he shame-facedly obeyed, drooling copiously as required, she beamed in approval. “Good girl! Remember Daphne, the best way to behave for us is to act like the proper little baby girl you know you really are, deep down. Just be your true baby self, sweetie,” she encouraged him with a conspiratorial wink. “Things will work out much better for you that way. Really, I promise. Don’t you want everyone to see how cute you look?”

     “Not weally, Nanna.” Benny tried to explain in a high-pitched whisper to Helen that Jane had made him cum in his diaper twice this morning, and he was in no mood to act the sissy. How could he meet Simon dressed like this? Helen simply motioned him to be quiet when Jane strode back into the hall, carrying the big baby changing bag and wheeling the packed doll’s pram ahead of her.

     Right on cue, Jessica and Zoë came bounding into the hall, with all the bounce and excitement of excited preschoolers, shouting “Hello!” to their favourite Aunty Jane. It was Zoë who stopped first when she spied Benny in his toddler frock and diapers. With all the innocence of a brash three-year-old, she pointed at his exposed panty crotch and squealed, “Look! Uncle Benny is wearing a diaper! Why is he wearing a diaper? Why?”

     Helen began the previously agreed-upon explanation by talking about bed-wetting, when Jane chipped in; “My little one needs diapers because she never remembers to ask for the toilet - nor even to use her potty, Zoë! Not like a clever big girl, like you! So we have to keep her in diapers all the time, otherwise she would wet her pants and trousers and the furniture.”
 
    Children can always ask the best questions. Zoe stated proudly, “I can use a toilet, I don’t need a baby’s potty. Why won’t he use the toilet? Does he still wet the bed? I don’t! I can sleep right through without wetting now. Can’t I, Nanna?”
     “Yes darling,” Helen crooned, smiling fondly at her youngest granddaughter.
                                                                                                                                                                                      
      Jane grinned at Zoe and picked her up, cradling the intrigued child in her arms to make her face the same height as Benny’s flushed features. “Baby Daphne has been very naughty!” Jane explained. “She always forgets to ask me for the potty when she needs to go. So we have to keep her in diapers all the time, don’t we? Like a little baby. And yes, she does wet the bed at night. Every night! And,” she half-whispered in Zoë’s ear, “she won't even ask for the potty when she needs to do poo-poos. Isn’t that naughty?” The astonished little girl stared at Benny’s blushing red cheeks, shaking her head in disbelief. Zoe giggled when Jane added, “If you smell she’s messy, tell Nanna or me right away and we'll change her diaper. Okay, Zoe? You’ll do that for me, won’t you?”
 
     Zoë nodded but quickly moved to the next question, pointing inquisitively at Benny’s flounced frock. “Why do you keep calling him ‘her’? Why is he wearing a funny dress, Aunty Jane? Why has he got bunches and ribbons in his hair? He looks like a girl!” She started to giggle. “Uncle Benny, you’ve got an Alice Band and bunches! You look silly!” Benny looked to Jane in desperation. Any hope that his smart new dress might somehow make him more acceptable as a sissy baby evaporated under Zoë’s barrage of taunting questions. Jane offered no support and merely gave him a patronising smile, with mocking laughter in her eyes. He looked pleadingly at Nanna as though she might halt the torment, but she ignored him and merely laughed at Zoë’s endless questions.

     Jane finally answered for him. “Well, it’s a proper baby dress, not a grown-up dress for a real girl. As she insists on behaving like a sissy baby, I thought I would make her dress like one. This baby dress makes her look more like a little baby girl. Don’t you think so, Zoë? And it’s much easier to change her wet and dirty diapers when we need to. Also,” she almost whispered, “she really likes wearing pretty dresses!”
    “Why?” Zoe demanded. Her wide-eyed big sister stood beside her staring at the effeminate sissy baby with her mouth gaping open.

     Jane laughed; “Why? Why? Why? That’s all you ever ask, Zoe! Baby Daphne has always wanted to dress like this! Haven’t you, sweetie? But until a few months ago, she never once told me. She kept it a nasty secret from her Mommy - but when I finally found out, I said she could dress like a toddler girl - if that’s what she really wanted to do - but only if she did it all the time! You don't keep nasty secrets from your Mommy and Daddy, do you Zoë?” The little girl shook her head with a sober expression and Jane continued, “And do you know what else? She told me she was embarrassed when we called her Benny while she was wearing her pretty baby frocks, and instead she asked us to call her ‘Baby Daphne’ all the time! So that’s what we do now. Your Uncle Benny is now your little cousin Baby Daphne.”

      Benny’s face was turning redder and redder with every fresh revelation in front of the two small girls. He was also aware that his need to wee was growing stronger. His resolve to hold on till a quiet moment - when he could stand and pretend he was at a urinal - remained with him. He couldn't let go now; not right in front of everybody! He concentrated for a few moments and the urge seemed to fade. Jane seemed prepared to mock him in front of everyone, content to reveal that he’d always wanted to wear diapers and baby frocks.
                                                                                                                                                                   
      She was so beautiful and he adored her sexy body - but why did she tease him unmercifully like this? It was unbearable! The change in his feelings towards Jane as their outward relationship moved from wife to strict Mommy (or discipline mistress) had been so subtle, he hadn't realised it was happening. He worshiped Jane far more now than he had ever done as her ‘husband.’ He looked at her with longing pleading glances, silently begging her to stop.
                                                                                                                                                                   
     But Zoe was in full flow. “He’s got a pacifier as well!” She turned to her big sister and cried, “Look, Jessica! Look! You can see drool dribbling down his face!” Sounding all important, she proudly announced, “I don’t have a pacifier any more. Mommy says only silly babies suck pacifiers! Why do you let him have a pacifier, Aunty Jane?”
Jane asked Benny, “Well baby? Why do you have a pacifier, Baby Daphne?” With an innocent grin plastered across her face, she insisted, “Tell your niece - I mean, tell your cousin why you have a dum-dums, sweetheart.”

     Jane and Emma in particular, had rehearsed him on how to answer such questions. He knew carrots and sticks were at stake. Benny didn't want to admit the truth and he chewed on the soothing rubber teat in his mouth instead. He didn't want to respond. Must he reply? Could he say nothing and get away with it? The prolonged silence grew painful. Jane, Nanna, Zoë and Jessica stood patiently waiting for his answer. Jane raised one perfectly-arched eyebrow in warning when Benny remained silent. “Well, baby girl?” She insisted, frowning severely.
                                                                                                                                                                                   
      Benny’s will to resist caved and he squeaked to Zoe, “I weally like thucking my pacifier. I need my dum-dumth, don’t I, Mommy?” Her looked to her for support, but the watching women waited expectantly and he added, “I cwy if I don’t haff a dum-dumth.” Jane looked down at him with an approving smile, encouraging his full confession “I want to be a weal baba all the time. Don’t I, Mommy?” She nodded encouragingly and he babbled, “Tho I haff to haff a dum-dumth all the time, wike a weal bubba.” He felt ridiculous talking like this in front of the little girls, and he noticed Zoë’s big blue eyes were like saucers as she finally fell silent. He had grown so used to sucking a pacifier at night and during the day, he often sucked it absentmindedly, enjoying the comfort a full mouth naturally gives. But that was in private.
                                                                                                                                                              
      However Mommy had made a point of standing him in front of a full-length mirror for a few minutes every day, and teasing him about how ridiculous he looked with his pacifier in his mouth - especially when he had to talk with it in. Jane reminded him how infantile and babyish he looked sucking his dum-dums, and how his pacifier-sucking shamed him more than even the diapers and baby dresses he loved to wear. She liked to say that the pacifier in his mouth completely undermined his masculinity. It was the obvious facial symbol that reduced him to simpering babyhood. She taunted him by telling him his words and spoken thoughts and needs became worthless when they came from a mouth crammed full of pacifier teat - especially when he constantly dribbled like a teething infant.

      All this had made him very self-conscious indeed about using his pacifier, and this emotion was enhanced on days like today after he had cum in his diapers. More particularly, when his shameful baby status was revealed to others for the first time. Since Mommy and Nanny insisted he always dibble all the time, it had become an unconscious habit. Most of the time he didn’t even realise he was drooling. He constantly had a wet dribble bib. This wasn't too shaming at home, but in front of strangers, (so far only in private, not yet in public,) his drooling became a monumental source of embarrassment. Despite encouraging him to drool, he still wanted his pacifier - but at the same time he was acutely conscious of the shame of being a grown man with this ridiculous oversized infant pacifier stuffed in the centre of his face.

     “Gosh Daphne! You even sound like a baby girl!” Jessica cried, then she covered her smile with her tiny hand. Unusually for a girl, she had been slow to potty-train. Jessie had wet occasionally at night and still needed diapers for bed till well past the age of four. The troubles of being slow to potty-train had left her sympathetic to anyone who was a bit of a wetter. Sometimes in kindergarten, when one or another of the small boys had wet his pants and was being teased by the other children, Jessica had more empathy than most, often rushing to protect the poor child. She saw something of a kindred spirit in Benny, with his bulging diapers and obvious unease at having his shameful secret out in the open. She sensed his desire to run away and hide from them, to escape this humiliating public exposure. She felt a little protective of him and although he looked strange in his too-short dress, it was very pretty and somehow suited him.

      Jessica smile turned sympathetic and she told Benny, “You really look pretty in that dress, Baby Daphne. You shouldn’t mind being in diapers, if you can’t help it.”
      “Oh my God, look at you!” His sister-in-law Sheila shrieked as she walked into the hall in her clinging white knit dress. The cackling woman with the honey-blonde hair was similar in build and features to Jane, but not as beautiful.
                                                                                                                                                                   
      Benny thought Sheila was attractive in her own way. He once told Jane, “Wherever she is, Shelia is usually the prettiest girl in the room - until you walk in.” Jane couldn’t hide her smug smile at his backhanded compliment. Sheila was four inches taller than her, not quite as clever, and much more down-to-earth. She was big-bosomed and wide at the hips like her sister and mother, although the thirty-year-old was carrying a few extra pounds around the bust and bum after having two babies. Even though her waistline had thickened slightly, her figure still looked magnificent! Sheila was quite happy to be a stay-at-home mom and look after her children and the beautiful home of her successful husband.

     Sheila had been surprised by Jane’s choice of husband, especially as her kid sister was taller than Benny and she outweighed him by a couple of kilos. Despite his pretty face - or perhaps because of it, she’d always suspected he had a weak side to his character. Like the rest of the women in her family, Sheila was confident and attractive, but more outspoken. She had been a great sportswoman who had played tennis for her college, and even now she was a near scratch golfer. Sheila had expressed some doubts about letting her children see Benny while he was dressed as a baby girl, but Simon had assured her it would be a good experience for them.
                                                                                                                                                                 
    Simon had mischievously reminded her how she used to often complain after Benny had been ogling her legs and bum, and it was he who suggested that she dress rather provocatively for the day. She had therefore dressed in a very short, tight-fitting, white wool mini-dress she knew Simon favoured, as it showed off her voluptuous curves and long muscular legs to great advantage. Under it she wore her favourite panties and bra, a matching set made from luxurious white satin. She knew her husband liked to caress her feminine curves through the slinky material, and she enjoyed his attention. A pair of elegant white strappy sandals with slender four-inch heels completed her ensemble, as it was too warm to bother with pantyhose or stockings.

     Seeing Benny in the flesh for the first time in his frilly baby clothes, with his hair styled in floppy bunches, heavily diapered and with the huge pacifier bobbing in his mouth above a wet dribble bib, standing haplessly in the hall and quite unable to do any ogling - Sheila was stunned! Her daughters seemed unperturbed by his effeminate baby outfit, which reassured her. But the sight was so odd, his stance and posture so submissive - it positively invited her to tease and humiliate the cringing sissy. She couldn't stop herself from sashaying flirtatiously as she moved very close to him, till he was almost overwhelmed by her buxom presence. She leaned into him as she examined Benny’s outfit like a concerned parent, her massive breasts almost brushing against his upturned face.
 
    Sheila slowly reached behind him and ran her hands over the bulging seat of his plastic panties. She firmly patted his padded bum, as if assessing the contents, then she pulled aside one tight leg elastic between his splayed thighs, probing his diaper crotch with one finger. “Hmph,” she grunted. “He’s damp - but not too wet.” His pacifier-muffled moan of embarrassment was almost too quiet to hear. Her hands wandered freely over the lavish frills as she inspected his dress and petticoats, and she asked Jane, “Where did you buy your sissy baby such cute baby clothes? Especially those extra-large plastic panties?” All the while she grinned down at him with a cruel mocking expression.

    Jane had another surprise in store for for Benny, who had been distracted by Sheila’s intimate appraisal and unwelcome familiarity. His tummy gurgled and he felt a weird-flip-flop sensation in his bowels - harbingers of an imminent bowel movement. He clenched his anus, but the connections between brain and muscle had atrophied somewhat through months of disuse. His feelings shifted from shame to a sense of mounting panic; a sensation that he hadn't felt for months. Not since the day about a year ago, when Jane had nearly caught him playing with himself in his wet diapers, when she returned home unexpectedly from a trip. He remembered that feeling now.

     “Oh I didn't buy those cute wetproof panties, Sheila! Those big pink baby panties were part of the huge collection of my sissy’s baby things I found she’d hidden away - along with the petticoat she has on now, and her frilly socks. She ordered this beautiful satin toddler frock and her matching bib a few months ago, and they were delivered just the other day. She bought them online, like most of her baby stuff. Those cute pink patent Maryjanes, I bought for my Baby Daphne, along with a few new outfits and dozens of super-thick cloth diapers. We have a fabulous collection of gorgeous baby clothes for my precious little girl now.”
 
     Jane tilted her head to peer beneath the cringing red-faced sissy’s bouncing petties. “I think that cloth diaper she’s wearing is one of her old ones as well. By the way, we always make sure she wears a disposable diaper under the terry diaper, for extra protection. Baby Daphne told me she feels really safe and secure in her double diapers. With that combination, leaks are almost non-existent. My baby assures me it is more comfortable when she is wet to be in a disposable than in a full terry diaper. The main thing is; it is so much easier to handle diaper-changes when she messes herself - as she does every day. She owned a dozen cloth diapers and she went through tons of disposables before I found out what she was up to, as she often liked to wet and soil herself while I was away on business trips. So you see? I dress her up and treat my sissy baby girl exactly the way she wants!”

     “You mean you have to change his - I mean, her messy diapers?” Sheila questioned in stunned disbelief, staring at Benny aghast. “Oh my God! That’s gross!”
     “Well, you changed your kids’ dirty diapers, didn’t you?” Jane replied with an easy smile and a careless shrug of her shoulders. “I don't see much difference. They’re all just our babies.”
                                                                                                                                                              
      Sheila sniggered at her sister’s glib response and then smiled condescendingly at the big sissy baby. He looked like he was about to die from embarrassment. She moved to wipe his spittle-wet chin with the bottom of his dribble bib. As her hands rose to his face, her generous breasts brushed against his forehead, she was standing so close to the cowering child. He stumbled away from her in panic.

    Sheila smiled wolfishly and stepped back slightly, but Benny felt no better. The panic attack was developing slowly but relentlessly. He hated the fact that he had to soil himself everyday. It was a disgusting thing for an adult to have to do. The smell, the mess - and worst of all, the humiliating clean-up afterwards when his diaper was changed, was a horrid experience. Every time he had to lie back on the changing table with his hands clutching the backs of his knees tightly to his chest, his filthy bottom and bits and pieces as they were often called, and his stinky mess totally exposed and smelly, he felt so ashamed.
                                                                                                                                                                                     
    Then Mommy or Nanny or even someone else would have to deal with his disgusting mess, reinforcing his infantile position and increasing his dependence on the women who cared for him. They never failed to tease him during his messy diaper changes. And yet despite himself; as he lay there in that extremely humiliating position, especially when Jane changed him, he also felt so looked-after, so safe, so helpless - so deliciously dependent on someone he loved.

     He didn’t know why, but Jane seemed to delight in telling her friends about his disgusting soiling habits. She usually never left any detail untold, as she just had with Sheila and Zoë. Sheila’s presence and the frank discussion about his messy diaper changes continued to make him feel more awkward and ashamed. This was partly because Jane had, over the months, made changing his dirty diapers a far more shameful experience for him than it need ever have been.           
                                                                                                                                                                                        
       He remembered that first weekend when he had waddled into their lounge room at home with a freshly-soiled diaper, red-faced with shame at this new humiliation. Cringing in embarrassment, he had hesitantly informed his Mommy that he needed changing. Jane had simply ordered him to stand in the naughty corner with his punishment pacifier in his mouth, using that confident haughty tone which brooked no argument. “Go on!” she commanded frostily, pointing to the hallway. “In the naughty corner with you! Quick-sticks! Or Mommy will get the cane!”
                                                                                                                                                                                      
       Too embarrassed and ashamed by his smelly condition to argue, he meekly complied. He squatted in the corner and picked up his punishment pacifier where it had been lying on the floor. He almost soiled himself in the act, and he clenched his bum hole in a desperate effort to avoid embarrassing himself even further in front of Jane, who was standing right behind him. He slid the satin ribbon loop up the shiny pole to chest level, wiped the carpet fluff off the amber rubber teat with his bib, then moved it up to his mouth. Jane waited until she could hear him noisily sucking on his dum-dums before lecturing him on how to act like a proper baby girl.
                                                                                                                                                                                     
      “Babies don't know or care when they are dirty or wet! Do they, Baby Daphne?” she scolded him as he loudly slurped on the fat rubber teat. “Real babies don't ask to be changed! Do they? No! They have to wait till Mommy finds out! Don’t they? And so will you!” Jane marched off in a huff and left him alone in the corner - which was probably just as well. He hadn’t had a bowel movement in two days, and there was more to come out. He found himself squatting slightly and spreading his knees wider, pushing and grunting like a real baby soiling her diaper.
                                                                                                                                                                                        
    He had to squat and bear down two more times before he was pretty certain his bowels were empty. The seat of his diaper bulged with the extra load. After twenty or so minutes of miserable corner-time, where he could smell himself and all the while the stinky mess in his diaper grew colder and more uncomfortable, he was allowed out. Jane did absolutely nothing about his dirty wet diaper. Eventually he asked again. Stupid. Jane had pointed to the hallway and brusquely ordered him into the naughty corner again.
 
      The disadvantages of not being allowed to ask for a diaper change didn't dawn on him at first. But a few days later - late one morning, when he was hoping Jane would notice his desperate need for a change, she suddenly whisked him into the kitchen for an early lunch. All of a sudden he was sitting in his pink steel highchair - with the inevitable mushy consequences of a poopy diaper smeared all over his cheeks and between his legs. Jane noticed his horrified expression as soon as she started to tighten the restraining straps.
 
       Jane cried, “Oh dear!” She sniffed the air and pulled a funny face. “Pooh! Are we dirty, darling? Does Baby Daphne have a yucky poopy diaper? Aww! Poor baby! Oh well! You’re already in your highchair. Mommy will just have to change you after you’ve had your lunchy-wunchies. Won’t she?” Jane gave him a wicked smile and finished buckling the restraining straps, making sure they were drawn extra-tight. Benny then had to endure the perfectly horrible experience of having to eat his lunch while desperate for a change, sitting in a stinky poopy diaper. The awful stench rising up to assault his nostrils didn't help his appetite one bit!
                                                                                                                                                                    
         Jane carried on feeding him as though nothing untoward had happened. He couldn’t understand how she could endure the stink without grimacing. On another occasion he had been wearing his baby-blue shortie overalls one Saturday morning, which indicated they were probably leaving the house at some stage. Benny never knew much in advance what activities Mommy had planned for any day - although some rhythm was starting to be established. He thought he’d better do his poo-poo while they were still at home, but Jane - perhaps deliberately - didn't care to notice when he soiled his diaper. She started to lead him outside to pop him in the car, and Benny was petrified! The very idea of being outside the house in a dirty smelly diaper was totally off-limits in his mind. Despite the strict injunction to remain quiet, he squealed: “Mommy, I need changing! I’m dirty!”

       Jane stopped for a moment, frowned and warned him, “That’s two sticks for that outburst, young lady! One more peep and you’ll get another three!” The fear of going outside with a smelly mess in his diaper made him persist, resulting in a sound paddling later that day, and an embarrassing diaper change in the baby-changing facility at Tesco’s - an experience he hoped never to undergo again. Jane had excelled herself by first dragging him along by one hand like a naughty child to the help counter, where she asked a woman, “Excuse me? My little one has just soiled her diaper.” She tilted her head, indicating the cowering child whose hand she gripped. “Is it alright to use the baby changing facility here to change my dirty big baby?” She made it perfectly clear he was the one who’d had a messy accident and was desperately in need of a fresh diaper.
                                                                                                                                                                    
     The female shop assistants would usually smirk or snigger when they realised he was the baby under discussion. Their obvious signs of support and sympathy for Jane when they realized this skinny, effeminate young man cringing in front of them, dressed in his childish shortie overalls with a very obvious diaper bulge between his legs, really needed a change as he was dirty, reduced Benny to a red-faced snivelling mess. By this time he could easily smell himself, and he felt sure that the entire world could as well, making him totally self-conscious and easy to manipulate.

     Jane had initially thought it would be impossible to pull off such an outrageous stunt in public. Although she knew they weren’t breaking any laws, she never believed she’d have the courage to do it. Somehow her growing sense of control over her infantile husband - and the sheer sexual arousal she received from publicly humiliating him - had overcome her former scruples. A public school education, a law degree and oodles of self-confidence made it all possible.

   She found that whereas most people didn't notice anything untoward at first, as soon as she involved other women in some way - such as asking to use the baby changing facility with a meaningful nod in his direction - they were always on her side. They instantly seemed to sense that she was the one in complete charge, and that somehow it was perfectly okay to join in a public act of shaming this effeminate little man in the unusual juvenile outfit with his suspiciously padded bottom. His red-faced embarrassment and childish awkwardness make it even easier for innocent bystanders to casually disregard his feelings.
 
 


Chapter 4. Nanna In Charge
 
   Sheila was still crowding him as these thoughts rushed through his head, making him feel doubly awkward about his baby ways. “Come on, baby girl,” the tall blonde crooned, taking one of his trembling hands in her much larger one. “Let’s show you off to Simon. He’s only seen the photos, so far.” Benny jerked in fear, thinking, ‘Mommy has been showing off my baby photos? Oh no!’ Oblivious to his rising panic, Sheila sang, “I’m sure he wants to see how pretty you look in real life. Come with me.” Sheila hauled him into the spacious lounge room in a daze, followed by the others.
 
   Simon was drinking coffee and reading the Sunday paper, his lanky athletic frame stretched out on the sofa in old blue jeans and a green polo shirt. His dark brown hair was short and neat and swept back from his chiselled features. He looked relaxed and totally at home in these elegant surroundings, and he smiled a welcome to Benny and Jane. “Hi! How are you two?” Then he sat up and stared at Benny’s appearance with wide brown eyes, chuckling, “Well, well! Look at you, Benny! Jane told us you wanted to be a sissy baby! You certainly look the part.” Benny heard muted feminine laughter from behind him.
 
   The masculine voice oozing self-assurance and confidence, the seeming normality of an impossible scene in an impossible place, clouded Benny’s mind. He sensed a mist falling down round him as he lost contact with reality. Without warning, his nightmare from the previous night returned. He was in the golf club surrounded by laughing people, he was uncontrollably wetting his pants, and Simon was staring at him in disgust. He felt the wet heat spread around his crotch and then seep between his legs. Unconsciously he had lost control.
 
   Unaware of his actions, Benny bent his knees slightly and clutched the front of his plastic panties against his trickling tool with both hands, in a vain attempt to stem the flow - and making it clear to everyone what was happening. Simon was initially surprised by such an obvious display of infantile behaviour, and wrongly concluded that Benny was doing it on purpose. Simon blurted, by pure coincidence, the same words from the sissy’s dream from last night; “Benny! Are you wetting your pants?”

   The tortured sissy could only moan around his pacifier teat in response. Benny’s panic attack peaked and his knees almost collapsed in shame. As he squatted, a noise not normally heard in polite drawing room company erupted from the seat of his baby pants - always an embarrassing noise when made in the wrong place at the wrong time, especially in public. This was far worse! It was a prolonged wet farting sound, a very obvious sound to everybody in the room. Caught in a semi-squat, Benny was as startled as everyone else - except Jane. She tried to hide her grin as the laxative in his morning bottle took effect. Even as the squishy symbol of extreme embarrassment escaped from Benny’s bottom in an unstoppable hot rush, he clutched his padded seat with both hands in an instinctive attempt to prevent what had already occurred.
 
   Horror was written all over his face, which drained of all colour in a heartbeat. His breath came in short ragged gasps and tears of shame filled his eyes. The sloppy pacifier-teat dropped from his mouth as he panted breathlessly, hanging loosely on its ribbon and bouncing against his tummy. The two hot moist sensations spread and slowly shifted downwards, filling that so vital a diaper, till they met in that supremely sensitive place between his wide-splayed thighs. His hands still clutched uselessly at the bulging seat of his plastic panties, his legs unnaturally splayed and his knees bowed. He was the very picture of a small child helplessly filling a diaper. The silence in the room was deafening and seemed endless.
 
   Benny could only see through a foggy mist of tears, but he was acutely conscious of what he’d just done. The panic attack faded as suddenly as it had come, to be replaced by a sense of dread, shame, and complete helplessness. It was Zoë, still in Jane’s arms, who shouted out the obvious. “Uncle Benny did a poo-poo in his diapers, Mommy!”
   “Her name is Baby Daphne now,” Jane reminded her squealing niece.
   “Baby Daphne did a poo-poo!”
   “Shush, Zoë! He can’t help it. Don’t tease him - I mean, her,” cried Jessica.

   All of a sudden there was movement all around Benny. Jane realised Benny probably thought he’d had a traumatic but true accident, and worried for a moment whether she had pushed things too far. She didn’t want him to have a real mental breakdown. It would be awkward having to take her husband to the hospital dressed like this! Jane stepped forward to console her humiliated husband, putting Zoë down and motioning for Benny to embrace her in a compassionate maternal gesture. He threw his arms around her tiny waist and collapsed against her body, his face nestled between her cushiony breasts.

   Sheila and Simon held hands and watched the odd couple embrace, but still were chuckling at what had happened. Neither was sure whether Benny had pooped his pants on purpose. They were so sure of their own completely loving and normal healthy relationship, they both felt a slight thrill at what was ultimately a piece of pure sexual domination theatre. Sheila smiled to herself as she watched her husband discretely rearrange the front of his trousers, and she licked her pink painted lips in anticipation.

   As Benny sobbed in Jane’s embrace, wishing she could somehow magic him away from this elegant house and all these people, he was wailing, “Thowwy Mommy! It wath an acc-thident! I didn’t mean to! I’m thowwy, Mommy!” He apologised over and over.
 
    She calmed him and caressed his face, crooning; “There, there, my little Daphne. Shh baby! It’s alright. Shh, darling. Don’t cry, baby girl. Mommy’s here. Mommy’s got you now. ” At the same time Jane replaced his pacifier teat in his mouth, to give him the much needed support and comfort it usually provided. She picked up the bottom of his bib and used a dry patch to wipe the tears from his red cheeks.

   With a cruel smile on her crimson painted lips, Helen stepped around behind her snivelling son-in-law. Benny felt her hand lift up the back of his petticoats and dress. His plastic panties and diaper went tight at the front, pressing the stimulating wetness against his shrivelled member as she pulled out his diaper and baby pants at the back. She bent down and sniffed loudly. “Pooh! Oh yes!” Nanna declared in a loud clear voice. She let the tight waistband snap back against his skin. “Baby Daphne has a dirty diaper!” Benny was mortified and tears of shame leaked from his eyes. A diaper inspection by his mother-in-law in front of the whole family, and he was dirty!

   Jane took his hand and she and Helen quietly escorted him out of the room. He blindly followed their lead, waddling wide-legged after them, whimpering in shame and acutely conscious of the warm squishy mess filling the seat of his diaper. His free hand hovered over his bulging bottom, as if to shield his shame from everyone’s view - but in effect, only drawing more attention to what he’d just done. Benny’s blurry eyes were riveted to the carpet in front of his shiny pink Maryjanes. He couldn't imagine what Simon and Sheila must think of him. The women took him upstairs to the spare bedroom at the rear, where Helen had set up a complete adult-baby Nursery like at home, complete with a huge steel crib and a padded changing table, with all the necessary supplies.
 
   His mother-in-law looked after Benny every Friday from eight a.m. till seven p.m., so Emma could have the day off - in exchange for babysitting at night sometimes or working on the odd Saturday or Sunday - if Jane wanted to go out and enjoy herself without Baby Daphne being embarrassingly in tow. Benny, of course, had initially been appalled by the idea of being looked after by what he had considered his haughty, disapproving mother-in-law. But their relationship had changed dramatically over the ensuing months, as Helen had been moulding him into a sissy plaything for her daughter - and herself.

   Despite dressing him and treating him like a baby girl, Helen made Benny perform maid duties around her house. Nanna called them; “Little tasks suitable for a little girl.” He had grown accustomed to doing the dusting and the vacuuming for Mommy, and cleaning the bathrooms, so he was familiar with those tasks. But Nanna’s house was so much bigger than Mommy’s, and there were three toilets to scrub - not two. Toilets he knew he would never be permitted to use again. After Helen had shown him what to do - and checked on him repeatedly - he had been allowed to work unsupervised for short periods, although Nanna always inspected his work afterwards. Carrots and sticks depended on his satisfactory performance.
 
   During his recent visits over the last month, Nanna had grown sufficiently lenient to let Benny talk to her about more everyday things. She always made him speak with a pacifier in his mouth, using his cute little lisp, with streams of wet dribble running onto his bib. He would tell her of his growing acceptance of parts of his baby life between slurps from his baby bottle. He would sometimes plead with Nanna to ask Jane not to humiliate him in front of others or in public. He admitted he had been a poor lover to her daughter, because of his submissive nature and secret longing to be a baby girl - but he also begged to be allowed potty-privileges sometimes, and to return to a normal life from time to time. Of course his pleas got him nowhere. His Nanna was a good listener and always had a logical answer as to why every little request he made was inappropriate or untimely.

   One of his more pleasurable chores was to wash Nanna’s underwear by hand. He had to go into her bedroom to put away her delicates in her chest of drawers - a task he absolutely loved! Her underwear was designed for the heavier, more mature woman, and was less flimsy than the dainty things his wife usually wore. Helen had Benny hand-wash her full-cut control-top panties and lovely collection of large underwire bras and boned corsets, sexy basques and panty girdles. Benny often spent half an hour putting her unmentionables away, lingering over every sexy garment, lovingly folding and caressing each feminine item before placing it in the correct drawer.

   A few weeks ago he had got so excited while handling some of Nanna’s gorgeous satin panties, he’d been unable to stop himself from delving one hand into his damp diaper while he was supposed to be putting away her underwear. He started playing with his tiny peenie while fondling a coffee-coloured pair of her thick satin panties, and imagined what it would be like to try them on. The luxurious material felt wonderful when he brushed the gusset against his cheek, sighing in pleasure. His busy hand moved faster inside his diaper, pumping harder in his desperation to climax before Nanna caught him being naughty. He was so engrossed in what he was doing; he never heard Helen enter the room. When she addressed him, he nearly died of shock.
 
   “What are you up to, little girl?” Helen demanded with a sly smile. “Hmm?” He knew it was a rhetorical question. It was obvious what he was doing. Instead of being angry, the voluptuous matron sat on the bed in front of him and ordered, “Don’t stop, Baby Daphne! Keep doing what you were doing! Face me and show Nanna how you play with your clittie in your diaper. Go on, baby. Keep playing with yourself, little girl - but don't cum.”
 
   Red-faced with shame, he awkwardly continued manipulating his hard little cock, his hand pumping slowly and rhythmically along the length of his slender shaft, revelling in the stimulating sensations of a warm wet diaper brushing against the sensitive head. Helen smiled encouragingly and opened the top three buttons of her crisp white cribton blouse, leaning closer to him to reveal her lacy white bra and the swelling curves of her huge fleshy mounds. Her mature bulging breasts seemed to fill her sexy bra cups to overflowing, and the wide-eyed sissy gasped in desire.
 
   Helen sensed he was getting close, so she sat back and commanded; “Stop that!” When he didn’t instantly respond her voice grew harsher. “Stop playing with yourself, you naughty baby! I said stop, Daphne! That’s better.” Her tone softened. “Good girl! Take your hand out of your diaper, but use your other hand to hold those panties close to your face, you little sissy baby. Before I let you finish what you were doing, you have to promise to give me something. A present for your Nanna. Something I would really like - something you could easily do for me, to please me.”
 
   He looked at her in confusion and she explained, “How about agreeing to let me show you off to my bridge partners? I can arrange for the ladies to visit here next Friday afternoon, instead of our regular Thursday, especially to meet my sissy-baby son-in-law. I'm sure they would love to watch you doing what you are doing right now! Wouldn’t that be fun? We could do that first, and get all that nasty goo out of your sissy clittie - and then you could show them all your funny baby ways. A diaper change downstairs on the lounge room floor after you’ve cum would be a great ice-breaker. What do you think?” Helen laughed when she saw him shudder in fear and shake his head slightly.

   “Or would you prefer me ask Jane and her new boyfriend to come round here for lunch one Friday afternoon? It would be a great opportunity for you to thank him for being such a good lover to your Mommy. I'm sure he would love to see you all dressed up as a sissy baby girl. I understand he has some difficulty believing how feminine you look when you’re all dolled up. Perhaps we could arrange for you to give him a little fashion parade in some of your prettiest frocks. I know you’d love that! Wouldn’t you, little girl? Afterwards I could strap my little dribble-puss in the highchair to feed you your lunch. That would really show him how you behave like a baby. You might also finally learn who he is. Maybe he’s someone you know? Don’t you want to know who is making your Mommy Jane so happy in bed at night?” She snickered when he pouted and shook his head harder in response.

   Instead Helen offered, “Perhaps you might like me to arrange for you to visit your old office then? Would you like that? Think of all those cute girls you used to try and chat up; Penny your old secretary, Melissa your assistant, and of course, all the young people you used to terrorise in the telesales department. They’re all wondering where you got to, and I must tell you - the odd rumour has been flying around! You could finally explain the truth to them. Couldn’t you, Daphne?” He stared at her in disbelief. She wouldn’t! She couldn’t!
 
   Helen paused in thought and then continued, “I reckon we’d need about a half day to introduce you to everyone. Emma could bring you round when I’m there for a board meeting, in the new pink baby stroller I’m having made especially for you. Doesn’t that sound nice? We could wheel you from floor to floor and leave you with each group for a while, to chat about old times. Wouldn’t that be lovely? Although I suppose Nanny Emma would have to change your diaper at some stage, and there’s no changing room in our building - but I guess she could put a changing mat on the table in the conference room. You know? The glass-walled one on the second floor, next to the telesales department.”
   “No! No Nanna, please no!” He was shocked that his lovely Nanna could even think such humiliating thoughts. He whipped his hand from his diaper in horror that he might have to make have to do something so shameful in exchange for letting him spurt. He wailed, “Not that, Nanna?”
   She laughed, a wicked teasing sound. “Alright, alright, little girl! Settle down! We won’t do that to you anytime soon - but eventually, you know we will! Don’t you?”
 
   The trouble was, he did. Deep down in his mind where he dare not dwell, he knew that all those things could happen to him. He knew they hadn't fully tested the lengths they would go to, to shame him and expose his fetish to others. He knew that his own undeniable masochistic desires made it all quite possible. Partly because he was effectively trapped by Jane’s clever planning from the outset. He no longer possessed any credit cards, cash, keys to the house, or a car. Jane had made great deal of the fact that he no longer had a bank account. Above all; she had taken away all of his adult male clothes and replaced them with baby dresses, so to walk out of the house naked and empty-handed was absolutely unthinkable.
  
   All these constraints made it easier for him to mentally acquiesce with whatever little humiliations came along. He was also unsure of his diminishing continence these days, and guessed he would probably need to wear a diaper whatever he did - until he could eventually retrain himself. This self-doubt about wetting his pants in public sapped his resolve, which briefly resurfaced from time to time. The real truth however, was that he went along with their plans because of his deeply submissive nature, which in the end undermined his will to resist or to find ways out of his weird predicament. Not that he didn't have the desire from time to time to grow up again and escape their clutches. This was always much stronger right after he’d cum.
 
   Sometimes after spurting his baby juice in his diapers, he would fight every minute to try to retain control of his bladder, resisting the girls’ plans for his baby ways, or at the very least complying with their demands in a surly ungracious way, making it clear he was only doing it because he had no choice. Each time though, the sticks would mount up. Punishments became more frequent - and more painful. Then his libido would start to return. His resolve would weaken until he became compliant again, desperately trying to be good by going along as much as he dared with his captors’ ploys, so he could earn much-needed carrots - so that he could ease his frustration at night and play with his clittie again. At times like this, when he behaved like a proper little girl, his baby status almost seemed fun - provided it was kept safely within the confines of Mommy’s or Nanna’s homes, between the three of them. Outside or with strangers, Daphne always felt exposed and ashamed, however long it had been since he’d cum.
 
   He remembered Helen standing in front of him that afternoon, towering over him in her scary high heels. She raised the hem of her mid-thigh, grey knitted skirt a few inches, and slid her hands underneath. She wormed her thumbs inside the waistband of her full-cut cream panties, over her hips, and she slid her thick satin knickers down over her plump womanly bottom and down her long shapely legs. Benny watched her with wide staring eyes as his buxom Nanna daintily stepped out of the shiny satin puddle and she held out her hand to him. “Hand me those pants, sweetheart,” Helen commanded. She smiled at his ready obedience and deftly stepped into the clean knickers, careful not to snag her six-inch stiletto heels.
 
   She slid them up her muscular calves and womanly thighs, but she turned her back on him to work the tight-fitting full-cut panties up over her big round rear. After Helen had demurely smoothed her knitted skirt back into place, the matronly blonde turned to face him and kicked the discarded cream panties towards him with the shiny toe of one black patent court shoe. “Here, baby girl.” Benny snatched them up and cradled the heavy satin lingerie to his cheek, revelling in the fact that they were still warm from Nanna’s body heat and carried a hint of her delicious personal scent. She chuckled at his eagerness as she sat back down on the bed.

   “Now then, turn Nanna’s knickers inside-out and put your thumb in the panty gusset,” Helen commanded. “You know which bit that is, don’t you?” He nodded submissively, gazing in wonder at the damp cribton material lining the gusset. “Of course you do! Yes, it’s the bit closest to your Nanna’s special place. Isn’t it?” Helen smiled wolfishly at his guilty expression as he timidly nodded. “Now put your thumb and the panty gusset in your mouth, and have a good wet sucky-suck. That’s it. Good girl! Mmm! That tastes nice, doesn’t it Daphne?” She laughed at his rapturous expression. “Now let’s fold the waistband of the panties over your pinkie finger, that’s right. That way you can feel Nanna’s sexy satin panties brushing your cheek while you sucky-suck. I bet that feels wonderful to a little sissy panty-lover like you! You can come downstairs like that, and keep Nanna’s knickers right there till lunchtime.”

   He was grateful she let him stop sucking her panties while she fed him lunch in the highchair - mainly because it allowed his erection to dwindle. His bladder was full and aching and he desperately needed to pee. As soon as his clittie returned to normal size he began to soak his diaper, and the strong stream continued for ages. A little after lunch he was sitting on the floor of that elegant lounge room, with the sloppy panty gusset buried in his mouth again, hard as a rock while he sucked hungrily on his wrinkled thumb.
 
   Nanna returned to the room and sat down with a mug of coffee, and he noticed she was carrying a small pink wrapped parcel which she placed on the coffee table next to her. Using the shiny toe of one black patent court shoe, Helen poked the tenting front of his baby panties with a derisive snort. “Still excited, I see! And so wet! Would Baby Daphne like to have a little squirtie in her lovely wet diaper?” Benny nodded eagerly as he slurped wetly on her tasty panty crotch, boldly pressing his free hand against the front of his baby panties.
 
   “Ah-ah-ah!” Nanna cautioned the excited sissy baby, kicking aside his self-pleasuring hand. “Not yet! What do I get, baby? How about Nanna gets to introduce you to a couple of her friends sometime?” Benny frowned and was about to shake his head in denial, but he was so horny! He was desperate to cum, and Helen knew it. And this sounded like the least threatening option she’d offered him all day. With a whimper of submission, he closed his eyes and nodded in agreement. “Good girl!” she praised him, and he moved his hand to slide his fingers under his dress and petties and inside his diaper. “Wait, Daphne!” He froze. “Nanna wants to see if you can cum just by moving your hips and rocking on your botty. Try it. That’s it, rock and roll, rock and roll. Good girl!” She laughed at his expression of rapture. “Oh I see! Baby Daphne likes that!” She chuckled, “That seems to work.”

   He was still rock-hard and by thrusting his hips back and forward as he sat on the floor, his hard clittie rubbed against the warm wet padding. He could feel that magic sensation building inside his clinging drenched diaper and he moaned in pleasure around the soggy panties in his mouth. Helen crooned, “That’s a good girl! Show Nanna how you rub your hard little clittie against your wet diaper. You love that, don’t you baby girl? Ooo! Look at you! My sissy baby is so excited to be sucking on Nanna’s panties. Isn’t she?”
 
   As Nanna encouraged him in crooning baby-talk, his rocking movements became more urgent and more pronounced. Her taunts about being dressed as like a sissy baby girl and sucking on Nanna’s used panties; getting excited in front of his mother-in-law and the expectation that he would do spurties his diaper in a moment or two, couldn't stop the inevitable growth of unique pleasure spreading upwards and outwards through his body and into his brain. Reality became temporarily suspended and second only to the strange demands of his mind, the fierce obsession that only sexual longing however oddly formed can command.
 
   The aromatic wet panty gusset in his mouth became something to lustfully slobber over; the drenched diaper between his legs seemed at once soft but firm, moistly cradling his thrusting peenie in thrilling humidity. The sleek satin panties brushing his cheek felt wonderful! Seeing nothing else, he stared at the lace-edged fringe of his frothy white petticoats and the bulging plastic panties between his splayed thighs, with the stretched leg elastics cutting into his thighs securely containing his thick wet diaper. In his mind the rustling baby panties assumed the role of an erotic sex object. At the same time he felt could sense Helen’s body going soft and sensual as she relaxed back on the bed, leaning on one elbow, a look of amused fascination transforming her pretty face, somehow making his solitary activity a shared experience.

   The explosion wasn't long in coming. Accompanied by some breathless girly moans and whimpers, he slowly peaked in a series of urgent exquisite thrusts into the damp Abriform, moaning quietly, “Mama, Mama! Baba! Baba!” over and over. He finally fell quiet as he panted for breath, his face flushed and his body trembling with reaction. This was always the worst moment - as the pleasure faded, to be replaced by feelings of shame, horror, and regret. He always wanted to be quiet, to be left alone to reorganise his thoughts - to face the reality of where he was, what he had done, how to face the world in his sissy baby clothes once again.
 
   He couldn’t really believe he had just cum in his diaper - right there on the floor of this elegant lounge, in front of his watching mother-in-law! His thrilling baby clothes and delicious wet diaper lost their wondrous appeal of moments ago and became odd, inappropriate, and shameful. He didn't know what to do with Nanna’s panties now, all sodden wet with his dribble around the gusset. He had fallen from the heights of exquisite pleasure to the depths of shame in a matter of seconds.

   Helen discretely checked her watch and thought, ‘Perfect timing!’ She surreptitiously rubbed her meaty upper thighs together, watching Benny undergo the usual transformation from pleasure to shame. She had a warm moist feeling down there that she knew she’d have to discreetly attend to in bed that night, after Daphne had been taken home by her Mommy. But she was certainly not about to let her sissy baby know that. The pleasure of dominating him was always more intense when Benny remembered he didn't want to be a baby anymore.
 
   He didn’t know it, but the post-orgasmic hiatus when he loathed his baby status was the most exciting time for his Nanna. Helen loved the moment when she could see in his hang-dog expression the realisation that he had done something so shameful; alone and unaided. The very act of masturbating was a disgraceful thing to do in her lounge room; it was unmanly and ultimately rather childish - in the sense of displaying an infantile lack of self-control.
 
   Helen wanted him to realise that such behaviour revealed his quirky innermost thoughts, impotent desires and a babyish effeminate sexuality - quite out of place amongst normal people like her family She realised the act of sucking her fragrant panties had exposed another weakness. Above all, she wanted him to feel degraded and inferior. She, like Jane, wanted to manipulate him, to destroy his ego, reducing his status to that of a helpless infant - and thus making him completely dependent on them.
 
   “You can keep Nanna’s pretty panties with you and show Mommy what you like doing later,” Helen promised him, rubbing further shame into her spent son-in-law’s shattered psyche. She had one more surprise for him. “I have a little present for you here, baby girl. I think you will like it. It was expensive, and is one of the best of its kind.” She handed him the small pink wrapped parcel.

   Benny suspected he knew what was in that parcel. He had sensed it from the moment he had first seen it. He didn't want it. He knew the time for this would come eventually, but he didn't want to think about it, especially now. He also didn't believe his mother-in-law would ever be the one to present him with such a thing. He slowly unwrapped the packaging. Tearing the pink tissue paper away, he revealed a solid wooden gift box, the size of a small jewellery box. A silver plaque on top was engraved with the words; “To our Baby Daphne; you will learn to love this as we love you. From Mommy and Nanna.” They were using his baby girl name, which always softened his resistance. He really loved it when they called him Daphne. He hesitantly opened the hinged box.

   There lying on a bed of purple velvet like an expensive jewel, were two shiny silver rings. They were larger than finger rings, but not much - thicker and stronger-looking as well. One was slightly bigger than the other, and they were joined by a hinge device and a series of small chains. Each had an elegant thumbscrew mounted on the top of one and the bottom of the other, and closer inspection revealed that the rings diameter could be tightened or loosened by the thumbscrews - rather like a jubilee clip. But these were no crude devices. They were elegantly made, smooth, and polished like jewels, with a strange frightening beauty. Two separate miniature silver padlocks lay separately alongside each ring. Benny couldn't immediately see where they fitted.

   He had no doubt what this present was. He had fantasised over the years about being chastised, and written about it to some of his sissy-baby acquaintances online. However if the thought always made you hard, then surely it wasn’t for you? He wasn't ready to submit to this. The pleasure of cumming as he had minutes before, was real; a reward for some of the shame and humiliation he was forced to endure every day. It was something that made his submissive behaviour somehow okay in his head. How could he sacrifice that, as well as what little was left of his male pride. The manly freedom to ejaculate at will, even if only in the most humiliating of circumstances.
 
   He shook his head almost defiantly as he tried to return the box. “No Nanna! Pweathe no? Not that! Pweathe no?” Helen refused to take it. Even as Benny protested, he knew he would wear it soon. He half-wanted to now. What would it be like to be finally controlled in every way possible? Of course he wanted to try it - but only if he could take it off whenever he needed. But he knew such thoughts were foolish.

   The doorbell rang and Helen went to answer it. The normal sensations of fear returned. Who was at the door? Would they come in and see him in his humiliating outfit? Having spent his load so recently, he didn't want Nanna to make him perform like a silly baby girl in front of strangers. He heard voices in the hall; a deep male voice and a girl’s light tenor. They chatted with Nanna for a while, but he couldn't quite make out what was being said. Maybe the visitors would leave without coming into the lounge room? Perhaps Nanna would protect him from them? Surely Helen knew he didn't want to be seen in his baby frock now. No such luck, they were coming in. He mentally braced himself as best as he could, sitting on the floor in his toddler frock and diapers. He closed the box containing the chastity device, popped his pacifier back in his mouth, and looked at the door in expectation. The wet satin panties lay forgotten on the carpet beside him.
 
   Helen marched back into the lounge room and tossed him a sly grin. “Remember you agreed to let me introduce you to a couple of my friends, little girl ? Well, Baby Daphne, I want you to meet Sally and Morris. They’ve come over to help my sissy-baby try on her clittie-cage. Isn’t that lovely?” Benny shook his head in useless denial as an attractive young couple entered the room.
   She was a petite, good-looking woman with long, dead-straight blonde hair and high bouncy breasts, and she padded into the room in a pair of pink sneakers. She looked about twenty-something, and she was wearing a tiny denim miniskirt and a pink scoop-necked t-shirt displaying plenty of cleavage. The man was older, fit and well-built, with something of a Brad Pitt look about him, dressed in jeans and a red and white striped business shirt. Apparently they were here to make sure his new Chastity Device was the right size. With this up-market model, there was an optional fitting service - if the customer so desired.
 
   Helen told Benny, “Your Mommy and I have taken Sally’s advice, and we won’t insist you wear your clittie-cage. Certainly not today. You must ask us when you are ready to have it put on, baby girl. It will be your choice. Understand?”
   Sally chimed in, “You call it a clittie-cage? Oh that’s so cute!” With a teasing grin for Benny she continued, “We find it much better for the proposed wearer to volunteer when they are ready. When the dominant has arranged for one in secret - as is the case here - the wearer takes a while to mentally prepare for the next step. But normally the submissive asks to chastised within a month or two after the first presentation. Obviously if they are involved from the outset, it’s different. We put it on and if it fits well, then it stays on.”
 
   To Benny Sally added, “The purpose of the fitting now is to make sure that when you are finally ready to be a good little girl and submit, all will go well - without any discomfort or problems. Then you can be kept under control for as long as the key-holder deems appropriate.” Sally placed her hands on her bare knees and crouched down to address Benny face-to-face, speaking down to him like he was two years old. “Well aren’t you a little sweetie! Your Nanna has you dressed up so prettily for our visit! Don’t you think so, Morris? Is your name Daphne?” He tore his eyes from her bulging breasts with great difficulty and stared at the floor as he nodded, making her giggle.
 
   “Oh she’s shy, too! How sweet! Well, don’t worry. I'm used to seeing lots of very shy men. But you are the first sissy baby girl I’ve ever fitted. We’ve sold lots of chastity belts to adult babies before, but you’re my first for the full fitting service. Your Nanna told us you already had a little cummie-cum in your diaper a little while ago. Is that right? That’s good, as it’s so much easier to fit if we don't have to use cold water and ice to get you small. Mrs Baxter, will you take off Daphne’s diaper, please?”

   Nanna put a rubberised sheet under him first, explaining that these days they were unsure how much bladder control he actually retained. He lay back in the usual position with his legs splayed apart and his knees in the air, right there on the floor in the lounge in front of Sally and Morris, while Nanna pulled down his panties and his wet diaper was removed. His tummy was shiny with cum, and Nanna clucked her tongue in reproval as she wiped him clean with some cold moist wipes. She then poured a small amount of baby lotion around his private parts and briefly rubbed it in. He was too recently spent to react much. A little pull on his arms, and he was sitting up in front of Sally on the rubber mat without a diaper. As his short dress was only hip high, all his bits and pieces were clearly on display.

   “Oh that’s great! The lotion should make it slip on much easier.” Sally knelt close in front of him, smiling encouragingly at him with her sensuous red lips as she went about her task. “First we unclip the larger ring, and that goes round your little sac. Like this. It is as wide as it needs to be to be slipped on, and then we clip it closed like a bracelet. See? This little wheel then closes it up, so it fits nice and snug.” Her fingers were soft and gentle as she went about this most intimate of tasks, softly touching his limp little clittie and dangling sack. “The silver padlock stops anyone from turning the wheel or unclipping the ring. Absolutely foolproof! It is attached to the smaller ring, which works in the same way. That goes over the tip and around the base of the penis. See? That’s fine! A snug fit, isn’t it darling?” Her gentle hands eased the ring over his tip and down to the base of his tiny tool.

   “Morris, is this the smallest you ever made?” He nodded and Sally explained, “You see, many small men end up chastised, so we do make some very small sizes. But this one is the smallest we’ve made yet - for an adult.” As she knelt in front of him he was conscious of her deep shadowed cleavage, her pretty face and sensuous perfume. She really was attractive young girl - but she had fitted a chastity cage on him!
   Morris who had been supervising closely, chipped in; “We must test it, Sally.” He turned to the matronly blonde. “The point is, Mrs Baxter; we find that some men - well sissy boys, really - who have a tiny penis when unaroused - like your little Daphne here - well, their penis doesn’t grow much when they get fully excited.”
   Helen interrupted Morris to correct him. “Baby Daphne doesn’t have a penis. She’s a baby girl! She has a clittie!”
 
   He laughed and shrugged his shoulders. “Her clittie then. Sometimes tiny sissies like your Daphne are able to obtain some relief with the chastity device locked on their clitties, even though it is fitted tightly when they’re flaccid. We can’t make the fitting any smaller for the unaroused state, as it could be painful and dangerous. Anyway, let’s try it. Watch. Sally does this quite well.”

   Kneeling between his splayed legs, Sally smiled tenderly at Benny. She pressed her upper arms against her sides to make her generous breasts bulge, and she deliberately leaned forward to expose a wide expanse of plump youthful flesh. He couldn‘t help but stare. “Ooo Daphne! Are you peeping at my breasts?” she teased him. “Do you like them? Do you think I’m pretty?” Sally coyly demanded, gently taking his little tool in her soft fingers.
 
   Benny couldn’t help sneaking peeks at her abundant mammaries and he instantly responded to her bold display and her erotic touch. Her searching fingers delved under the tip of his trapped tool and found that sensitive spot which was still slippery with baby lotion, rubbing in stimulating little circles. As he started to swell and thicken under her expert caresses, she gazed down in fond approval at him and licked her smiling red lips till they were wet and glistening.
 
   “Good baby! What a good baby girl for Aunty Sally!” she praised him. “Show Aunty Sally how much you like her. Do you like it when Aunty Sally plays with your little clittie? Oh, and think about your Mommy’s new boyfriend! Does he have a big cock? That’s exciting! Ooo, that’s a naughty word, isn’t it? You’re not allowed to say that word, Baby Daphne. Are you? I bet you like playing with this silly clittie of yours while he is having fun with your Mommy in the grown-up’s bed. Is that what you do, little girl?” How could one so young, so pretty and feminine, read such awful secrets in your mind?

   As he became more aroused, but well before promised pleasure started to glow, the tight feeling around his swelling shaft became more and more painful. Pleasure and pain became fused, until reluctantly he had to push those soft caressing hands away from his stiffening member. He gasped and winced in pain. “Pweathe thtop,” he wretchedly murmured.
 
   Sally slowly stopped and leaned back on her heels. “Aww! I was enjoying that.” She laughed at his anguished expression and playfully pinched his nose “Come on, Daphne, you liked it too - at first!” Suddenly the cute blonde seemed to notice the panties lying on the carpet beside him with the sodden crotch. “What’s going on here?” Sally pointed at the wet knickers and sniggered.
   Helen explained, “Our little sissy got so exited when she was playing in my panty drawer, I let her suck the crotch of my panties for an hour or so - the ones I’d been wearing all day. Then Baby Daphne managed to do her baby cummies in her diaper without even touching herself! I needed to get her to cum before you came, you see.” The guests laughed at her witticism and Benny’s face went bright red, and he stared fixedly at the floor.
 
   Sally’s fingers slipped under his chin, forcing him look up at her pretty smiling face. She held his gaze as she said, half-scolding, half-laughing; “Well I never! That was a rather shameful thing to do, wasn’t it Daphne? Fancy sucking your mother-in-law’s soiled panty-crotch right in front of her! And it made you so excited, you did a baby squirtie in your diaper! Is that right? Well, well! That was naughty, wasn’t it? Now if this chastity device - your clittie-cage - had been on, that wouldn't have happened. Would it? Morris and I wouldn't know your dirty little secret, and you wouldn't now be about to break down and cry!” Her eyes trapped his in that cruel mocking gaze as his face went redder with embarrassment. True to her word, he felt his eyes fill with hot tears, and Sally shook her head at him, sneering in contempt.

   Morris and Sally were clearly satisfied with their handiwork, ensuring relief wouldn't be possible for Benny in the future. Nanna asked, “Well Daphne? Would you like to keep your clittie-cage on to show your Mommy when she gets home?” The frightened sissy baby emphatically shook his head in denial. Helen theatrically stuck out her bottom lip and pouted hugely in disappointment. “Aww! But it looks so pretty,” she tried to convince him, “and Mommy will be here to pick you up soon. Are you sure you don’t want to keep it on for just a little while?”
 
   “Pweathe no, Nanna,” the sissy snivelled, and a hot wet tear ran down one flushed red cheek. “I don’t want to.”
   “Oh alright,” Nanna conceded with bad grace. She sighed heavily in disappointment and motioned to the grinning girl kneeling between Daphne’s thighs. Sally without fuss or any sexual manipulation, quickly removed the device. She wiped it clean with a baby wipe and replaced it in the box.
 
   “Keep it by Daphne’s crib in her Nursery,” Sally suggested, while Helen pinned a clean diaper about the snivelling sissy‘s hips, “and your little Baby Daphne will think about it all the time. Soon she will ask for it to be locked on her clittie. True sissies always do! The desire to have their sexual relief controlled lies deep in their submissive nature. This is especially true for Cuckolds. They know they no longer need their genitals to do anything to satisfy their wives or partners, so a chastity device is perfect for them. They love it, really. Many wives give the keys to the real man in their lives to hold, as a sign that their former sexual relationship with hubby is completely over.” Sally smiled when she noticed Baby Daphne lift her bottom without being asked, so her Nanna could pull up her plastic panties. She was such a well-trained sissy-baby!

   As they made ready to leave, Sally turned once more to Baby Daphne. From his humble position on the floor, he had a perfect view up his young tormentor’s brief miniskirt. She was wearing a tiny pair of baby-blue nylon panties, and he admired the way they clung like paint to her womanly bottom. He was glad his wayward clittie was safely ensconced inside his fresh fluffy diaper, as it helped conceal his growing excitement. Sally smiled at his fixed gaze and laughed as she bent over slightly and cheekily poked out her curvaceous bottom at him, blowing him a farewell kiss from those full red lips before she departed.
 
                                                      *            *                *               *             *
 
He snapped back to reality in Nanna’s spare bedroom when Jane ordered him to climb up on the changing table and lie down. Benny had resolved not to weaken, not to ask to be chastised. Never! That was two or three weeks ago, and somehow he knew Sally was right. Soon he would submit. Each new humiliation he suffered, like the terrible scene that just happened downstairs, brought with it the certainty of more degradation and submission. He was on a slow slippery slide, down and out of control.

   He climbed up onto the change table, moving gingerly to stop the warm mess between his legs from spreading everywhere. He looked desperately to Nanna, searching her face for a hint of sympathy. She looked brisk and business-like. Jane seemed a bit preoccupied, too. He guessed it was because Mommy didn't want to have to deal with his dirty stinky diaper right there and then. His whole body trembled with shame. In tears from the disgrace of messing himself in front of his wife’s whole family, and desperate for some reassurance, he promptly raised his hips when Mommy commanded.
 
   Jane pulled down his plastic baby panties to his ankles, and left them there while she pulled on some disposable latex gloves, then she unpinned his diaper. As soon as she was ready to pull it away, Benny brought his flexed knees up to his chest, keeping them as wide apart as possible. She carefully lowered the front of the Abriform disposable to reveal the disgusting mess he’d made. “You dirty, dirty little girl!” Jane scolded him, in the voice of a long-suffering mother. ‘What a stinky poopy baby!”
   The inevitable smell of a dirty diaper wafted round the room and Helen groaned. “Oh my God!” She threw the nearby window open all the way. He cringed and turned his face away. His fault, his smell, his shame.
 
   “Oh dear! What a mess!” Pulling a face, Jane carefully eased the soiled disposable diaper from under him, wiped up most of the sticky excrement on his bottom with the cleanest bit, then folded it and taped it closed. “Yuck-spuck! What a poopy baby!!” She dumped it in a disposable diaper sack and tossed the heavy bundle in the trash bin. “Keep still,” Mommy scolded him, “you dirty little girl! Pooh! What a stinky bot-bot!” Looking vaguely irritated, Jane started to clean him with wet wipes and liberal amounts of baby lotion. Benny lay there with his hands clutching his knees to his chest, his filthy private parts exposed to his wife and mother-in-law, writhing in a silent agony of embarrassment.
 
   How could he have lost control at both ends in front of his brother and sister-in-law and their children? How was he ever going to face them again? Dressing in sissy baby clothes didn't seem so bad compared with the awful reality of what had occurred in the lounge room. Normally he would start to get aroused as feminine hands covered with lotion ran over his genitals, sliding around and up and down his little peenie. But not today. Jane was soon reapplying diaper rash cream and talcum powder; but today his peenie remained shrivelled, lifeless and tiny. The two cummies earlier in the day and the sheer shock of what had happened numbed his emotions through and through.

   With a curt “That will do,” Jane reached over to the changing bag and pulled out a clean white, fluffy terry diaper. Telling him to lift, she slipped the hourglass-shaped cloth under his hips so he could relax on it’s soft whiteness. She opened a fresh Abriform maxi to it’s full shape, and holding it in front of his face, she demanded; “What’s this, Baby Daphne?”
   The only answer was, as always, “It’th a baby diaper, Mommy.”
   “Who’s it for?”
   “Me, Mommy.”
 
   Jane nodded in thin-lipped agreement and commented disdainfully, “You’ve certainly proved you need one, that’s for sure! What a dirty baby girl!” She slipped it under his raised hips and soon the Abriform was firmly in place with the tapes tightly closed, making it snug and secure. The clean terry diaper came next, pulled up firmly between his legs. As always, the four big pink-headed diaper pins secured it tightly round his waist and again at the tops of his thighs, ensuring his legs were forced wide apart - and giving him a soft clinging feeling in his most sensitive places.
 
   Nanna meanwhile, took out a fresh pair of big pink plastic panties, flapped them to remove the creases, and held them up in front of his face. These transparent pink plastic panties had a narrow band of white lace decorating the waist and leg bands. Jane took the rustling pilchers from her mother and she stretched the lacy waistband wide, making them look even larger, all ready to go over his big diaper.

   “What are these?” Jane demanded, and Mommy and Nanna waited for the inevitable answer.
   “They are my pwathtic baby pantieth,” he girlishly lisped.
   “And why do you wear plastic baby panties?” she asked, slightly emphasising the ‘p’ the ‘l’ and ‘s’ to show up his baby talk.
 
   “Becauthe I need them to thtop my wettieth and dirtieth going evewywhere.”
   “NO! You wear them because you love them! You know that! You want to wear them! You had a whole secret supply you hid from Mommy! Didn’t you? You went to naughty ladies to be pinned in your diapers and get dressed up behind Mommy’s back! You love to do wetties and poo-poos in your diapers! Mommy knows! You want everyone to see you in plastic panties and baby dresses, don’t you?”

   He knew the answers he had to provide, and he squeaked, “Pweathe Mommy and Nanna, I wove my pwathtic baby pantieth! I wove my diaperth and baby fwockth. I wove being your baby girl, Mommy! I can’t thop myself doing wettieth and dirtieth in my diaperth. I can’t help being a thithy baby girl.”
   “Well, you best remember that, Baby Daphne, and behave like one,” Nanna warned him.

   Smiling to herself at his meek submissive attitude, Jane slowly threaded his feet into the crackling plastic panties, the most shaming piece of clothing he had to wear. She drew them up his legs and over his diaper, tugging at the tight elastic waistband to make sure every bit of cloth was safely contained. This was the moment Benny loved, despite his feelings of shame and resentment. It happened many times a day - the completion of a diaper change; the clean, warm, safe and dry sensations down there. The firm clinging pressure between his legs, giving a real sense of safety and security. The lingering aromas of baby lotion and powder, the freedom from control and responsibility his diapering engendered - and his manhood removed, he sometimes thought.
 
  It would only last a while, and then the first little wet, followed by another, and another. Hardly noticeable at first, the humid warmth gradually growing heavier, wetter, and slowly more uncomfortable, until another humiliating erotic diaper change started the whole process all over again. This happened several times a day; a regular ritual which eroded his manhood, self-respect and self-esteem - but replaced them with feelings of softness, submission, and compliance.

   Nanna took the slightly soiled cribton diaper away to dump it in the washing machine. She offered to rinse out the plastic panties, too. They weren’t dirty but after Nanna put them to her nose she cried, “Pooh! They stink of Baby Daphne’s poo-poos!” She left the Nursery, heading for the laundry downstairs.
 
   Jane took his hand and led him waddling back downstairs again, feeling fresh, clean, and much more comfortable. Despite himself, he cheered up at the soft caressing sensation of his clean diaper rubbing between his legs. He caught a glimpse of his refection in the tall mirror at the foot of the stairs, and he realised how toddler-like and ‘little-girlish’ his cute satin frock made him look. His platinum-blonde hair was done in high frothy bunches with pretty pink ribbons, with the glossy pink Alice band in front. His dainty feet were adorned by pretty pastel-pink patent Maryjanes and white lacy anklet socks, and his hairless little legs looked unmistakeably feminine poking out under the mass of frothy petticoats. He looked so feminine - and so babyish!


 
Chapter 5. Punishment Time.
 
   Mommy walked Daphne back into the lounge, holding her hand and leading her like an unsteady toddler. Sheila and the children had wandered out to the garden to play, leaving Simon sitting there reading the newspaper. Fortunately there was no repeat of Benny’s panic attack, but he felt incredibly awkward having to face his big butch brother-in-law again. Jane motioned him to stand on a Persian rug in front of the sofa, and ordered, “Sit down there, Baby Daphne, and play with your dolly.” Jane handed his doll Nancy to him, and turned away. “I’m going to help Nanna in the kitchen.”
  
   As Benny meekly sat down at Simon’s feet clutching Nancy to his bosom, his dress rode up, his frothy petticoats fluffing up around his waist and displaying the lace frills around the leg bands of his baby panties, His thighs involuntarily spread wide apart, like he was showing off to Simon the wide-stretched diaper-packed gusset of his shiny plastic panties. His smooth-shaven legs were only partially concealed by his white lacy baby socks and flared petties.

   What do you say to your ultra-masculine brother-in-law when you are dressed as a little baby girl and recently had your dirty diaper changed? One you noisily soiled right there in this very room, in front of him? You are cuddling an infant dolly; a bobbing pacifier is firmly lodged in the middle of your face. Shiny streams of dribble run down your chin to stain your glistening wet, lace-edged bib. You are meant only to speak in a sissy-baby voice about baby things. But will Simon, a successful barrister, the next captain of the golf club where you used to play, really want to hear you babble on about your dolly Nancy’s wet diapers, or what you read in Bunty magazine yesterday? Can you even manage to talk at all?
 
   What made the situation even worse, was Benny’s strong heterosexual leanings. Despite wanting to be a sissy baby girl, he wasn't gay. Being exposed to other women as a dominated sissy baby was in part a sexual act, despite - or was it because of - the ensuing humiliation. Being dressed like this in front of a man - especially an alpha-male like Simon - was an agony of acute embarrassment and shame for Benny. There would be no sexual thrill, now or later. It was wrong - horribly wrong - to be sitting here dressed like this.

   Benny had one nagging worry at the forefront of his mind, one major question he desperately needed answered. What did the people at work and his friends know about him? Had Jane discussed his baby ways with her friends, or at the company where he used to work? What did his acquaintances know at the golf club? Did they know he lived full-time as a diapered baby girl? Did they know his sexy successful wife was fucking another man? Benny blushed at the thought. He dreaded the answers; but it was still part of a delusion he tried to maintain; that all this was just some temporary game. Somehow he would return to some form of his normal life, and his shameful secret would remain just that; a secret. Of course he wasn't allowed to discuss such things, ask those questions of Mommy, or even admit that he thought those thoughts. Benny knew the punishment would be severe.

   Simon smiled patronisingly at the diapered sissy sitting splay-legged on the floor, which only made Benny feel worse. With a start, he realised his pacifier teat was still buried in his mouth. He whipped it out, looking awkward and shamefaced as he tried to conceal the oversized toddler soother in the shimmering folds of his satin dress. The amber rubber teat was sloppy with his drool and the pink satin ribbon attached to his pocket was pulled taut. Simon broke the ice by commenting, “Well, Benny! You make quite a pretty little girl. You certainly know how to dress the part, and” - he paused meaningfully “- play the part as well, it seems. I hope you are enjoying yourself? Oh that’s right! I suppose I’m meant to call you Daphne, now?”

   Benny knew he was meant to use his little-girl lisp to simper back how he loved to be a little ‘thithy baby’ - but that seemed impossible. Quite impossible. Instead he murmured in an almost-normal voice. “I'm sorry about my accident.” As though a simple apology could expunge the fact that he’d wet and soiled himself in front of everybody. Encouraged by his brother-in-law’s lack of response and the sound of his own normal voice, Benny continued more confidently. “Simon, what do other people know about me? You know, at the golf club? What does Jane tell them about me?”

   Further emboldened, the old sneaky part of Benny sought to excuse his behaviour. It was this flaw in his character which always let him down - his tendency to downplay his mistakes and exaggerate his rather modest achievements. “You know I only dress like this to please Jane, don’t you?” he lied, keeping his voice lowered so the women wouldn’t overhear. He hoped Simon didn’t notice. “ It’s just a silly game she likes to play sometimes. You know? I guess I just let her take things too far today.”
 
   He didn't get any further. Jane suspected he might try to somehow bluff his way out of trouble with Simon. She had quietly loitered in the hallway outside the lounge room and overheard his every word. At first she hardly recognised Benny’s voice. She had become so accustomed to hearing the squeaky lisping voice he normally used every day with her. The very idea that he could pretend that he could stop being a baby girl whenever he felt like it, and to say he was dressing and acting like a sissy-baby merely to please her, enraged her!

   Jane marched in, grabbed the sissy baby by one ear, and twisted it sharply. “Come with me, Baby Daphne!” Ignoring his high-pitched yelps of pain, she hauled him to his feet and out of the room into the hallway. Benny dropped Nancy in his struggles to keep up and she tumbled unnoticed to the floor. Jane called to Helen to come into the dining room opposite the lounge. Without letting go of his tortured lug, she pulled a high-backed dining chair away from the table, sat down with her meaty thighs pressed together, and dragged Benny across her lap. As Helen hurried into the room, she looked surprised to see her sissified son-in-law squirming across his wife’s lap, in a flurry of petticoats and a slithering satin dress that had ridden up to his armpits.
 
 
   Jane angrily scolded her wriggling snivelling sissy. “Oh really? ‘You know I only dress like this to please Jane?’ Really?” Her voice rose half an octave at the end of each statement; she was so furious. “It’s just a silly game she likes to play? Really? You want to know what other people think of you? I bet you do, baby!” She pulled his flapping right arm up behind his back and held his wrist in place with her left hand, then turned to Helen. “Mom, pull her diaper and baby pants down, will you? That’s it, down to her ankles. And the disposable, too. Keep them bunched down there so she can’t thrash her legs about too much. Now please hand me the hairbrush from the changing bag. Thank you, Mom.”
 
   Benny’s worst fears were materialising right then and there. Whenever he was spanked, he always ended up crying and squealing for Mommy to stop, promising to be a better baby girl, promising to behave more like a real baby, and accepting any new rules for the future. That was bad enough, but the lounge room was right across the hall from the dining room. The doors were open and Simon would be able to hear the whole degrading performance. “Mom, be ready to hold her head down and keep baby’s arms out of my way,” Jane ordered. “I promise, this will really hurt!”
 
   To Benny she snapped, “Bad baby! Bad baby girl! You’re a wicked little liar, Baby Daphne! Naughty baby!” Each admonishment was accompanied by a crisp smack with the heavy wooden brush. Jane used all the force she could muster, and she was thrilled to see Benny’s pale globes twitch and jump with each blow, and he squealed like a penitent little girl. “You have some hard lessons to learn, little girl!” Nine more savage smacks, nine more broken squeals. Benny wrenched his right arm free and his hand danced uselessly behind his bottom, trying to ward off the blows. Helen snatched his flailing wrist and forced it up behind his back again, almost dislocating his shoulder. His sharp intakes of breath became little cries of distress and whimpers of pain. Helen held him still and moved closer, and she pinned his head between her meaty thighs, grinning to her daughter as she did so.
 
   Benny, thinking of Simon listening from across the corridor, tried to be brave; He tried not to cry out; not to give in - but each smack stung and seared his bottom terribly. He wouldn't be able to remain quiet for many more. Moreover, he knew that Jane would keep punishing him until he cried and screamed and begged her to stop. Silent endurance never worked with Mommy.

“You are a baby girl! What are you?” With each consecutive blow Benny cried a little louder. The pain was too much, it had to stop.
 
   “Mommy pweathe!” he finally shrieked. “No more? Mommy pweathe, I thowwy Mommy!” As her husband conceded defeat and started to cry real tears, Jane imagined Jake thrusting manfully inside her moistening love nest. Each smack was linked to an imagined push right inside her kitten, and she clenched her thighs tightly together to give each blow maximom force. She could feel the dampness increasing down there. “Oh Mommy! I'm a bad baby girl,” Daphne finally cried.
 
   “Louder! Louder!” She reinforced the command with two harder smacks. Then Jane needed to pause to gather her strength - and savour the sexy thoughts of Jake filling her with his massive manhood.
In the lounge room Simon sat up and gave up trying to read the paper. The sado-masochistic performance in the nearby dining room had captured his attention, and he was getting turned-on! He had to reach down and rearrange the front of his trousers to give his swelling member room to expand, as he listened in fascination to Benny’s high-pitched wailed confession.
 
   Daphne shrieked, “Mommy I'm a bad baby girl! I thowwy, Mommy! Mommy, I'm a wicked bad baby girl!”
   “Try again!” Two more harsh blows brought loud shrieks from the struggling head trapped between Helen’s powerful thighs. She merely clenched her leg tighter, trapping his skull in a warm fleshy vise.
   “I thowwy Mommy!” he wailed. “I thowwy! Mommy, I want to be your ‘ickle thithy baby girl!”
   “Louder!” SMACK!
   “Owie! Pweathe Mommy,” Daphne shrieked, “I want to be your ‘ickle thithy baby girl forever!” Surely that was loud enough! Simon across the hallway could hear every word, and despite his arousal, he was starting to worry that an assault was taking place in his mother-in-law’s home.

   Jane put down the brush and stroked the bright red bottom cheeks shivering in front of her. She could hear Benny sobbing pitifully; he was so weak and vulnerable. “What do you need to do to be a good baby girl?” she demanded. Before he could reply she parroted, “You walk like a baby, talk like a sissy baby, eat like a baby, look like a baby girl, and behave like a baby girl. Don’t you, Daphne? All the time, and not just when you feel like it. Right?”
   “Yeth Mommy, thowwy Mommy,” he penitently sobbed.

   Jane picked up the hairbrush again and stretched her strong right arm in readiness. “Promise Mommy.” The next two spanks were carefully placed on the brightest red part of that quivering bottom. He squealed with each blow. “Walk?” SMACK!
   “Waah! I pwomithe to walk like a baby girl,” he sobbed.
   “Talk?” SMACK!
   “Owiee! I pwomithe to talk like a thithy baby girl.”
   “Eat?” SMACK!
   “Aiee! I pwomithe to eat like a baby girl.”
   “Look?” SMACK!
   “Waah! Waaah! I pwomithe to look like a baby girl.”
 
   Each smack landed with full force in exactly the same spot. Each blow produced a yelping pleading cry of ‘Mommy!’ before the required promise was given. “Behave?” SMACK! Jane rounded off with a savage spank on each syllable. Benny half-shouted the final promise, anything to get her to stop, no thought of the future, no thought of Simon listening. A crying begging promise to convince Mommy to stop beating him.

   “I pwomithee to behave like a lickle baba girl all the time!” he wailed, “Weally-twuly, Mommy! I pwomithe to be a good baba girl forever! Oh Mommy, no more! Pweathe Mommy, pweathe thtop?” Jane put down the brush with a grunt of satisfaction. She flexed her thighs, thinking of Jake’s massive cock once again. God he was good in bed! Benny flopped across her lap in a welter of hurt and shame, but suddenly and without any warning, perhaps because Jane moved her thighs, he realised he was going to spurt. The soft slinky material of her skirt, unnoticed until a second ago, seemed unbearably sensual against his stiffening pee-pee.
 
   Panic at what was inevitable rapidly engulfed him. “Oh no! Mommy, quick! Thpurtieth!” It was only two short shuddering spasms, and he obtained no real pleasure from his involuntary release. The first Jane realised something untoward had happened was when she felt something wet seeping through the flimsy material of her skirt, dampening her bare inner thighs.

   Jane thrust him off her lap with a cry of disgust. “Oh no, Daphne! You didn’t! Did you? Oh hell!” He rolled down her long legs to land on the floor in a heap, staring incredulously at the dark wet stain on her navy skirt. “You dirty, dirty little girl!” Jane roared, pulling the wet patch away from her skin . Helen realised what had happened, and for once she was worried for Benny. That was some beating! She didn’t think the sissy baby could take any more. She guessed the ejaculation was involuntary on his part. Jane shouted at the wailing child, “You are disgusting!”
 
   Helen placed a restraining hand on her daughter’s forearm and intervened. “I don’t think Baby Daphne meant to do it.” She paused and gazed down in contempt at the bawling sissy on the floor. “I’m sure your little sissy baby just had another premature ejaculation! Remember, she’s a premmie!” The women looked at each other and sniggered.
 
   Jane’s anger evaporated as she realised this was yet another excuse to embarrass Benny during the remainder of their visit. “I guess you’re right, Mom! That’s where she normally cums - on my thighs! And that was only when she used her staying power and didn’t spurt on the sheets! Can you fetch me a damp washcloth please?” Benny was still crying on the floor, curled in the foetal position, dreading another beating and rubbing his scalding-hot bottom to soothe the pain.

   Jane intended driving home her superiority over the snivelling cry-baby. Ordering him to stand, she ripped away the diaper and plastic panties from around his ankles. His peenie was as small and shrivelled as she had ever seen it, glistening with the sticky remnants of his involuntary ejaculation. His face was bright red and tears of shame ran down his cheeks; his nose was running like a tap. He fumbled for his pacifier and popped it in his mouth. He started to suck on the teat and realised he had a snotty upper lip. He carelessly wiped his runny nose with the back of his hand like a small child. In so doing, he smeared streamers of shiny snot across his flushed face.

   Jane sniggered and shook her head in disgust at his baby ways. “You silly cry-baby!” She wiped his snotty nose with his damp bib. “Now let’s start afresh, little girl. You will go and present yourself to Simon right now, Baby Daphne, and apologise for trying to act like a grown-up. Promise him that you will be on your best sissy baby behaviour for the rest of the day, especially for him. Remember your promises to Mommy? Walk, talk, look, eat and behave? You tell that to Simon, too.” Jane knew this more than anything would destroy whatever remnant remained of Benny’s pride, but she insisted.
 
   Benny was still reeling in shock from his spanking. The fact that he had cum again and that he still had to be a baby girl in front of the family, wasn't really sinking in. His tear-filled eyes pleaded with Jane for some sympathy, but he knew he had no way out. He was a baby. He had to do exactly as he was told. Mommy added, “You are also going to tell him you are a sissy baby because you chose to be one, and that you love to wear and use your diapers like a baby. And what’s more - you begged me to take away your potty-privileges! Remember?”

   He remembered that fateful Thursday when it all began. Jane had somehow learned about his dirty little secret, and she didn’t seem to mind! In fact, she’d even offered to play the role of his dominant Mommy! That made Benny as excited as he had ever been in his whole life! At her suggestion, he blissfully extended their unbelievable fantasy weekend to a spontaneous week’s holiday, with him dressed as her baby girl the whole time. Then one week became two weeks, two weeks became four, and somewhere along the line, he had become trapped in his submissive infantile role.
 
   He had even begged Jane to take away his potty privileges, and he barely noticed when she replied, “Okay, sweetie - but Mommy will decide when they will be restored.” Understand?” He’d eagerly nodded agreement, assuming that would be on the Monday morning after the weekend of erotic fantasy role-playing. Then he assumed it would be the next Monday, or the one following that. Some assumption!
 
   Now on the first Sunday morning of each month, they went through a little ritual. Baby Daphne would have to waddle into the room where Jane was sitting and curtsey, and then politely ask in her best sissy-baby voice; “Mommy? Pweathe, pweathe can I be potty-twained thith month? Pweathe Mommy?”
 
   She would smile indulgently at her hopeful sissy and reply something like; “Oh you silly little darling, Daphne! You don't want that! I know - and you know all too well - you love being Mommy’s diapered sissy baby. Anyway, you are nowhere near ready for potty-training yet, you silly girl! You know how much further we have to go with your baby-training!” She would urge him to climb onto her lap and she would cuddle him and comfort the disappointed child. Of course her caresses and her maternal affection weakened his resolve, and he ignored the implied threat of ever more baby humiliation and public exposure.
 
   The second time, he tried to press the point. Jane listened patiently to his high-pitched pleading for about five minutes or so, frowning but not saying a word. When he eventually stopped talking to take a breath, Mommy simply replied, “No Daphne.” She gently placed a finger over his pouting lips to stifle any further debate. “Mommy says no.” Last month he asked more out of a sense of duty, without any real expectation she would change her mind. Jane had again replied, “No Daphne,” but then added in a firmer tone, “Let’s not discuss it any more. You are nowhere near ready to grow up and learn to use the potty like a big girl. And my sweetie-pie, I think you really know that.”
 
   He was brought back to the present with a bang when Jane ordered, “Now scoot in there right now and apologise to Simon, dressed exactly as you are! Go on, Baby Daphne!” Unthinkingly he toddled across the hall into the lounge, naked from the waist down. His face was still bright red and tear-stained, his nose ran with snot, his manhood was reduced to a shrivelled peanut glistening wetly under his too-short baby dress and frothy petticoats. He was still clutching his fiery red bottom as he tried to rehearse what he had to say.
 
   Simon was still sitting on the lounge, but Sheila had wandered in from the garden to join him - attracted by the sounds of a crying big baby. She instantly noticed the tenting front of her husband’s trousers, and felt a matching thrill of arousal. He gave her a lascivious smile and crooked a finger at her. She stepped over to the lounge and stood slightly in front of Simon with a secretive smile, turning her back on him to help conceal his burgeoning manhood from the others. In a voice pitched so only she could hear, 
 
   Simon told Sheila, “Tonight when we get home - after you put the girls to bed - I want you to put on your school uniform for me.”
   The tall blonde sighed in excitement and nodded, whispering, “Yes sir.”
   Simon placed one hand on the back of her thigh and caressed his wife’s smooth shapely leg, murmuring, “Good girl.”  
 
   Out of sight of the others, he slid his hand up under her very short skirt, possessively trailing his fingers across the silken seat of her thick satin panties. When Sheila reacted by slightly parting her legs and discretely poking out her curvaceous bottom at him, he caressed her plump round buttocks and boldly ran the tip of one finger down along her crack and between her thighs. He softly stroked the silky gusset of her panties, pressing gently upwards and applying slight pressure to his excited wife’s swelling labia. She moaned quietly in response and subtly lowered her hips a fraction of an inch to increase the delicious pressure.

   “Oh my God! What on earth?” Sheila gasped and straightened her knees when she saw the surreal sight of Benny in his so-smart baby dress - but wearing no panties or diaper - his hairless legs and pubic area exposed for all to see. Sheila tried so hard not to laugh. Her face became contorted and she covered her mouth with one hand, and let out a series of squeaky muffled grunts. In the end she couldn't contain herself, and she blurted around her laughter; “Oh my God! Jane, his thing is so tiny! Oh I'm sorry, Benny - Daphne - but I can’t help laughing!” She stepped forward, sighing with regret when she moved away from the delightful distraction of her husband’s discrete caresses.

   Jane loomed alongside her cowering husband and bent down to examine his limp little peanut. She disdainfully lifted the shrivelled tip with her forefinger and turned to face their audience. “Well, it is rather small, Sheila - and it was never very satisfying. That’s why Baby Daphne calls it her clittie. Anyway Simon, my wicked little Daphne here has an apology to make to you.” There was a long pregnant pause.
 
   In a quavering high-pitched sissy voice Daphne squeaked, “Thimon, I'm thowwy I told you a lickle fib. Mommy keeps me in diaperth ‘cribh I weally need them.”
   “Go on! Tell him what you asked me to do.” Jane intended to ram home what had happened in the dining room. Benny turned and looked desperately at his beautiful Mommy, but saw no softening in her stern expression. He turned to face the happily married couple again.

   “I asked Mommy to take away my potty-pwivilegeth,…… cribh I want to wear and uthe diaperth like a weal baby all the time.”
   Sheila exclaimed in mock-disbelief, “You what? Oh my God! You asked to be kept in diapers and use them for everything? You wanted to be a baby that badly? That is truly weird!”
   Simon reached forward and lovingly patted his wife’s big round bottom one last time as he muttered, “It takes all sorts, honey! We have to accept that this is the real Benny - or should I say, the real Daphne. We need to get used to the idea we have another little girl in the family. If we treat him like the baby girl he seems he wants to be, I’m sure it will be easier for everyone all round. Then our little Daphne won’t get caught out trying to act like a grown-up, like he was before - and get punished. He obviously wants it this way.”

   Sheila’s bemused smile vanished when she noticed the damp area on the front of Jane’s navy silk skirt. “Jane sweetie, what’s that on your skirt? What happened?” Benny had to stand there with his eyes riveted to the carpet and listen to  
   Jane explain that he had another accident after his spanking, and had lost control - like he used to in their marital bed.
“Mom said my baby had another premmie! She must have been enjoying herself then!” Jane spitefully added, to Sheila’s amused laughter.

   Jane then turned on her cowering sissy-baby and her expression hardened. “Now then, little Daphne, what are the promises you need to make to Simon and Sheila.” She turned to ask the grinning couple, “By the way; do you think Baby Daphne should call you Uncle and Aunty, or Sir and Madam? Or is that too much? What do you think, folks?”
  
 
   Sheila laughed brightly again before replying, “Aunty is fine for me. ‘Madam’ makes me sound like a whore! What do you think, Simon?”
   Simon’s grin grew wider. “I expect our little sissy masochist here would really like to call me Sir. Why don’t you call me Sir when you address me, Daphne - but you may refer to me as Uncle Simon?”

   Benny at that moment didn't want to do anything of the sort. Why did he have to call Simon ‘Sir’? It wasn't fair! But there was absolutely nothing he could do about it. His blazing bottom reminded him of that fact. “Yeth Thir,” he muttered at the carpet.
 
   Jane interjected from behind him, “That will not do at all, my little girl! You know that when you speak to your elders and betters, you have to look them in the eyes and not mutter under your breath. Address Uncle Simon properly, Baby Daphne, and make your promises nicely. Then we'll get that diaper back on you before you make any more nasty messes on Nanna‘s carpet.”

   Hanging your head in shame is fine, but having to look at the faces of people who are teasing and humiliating you is infinitely worse. Real power transfers between the eyes of the dominant and the submissive. The eyes concede defeat and acknowledge the other’s superiority. Benny stood there in a sullen trance, completely motionless, staring at the carpet and cringing inside. He couldn’t raise his head and look at Simon. A sharp slap on his inflamed bottom jerked him out of his reverie and he squealed in shock and pain.

   With an enormous effort of will, he lifted his chin to look at both Simon and Sheila, who smiled and nodded in encouragement. In a quavering high-pitched sissy voice he lisped, “I pwomithe to be a good baba girl. I pwomithe to walk like a baba, I pwomithe to talk like a baba, I pwomithe to eat like a baba. I pwomithe to behave like a bubba girl all the time!” He immediately lowered his blurry eyes, as if he couldn't bear to see or hear any response from Simon or Sheila. Tears started to course down his cheeks again. Why oh why had he let himself be treated like this? He hated everybody! But he hated himself most of all.

   “That’s better,” Jane huffed. “Alright, come with Mommy then, Baby Daphne.” Jane gently took him by the hand and led him snivelling from the room. As he shuffled away, his scarlet bottom was on display to the bemused couple. He could still hear Sheila giggling as she sat on her husband’s lap, arranging herself so his stiff hard cock nestled between her soft plump buttocks.
   “Ooo Simon,” Sheila whispered as she wriggled on his massive erection.
   “That’s ‘Sir’ to you too, young lady,” he sternly corrected her - with a teasing grin.
   “Yes sir, sorry sir,” she apologised with faux-humility, grinning to herself when she could feel him growing even bigger.
 
   Jane took Benny into the dining room to collect his discarded diaper and plastic panties, and then led the crying sissy back upstairs to the changing table in Nanna’s Nursery. He was angry, hurt, and ashamed, and he sulkily mounted the stairs in sullen acceptance of what was happening to him, tears of frustration and shame trickling down his cheeks. Before he could climb up on the padded table, Jane drew him into her embrace and gave him a loving cuddle. Her soft cushiony breasts seemed to envelope his flushed face. She stroked the back of his neck, he could feel her voluptuous body pressed against his, and he drank in her perfume as he sniffed back the tears.
 
   “Oh my poor baby! You do get yourself into trouble!” Jane tenderly crooned. “Don’t you, darling? But Mommy must discipline you to keep you behaving properly. She loves you as her little girl so much, and you want to be her sissy baby so badly! Don’t be cross with Mommy when she corrects you, please sweetheart? Mommy is only trying to make her little girl happy.” She still held a pampers wipe in her hand and she used it to wipe away his tears and clean up his snotty nose. “Dry those tears, baby girl. If you calm down and behave yourself, Mommy will let you have a little nurse from her titties after I diaper you. Alright?” She whispered loving endearments in his ear, telling him how pretty he was, how smart his new baby frock looked, how she was sure he would be a good baby girl from now on. She knew perfectly how to switch from being a strict dominant taskmistress to a sexy loving Mommy.

   Benny was so freaked-out by what had happened downstairs, he didn't relax straight away. Jane helped him lie back on the changing table and started to gently apply cream and powder, all the while assuring him how much she loved him as her baby girl - how she loved it when he behaved like a sweet little girl for Mommy. As she rubbed lotion on his little pee-pee, the familiar scents of baby lotion and Huggies wipes wafted around him, soothing his shattered nerves. How he loved those smells! 
 
   Jane told him she loved that he was so small and cute down there, “You have a darling little clittie, sweetie - just right for my baby girl! Don’t be upset because people tease you, sweetest. This is how you always wanted to be, in your lovely soft diapers and your pretty baby frocks. You only need a little clittie to do wetties and spurties in your diapers. You know that now, don’t you?”

   She briefly cupped his shrivelled organ in her hand before she pulled up the disposable between his legs, then she taped it closed. The thick terry diaper forced his thighs apart as she tightly pinned it in place. All the while Jane murmured reassuringly, “So safe, so small, so comfy in your soft diaper. Nothing to worry about. No responsibilities. Just be Mommy’s little sweet baby girl and everything will be alright. Nobody will hurt you, precious.” Despite his stinging bottom, he drew comfort from such remarks. He knew what Mommy meant; no outsiders would harm him.
 
   “Look baby! Lovely wetproof plastic panties to hold your diaper tight, and take away all those big-girl worries about maintaining control. Nothing matters now, does it my sissy darling?” As ever Benny’s anger and frustration melted away under her gentle caresses and hypnotic words. He loved Jane as never before; he desperately wanted to please his strict but loving Mommy. She knew exactly the right thing to say to make him compliant - pink putty in her hands. The constant diapering and the ever-lengthening intervals without his ever having to take responsibility for control of his bodily functions, undermined his self-control and made him more susceptible to Jane’s dominance. She knew instinctively how to switch from being strict and ruthless with the hairbrush, to tender and loving. The combination assured her complete mastery over her submissive husband. She smiled to herself as she helped the freshly diapered sissy off the padded change table.
 
   Jane realised that far from feeling angry and betrayed - when she had first learned of his secret sissy side - she was falling in love with her husband all over again. Jane was surprised how much she loved to dominate, humiliate and tease him. It really turned her on! Her affair with Jake was incredibly sexual and an enormous boost to her self-confidence, but she realised without Benny there to cuckold, sex with Jake wouldn't be anywhere near as satisfying. Jake was a man who liked to take charge, and he always wanted to dominate her in bed. He was handsome and well-endowed, and Jane thought that made some men unbearably arrogant - and dangerous. But her marriage was like a safety-valve. It allowed her to enjoy her dalliances, without the risk of her lovers becoming too demanding - or overbearing.
 
   Before meeting Benny, Jane had gone out with a big strong hulk for about a year. Handsome George had been dominant and forceful in bed, too, and strong enough to pick her up bodily and throw her on the bed when he was horny. At first she enjoyed the way he occasionally manhandled her, but he never seemed interested in her pleasure, her satisfaction. Even though Jane told him she needed to have her breasts stimulated to get her in the mood, he usually didn’t bother. ‘I’m no baby!” he retorted. “I’m not sucking your tits!” He would throw her on the bed, rip off her clothes, and complain if her kitten was too dry to allow instant penetration. She shuddered when she remembered the way George would spit on his fingers, using his saliva to moisten the purple head of his thick hard cock, before ramming the whole length of it inside her.
 
   One night when he was very drunk, George started pawing her between the legs. Jane refused to have sex with him, complaining, “You’re drunk! You stink of rum! Leave me alone!” He took no notice. After he finished with her and left her apartment, Jane considered calling the police and charging him with rape. But she knew she didn’t have much of a case. They had been going out for almost a year, and everyone knew they were a couple. A sexually-active couple. When he contacted her to apologise the next day, Jane broke it off with him and told him to “Fuck off and die!” She eventually had to take out a restraining order to make George leave her alone. After that, Jane vowed never to go out with a bossy man who was capable of physically dominating her. Then she met Benny.
 
 
 
   Jane sat down at one end of the three-seater lounge in Nanna’s Nursery and patted the seat beside her. “Lie down here for Mommy, baby girl.” Daphne lay down in the usual feeding position with his head on her lap, facing her, with his legs curled up under him. He sucked harder on his dum-dums as he watched Mommy unbutton her cream silk blouse to reveal her huge meaty breasts encased in the lacy black bra. “Mommy knows what her little girl needs to calm her down,” she crooned as she unfastened a catch near the top strap of the bulging left cup. The bra cup popped open and her massive mammary tumbled free, almost striking his face. He wanted to spit out his pacifier and latch on, but he knew that wasn’t permitted.
 
   “Here darling,” she sang, “let Mommy take that.” She popped out his sloppy dum-dums and simultaneously steered her stiffening left nipple between his pursed wet lips. “Ahh,” she sighed in satisfaction, when he hungrily latched on and started enthusiastically sucking. “That’s it. Mmm, good girl! Suck hard, baby. Suck out Mommy’s milk,” Jane crooned tenderly, speaking softly to him like he was her own precious infant. She let his pacifier rest on his tummy, idly playing with the satin ribbon while her baby greedily suckled.
 
   Jane let him nurse for ten minutes on the left breast, then swapped him to the other side. She shifted in her seat, aware of the growing damp patch in the gusset of her panties. She loved having her nipples sucked really hard, and her sissy baby had been trained to do a perfect job.
 
   Helen walked in while Jane was breastfeeding him, and she raised one questioning eyebrow at her daughter. In a quiet voice so as not to disturb the child suckling at her breast, Jane explained, “Daphne was a little upset, so I decided to let her have a little nurse. Sucking Mommy’s titties always calms her down.”
   “I’m sure it does,” Helen retorted with a wry grimace, asking, “How often have you been breastfeeding Baby Daphne?”
   “Usually once a day, although sometimes I skip a day. Sometimes I let her nurse twice in the same day - depending on how horny I am,” Jane replied with a self-deprecating grin.
 
   Helen looked thoughtful and nodded. “When you’ve finished nursing the baby, after you bring Daphne back downstairs, we need to have a little private chat. Alright, honey?”
   “Sure thing, Mom,” Jane replied. “I’m just about done anyway.” Helen left the room as Jane slipped her finger inside Benny’s mouth, breaking his suction seal. “That’s enough for now, baby girl,” she whispered to the panting child, then she stuffed his pacifier back between his gaping lips.
 
   After she finished dressing herself, Jane helped Benny to his feet. She couldn’t believe how horny she felt! She was tempted to order Daphne to her knees again and stick the sissy’s head under her skirt. Jane felt certain it would only take a few licks to make her climax. But she doubted whether she could orgasm silently, and she didn’t want the rest of the family to come running when they heard her impassioned cries. Jane shrugged her shoulders and like a loving mother, she straightened Daphne’s dress and petties one more time, making sure every fold of his diaper was tucked safely inside his plastic panties. While tidying the ribbons in his pigtails, she imagined Jake’s hard cock thrusting inside her again. It would have to be tonight! She intended putting Baby Daphne to bed early tonight; right after dinner. She wanted Jake to take her again and again!

   Jane forced those sexy thoughts from her mind and concentrated on leading Benny out of the Nursery. She smiled lovingly at him even as she felt damp down there at the thought of Jake’s solid member plunging inside her. His skilful hands seemed to find erogenous zones she never knew existed. “Daphne, why don’t you go outside into the garden and play with Jessica and Zoë,” Jane suggested. “I need to have a little chat with Nanna. Take your dolly and pram with you, and go and play tea parties or diaper changes or something with the other girls. They’ve been playing with their Barbie dolls all this while, and I know Jessica would love for you to play with them. I think she feels some sort of affinity with you, baby girl.”
 
   Jane’s beautiful heart-shaped face creased in thought. “If Zoë teases you too much - which she might - I want you to come running into the house crying like a real baby and whining that Zoë was being horrid to you. That will get Sheila sorting her out. She’s a little spoilt by her Daddy Simon, I think. Be good and behave like the precious baby girl you are deep down, Daphne. It’s the best thing for you, really.”

   She led him waddling downstairs in a clean fresh diaper for the second time that morning. Benny followed his Mommy in a daze. He didn't want to humiliate himself anymore, but he had no option but to behave like a proper baby girl now. Rebellion and resistance were no longer possible. Part of his mind accepted that to simply surrender and play the role of a proper baby girl, was the only course to follow. He half wanted to, anyway, and he knew it would make Jane happy. Also he felt that sometimes he truly was just a helpless little girl, nearly three. The clothes, the thick diapers which caused his wide-legged waddle, his lack of control - all reinforced the feeling of infancy. And he too, had a soft spot for his cousin Jessica.

   In the hall near the front door he found his doll’s pram, and Nancy lying on the floor beside it. Daphne stared longingly at the front door - the pathway to escape - and then glanced down at himself. Even if the door had been unlocked, he couldn’t go outside dressed like this. And where could he go? With a sigh of resignation he picked up his infant dolly and popped her inside, then he pushed the pram through the hall into the lounge and out via the conservatory to the rear garden. He pointedly ignored Simon and Sheila’s bemused glances, and searched for the girls in the vast garden. 
 
   The doll’s pram had been slightly modified; its wheels and push handle were a little bigger, so if he stooped slightly, he could push it almost like a normal child. Naturally he provided a superb display of his well diapered bottom to the two observers sitting in the lounge, but the horny couple were busy discussing their plans for this evening, and took only a passing interest in the bizarre sight.

   Benny was halfway across the lawn, feeling strange and exposed to be wandering around outdoors in his best dress, with his diapers on full display, when Jessica came running up to greet him. “Hi Baby Daphne! We’re playing with our Barbie dolls. Do you want to come and play too? Do you have a Barbie doll? Oh, you’ve got a baby doll. What’s your dolly’s name? Oh look! She wears diapers like you do! Do you have to change her diapers?” Zoe’s greeting was much cooler, but after some chiding by Jessica, the younger girl agreed not to tease Baby Daphne too much.
 
   He was soon playing with the girls on a large rug outside the Wendy house, one Nanna had set up in the garden for her grandchildren. They changed Nancy’s diapers together and then Daphne gave his dolly her a bottle. Small children rarely concentrate on any one thing for too long, and Benny found it difficult to adapt to their rapidly shifting focus of attention. He let Jessica take the lead and tried to stop himself from playing with them like an adult - which wasn’t too difficult. He was gradually losing touch with that side of himself.
 
   Inside the house, Helen took Jane aside to caution her daughter. “Darling, you know if you let Daphne suckle on your breasts on a regular basis, you’ll start producing milk?”
   “Really?” Jane gasped. She cupped her meaty bosoms in her palms and bounced the heavy orbs like she was weighing them. “You know, they do seem to be a little bigger than normal lately - or else my bras are shrinking.”
 
   “You haven’t noticed any damp patches inside the cups when you take off your bras?”
 
   Jane shook her head. “No Mom. Although Daphne hand-washes all my lingerie these days, so I might not have noticed.”
Helen nodded, her lips pursed in concern. “There’s one other facet of breastfeeding Baby Daphne you need to be aware of, honey. It’s the best way for a mother and her infant to bond together. I’m worried that you might fall in love with Benny all over again. Remember our plan.”
   “There is no Benny now, Mom. There’s only my Baby Daphne.”
 
   Outside the late morning sunshine was pleasantly warm, and for the first time that day, Benny started to relax and not worry about being a baby girl. It was good to be out playing in the fresh air, and the children were quite good fun to play with, really. Even Zoë eventually stopped teasing him. He kept his pacifier in his mouth and when they asked him questions, he responded in his soft lisping voice without thinking about it. Once the girls pretended that Nancy was naughty, and he squeaked excitedly when Jessica pulled down Nancy’s diaper, spanked her bottom and made his dolly have a ‘time out.’
 
   After a while, they started to pore through at some of Jessica’s Barbie books. One was about having friends round for a sleep-over. The cute five-year-old mentioned, “I'm having a sleep-over with my friends Samantha, Harriet, and Kirsty next week. Would you like to come and play with us, Baby Daphne?”
   “You mean wike thith?” He patted the bulging crotch of his plastic panties for emphasis. “Ath a baby?”
   “Of course, silly!” Jessica giggled. “I thought you had to wear diapers all the time, anyway.”
   “You are a baby!” Zoe scornfully declared.
   “Pweathe Jethicca,” Baby Daphne whimpered, “your fweindth will all waff at me, and make me cwy. Anyway, your Mommy might not wet me come.”
  
   Their odd conversation was interrupted by Sheila and Jane calling out that it was time for lunch. The three little girls scampered inside the house in a flurry of skirts. “Wash hands and faces first,” ordered Sheila. They all trotted into the downstairs bathroom, jostling each other for the soap and running water. Benny barely noticed he was behaving exactly like them, instead of a supervising adult.
  
   When they toddled into the dining room with clean hands and faces, he saw the table had been laid for six. There was a big highchair set to one side of the table and for a moment he thought it might be for Zoë - but she ran to one of the ordinary dining chairs, asking which seat was hers. Benny then recognised the white wooden highchair was his. The one Nanna bought for him, to leave at her place. Someone had brought out from the kitchen, waiting and ready for him.

   He resignedly waddled over to the juvenile piece of furniture and waited to be helped into the high padded seat. Mommy came over to settle him in and as she tightened the restraining straps, the cunning design of the highchair became apparent. It was different from the pink steel highchair at home. The front of the seat was slightly tilted up and the back rest similarly lay back at an angle. When the pink nylon straps over his shoulders were tightened, the H-strap held him in a slightly reclined position. Not so it looked particularly odd, but it meant he couldn't lean forward to make sure his face was over the wooden tray while eating. He was forced to reach forward and clumsily spoon his food up to his mouth, in such a way that any inevitable spillage would splatter all over his bib.

   The matching webbing straps that came up between his legs to meet the H-strap were also subtly modified from a traditional baby chair. Rather than a single central crotch strap, there two slender pink webbing straps attached to either side of the seat, with clasps that fixed to the H-strap, thus drawing his thighs to the sides. The footrest was set quite high, so with his knees bent and forcibly parted, he showed off the wide gusset of his transparent plastic panties to anyone who cared to look. No hiding his condition, no discrete covering, not even the dubious protection of nylon-covered rumba panties. Sheila seated opposite had a great view of his diaper!
  
   With a grin, Mommy clipped a huge colourful plastic bib around his neck and smoothed it over his chest. “Try not to make too much of a mess, Baby Daphne,” Jane advised him, despite her orders to the contrary.

   Nanna sat at the head of the table, looking every bit the matriarch she was. The other two children sat directly to her right and left, and Simon and Sheila sat beside their girls. Jane took her seat at the foot opposite her mother, completing the picture of a family sitting down to Sunday lunch. It was all so normal - except it was so wrong! Daphne was conscious of his bemused sister-in-law staring at the puffy diaper bulging between his legs. The room looked elegant and the table was loaded with hot food that smelled wonderful. Simon was busy opening a bottle of fine red wine; Benny saw it was a Haut Medoc 1997. That would be good - but he realised it was silly to even think that he might be allowed a taste. He hadn't drunk alcohol since his baby life started.

   Lunch consisted of roast beef, baked potatoes and steamed vegetables, with lots of gravy. Jane cut up Daphne’s food so he could use a spoon. It was one of those oddly-shaped plastic ones which are quite difficult to use without practice. As soon as everyone else started eating, he began trying to feed himself. Because the small spoon had such a long way to travel to his mouth, bits of food and gravy rained onto his bib. The angled handle didn’t help his aim and he accidentally smeared his cheek a couple of times. He also had to use his fingers to push food onto his spoon and they quickly became covered in sloppy gravy. The only place to wipe them was his bib - which he did instinctively. Being plastic, it didn't really help.
 
 
   Before the others were halfway through their meals, Benny looked quite a mess. He felt more and more awkward; the sense of being simply one of the other children evaporated now he was at the lunch table surrounded by adults as well as children. He was the only one seated in a highchair, in diapers and a bib, making a mess everywhere. As the lively conversation around the table progressed without any input from Baby Daphne, he felt Sheila staring at his bulging crotch and grinning at him most of the time - which simply added to his discomfort.

   As soon as she could attract her Mother’s attention, Jessica asked, “Mommy? Can Baby Daphne come to my sleepover at our house, please Mommy?” This polite request elicited much laughter from Jane and Helen, but left Sheila looking a little perplexed. What on earth would she say to her friends when they realised her brother-in-law was an adult baby girl? Would they let their children come and play with Jessica and Zoë while he was there?
   Sheila glanced to Jane for help. “I'm not sure,” she replied evasively. “Where would she sleep?”
   “Zoë’s old Nursery, of course,” was Helen’s prompt retort.

   “The old crib at our place is for a real baby, not like the one upstairs!” Sheila protested. “I don't think Baby Daphne would fit in it. Anyway, I think he goes to bed before you, Jessica. His bed time is…?”
 
   “Her bedtime is about half past six,” Jane completed for her, “but we now have a travel crib for Baby Daphne. It’s really sweet!” Benny cringed at the mention of his travel crib. So far he hadn't needed to use it, but it was a larger size of the normal canvas collapsible baby travel cribs - except his was baby pink, with dancing teddy bears all over it. Where Jane had found such a thing, he had no idea.

   “See Mommy?” Jessica implored. “Aunty Jane has everything she needs; just as though Daphne was a real baby. We can all have fun playing with our dollies together, and after we’ve had tea, Baby Daphne can go to bed in the Nursery like a proper baby. We older children can stay up and play until our bedtime. Please say yes, Mommy? Please?” Five-year-olds can be pretty persuasive. Benny wriggled in embarrassment at their exchange. Jessica was clearly thinking of him as being younger than she, and expected him to have an earlier bedtime. Like any small child, he resented being sent to bed before the bigger children.

   Sheila was still worried about the other parents and having to ask them first, but managed to stall her daughter for the moment. While the children concentrated on eating their food, Sheila started to quiz Jane about her treatment of Benny, and how she had learned about his ‘baby ways.’
 
 
 
Chapter 6. Mommy Takes Charge.

   Benny half-listened to his wife tell the familiar humiliating story. He remembered that fateful day when he boarded the plane at Kennedy airport. Jane had texted him as he found his seat to settle into some British Airways Business Class comfort for the overnight flight home. She told him she had cancelled his prearranged taxi and would be meeting him at the airport herself. He was both surprised by his wife’s unexpected thoughtfulness - and a little alarmed. His suitcases contained as many baby clothes as suits. The thick disposable snugged under his slacks mopping up a careful slow release of dribbles, would have to be disposed of somewhere on the plane or at Heathrow.
 
   He had padded out his trip so that he could enjoy a couple of prolonged sessions with one of his favourite New York Nannies. He had planned on returning to England on Thursday afternoon so he could take the following Friday off work, and spend the entire day alone at home in a diaper - under the pretext of suffering jet lag. The fact that all his junior executives travelled economy and came straight to the office after a red-eye flight, was conveniently dismissed. ‘There’s no point in being married to the founder’s daughter if you couldn't take advantage of situations like this,’ was Benny’s view. It infuriated everybody, from the most junior salesman to the Chairman - chairperson - Helen!

   He couldn't imagine why Jane would interrupt her busy schedule to meet him, but there she stood, bright and bubbly, searching the crowd for him. Even after three years, he still found it hard to believe she had agreed to marry him. Her long honey-blonde hair was pulled away from her beautiful heart-shaped face in a severe high ponytail, and her full red-painted mouth glistened wetly in the bright overhead spotlights, smiling in greeting when she spotted him. As always she looked fabulous! Her short black leather skirt and towering high heels showed off her long shapely legs to great advantage. Benny was a little surprised by her choice of footwear. She usually wore flats or low heels around him, in deference to his lack of stature.
 
   Under a high-waisted black cribton jacket, Jane’s generous breasts thrust out proudly beneath an expensive cream silk blouse. A wide black leather belt nipped in her wasp-waist to breathtaking proportions, emphasising her wide child-bearing hips and curvaceous big bottom. Benny noticed with smug satisfaction the numerous discreet glances her beautiful face and buxom figure drew from the young and old men milling around them. He thought little of it when she cooed, “Welcome home, baby.” She gave him a warm hug and brief kiss in greeting and announced herself ready to take him home. He didn’t notice when she briefly patted his bottom, discretely checking his choice of underwear.
 
   Benny was pleased there appeared to be nothing wrong - although he was slightly miffed that his anticipated day of secret baby play wasn't going to happen as planned. He worried about the suitcases in the trolley he pushed, stuffed full of his baby things. He needed somehow to unpack them and stash the incriminating items in his hidey-hole without Jane noticing. Somehow he would manage it - he hoped. When they got to the house, Jane told him to leave his bags in the hallway, and trot upstairs and shower and change while she made drinks.

   He could still feel the shock of that day even after three months; the panic which raised the hairs on the back of his neck that Thursday afternoon, when he walked into their bedroom. There on the king-size bed lay a complete layette! Cloth diapers, disposables, plastic panties, frilly anklet socks, his black patent Maryjanes, a flounced chiffon petticoat and a pretty little pink gingham toddler frock - all laid out and waiting for him, as though they should be put on straight away. There were tubs of baby wipes and powder, diaper rash cream and four big pink-capped diaper pins sitting on his bedside table, along with his adult-sized pacifier. Most of the items he recognised from his secret stash! He didn't know what to do!
 
   In the lounge room Jane checked her laptop and made sure the webcams hidden in the master bedroom were working. An indicator on the right side of the screen told her that the scene on the monitor was being recorded by three different cameras. Helen had insisted on a record. Jane’s vindictive mother had wanted to watch every minute of the sissy baby’s planned humiliation and punishment. Jane watched her stunned husband reeling in shock before the bed covered in big baby girl clothes, and made sure each camera was properly focused. The brightly-lit colour images were clear as crystal. She returned to the hallway and keeping her tone neutral, called up the stairs; “I'll be up in a minute with something to drink, sweetie. Hurry up and have a shower and get changed.”
 
   Benny stood in the bedroom writhing in silent misery, uncertain what to do. What the hell was going on? She sounded so normal! He could only imagine the worst; tears, acrimony - divorce! He might even lose his job! Only the lamest of excuses came to mind. He felt dirty and guilty. Jane waltzed into the master bedroom looking absolutely normal and unfazed. She held a tumbler of Scribch and dry ginger ale in one hand, and a huge plastic baby bottle filled with the some amber liquid in the other. Jane placed both vessels on top of his dresser and pointed at the bottle, stating needlessly; “That one’s for you.”
 
   Benny stammered, “L- look Jane, I- I don’t know…..” Jane leapt over to him and pressed a finger to his trembling lips to silence his protestations. She towered over him in her high heels and he had to crane his neck back to see her beautifully made-up face.
   “Shh baby! Shower first, and then come back here and put your clean clothes on.” Jane pointed to the items on the bed, making it quite clear to which ‘clothes’ she was referring. “When you’re properly dressed, you can have a suck on your bottle. Then we'll talk,” she advised him.
 
   With that she turned on her heel and marched out of the room. He heard her stride downstairs and Benny stood there in a stunned silence. It was the longest, slowest shower of his life. When he eventually emerged from the en suite, he noticed his discarded clothes had vanished. His suitcases had been opened and the incriminating contents unpacked on the far side of the roomy bed. Despite his trepidation, he picked up the bottle and took a quick suck to moisten his dry mouth It was apple juice, cold and refreshing, and he sucked even harder, thinking, ‘Jane must have found my diapers and all the rest of my baby stuff! Oh my God! There were some adult-baby magazines in there as well! ‘Sissies on Parade,’ and some very old ‘Tales from the Crib.’ Issues I found in Lee’s Mardi Gras years ago. What if she reads the stories and the letters? And the pictures of diapered sissies!’ His mind whirled in panic.

   The bedroom door opened and Jane strolled in, flicking through one of those missing issues of ‘Sissies on Parade.’ She’d obviously been reading the adult sissy-baby magazine. He shuddered as he plucked the teat from his lips, embarrassed to be caught sucking on a baby bottle. What on earth would she think? Jane smiled at his cowering nakedness and ordered a trifle impatiently, “Come on, sweetie! Hurry up and get dressed in the outfit I laid out for you. They’re all your things, you know? I'll wait downstairs, and you can call me when you’re dressed and ready for me. Okay, baby?” She gave him no hint of her feelings. Maybe she wasn't angry. He couldn't tell. It was most unsettling.

   Jane left him standing there pondering, ‘What should I do?’ Almost in a trance, Benny slowly lay on the bed on the two cloth diapers laid out for him. He powdered himself as he normally did, and his penis stirred to life - as it always did when he babied himself. He pinned the diaper closed with one big pink pin either side, made sure it was tight enough, then he shakily climbed to his feet. He stepped into some thick pink vinyl baby panties, pulling the tight elastic waistband over his bulky swaddling until it was hugging his slender waistline.
 
   Benny then slipped on the very outfit he would probably have chosen to wear that afternoon - had he been home on his own. The outfit he secretly wanted to wear - but this time, it felt so different. Less a feeling of arousal, more like shame and unease. His frothy white chiffon petticoat was short enough to leave his panty bottom on display, and the pink gingham frock was a fraction shorter. He checked his reflection in the mirror in a welter of embarrassment. Instead of finding the sight arousing, he shuddered in shame. Eventually he buckled the single-strap Maryjane shoes over his lace-topped white anklet socks.
 
   He stood in the bedroom doorway and sheepishly called to her down the stairs, his squeaky voice cracking with humiliation. He dashed back into the room and snatched up the pink-capped baby bottle, taking a few sucks of cool juice to wet his dry mouth. As he listened to Jane marching back up the stairs, it felt like the longest wait of his life. He glumly sat on the edge of the bed in his baby diaper, plastic panties, short petticoat and dress, clutching the half-empty baby bottle, staring at the frilly socks and black patent Maryjanes on his petite feet, waiting for his wife to enter the room. What on earth would she say?

   When she waltzed in, Jane was smiling - barely. She couldn’t believe how feminine he looked in his pink gingham frock and frothy petties, despite his ragged blonde bob. And he looked so young! Like a young teen! When Jane first met Benny, she assumed he was much younger than her. She was surprised to learn he was only two years her junior. After they’d been dating for a few weeks and she introduced him to her friends, she couldn’t wait to meet up with them again afterwards, to hear their opinions of her new beau.
 
   “Isn’t he a bit young for you?” her best friend Cathy asked, frowning in concern.
   “He’s only two years younger than me,” Jane replied, trying not to sound defensive. She knew she had always looked more mature than her calender age, and privately worried about the apparent age gap.
   “He looks like a teenager!” Isabell commented, tossing back her long blonde locks in disdain.
   “He’s got a baby face,” Jane explained.
   “A pretty face!” Fiona retorted with a snort of derision. She screwed up her pug features in disgust. “I could never go out with a man who was prettier than me!”
    Isabell thought a trifle unkindly, 'That certainly limits the pool!' Aloud she said, “It’s a good thing our Jane doesn’t have to worry about that then, isn’t it?” The women cackled at Isabell’s clever rejoinder. Jane was easily the prettiest girl in their little clique. 
 
   In the bedroom, Jane held her half-drained tumbler of Scribch and dry ginger ale in one hand, the ice cubes rattling against the glass - but the other clutched another oversized plastic baby bottle full of warm milk. She silently took the almost drained bottle of cold apple juice and handed him the warm bottle instead, dumping the empty on her chest of drawers.
 
   He accepted the sloshing vessel and pleaded, “Jane, I’m sorry! I’m so, so sorry! I can explain everything! We don’t have to do this. I can stop - if you want me to?”
   Jane interrupted his abject apologies to scornfully demand, “Oh really?” She raised one perfectly arched eyebrow at him, staring at him in frank disbelief.
 
   “Yes! I'll stop right now!” He guiltily plucked at the lace-edge hem of his gingham frock. “I’ll throw all these things away. I promise!” He himself didn't really believe his protestations.
   Jane’s expression hardened and she snarled, “Shut up! Shut up and listen to me! You are a sissy baby! You can’t stop yourself! You’ve being doing this for years - I know! Long before you married me.” She was firm; slightly edgy - but confident her research was accurate. She took a healthy slug of liquor to moisten her parched throat and give her the Dutch courage to proceed. Benny stared at his wife in shock. How did she know? What did she know? His mouth opened and closed, but no words came out.

   Jane had read dozens of his emails to his other sissy-baby friends on the net, so she spoke with some authority. She recognised that the next hour or so would be the trickiest part of carrying out her and her mother Helen’s plans. She must give Benny no clue as to her true feelings or intentions. Confusion and uncertainty would further undermine his will to resist. As Jane examined his flushed features over the rim of her glass, she saw that he was already conceding to her with his frightened blue eyes. “Seeing that you like wearing diapers and baby dresses - you may wear them around the house,” she frostily declared. ‘And later; outside as well,’ she thought with a grim smile. Aloud she continued, “But I need to sort out something else with my baby first.”
 
   Jane marched to the dresser and put down her drink, picking up his white Nuk No. 4 pacifier instead. She pointed to the pack of pampers wipes, plastic bottles of diaper rash cream and talcum on the bedside table. “You had travel packs of these in your suitcase, plus a couple of adult disposable diapers. I found a huge supply of big baby things hidden away in that sneaky locker of yours in the loft, too. We are not yet potty-trained, I assume?” Benny’s face couldn't have been redder. Beads of perspiration broke out on his forehead and above his upper lip. He didn't need to answer. His guilty expression spoke volumes.
 
   “Uh-huh. I see.” Jane cruelly pressed on, driving home her advantage. “I found half a package of big disposable diapers in your stash, as well. You wear those when?”
   “When- when I go out, sometimes,” he haltingly confessed. “Or I wear them inside the terry ones, occasionally,” he mombled, wracked with guilt. Jane had read about that too, but needed to be sure. The next phase was the key to dominating and humiliating him. She made her pronouncements slowly, spaced out, with a deliberate condescending tone.
 
    “To help contain your nasty messes, I assume?” He could only nod, his checks crimson with shame. “So we are a dirty little baby, as well as a wet one?” He couldn’t look at her scornful face. Jane sneered and demanded, “Are we, baby? We do our poo-poos in our diapers too, do we?” Her laughter was brittle, cruel. “You don’t have to reply. I know the answer - baby!” Her voice held the perfect amount of disdain, but Benny couldn't tell whether she was truly angry - or just playing the role of a cranky domineering wife? He could only sit there clutching his warm bottle in red-faced sweaty silence, head bowed. He stared at her shiny stiletto-heeled shoes in shame. His silence was all the admission she needed.

   Jane stepped over in front of him and announced, “Well, this weekend you are going to be my baby! Understand?” He nodded, his watery eyes lighting up with hope - even as his fading erection surged to new life inside his diaper. She flicked up the lacy hem of his gingham frock. “And it seems I have a big baby girl - as I have discovered my baby only owns girly baby panties and frilly baby frocks. Is that right?” He nodded, grimacing in mortification, and she snapped, “Answer me, child!”
  
   “Yes,” he mombled, his voice cracking with guilt and remorse - yet his erection was hard and pounding inside his diaper.
   “Yes Mommy,” she corrected him.
   “Yes Mommy,” he quietly repeated. When he dared glance up at her, she was frowning and shaking her head.
 
   “Make your voice higher - more babyish,” Jane sternly commanded. “If you want to look like a little girl, you should sound like one, too.” Benny cleared his dry throat, took a sip from his bottle of warm milk, and tried again.
   “Yeth Mommy,” he squeaked in a high-pitched sissy lisp.
 
   “That’s better,” Jane purred, as she took away his bottle. She placed the bottle of milk on the bedside table on Benny’s side and returned to stand in front of her confused husband. She kept her voice light and cajoling when she insisted, “Now you sound like Mommy’s little baby girl! You must use that voice whenever you speak to Mommy. Do you understand?”
   “Yeth Mommy.”
   “Good girl!”
 
   Jane licked the amber rubber nipple and the inside of the white plastic guard, till the big baby soother was sloppy with her saliva. “Here baby,” she commanded in honeyed tones, “suck your dum-dums for Mommy.” His lips closed automatically around the drool-covered nipple and he tentatively sucked on the adult pacifier, seeking the comfort it normally provided. “Good girl,” Jane praised him when she heard him noisily sucking.
 
   She reached down and pressed her palm against the front of his slick plastic panties, right over his erection. She could feel he was hard even through the bulk of his diapers. “Ooo!” she crooned, her tone sly and teasing. “My baby girl is all excited inside her diapers! Do you like the thought of being Mommy’s baby girl? Do you?”
   “Oh yeth! Yeth Mommy!” He squeaked in response, spreading his thighs wider and thrusting himself against her playful hand.
 
   Jane caressed his raging hard-on through his fluffy diaper as she softly demanded, “ Is that what you want, darling? Look at me, baby. Do you want to be Mommy’s little baby girl this weekend?”
   Benny’s mind boggled at the erotic possibilities and he mombled around the fat rubber teat in his mouth, “Yeth pweathe! Yeth pweathe Mommy! I mean, if you-”
  
    She cut him off to insist, “If you’re a baby and I’m the Mommy, then Mommy is in charge of baby. Understand?” He nodded and she gently demanded, “Answer Mommy, baby.”
   “Yeth,” he softly mombled. “Mommy ith in charge.” She squeezed his rock-hard erection in reward and he moaned at the thrilling erotic sensations.
 
   “Good girl!” she praised him. “That’s Mommy’s good baby girl!” Jane’s red-lipped smile was radiant and Benny gave a quiet sigh of relief. His wife no longer seemed upset with him. In fact she seemed to be accepting of his bizarre fetish. In a light conversational tone Jane continued, “That means Mommy is in charge of when and where baby sits on the potty. Doesn’t it?” He nodded uncertainly, unsure where she was heading.
 
   “But you’re just a baby girl. Aren’t you? You like wearing diapers, don’t you?” He nodded again in silent agreement and sucked harder on the soothing rubber teat in his mouth. “Do you think you’re ready to start potty-training yet?” He shook his head in denial even as his chin drooped in shame, but he couldn’t hide the glimmer of desire in his eyes.
 
 
Chapter 6 continued....
 
   “Look at Mommy,” Jane softly commanded. She stopped caressing his tenting diaper front and used one finger to lift his chin till their eyes met. “Look at me. No, you’re not ready to start potty-training yet. Are you, sweetie?”
   “No Jane,” he whispered, his mind awhirl with sexual thoughts.
 
   “No Mommy,” she corrected him again with a quick warning frown. “Using the potty like a big girl is a privilege,” she informed her diapered husband. “Isn’t it, baby? You only earn those privileges by behaving like a big girl. Do you want Mommy to take away your potty-training privileges and treat you like a real baby? To keep you in diapers like a little diaper-girl?” She smiled at the excitement she could read in his watering blue eyes as he hesitantly nodded. But that wasn’t good enough for Jane. She was aware of the webcams on top of the wardrobes and the one concealed in the bed-head, all recording their conversation, and she wanted his request clearly on the record. She released his chin and leaned back. “Tell Mommy,” she insisted. “Tell Mommy you want her to take away your potty-privileges.”
 
   He chewed on his pacifier nipple for reassurance before he obediently mombled, “Pweathe Jane - I mean, Mommy? Mommy, will you take away my potty-twaining pwivilgeth?” She stepped away from the sissy baby sitting on the bed and walked to the other end of the bedroom, shaking her head slightly as if she couldn’t believe her ears.
   “What was that, baby?” Jane demanded, raising her voice. “I didn’t quite hear you. Tell Mommy what you want?”
   In a louder sissy-baby voice he squeaked, “Pweathe Mommy? Will you pweathe take away my potty-twaining pwivilegeth?” 
 
   She had to chortle at his high-pitched baby lisp, then she demanded, “Is that what you really want, baby? Really-truly? For Mommy to keep you in diapers? I will - if you want me to.” Benny almost swooned at the thought of his long-time fantasies being realised at last.
   “Yeth Mommy! Pweathe take away my potty-twaining privileges and keep me in diaperth,” he begged.
 
   Jane had to hide her smile of delight. “Alright, darling,” she agreed, striding over till she was standing right in front of him again. “Mommy will keep her little girl in diapers from now on. No more potty-privileges for you - and I mean that! Mommy will keep her baby girl in diapers all the time, and change her diapers when necessary. Look at me! Say ‘thank you, Mommy,’ Baby Daphne!”
 
   He was jerked out of his fantasy. How did she know his sissy baby name? Benny’s hesitant smile of delight vanished and he whimpered, “But Jane?”
   “Say thank you, Mommy,” Jane growled as she fetched his bottle. Time to switch from being loving and maternal, to strict and severe. It kept the sissy baby off-balance and easier to manipulate.
   “Fank you Mommy. But what are you going to-?”
  
   She cut off his question by snatching his pacifier from his lips. “Shh baby. No more talking.” She thrust the teat of the baby bottle between his lips instead, tilting the base up so the warm milk gushed into his mouth. “Be quiet and drink your bottle. That’s right. Good girl. Now hold your own bottle for Mommy. When you finish half that bottle, take off your dress and petticoats. Then put on your nightie, and we’ll put you to bed for a little nap. After your long flight, my poor baby must need one. Then we'll see. Don’t worry, there is a rubber sheet under your side of the bed, to protect Mommy’s mattress. Come on, quick-sticks, Daphne! Oh, I'll not answer to Jane from you any longer. It’s Mommy to you from now on. Yes?”
   “Yeth Mommy.” He stuck the nipple back in his mouth and slurped down a few more mouthfuls of warm milk, then placed the plastic vessel on the bedside table.

   In a daze Benny slipped out of his lace-edged cribton dress and petticoat, handing them to Jane when she held out her hand for the feminine items. He put on his pink cribton ‘Winnie the Pooh’ nightie she produced from his dresser drawer, then he crawled into bed. The only change from when Benny had left his favourite nightie hidden away was a new pacifier holder clipped to the collar. Jane stood over him and thrust the bottle teat between his lips, holding it in place until he meekly took it from her hands. He sucked shamefacedly on the silicon nipple, feeling the cool rubber undersheet crinkling beneath the fitted sheet as he wriggled about.
 
   Jane clipped the ring of his pacifier to the plastic chain while he was slurping on the teat, then she picked up his discarded gingham frock and his petties. She hung up his girly clothes in the wardrobe, and he noticed his other baby dresses hanging there. Jane had apparently found his secret baby stash while he was away, and re-packed everything in his wardrobe! His mind whirled in turmoil. Every adult sissy baby wanted his wife to baby him, but was it meant to be like this?

   “You are not to climb out of bed,” Jane sternly commanded, wagging a finger at him like he was a small child. “You are not allowed to use the toilet. If you disobey Mommy, I will have to smack your bottom.” She watched the bed bound sissy baby wriggle from a combination of fear and arousal. “When you finish that bottle, toss it on the floor and stick that pacifier back in your mouth. I better see it in there when I come back. If you need anything, you must call out for Mommy.” She drained her glass and glared at him in warning. “You better not need anything, little girl.”
 
   As Jane marched from the room she pulled the door closed, and Benny noticed a long bamboo cane hanging from a leather strap on a hook on the back of the door. That was new! He winced as he realised she must have bought it recently, possibly from one of those seedy shops in Soho he sometimes frequented. He wrestled with what to do.
 
   Benny ever so quietly climbed out of bed to sneak a peek in the wardrobe. It had been emptied of his adult clothes, the same with his dresser drawers. Where had Jane put all his stuff? Nearly everything from his secret sissy-AB horde in the loft now resided in their bedroom wardrobe. He noticed the only things missing were his dirty magazines. Jane must have taken away the sissy-baby porn to examine them. Yet she was acting as though she was happy to cater to his baby girl side. Or was she? Was it all an act? He couldn't be sure. She had sounded quite cold and formal at times.

   Fortunately for him, Jane returned to her laptop after he crept back into bed and started sucking on his bottle of milk. She watched the big sissy baby wriggle about on the rubber sheet on the bed under the fitted sheet, and she could see he enjoyed the crinkling sound. Benny liked that, and he started to feel a little more secure. The bottle was soon finished and his right hand become free. It wandered down inside the waistband of his plastic panties, into the folds of his thick diaper to caress his excited member - which sprang back to full attention. Slowly he started to stroke himself. Oh, that was nice! He slipped the familiar pacifier teat back in his mouth and simultaneously he felt happier, safer - and much hornier. Fantasies about Jane being his Mommy and what had just occurred became jumbled in his head. The gorgeous erotic sensations as he fantasised and masturbated surfed up and down like waves on the shore of pleasure.
 
   He kept himself on the edge for ages, enjoying the soft stroking. Fantasy and reality became indelibly intertwined. Jane wanted to be his Mommy, and they would play baby games together. Memories of her inscrutable demeanour clouded his pleasurable illusions occasionally. Fear of rejection and divorce suddenly intruded, only to be replaced by rays of hope. He was careful not to climax, as he knew he wouldn’t be able to face Jane wearing a cum-stained diaper. He quietly played with himself for half an hour or so, and he was almost drifting off to sleep when the bedroom door burst open. Jane stood there, arms crossed under her generous breasts, looking furious!

   He sheepishly withdrew his self-pleasuring hand from under the bedcovers. Realising what he was still sucking, he yanked the pacifier teat from his mouth in a flurry of embarrassment. “Leave that there!” Jane commanded, pointing to the pacifier he guiltily clutched. “You obviously like sucking a pacifier, so keep it in your mouth.” When he didn't immediately obey, she leaped over to him and snatched the pacifier from his fingers. She thrust the oversized baby soother back into his gaping mouth. “Suck, baby!” When she heard him sucking noisily she continued berating him.
 
   “You’ve been putting your hand in your diaper! Haven’t you?” Jane demanded. “You’ve been playing with your - what do you sissies call it? Oh, that’s right. Your clittie! You’ve been playing with your clittie! Haven’t you, Baby Daphne?” Benny shook his head in mute denial even as he wondered, ‘How does she know?’ The furious woman barked, “How is it you can play with yourself for the best part of thirty-five minutes - but when you try to make love to me, we have a sticky mess in seconds?”
 
   Benny reeled in shock and a burst of hot urine jetted from his shrivelling pee-pee. He was too startled to try and stop the flow. How did she know what he’d been up to? And if she had a crueller question, he couldn't imagine it. Standing there with her fists on her leather-clad hips, looking cold and contemptuous, she watched him blush afresh as the implications of her accusations sank in. “Don’t bother answering, baby! It doesn't matter anymore,” she sneered, dismissing his response and his sexual abilities altogether. She pulled back the curtains so the room was flooded with late afternoon sunlight, and he felt his diaper grow warm around his bottom.

   “Now Daphne, some new ground rules around here. If you insist on showing me what a real sissy baby you are, by playing with that useless little clittie of yours in your diaper, you can do it whenever you feel like! Won’t that be wonderful? He only rule is - you have to ask Mommy for permission first - with your pacifier in your mouth, and in that sweet sissy-baby voice of yours. Understand?” Her tone was intentionally patronising. “I would hope that might deter my sissy baby - but somehow, I suspect it won’t. Will it?” He remained silent and Jane shook her head in doubt.
 
   “In fact, you may only speak to your Mommy with that stupid pacifier in your mouth. It rather puts whatever you say into proper perspective, don’t you think? All your words will be slurred and difficult to understand, because you have an infant soother in your mouth. Do you think I’ll take much notice of what you say, Baby Daphne?” She laughed at the thought, and it was a harsh cruel sound.

   “I already told you I was rebuking your potty-privileges until further notice, and I really meant that! ‘Number twos,’ as well! I'll have the doubtful pleasure of changing your nasty poopy diapers when they need changing.” She laughed in scorn at the look of horror on his face. “Are you shocked? Still want to go on? Well, you don't have a choice! Get used to it, baby. It seems as if you are having all your secret sissy-baby dreams fulfilled - all at once! Aren’t you the lucky one? Oh; and what happens if we are naughty? Well, Mommy has lots of ideas about that! It might be some corner-time; or writing lines for Mommy; or perhaps some time thinking about how naughty you’ve been while lying bare-bottomed across my knee. Like now!” She roared the last two words with a snarl that terrified Benny!

   She ripped back the bedclothes and yanked at the arm of her shocked, red-faced husband. He couldn't fathom what was happening. Was this some kind of bizarre role-playing game? Was Jane really angry? Did she want revenge? Was it…? He didn't know. He meekly followed her to the only high-backed chair in the bedroom. Jane sat down, stood him in front of her, and yanked down his plastic panties. She shook her head at the distinct yellow patch on the crotch of his diaper. “Wet already, I see,” she snorted in contempt. “You really are a baby, aren’t you?”
 
   Jane pulled down his diaper without unfastening the pins. Leaving these symbols of a bed wetter trapped around his ankles, she motioned for him to lie across her lap. She was as assured as he was uncertain, forcibly guiding him into the required position. Before he could gather his thoughts, he was lying bare-bottomed across his wife’s lap - like a small child being manhandled by his Mommy - or a sissy being prepared for punishment by his Dom.
 
   “I said we needed to have a chat,” Jane informed the snivelling sissy. “I think this is the perfect time to find out about what my naughty baby girl has been up to, behind Mommy’s back. Don’t you?” Benny whimpered wordlessly in response.  
 
   Jane gently stroked his trembling bottom cheeks with her soft hand, and she reached down to pick up the long-handled, flat-backed wooden hairbrush lying ready beside the chair leg. “Now I want you to tell Mommy the truth, baby.” It is a golden rule of lawyers that when you cross-examine someone; you never ask a question to which you don't already know the answer. This way, you know whether you are being lied to or not.
 
   Jane’s months of diligent homework on Benny’s computer had told her pretty well everything she needed to know. She had also bought a program that enabled her to track the calls on his mobile. The owners of some of those numbers were going to form an interesting part of their next conversation. Her frosty tone turned arctic when she shouted, “Have you been paying women for sex?”
   “No Jane! No, honestly!” he squeaked in panic.

   Six hard smacks with the back of the heavy hairbrush had him bouncing and yelping in pain. His pacifier tumbled from his lips, dangling at the end of the short plastic chain. “That’s six for calling me Jane! Call me Mommy! If you’ve been fibbing, you’ll get twelve more. Shall we call this number? It’s mid-morning in New York, so someone should answer.” She leant forward and thrust her mobile in front of his face so he could see the number on the screen. Benny couldn't believe she had the number of Mistress Natasha in New York; his favourite American Nanny! The one who had looked after him twice on his last trip. He felt so helpless and vulnerable over his wife’s broad lap. He also couldn't see Jane’s face, which put him at a distinct disadvantage.
 
   “Er, Mommy? Pweathe don’t call that number? I didn't have sex with her! She ith a Nanny! A pwofessional Nanny who lookth after Adult Babieth! Mommy, pweathe don't be cross?” The words were hardly out of his mouth when the first of twelve more vicious blows landed. By the time she finished, he was yelping and crying, wriggling hard - but not quite able to free himself from her iron grip.
 
   “How much did you pay her?” Benny didn't really get it. A lifetime of evasion and half-truths had served him well in the past. But his wife saw right through his lies. She realised at work, his slippery attitude to business hardly helped the reputation of her family firm. He was as bad if not worse, on a personal level. Benny thought the truth was whatever he wanted it to be. Jane had already checked his wallet, his bank accounts and credit card slips. She knew that nearly $2000 had gone missing this trip, over and above the hotel bills. So when he replied, “$500,” she roughly pushed him off her lap and onto the floor.  
 
   Leaving him lying in a heap, she strode over to the door and reached for the cane. Benny was horrified as she marched back to him, her beautiful face a picture of fury, slashing the cane in the air. Jane screamed, “Get out of here, you lying creep!” She pointed to the open bedroom door with the menacing implement. “Fuck off and never come back! You spent $2000! You know that, and I know that! $2000 - on an effing tart!” It was part controlled acting, part real anger over the fact that he had visited a prostitute and squandered so much of their money.
 
   Benny climbed shakily to his feet, his bunched damp diaper trapped around his ankles. His short Winnie the Pooh nightie failed to cover his shrivelled privates. He had never seen Jane so angry! He didn’t realise he was clutching his pacifier for comfort. Her beautiful face was contorted with rage, and the dimple in her right cheek was flushed crimson. “Please Jane! I'm sorry!” he whimpered, forgetting to lisp in his terror. “Yes! Yes! You’re right! It was $2000! You don’t know how sorry I am. I didn't mean to lie. I'm so ashamed of myself! Please, please don’t make me leave?”
 
   Jane snapped, “Use your baby voice! What do you deserve, you dirty lying little creep?” She stood there, imperious, angry and determined. The end of cane tapped purposefully against her left hand; her sapphire eyes sparkling with righteous anger. The answer was obvious - it was in her hand. He barely realised his hand was rising to his face, and he pressed the soft rubber teat between his lips and chewed on his dum-dums in anxiety.
   “I- I- I detherve the cane, Mommy,” he remembered whispering to her in shame.
 
   “Yes you do, don’t you?” The words were spoken firmly yet calmly, with complete assurance. Jane was still fuming, but the raw edge had eased from her voice. “Now bend over, you pathetic little liar! Spread those feet wider - as wide as your baby panties allow you. That’s better. Now hold onto that wet diaper for your life! If you stand up, try to avoid me, or put your hands in the way - you are out! Get it? This is seriously your last chance. You deserve to be punished, and I promise you - this will really hurt!”
 
   Bending over and waiting, Benny was terrified! He knew he was a wimp, with a low pain threshold. When he was being beaten, holding still and waiting for the next blow to land wasn't one of his strong points. He had been in this very same position many times before in the hands of half a dozen professional dominants. Then it was easier to wriggle and squirm away. You were the paying client, so to speak. But now somehow he had to obey Jane. He dared not risk being kicked out of the house. Too much money, his job and position all rested on his marriage. He hesitantly gripped the diaper trapped round his ankles, his body trembling with apprehension. “How many, Mommy?” he squeaked in terror. “Pweathe, I'm tho thowwy.”
 
   ‘Pleas for mercy from a submissive bent over in that position are so comical,’ thought Jane with a sadistic smile. She gently stroked his burning red bottom with the tip of the cane, delving deep into his shivering crack. “How many, Mommy?” she mimicked his frightened voice. In sing-song baby tones she demanded, “Aww! Is my big bad baby man afraid? How many cuts do wicked little sissy babies deserve, for wasting our money on tarts? Then telling lies to Mommy? Oh, that’s even worse, isn’t it?”
 
   Her cool hand stroked his hot red buttocks softly and sensuously, in contradiction to her harsh words. “More than six, little girl? Yes, oh yes! It must be more than six. Twelve, maybe? But then that is six for wasting money, and only six for lying. That can’t be right, can it?” She mixed the cruel questions with a hand that ran softly over his shivering red cheeks, before delving down between his spread legs. She stroked, felt and fondled his clittie, manipulating him until he was fully erect again. Jane knew she had to alternate hard and soft, to keep him off-balance and confused about her intentions and unsure of her true feelings. It made him indecisive and weak.

   “It must be eighteen hard ones for you, my precious baby!” Jane crooned, “You’ll have to be a brave little girl for Mommy. No standing up, no putting our hands in the way. Be a good girl and hold on to the front of your diaper. Go on, Baby Daphne! Bend right over and grip those baby panties around your ankles. When we are finished, you can be the little sissy baby you so long to be. If you don't, then…” Jane paused for effect and lowered her voice menacingly. “It’s on your bike, creep!" She said the last with such determination that Benny knew, knew he had survive somehow.

   “Mommy, pweathe be kind? Not too hard, Mommy? Pweathe?" His high-pitched lisp came so naturally.
   She responded by ordering him to kiss the tip of her bamboo cane once more. Jane dandled the end in front of Daphne’s lips while he slavishly kissed it. “Again,” she firmly commanded, relishing his submissiveness. Jane backed away and gave the long bamboo implement a couple of trial swings, smiling at the familiar menacing ‘swish, swish!’ “Now why are we being caned, little girl? Tell Mommy.”
   “For telling lieth to Mommy,” Daphne snivelled.
   “Yes Baby Daphne,” Jane sadly agreed, taking her position a few feet to his left and a foot behind his outthrust buttocks. "For telling Mommy lies."
    
 
 
 
Chapter 7. Baby Daphne’s First Caning.

   WHICK! WHICK! The first two blows fell swiftly, fine lines of fire cutting across both buttocks. They were almost bearable. WHICK! The third slash produced a sharp intake of breath. Benny’s knees sagged, his grip on his diaper weakened as a blaze of agony seared his bottom. “Ow! Oww! Ohh!” He moaned in pain and pleaded for mercy. “Mommy pweathe?” He squeaked like a frightened little girl, “Pweathe no? I thowwy!”
   “Shh, baby! Stick that naughty bottom right out. Do it properly!" Jane commanded, a hint of steel in her strident voice. "You know what to do. Come on! Present for Mommy!”  
  
   WHICK! The fourth cut was sheer hell! Unable to bear the pain, Benny let go and half-stood. Then he remembered his choices. With a heave of willpower he bent over again just in time. WHICK! The fifth slice made him scream. “Aiee! Mommy! Mommy! No more, pweathe Mommy!” His body jerked up and down, torn between the desire to maintain his required position, and the searing pain demanding he stand and soothe his welted behind. She could tell he was really crying and he hiccupped between sobs, “Pweathe Mommy! Pweathe Mommy! I thowwy, I thowwy!”

   In response she shouted, “Present!” His welted bottom flinched in expectation as Jane took aim for number six. She wanted it to be hard and right across the first five weals. She deliberately measured her aim, raised her arm high, and; WHICK! Benny screamed and collapsed to the floor in a crumpled heap. He clutched at his blazing rear, red-faced and sobbing, tears streaming down his flushed cheeks.
 
   “Get up, you pathetic pansy!” Jane roared. “You are such a useless wimp! I'll rest my arm for a few moments, but we are not finished here - absolutely not! You understand?Get up! Now! You naughty little girl! Assume the position! Now, I said! Put your hands on your diaper. That’s it. Poke out that naughty bottom for me. Present that bottom properly. Stick it right out, baby. Better, better. Present for Mommy. That’s right. Perfect! Now wait; wait for it…” WHICK! “You big baby! Fancy crying like a sissy cry-baby when your Mommy administers an itsy-bitsy caning! Get up, Baby Daphne!”

   Jane watched him struggle to his feet again and without further instruction, he assumed the required position. She smiled to herself in grim satisfaction, thinking, ‘My God! What a wimp!’ She suspected Benny could have fought back and possibly overpowered her at any time, but she felt confident there was no real risk of that - as long as she didn't press the masochistic sissy too far, too quickly. When at last Benny was back in the required position, his whole body shivering in anticipation, she walked off and left the snivelling sissy waiting. Jane wandered into to the en suite, her stiletto heels click-clacking menacingly on the ceramic tiles. She filled a glass of water and took a deep refreshing draught. Punishing sissies was thirsty work!
 
   She checked her hair and make-up in the mirror and smiled in satisfaction. Pleased with her own performance so far, Jane strolled back to her victim. She examined her cringing husband, quietly sobbing, bent over almost touching his toes, with his trembling fingers gripping the front of his damp diaper and his pink plastic panties. Six fine crimson lines criss-crossed his bright red bottom. She noticed how hairless he was, and wondered if he had shaved for his visits to those prostitutes.

   Jane silently rejoiced in the fact that she needed no restraints to keep him in place. The sheer force of her personality and the weakness of his, was sufficient to control him - for the moment. It was delicious! The warm glow she usually experienced when beating other men for Denise suffused Jane’s loins - only this was way more intense! Sexually stimulating? Yes! Personally satisfying? Very! She stood right in front of Benny, so he could see her slightly parted legs and admire her shapely calves and slender ankles, as she calmly sipped water from her glass. Jane felt confident that the most dangerous part of their confrontation had safely passed. She felt sure Benny - Daphne - would do as he was told from now on.

   In sugary tones Jane cooed, “I think we are learning some valuable lessons today, Baby Daphne. Are we not? Now,” she went on without waiting for his answer, “Mommy has some more questions for her little girl. I think we want to give the right answers this time. Don’t we, sweetie? Have you been visiting some tarts in London?”
   “Yeth Mommy, thometimeth, Mommy. I’m thowwy, Mommy.” He sucked back the tears to beg, “Pweathe don’t beat me?”
   “Who did you last visit? What’s her name?”
   “Amanda.” His reply was so swift, Jane knew he couldn’t be lying. He didn’t dare! She already knew the truth, anyway.

   Jane had spoken briefly on the phone to Mistress Amanda, a dominatrix who advertised she specialised in satisfying the darker fantasies of adult-babies. The Dom had a reasonably informative website, and she looked quite attractive in the photos, but she hadn't been prepared to engage with Jane in any meaningful way on the phone. Nanny Denise had been a far more open and forthcoming, right from the outset. Jane snarled, “How much did you pay this… Amanda?” She made the name sound like it was something disgusting in her mouth.
   “$200 an hour.” He spat out his pacifier and tearfully added, “I used to go for three hours at a time and pay $500.” He watched his big baby soother dangle from the end of the white plastic chain, the amber teat twisting and turning as he shivered in fear.
 
   “Baby likes a bargain, does she?” Jane’s arctic voice dripped sarcasm. She walked slowly round him and slipped her hand between his shivering thighs again, gathering his limp privates in the palm of her hand. She felt him rise when she caressed that sensitive area, and she gently squeezed his ballsack.

   Despite his arousal, Benny moaned in fright. “Oh Mommy pweathe?”
   “Is this what Amanda did to you?” Jane demanded. “Did she play with your clittie, little girl? Did she beat you?”
   “She never played with my clittie! N-normally I was her baby girl, but - but - but she did b-b-beat me sometimes,” he admitted between sobs, thinking, ‘But not like this!’ With Amanda, he was only punished if he failed at his potty-training duties. But he always begged to be let off the worst of it. The professional Dom usually relented after a few strokes, or she didn't hit him very hard. He had visited Mistress Amanda mostly for the potty-training sessions she offered. He hoped Jane didn’t know anything about that perverted side of his submissive fetish!
 
   “Uh-huh,” Jane snorted, her voice oozing contempt. “Did you wet your diaper for her? Did she change you?”
   “Yes Mommy.”
   “Did you soil yourself when you were with her, you disgusting little girl?” She squeezed his balls threateningly, and he flinched and moaned in alarm at her tightening grip. Jane was certain the answer was a resounding ‘yes.’ Amanda’s website made a point of saying she would deal with dirty diapers, and she was an self-proclaimed expert at potty-training naughty babies. Much of Benny’s writing to other babies included references to pooping his pants or soiling his diapers, and his desire for strict potty-training. Anyway, he had already admitted to dirtying himself.

   He sounded like a contrite child when he mombled, “Yeth Mommy, I usually pooped my diaper when I vithited Aunty Amanda.”
   Jane spat, “Aunty Amanda, is it?”
   “I'm tho thowwy, Mommy,” he meekly apologised. “I pwomithe I'll never do it again.”
 
   His breathless high-pitched voice sounded strange in his own ears as he addressed the floor, never daring to lift his head. He concentrated on maintaining the required position; knees flexed slightly, feet apart - so Mommy could easily reach his jewels - arms stretched to his feet, fingers and thumbs gripping the plastic panties and his damp diaper bunched around his ankles. She manipulated his little clittie to full hardness again and his sobbing slowed to a tearful whimper. The inferno blazing in his bottom eased slightly. Feelings of pain were replaced by those of shame and fear at what Jane must think of him, after his humiliating revelations.
 
   She released his straining clittie and he became conscious of Jane’s scary high heels again as she stepped round in front of him. Shiny black patent ankle-strap stilettos, with discrete one-inch platform soles and slender pointed heels at least five inches high - higher than he’d ever seen her wear, and they had a rather kinky ankle strap. He noticed she had fastened the Bulgari bracelet round her right ankle as well - the one he had bought her in Menton for $2,000! Was she enjoying this? Was this just a game to her? He couldn't tell. The suspense was killing him! “I pwomithe I won’t poo my diaper again, Mommy,” he sniffled like a well-punished toddler.

   “Oh yes you will!” Jane retorted, returning to stand behind him. He cringed in fright. It was so much more frightening when he couldn‘t see her. “No more potty-privileges for you, remember? If you can poop your diapers for Aunty Amanda, you can poop them for your Mommy!” Jane frostily declared, “You’re my baby now!” She reached between his legs again and was pleased to find him still hard. “You are going to be my baby girl from now on, just like you always wanted to be! I wonder if you’ll find doing all your wetties and messes in your diaper in front of your wife, as exciting as you thought it would be? Are you looking forward to that?” She had clearly emphasised ‘all.’ Her menacing threats merely made his tiny tool pulsate madly in her caressing fingers. She knew he was completely hooked!
 
   “But first; we have some more business to attend to. Kiss it!” Jane released his swollen clittie and pressed the tip of the cane to his lips, slowly, temptingly. He puckered up and frantically kissed the swaying tip. After a quick glance at the nearby camera mounted over her vanity mirror, Jane turned to the snivelling sissy and insisted, “Baby Daphne, ask Mommy to cane your bottom for being a nasty little liar.”
   “Oh no! Oh Mommy!” he wailed. Realising he had no other option, he dismally whimpered, “P-please Mommy, I- I'm sorry for being a n-n-nasty little liar. I- I- I need a caning.” Benny didn’t understand. Jane was behaving like a professional dominatrix! Where on earth had his prim and proper wife learned to act like this? After a year of dating and three years of marriage, it didn't seem possible that this person could be his wife.

   Jane growled, “Remember the rules, Baby Daphne! If you get up or try to stop me, I’ll throw you out of this house - for good!” She sounded furious, but inwardly she was rejoicing at how easy it was to dominate the effeminate sissy. “You are a nasty, lying little pervert, and you deserve to be punished!” He cringed in shame, knowing she spoke the truth. She crouched down, picked up the pacifier dangling from his nightie, and thrust the amber rubber teat in his mouth. “Here, baby. Suck your dum-dums. That might help.” She paused before finishing scornfully, “You big cry-baby!”
 
   The pacifier wasn't much comfort. If anything, it heightened his confusion; Benny was terrified as Jane moved into place behind him. He knew he had to hang in there, but twelve more? He’d collapsed after the first six! He could see the end of the cane swinging lazily in her hand. Nasty little knots ran up its length. Jane raised the end of the punishment implement out of his sight. His welted bottom twitched as he flinched involuntarily, anticipating the next blow.

   Instead he felt the tip gently slide up and down his fiery bumcheeks, tripping slowly over the tender welts. She teased him with the cane, tapping gently as she inquired, “Where should the next stroke be? Here? Here?” She drew back her strong right arm all the way, preparing for a savage downward cut. “Or here?” WHICK!
Benny yelped in agony. “Oww! Oh Mommy! Mommy pweathe? Pweathe no?” WHICK! The next stinging slash burned a fresh line of fire across his bottom and he wailed, “Aiee!”
 
   ‘This is so good,’ thought Jane in delight. The warm glow was stronger down there, and she knew her kitten was dripping-wet. She wanted to caress herself, to make the pleasure real. But there was no way she intended letting Benny know how much she enjoyed dominating him. Not at first. That would blow the whole plan. Jane sensuously rolled her hips and she pressed the heel of her left hand against the front of her tiny leather skirt. She rubbed her swollen pussy lips through her clothing for a few pleasurable moments, marvelling at how wet her panties felt. Preoccupied by her own state of arousal, the next two cuts she delivered were less vicious. Plus, Jane didn't want to break him. She could see Benny was really struggling to stay in position. He was crying like an inconsolable toddler, great hiccupping sobs making his narrow shoulders heave.

   “Shh baby. Shh!” Jane sang soothingly, switching from fire to ice in a heartbeat. “Keep still, baby girl. Present for Mommy. That’s better. Only two more to go now,” she promised, granting him the faintest hint his torture was drawing to a close. Benny heard the menacing whistle before an explosion of agony made him scream and buck. WHICK!
   “Owiee!” Jane had been really vicious with that one.
 
   “Get down! Assume the position!” she barked like a drill sergeant, and she waited until he obeyed. His welted bumcheeks were flinching and twitching in anticipation of the next blow. Jane deliberately struck low, across the tops of his thighs - mean, ugly, hurtful. WHICK!

   “Aiee! Oh Jane!” he screamed, before collecting himself. “Oh Mommy pweathe? pweathe, no? I can’t take any more!” His high-pitched sobs welled up from that shameful bent-over position, begging, imploring - only to become a shriek as the sixth cut fell hard and strong - right across the top of two other fiery red marks. WHICK! “Aiee! Waah! Waah! Waaah!” He stood, face contorted, eyes streaming but pleading for mercy, hands clutching his welted bottom.
 
   “Get down!” she yelled, no hint of sympathy in her tone. Jane grabbed his ear and twisted it sharply, dragging him down with little resistance. She ruthlessly made him bend over again and present his tortured rear properly. “You will have that one again,” Jane coldly informed him. “Then we'll temporarily suspend the last six this evening - against your good behaviour for the rest of the weekend - as my full-time baby girl, you pansy! Or,” she offered, slowly and carefully, “You can get out of this house now - forever!”
 
   He was too broken to realise he had already escaped the threat of banishment three times. He remained in that ridiculous submissive position while she prepared to administer the final stroke of the session. He tearfully apologised, “I thowwy, Mommy. I thowwy! Don’t fwow me out! Pweathe wet me thtay?” It was abject defeat, but a tiny part of Benny was looking forward to being babied. No way was he leaving her!

   Jane sensed in that moment, she’d won. She knew Benny would fall into line, submit and surrender to her will. Despite his apparent acquiescence, she sensed his confusion. He didn't really understand what was happening. He was frightened of the cane, frightened of leaving her, but failing to comprehend that for all practical purposes, he had ceased to be her husband. More than that; he ceased to a normal man from that moment on. Her plan was working, but then; all of Jane’s plans worked. She was one of the world’s winners. Benny was about to find out what was like to be a loser; a very special kind of loser.

   The last cut was agonising, but Daphne stayed down, whimpering and wailing, waiting for Mommy to grant him permission to stand. Jane helped him upright and he staggered unsteadily as she removed his nightie. Eventually he found himself lying on the bed, being diapered and dressed by Jane for the first time. Mommy was kinder now; sympathetic even as she wiped away his tears. She rubbed cooling baby lotion onto his screaming buttocks, her hands as gentle as the wings of an angel. She gently taped the first adult disposable of his new life around his waist, and carefully pinned one of his thick terry diaper over the top. She patted and smoothed the big plastic panties into place and ensured his diaper was safely tucked in all the way round, then helped him to his feet.
 
   “Reach for the sky, baby,” Jane sang, and she slipped his frothy white petticoat over his raised arms and bowed head. His pink gingham play dress went over the top and she cooed, “ Sit down on Mommy’s bed.” Benny winced when his battered bum made contact with the mattress, even with the extra padding underneath him. Mommy slid his frilly socks on his trembling feet, and last but not least, his shiny black patent Maryjanes. His sobs had slowed and his tears had almost dried on his cheeks before she finished brushing his hair.
 
   Jane found a pink plastic Alice band for his hair and popped his pacifier back between his quivering lips. “Keep that in your mouth, baby,” she sourly cautioned him, attaching the clip to the low round collar of his gingham frock. “It will help you stop crying - and maybe keep you from saying anything stupid.” When he began obediently slurping on the fat rubber teat, she held out her hand for his. “That’s better. Come with Mommy, baby.”
 
   As she led him waddling downstairs, Jane scolded him, “You have no idea how upset Mommy was, when she found out you’d been keeping secrets from her and paying other women to baby you.”
   “I’m thowwy Mommy,” he mombled shame-facedly around the mouth-filling teat.
 
   “Don’t interrupt Mommy! You should have to come to me and told me what you wanted. I’m your wife. I love you, and I would have understood.” she lied. She steered him along the hallway towards the kitchen. “But know I know the truth, that changes everything.”
 
 
chapter 7 continued...
 
   He paused inside the doorway, shocked into stillness by the sight confronting him. There was a big pink-painted steel highchair sitting beside the kitchen bench, the hinged white plastic tray open and waiting, with a bunch of pale pink nylon webbing straps dangling from various points. “W-what?” he stupidly mombled.
 
   “Look, baby!” Jane didn’t bother trying to hide the glee in her voice. “Mommy bought her special little girl a brand-new highchair! Isn’t it lovely? Come on, baby girl, in we hop! Turn around for Mommy and I’ll help you climb up.”
 
   Benny let her help him clamber into the highchair in numb confusion. He’d always dreamed of something like this. Was it really happening? The tender feeling of his battered bumcheeks pressing into the padded vinyl seat assured him this was all too real. Jane cooed soothingly to the distressed big baby as she looped the waist belt through the attached crotch strap, before feeding the end through a metal loop in the back of the chair. She stepped out of sight behind him and crouched down. The waist belt tightened around his tummy, the crotch piece pressing against the front of his diaper in a delightfully distracting way.
 
   Jane adjusted the waist strap till it was just tight enough, then clipped the end to a plastic buckle at the bottom of the rear right leg. She stood and checked the security of his restraints with a satisfied grin. All the adult-baby furniture had been purchased online over the last couple of months, and stored at her mother’s place until Benny’s latest trip overseas. Then the moving men delivered half the things to her house, and set up the big baby Nursery in what used to be the spare bedroom.
 
   The B&D fetish furniture had been designed specifically for adult babies, and despite the absence of padlocks or chains, it was completely escape-proof. The sturdy plastic highchair tray once lowered, locked in place - and could only be unlocked by simultaneously pressing two catches either side from the front. Simple - but impossible for the occupant to reach.
 
   The restraints consisted of two slender pink nylon webbing straps - a waist belt and a crotch strap with a loop. The waist belt had a white plastic catch on the end, which connected to a simple plastic buckle attached to the rear leg near the base - tough, unbreakable, but easy to undo - if you could reach it. Benny would later learn to his dismay that the buckle was completely out of his reach when he was strapped in the juvenile piece of furniture. But that thought was far from his mind as Jane lowered the tray against his tummy and plucked out his pacifier.
 
   “Time for baby’s din-dins,” Mommy sang, as she clipped a huge lace-edged bib around his neck. “I’ve already heated yours in the microwave, sweetheart.” Jane emptied two large jars of pureed toddler food into a green plastic bowl and carried it over to him in the highchair. “Here we go, baby! Eat it all up for Mommy. That’s my girl. Good baby!” Despite hating the bland taste, she spoon-fed him every bite of the pureed mush, crooning encouragement to him like a loving mother the whole time. Benny swallowed his tasteless meal in fumbling confusion. Despite his blazing bottom, his stiffie was as hard as it had ever been! He was living his fondest fantasy and he couldn‘t quite believe it was happening to him. His Mommy had bought him a big baby highchair - a pink highchair, just for him! Jane wanted to baby him, and she didn’t seem to mind that he wanted to be her baby girl.
 
   When the bowl was finally empty, Jane wiped his grubby face with his bib and praised him. “Such a good baby girl for Mommy! Aren’t you, precious? Eating up all her din-dins like a good bubba girl!” Her tone and manner were so loving, he couldn’t help smiling and nodding in reply. She grinned and handed him a fresh baby bottle filled with what looked like milk. He stuck the clear silicon teat in his mouth, tilted the base up high, and took a healthy suck. It was warm, almost hot, and tasted much sweeter than normal milk. “Drink it all up, sweetie,” she urged him with an enticing smile, “and then it’s time for good little baby girls to go to bed.”
 
   Jane disappeared upstairs while he sucked on the teat of his bottle, and he had barely finished it by the time she returned. She had changed out of her sexy leather miniskirt and silk chemise into a knee-length white satin robe, belted tightly around her slender waist. With her honey-blonde locks loose and cascading over her shoulders, she looked much less intimidating. She had kept on her exotic high heels however, so she still looked tall and imposing. Jane noted the empty bottle sitting on the highchair tray and nodded in satisfaction. “Has my baby girl finished her bottle?” she crooned, smiling smugly. He obviously hadn’t tasted the drugs she’d slipped into his milk - a combination of a muscle relaxant and a mild diuretic. She’d disguised the chemicals by adding some sweetened condensed milk to the mix.
 
   “Good girl! Give your bottle to Mommy, sweetheart.” She took the empty plastic bottle and washed it out in the sink. The muscle relaxant acted like a tranquiliser, and Jane knew she had less than half an hour to complete the next phase of her plan. After that, her new baby girl would slip uncontrollably into dreamland. The liquids she’d made him consume, along with the diuretic, would make sure Baby Daphne peed heavily all night - with the obvious consequences. She took off his bib and replaced his pacifier, and she had to smile at how readily he accepted the teat of his pacifier. Jane stepped behind him to unbuckle the waist belt, then unlocked the highchair tray and raised it to one side. She pulled the waist belt through the crotch strap and cast aside the restraints, and helped him clumsily clamber down from the high padded seat. “There we go! Good girl! Now come with Mommy, sweetheart.”
 
   He submissively accepted the hand she offered him and meekly followed her upstairs, his mind awhirl. One minute Jane was a furious wife, keen to beat him senseless - the next she acted like a loving caring mother, concerned only for her baby girl’s welfare. Which was the real Jane? He didn’t know what to think. She was kind and attentive as she undressed him in their bedroom, speaking to him and treating the confused toddler exactly like he was a two-year-old girl named Daphne. Benny was fully erect and trembling with arousal by the time Mommy finished undressing him. When he was dressed in his Winnie-the-Pooh nightie again, she led him over to the bed and sat him on the edge.
 
   Jane stood in front of her seated husband and unfastened the belt of her short satin robe. She slowly eased the flaps apart to reveal a hint of her voluptuous body. Benny gasped around the teat in his mouth when he realised she was only wearing a tiny pair of white nylon panties, her generous breasts free of any constraint. She held the flaps of her robe before they parted enough to reveal her stiffening nipples, and eyed the fascinated sissy baby watching her every move. “Are you my baby?” Jane softly demanded.
 
   Benny nodded and gasped, “Yes!” When she frowned he amended his reply. “Yeth Mommy!”
   “Good girl!” She beamed at him and opened her gown a little further. Her luscious russet nipples were already crinkling erect, standing out like little soldiers demanding his attention. “Whose baby are you?”
   “Yourth, Mommy! I’m your baby, Mommy!”
 
   He watched in fascination as she pinched one nipple between the tips of her thumb and index finger, teasing the sensitive bud to full tumescence. “Only my baby gets to nurse on Mommy’s breasts. Are you my baby?”
   “Yeth Mommy! Me your baby,” he blabbered, lapsing into lisping baby speech automatically and making her smile. Sucking Jane’s nipples had always been a prelude to sex, and Benny figured there was no better opportunity for make-up sex. He didn’t know his Mommy had other ideas.
 
   She cupped her left breast, bouncing the weighty globe in her hand as she crooned, “Would you like to have a nurse on Mommy’s titties, Baby Daphne?”
   “Oh yeth, Mommy! Yeth pweathe, Mommy!” He spat out his dum-dums in readiness and it bounced against his tummy at the end of the slender plastic chain.
 
   She stepped closer to him, till her erect nipples were almost brushing his upturned face. “You have to promise to be a good baby girl for Mommy first,” she insisted, cupping her huge meaty breast again and offering the russet nipple to his pouting wet lips.
   “I pwomithe, Mommy! I pwomithe,” he fervently lisped, instinctively leaning forward. She responded by backing away from his searching lips.
   “Are we ready now to be Mommy's good little baby girl?” Jane demanded. “Tomorrow and all weekend, all day and all night?”
   “Yeth Mommy! Yeth pweathe, Mommy!” He remembered nodding in enthusiastic agreement that evening. Anything to get his lips around those succulent russet buds.
 
   Jane smiled at his willing acquiescence and nodded. “Alright, Baby Daphne. Crawl into bed and Mommy will let you have a little nurse from her boobies.” He hurriedly climbed under the covers on his side of the bed, the rubber mat crinkling under his weight. Jane walked around to the left side of the bed, kicked off her heels and slipped off her robe, and climbed in beside him. He turned towards her, salivating with desire. She made him wait while she adjusted a couple of pillows behind her so she could sit up slightly, and she motioned him to rest his head on her lap.
 
   She hefted her meaty left breast in her cupped right hand, allowing the stiffening russet nipple to poke temptingly between her splayed fingers. “Here baby,” she crooned, steering the erect bud between his saliva-coated lips. “Have a lovely nurse from Mommy’s titty.” He latched on with gusto and Jane gasped at the intensity of his sucking. She curled her left arm under his head and mashed his face harder against her cushiony breast in her excitement. Of all her lovers, Benny was the only one to pay satisfactory homage to Jane’s beautiful breasts. He had always been eager to suckle, and would nurse on her sensitive nipples for as long as she let him. She winced and thought, ‘Now I know why.’
 
   Aloud she murmured, “Good girl. Mmm, good girl! Suck hard, sweetie! Mmm! You have a lovely feed from Mommy, Baby Daphne. Mmm, that’s it.” Jane let him suckle on her left breast for about ten tantalising minutes, rubbing her meaty thighs together at the thrilling sensations. She was glad she was still wearing her panties. She could feel herself getting wetter and wetter down there. Jane broke his suction seal by sliding her index finger between his lips, and she used the finger in his mouth to steer his sweaty face to her other erect nipple. When he had successfully latched on again, she smiled down at the diapered big baby. She reached down and covered the tenting bulge in his plastic panties, caressing his twitching erection through his thick fluffy diaper. The thrilling suction faltered for a few moments.
 
   “Suck baby,” she whispered in his ear. “Keep sucking. Don’t you stop,” she cautioned him. When he began lustily nursing once more, she resumed caressing his hard-on through his diaper. “See baby?” she softly questioned him. “See what you could have been enjoying all these years? If only you’d told Mommy the truth,” she chided him in a sorrowful tone. Despite his arousal he grunted and groaned around the fat nipple in his mouth, writhing in in her arms from a combination of disappointment and shame. “But now Mommy knows what you really want, you can be my baby girl all the time. Won’t that be nice?”
 
   Benny whimpered in agreement around the swollen nipple filling his mouth. Mommy’s caresses to his diaper front grew firmer and faster as she promised to fulfil his unspoken fantasies. After the excitement of being diapered and babied by Mommy all afternoon, it was all too much for the poor sissy baby. He moaned around her mouth-filling nipple as his pounding clittie exploded inside his diaper, spurt after spurt of creamy baby juice jetting out of his twitching tool. “Shh, baby! Shh! Good girl! That’s my baby girl! Keep sucking, baby. Keep sucking.” Jane cradled his head tighter to her bosom as his whole body twitched and jerked in orgasm, silently marvelling at the intensity of his climax.
 
   As soon as he finished cumming, feelings of guilt and shame threatened to overwhelm the poor sissy baby. Benny couldn’t believe he had let his wife treat him like this. He felt so humiliated! It was like she was privy to all his dirty little secrets. He wanted to wrench his face away from her warm sweaty breast and jump out of bed, and tear off this stupid diaper and his nightie. He needed to show Jane he was still a real man. But a strange feeling of lassitude overwhelmed him before he could muster his strength, and Mommy was crooning sweetly, reassuringly in his ear.
 
      “That’s my good baby girl! Such a good baby for Mommy! You keep nursing, baby girl. Everything is all right, Mommy’s here. Mommy’s got you now. Suck, darling. You’re my precious little baby, and Mommy will take care of you. Mommy will take care of everything from now on.” He knew he had fallen asleep at Jane’s breast that night, cradled like a baby in Mommy‘s wonderful arms.
 
  When she was certain her new baby was safely unconscious, Jane rolled his limp body away from her voluptuous frame. She made sure Daphne’s diapered rear was centred over the rubber undersheet, knowing her baby would wet heavily tonight. She slipped out of bed, grabbed her favourite vibrator from the drawer of her bedside table, and tip-toed out of the room without turning off the lights.
 
   Downstairs, she placed a folded towel on the lounge before she sat down, with her laptop on the coffee table in front of her. Jane couldn’t believe how wet she was! She stopped the recording and then hit rewind, pausing at the point where she dragged her sissy baby out of bed. She started the replay and turned up the volume slightly, so she could hear her voice clearly - and her sissy’s whimpered responses - over the buzzing of her vibrator.
 
   Minutes later Jane climaxed for the first time that day as watched herself cane the bent-over sissy’s shivering red bottom. She lost count of the number of orgasms by the time the sado-masochistic performance came to a tearful conclusion. Exhausted both physically and mentally - and emotionally - Jane disposed of her sodden panties and the damp towel in the laundry. She trudged upstairs and crept into the bedroom, but her little sissy was still out like a light.
 
   She felt much more refreshed after a hot shower, and she slipped on a clean pair of panties and retied her satin robe. Jane peeled back the blanket to check on her sleeping baby. His pacifier was bobbing in his mouth even as he slept, and through his transparent pink baby panties, she could see a dark yellow patch had already formed. She covered him again and slipped out of the room, turning off the light behind her. As she skipped down the stairs, she decided to make herself a bite to eat and a fresh drink before she rang her mother. ‘After all,’ she considered, as she poured herself a healthy belt of Scribch, ‘I deserve it!’
 
                      *                            *                                *                                     *                         *
   Benny replayed the scene that afternoon in Mommy’s bedroom over again in his mind, as he struggled to eat his lunch at Nanna’s. How could he have done it differently? How could he have prevented what had happened to him? What could he have said or done so he wouldn't have ended up sitting diapered in a highchair in front of his immediate family, with his lunch smeared all over his face and bib, his bemused sister-in-law Sheila staring straight at his wet diaper crotch? When Jane described the events of that day to her entranced sister and her husband, she omitted the most graphic details of his beating. He guessed it was because the children were present, but Mommy made it abundantly clear that Benny had effectively begged her to reduce him to his present baby girl status.

   Benny struggled with conflicting emotions as he listlessly chewed and swallowed. The shame and embarrassment when he recalled the events that day almost overwhelmed him. He struggled not to cry like a sissy cry-baby, trying to retain whatever shred of dignity he possibly could. But there was something else preying on his mind. Emma the Nanny almost always spoon-fed him, or Jane and Nanna did, the rest of the time. Baby Daphne really liked the attention and the sense of loving-care she associated with being fed,.
 
   Today however, Benny was having to feed himself with a spoon - and he wasn't faring very well. He realised bits and pieces of food were smeared all over face and splattered on his bib. On one hand, this made him feel awkward and useless in front of the family - on the other, it reinforced his desire - his need almost - to be fed like a helpless infant. The conflict between being considered even more infantile by being fed in front of everyone, and his desire for maternal attention, made him very unhappy.

   Much to his surprise, he found his hand moving slower and slower, and even more food tumbled from the shaky spoon. A very childish emotion started to well up inside him. ‘It’s not fair,’ Daphne thought. ’I can’t help making a mess. It’s not my fault!’ He started to whimper like a sulky toddler and his protruding bottom lip quivered as he realised the truth. ‘I need help! I’m just a baby! Someone should help me!’ His face fell and he snivelled, “Mommy? Will you pweathe feed me, Mommy?” When he glanced up to see if Mommy heard him, the astonished expression on Sheila’s face dragged him back to reality and made him feel even worse.
 
   Sheila tittered, “Aww! Does Baby Daphne need Mommy to feed her?”
   “She’s not very good with utensils yet. She’s only little,“ Jane tried to excuse his inept behaviour, but Zoe and Jessica were clearly unimpressed. Jane sailed round to him as though it was the most normal thing in the world to feed a grown man in a highchair at a Sunday family lunch, and she started spooning food into his mouth. Using baby wipes, she cleaned up most of the mess he’d already made on his face, clucking her tongue at him in gentle remonstration. Acting as though he really was a small child, she started to do the old ‘train in the tunnel’ trick with each heaped spoonful. Benny was grateful Mommy agreed to feed him, even if everyone at the table was watching.

   While Jane finished feeding the baby, the process of clearing the table started, making way for dessert. Simon walked around with the wine bottle again refilling glasses, and he lingered beside his wife’s chair. He leaned his head close to Sheila’s and whispered something in her ear, nibbling her sensitive lobe. She giggled and discretely ran her hand up between his legs and caressed his groin. The children, who had to remain seated, fidgeted excitedly. They knew Nanna often made a chocolate sponge pudding for them as a special Sunday treat. The grown-ups normally had something more exotic (and less fattening,) like a rich fruit salad.

   Sheila still kept staring at Benny in the highchair, her eyes frequently dropping to his padded crotch poking out under the tray. Her expressions varied from outright contempt to disdainful amusement. He was acutely conscious of her contemptuous green-eyed gaze. As he wriggled in his bonds in discomfort, Benny felt the need to pee. Unlike this morning, it was urgent! He could feel the pressure building right at the end of his clittie, suddenly and without warning. It often did, these days. Sometimes he felt a growing need to empty his bladder, more or less like a normal person. But more often than not, it was like this: let go now!

   The inevitability of what was about to happen made him all the more certain he couldn't prevent it. But Sheila was staring at his groin! He struggled to control himself, but it was hopeless. There was a little pricking sensation at the tip of his clittie as he lost control and let go. He gasped when he felt the first scalding-hot spurt. His urine sprayed into the gap between his bunched diaper and his genitals, splashing back against him before trickling down in a myriad warm rivulets around his little sac. The sensation of heat changed to a soothing warm glow between his legs as the diaper did its job, before seeping wetly round to his bottom. He used to be able to regain control and halt the flow mid-stream - but not any more. This time the warm trickles seemed to last forever.

   The indignity of wetting himself while seated in his highchair at Nanna’s - against his will, while Sheila watched him - caused a warm flush of embarrassment all over his body. His shame mounted as his cheeks blossomed pink with humiliation. Contrary to much ABDL fiction, you cannot hear a baby wet - be they adult or real - but you can easily recognise when it is happening. The truth is written all over the adult baby's face, with little ‘tells’ - like a bad poker player with a good hand. Benny moaned quietly and glanced down at his crotch without realising what he was doing, trying to check that his diaper was working as it should. Never mind that this event occurred many times a day. A quick glance or touch to seek confirmation, coupled with the slightly glazed expression at first release, gave the game away to Sheila.

   Sensing his sister-in-law had twigged, Benny glanced up. When he saw the knowing smirk on her face, he looked at her hopefully, silently begging her to keep quiet. Sheila shook her head slightly, denying the sissy-baby’s unspoken request, and she sniggered, “Jane? I think your baby here has wet her diaper again. Does that mean she needs to be changed soon?” 
 
   Jessica and Zoë both stared at the big baby girl in the highchair in surprise. Adults don't wet themselves at the lunch table, do they? Zoe frowned and shook her head in disgust, but Jessica sounded almost sympathetic. “Aww! Poor baby!” the pretty five-year-old crooned.

   Helen called out from the kitchen, “No, don’t worry, Sheila. Daphne’s like your two, when they were still in diapers. Each diaper lasts Baby Daphne about a half a day - morning or afternoon - unless she is too smelly and dirty to bear having around. Anyway, she usually wears a disposable and a terry diaper over the top, to be doubly sure.” Nanna chuckled as she walked back into the dining room. “You can imagine; I was worried about my soft furnishings when Jane first brought over her new baby. But everything has all worked out perfectly! Jane says Daphne’s night diapers usually last her all night, as well. Did you know Jane often puts her little girl to bed around half past six?” Benny shrivelled in his restraining straps at this unnecessary revelation. Simon seemed briefly amused by the news his sissified brother-in-law would be spending most of the afternoon in a wet diaper.

    When the desserts were served to the children, Benny’s portion came in a bright pink plastic bowl. His bottom lip poked out in disappointment when he saw the other children were being allowed to eat from Helen’s best china. The chocolate pudding looked delicious and it was covered in a rich treacly sauce, and his serving had tons of shaved chocolate sprinkles. He looked at the plastic bowl on the highchair tray in despair. Benny knew if he fed himself, he would have to make a mess. That was one of the unbreakable rules, and he’d already been in enough trouble today. He was wishing someone would feed him when Jessica piped, “Mommy? Can I feed Baby Daphne her sweets, please? I think she needs some help - otherwise we'll have a big mess everywhere, like when Zoë was little.”
 
    Sheila sniggered and glanced at her bemused sister. When Jane smiled and nodded, Sheila replied, “Yes, Jessica. Certainly you can feed the baby! If you like? Are you sure you don’t mind?”
   “I don’t mind. Really.”
   “She’s a good girl,” chimed in her doting Nanna.

    So Benny was to be fed by a five-year-old in front of his brother-in-law, mother-in-law, his three-year-old niece, his wife and her sister. Even the earlier events of the day couldn't equal this new shame. Jessica happily bounced out of her chair all smiles, and she trotted up to the highchair, preening her ra-ra skirt down over her ribbed white tights. Benny had noticed, somewhat enviously despite himself, Jessica wore tights with the cutest little heart shapes in little-girl pink all over them. The trouble was; the only time he got to wear tights, his dresses or tops were so short, he knew he looked like a ten-month-old baby.

    Helen noticed Jessica was having to stand on tip-toes to reach Benny’s mouth with the spoon, and she suggested, “Wait a minute, Jessica. Let me bring in the wooden stool from the bathroom.” Nanna hurried of and returned with the stool her grandchildren used to perch on while cleaning their teeth at the sink. Standing on the sturdy wooden stool meant Jessica was at the perfect height to look directly at Benny’s dirty flushed face.
 
    Jessica crooned, “Now then, Baby Daphne. Are you going to be a good baby girl for me, and eat up your lovely chocolate pudding nicely?”
    The spoon loaded with sloppy dessert was inches from his lips as he responded, “ Yeth Jethica,” in his best sissy voice. Before he could open his mouth wide enough, the first mouthful of warm sweet chocolate pudding was shovelled in.

   The dessert tasted delicious and he wanted to gobble down every morsel, but he knew better than to try and eat normally. He let a little masticated pudding ooze out of his mouth in a dribble of runny chocolate sauce. Jessica, her face inches from his as she tried so hard to neatly spoon-feed him, giggled in derision. “Oops-a-daisy, baby!” Benny knew Mommy and Nanna were watching. Carrots and sticks depended in his performance. Bigger lumps of food dribbled down his chin to drop wetly onto his plastic bib, and a grimacing Jessica scraped up the biggest bits. “Open up, Baby Daphne, Good girl!” She tried to shove the overloaded spoon back in his mouth before he was ready, smearing more sticky sauce over writhing lips and chin.
 
    Between Jessica’s inexperienced hands and his compulsive slobbering, he soon became - as Jane correctly observed; “A right mess - all over again!”
    “Oh dear!” Jessica groaned as she scooped up more messy spills. “You really are a baby! Aren’t you, Baby Daphne?” She turned to her mother to ask, “Mommy; I'm sure my friends would love to meet Baby Daphne and play with her. She’s so funny! Please, please let her come to our place for my sleepover?” she begged, returning to her earlier topic.
   Sheila looked doubtful, but Jane chipped in; “You know, it’s amazing how readily strangers seem to accept Baby Daphne the way she is. I think if you explain to their moms that my little sissy wants to be treated like a real baby girl, they’ll understand. And if you tell them Daphne lives, behaves and plays like a two-year-old girl all the time - and if you add that Jessica likes playing with her - I'm sure that will do the trick.”

   Benny didn't know which way to turn. He could see Sheila looking at him in a way that suggested she would love the chance to humiliate him like this in front of her friends and their daughters. He could see her asking herself. ‘Do I dare do it?’ He liked being Jessica’s friend an playing dolls with her, but being fed by her in front of everyone felt so demeaning! Messy feeding was one of the baby routines he found hardest to accept, especially as this lunch seemed to go on and on forever. The mess on his face and bib grew bigger and bigger and stickier and stickier!
 
   Benny was too distracted to focus on eating daintily. The prospect of attending a little girl’s sleepover - not as a five-year-old but as the baby girl of the party - terrified him! He knew he would have to behave exactly like a diapered toddler girl in front of the guests without any prompting, which would make everyone assume he was doing it because he wanted to. Of course he hadn’t considered the fact that the girls’ mothers might also be there, an additional source of embarrassment.

   Eventually Jane came to Jessica’s rescue, crooning to her struggling niece, “Here, darling! Let me finish feeding the baby, Jessica Thank you, sweetheart, You’ve done a wonderful job.” The smug pre-schooler jumped down and trotted off to eat her own chocolate pudding, while Jane shovelled in the last few spoonfuls from the plastic bowl. “Good girl, Daphne,” Mommy praised the filthy toddler. “Good girl for eating up all your lunchie-wunchies for Mommy and your cousin Jessica. But look at that grubby face! My little girl is such a messy eater!” She vigorously applied a warm wet cloth to Benny’s dirty face to clean him up, ignoring his childish whimpers of discomfort.
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 8. Crib Time
 
   After the girls asked for permission to leave the table, Zoë started to nag her mother about some make-up game she wanted to play this afternoon. When Sheila shook her head, the three-year-old complained, “But Mommy! You promised you would make me up! Jessica said she wanted to be done as well, and Baby Daphne could be a made up as a pussycat.”

   Helen asked, “What is she talking about?”
   Sheila explained, “I brought some children’s theatrical make-up with me, so the girls could be made up as fantasy creatures. Zoë wants to be a witch, and Jessica wants to be a clown.” She paused in thought for a moment and then smiled. “Yes, I suppose I could make Daphne look like a pussycat.”
 
   Simon excused himself, as the Grand Prix was about to start on TV. He wanted to see the start of the race, as that was always exciting. He asked the sissy in the highchair, “I guess you don't want to watch a car race, Daphne?” His quizzical bemused expression seemed to shout, ‘My God! What a complete prat!’
 
   Of course Benny would have loved to abandon this stupid baby charade to watch some sport on TV, but that was out of the question. “No fank ou, Thir,” he lisped. “I want to go play with Zoë and Jethica,” It was the only answer he could give, although he was concerned about this make-up idea. What on earth did they intend doing to him now? For once Mommy came to his rescue.
 
   “No darling,” Jane crooned to Daphne as she loosened his webbing restraints. “It’s nap-time for little baby girls. Remember? You can play with your cousins after you’ve had a little nap in your crib.” She popped his pacifier between his lips to silence any protests.
 
   Sheila announced to her daughters, “You girls can have a little quiet time while Baby Daphne takes a nap. You can lie down and watch TV in the sunroom for an hour or so, and after Daphne wakes up, I’ll paint your faces.”
   “Okay Mommy,” Jessica agreed as she jumped down from her chair. She followed a complaining Zoe into the sunroom.
 
   Jane helped Benny climb down and took his hand to lead him upstairs. Helen leapt to her feet and offered, “Let me put her down for her nap, honey. Sit down and finish your lunch.”
   “I’ve had enough to eat, thanks Mom.”
   “Then sit down and enjoy your coffee. Let me take care of the baby.”
   Jane tossed her mother a questioning look. “If you don’t mind?”
 
   “I don’t mind at all.” Helen took Baby Daphne’s hand from her daughter’s grasp, crooning, “Come on, little girl. Let Nanna take you upstairs and put you to beddy-byes. It’s nap-time for all good baby girls.” Jane resumed her place at the table with a grateful smile and Nanna escorted Baby Daphne up to the Nursery.
 
   Helen wanted to make sure Baby Daphne was settled in her crib and safely asleep, so the laxatives in her lunch wouldn’t take effect too soon. Jake was due to arrive in less than two hours, and Helen wanted to ensure the sissy baby filled his diaper in front of her daughter’s lover. ‘There’s no way Daphne’s ego will be able to recover from the embarrassment,’ she thought with a wicked grin. ’And no way Jane will ever be able to accept this hopeless sissy baby as a man ever again.’
 
   After she removed Baby Daphne’s frock and petties, Helen checked his diaper. “You’re damp - but not too wet,” she decided, patting his warm wet crotch in a dismissive gesture. “This diaper will easily last my big baby girl until after nap-time. Besides, Nanna knows how much her little girl loves the feel of her warm wet diapers when she‘s alone in her crib.” She grinned at his embarrassed expression and cooed, “Up you hop, sweetie.” She made him climb up on the change table anyway, so she could unbuckle and remove his Maryjanes and peel off his frilly anklet socks. He dreaded what was coming next.
 
   Nanna left him sitting on the change table while she searched the chest of drawers for something for him to wear to bed. Helen had a variety of footed pyjamas she’d bought especially for him for nap-times, and he loathed the infantile sleep-suits. They were made from poly-fleece, an artificial fabric which trapped the heat and made him sweat unbearably - especially on warm days like today. And worse - they had padded mittens sewn to the end of the sleeves. There was no way he could free himself and slip a hand inside his diaper to play with his clittie during nap-time. Nanna chose an apricrib-pink pair, with little yellow stars and moons printed all over. “Footsies in,” she urged him, feeding his feet inside the legs. “Good girl.” After she drew them up his thighs, she urged the sissy baby to stand.
 
   She made him turn his back on her as she fed his arms into the narrow sleeves, and when his hands popped out the ends into the padded mittens, she drew the rear flaps over his shoulders. There was a thick brass zipper in the back, running from the top of his diaper all the way to the collar, and Nanna zipped it closed with a tiny tab. The footed sleeper drew tight around his upper body, although there was ample room below his hips for his thick diaper. He winced when she fastened the velcro patch over the top of the zipper, covering the clasp, the odd sound sealing him in the juvenile outfit.
 
   “There you go, Daphne! My little baby girl is all safe and sound,” Nanna gushed, patting his bottom. “Climb into your crib, sweetie, and I’ll bring you a nice bottle of milk. Won’t that be lovely?”
   “Yeth Nanna, fank you Nanna,” he mombled as he submissively climbed into the barred steel crib. She raised the open side until it met the barred lid, and he heard the built-in bolts clunk into place. It was like the sound of a prison door slamming. He was surrounded by pink-painted steel bars, with no hope of escape.
 
   As Benny suckled from the teat of a baby bottle full of warm milk, he couldn’t stop his eyes from fluttering closed. He had been put down for a nap every afternoon after lunch for several months, and despite being an adult, he’d soon become accustomed to have a little sleep in the middle of the day. He even got cranky and irritable when he was overdue for a lie-down. When he finished the bottle, he flipped it aside and fumbled for his dum-dums. The mittens encasing his fists made him clumsy as an infant, and it was a real struggle to manoeuvre the amber teat between his searching lips. He sighed in relief and sucked gratefully on the fat rubber nipple. He reached down and patted the bulk of warm wet cloth cupping his genitals, the sleeper crotch sliding easily over the plastic panties underneath. He drifted off sucking noisily on his dum-dums, and he didn’t realise he was wetting his diaper again as he was claimed by the arms of Morpheus.
He had no idea how long he had slept when he woke up on his back, his face and neck beaded with sweat.  
 
   There was so much drool and sweat around his mouth, the wide plastic guard of his pacifier seemed glued to his face. Nanna had drawn the curtains and the room was dim, despite the bright afternoon sunshine outside. His diaper was a warm heavy weight on his genitals and he reached down and caressed the crotch of his sleep-suit. His mittened fist bumped uselessly against his warm wet padding. When he remembered he couldn’t slip his hand inside his diaper to play with his clittie, he pouted in disappointment around the sloppy pacifier in his mouth. Instead he pressed the back of his mitten against the fitted sheet under his bum, checking for signs of dampness with his knuckles. Despite the fact that Nanna kept a wetproof plastic sheet over his crib mattress for security, he knew she got cranky with him when he was forced to change his soiled bed linen.
 
   There was a plastic cup-holder attached to the head of his crib, and he rolled onto his tummy and crawled onto his hands and knees. He knelt up and reached for the bottle of water he could see. He was used to wearing mittens now, and he picked up the sloshing bottle with both hands without too much difficulty. He lay back, spat out his pacifier and stuck the teat in his mouth, gratefully gulping down half the contents in his thirst. He felt like he’d lost a litre of sweat in his poly-fleece cocoon, and he needed to replenish the fluids. He didn’t care to think about where those fluid were going to end up.
 
   Benny sucked more leisurely on the teat as he recalled the first morning he’d woken up as Baby Daphne in Mommy’s bed at home - and the mess he made of her expensive sheets. Jane had woken him by peeling back the bedclothes and crooning, “Wakey-wakey, baby girl! Time to wake up, Baby Daphne!” He’d struggled to shake off the effects of a drugged sleep, then he felt Mommy’s hand pressing against the front of his crinkling baby panties. “Oh my! What a wet baby girl! That certainly is a wet diaper, Baby Daphne.” He was thrilled she didn’t sound annoyed or upset. Her hand slid down between his splayed thighs and he felt her stiffen. “Oh-oh! Oh no! Did you wet Mommy’s bed?”
 
   He struggled to sit up, and when he did, he realised there was a dark wet patch underneath him on the white fitted sheet. His mouth fell open and his dum-dums tumbled from his lips. A huge yellow circle surrounded his bum, and he could feel cold urine puddling under his knuckles where they pressed into the mattress. At least the rubber sheet underneath had protected the mattress. “You naughty baby girl!” Jane scolded the confused sissy. “Look at all the mess you’ve made of Mommy’s bed!” He stared up at his infuriated wife in a fog of embarrassment and confusion.
 
   Jane had rolled out of bed about an hour before waking her new big baby. She anticipated he’d flood his night diaper, and when she carefully raised the bedclothes and checked, she eyed the wide wet circle on the bed sheet with a triumphant grin. She replaced the blanket without waking her baby girl and slipped into the bathroom, humming quietly to herself. Half an hour later, she emerged from the bathroom freshly showered, her hair brushed and her pretty face made stunningly beautiful with the use of artful make-up.
 
   She slipped into her baby-blue bra and matching satin panties, and tossed on a simple blue house dress which set off her sapphire eyes brilliantly. Jane eyed the five-inch shoes she’d been wearing the previous day. She liked the advantage high heels gave her over her submissive sissy, but she didn’t want to risk falling over and embarrassing herself. Today was all about control - the control she intended exerting over her perverted little sissy baby. She chose a pair of rope wedges which were only four inches high, with a discreet platform sole, and she smiled at her appearance in the vanity mirror. She looked like a modern, attractive young mother. She traipsed downstairs and enjoyed a quick breakfast and a strong cup of coffee, before returning to her bedroom to wake her sleepy baby girl.
 
   “Oh Baby Daphne! What a mess you’ve made!” Jane pulled a wry face and shrugged her shoulders regretfully. “Oh well. I was going to start my baby’s day by giving her a lovely feed from Mommy’s breasts - but I’m not climbing into that pee-soaked bed with you! Up you hop!” Baby Daphne poked out her bottom lip in disappointment when Mommy hauled her out of bed. Jane marched him into the bathroom and undressed him beside the bath, which was already half-full of hot water. She unclipped his pacifier chain and tossed his pacifier on the vanity bench, where it landed with a noisy clatter. She unpinned his diaper without removing his baby panties, and it was so heavily drenched, the whole lot slid down his thighs and all the way to his ankles without a move from him.
 
   “Such a wet diaper,” Jane gently scolded him as she helped him step clear and climb into the tub. “Mommy might have to put Baby Daphne in a thicker diaper at night from now on, to help keep her sheets dry. What do you think, baby girl?” Benny didn’t know what to think, although he blushed in shame when a golden stream of urine jetted from his limp little clittie before he could lower his bum into the water. “Oh baby! Are you doing a wee-wee in the bathtub? That’s naughty,” she scolded him, relishing his humiliated expression. “I know you’re only little, darling - but you must try not to pee-pee in the bath. That’s dirty!”
 
   She scrubbed his back and shoulders with a warm soapy washcloth and washed under his armpits, frowning at the quantity of hair. When she washed between his legs, he couldn’t help reacting, his clittie rising to full attention. Jane ignored his excitement to comment, “You’re starting to get a bit hairy down here, Baby Daphne. When did you last shave?”
   “A few days ago,” he mombled, his cheeks blazing with guilt. He always shaved his diaper area a day or two before he intended visiting one of his professional Nannies.
 
   “Little girls don’t have all this yucky fur down here, do they?” Jane quizzed him.
   Benny shook his head, unable to meet her gaze. “No,” he whispered. Her hand lashed out, smacking his left inner thigh painfully hard.
 
   Jane snapped, “No Mommy! Say it!”
   “No Mommy,” the chastised baby whimpered contritely, rubbing the bright red mark.
   “Good baby. Stay there. Mommy will fix.”
 
   It took her about twenty minutes with her ladies’ razor to shave his pubic area and his legs. At first it looked like he wanted to object when she started shaving his upper thighs. It was one thing to shave one’s privates, but his legs? If he went outside in shorts, Benny knew anyone would be able to see he had hairless legs - like a girl - or a baby. By the time Jane was satisfied her petrified sissy baby was baby-smooth below the waist, she was grimacing in annoyance.
 
    “This is a pain in the arse,” she complained to her cowering husband. “I don’t fancy doing this to you every few days, little girl.” She could see the tip of his erection poking up out of the water, and he was struggling to keep from touching himself. Obviously he was enjoying the attention - just like any normal toddler As she rinsed the razor, Jane had a thought. She asked, “Baby Daphne? Do you like being baby-smooth all over?”
 
   Benny was sitting in the tub running his hands over his hairless legs, marvelling at the silky-smooth feel and how feminine they looked. “Yes,” he whispered, his stiffie pounding between his legs in excitement When her shadow loomed over him he hastily amended that to; “Yeth Mommy! It feelth woverwy!”
   “Would my little girl like Mommy to take care of removing baby’s yucky fur from now on?”
   “Yeth pweathe, Mommy,” he readily agreed. He knew how difficult it was to remove every trace of unwanted hair from his diaper area, especially from those areas he couldn’t see properly.
 
   “Alright, Baby Daphne!” Jane crooned. “Mommy will take care of that from now on. Mommy will make sure her little girl never has to worry about yucky grown-up fur ever again!” She was already thinking of what she could say to Isabell, her friend and hairdresser. Isabell offered a laser hair removal service at her salon, and Jane felt certain her good friend would let her bring in her sissy-baby for some treatments. ‘That should be fun!’ she thought with a wicked smile. She pulled out the plug and ordered him to rinse out the tub after it emptied, sluicing all the little brown hairs down the drain. She left him alone to complete this task, and when she returned a few minutes later, she crooned, “Good girl! Now turn off the taps, and hop out for Mommy so I can dry you off.” When he was sufficiently dry, Jane hung up the towel and pushed his dum-dums back between his lips.
 
   She led her clean dry baby back into the bedroom and steered him towards her side of the bed, where a fresh cloth diaper was already laid out, with an open disposable over the top. “Come on baby. Let’s get a diaper on you before you make a mess!” Jane gently cautioned him. She helped him lie down in the correct position and sprinkled a handful of powder over his stiffie and sack. “Ooo! My little girl is so excited,” she teased him, as she rubbed the lightly perfumed powder into his straining erection. Jane released him after a few quick strokes and sang, “Lift those leggies for Mommy. Bend your knees right back. Good girl!” This was not the time to let Benny cum. She knew her sissy baby would want to throw off the yoke of his baby clothes within seconds of climaxing.
 
   His corrugated cheeks felt like a crinkle-cut chip when she gently ran her palm over the welts, smoothing the powder over his tender bottom. She saw him flinch in pain and she crooned, “Aw! Does my poor widdle baby girl have a poor sore bottom?” He pouted and nodded and she sang, ‘That’s good! That will remind Baby Daphne she has to be good for Mommy.” She paused and gave his upturned cheeks one crisp hard swat.
   “Ow!” Benny squealed and his heels crashed onto the mattress.
   “And remind Baby Daphne not to tell lies to Mommy. Right, baby?”
   “Yeth Mommy,” he contritely mombled.
  
   She taped the disposable around him and then pinned his diaper over the top, all sugar and spice again. “Lift those leggies again and point those widdle toesies for Mommy.” She threaded his daintily pointed toes inside the leg holes of some yellow plastic panties. “Good girl! Now leggies down and lift that bot-bot for Mommy.” Like most of his big baby pilchers, they were transparent, so the state of his diaper could be checked with a simple glance.
 
   She fed his feet into some frilly white anklet socks and turned down the lace frills till they were even. Benny only owned four toddler frocks, and Jane chose a simple pastel-yellow sundress for her little girl to wear today. She ordered, “Sit up for Mommy and hands up, sweetie!” The short-sleeved cribton frock had a high Empire bust and was heavily flounced, the flowing folds barely covering the waistband of his baby panties. She patted the crotch of his protruding plastic panties. “Aww! So cute!”
 
   Fully dressed and with his black patent Maryjanes buckled on his feet, Jane made him strip her bed completely. After he collected his sodden night diaper and baby panties from the en suite, she led her embarrassed sissy baby toddling downstairs to the laundry. “Dump those wet things in the washing machine, baby girl, and Mommy will show you what to do.” Even though he knew how to use the washing machine, he had to stand there while Mommy went through the whole explanation.
 
   “You’re going to be in charge of the laundry from now on, little girl. Mommy can’t spend all her time washing your wet and dirty diapers. You can be Mommy’s little helper. Can’t you, Baby Daphne?” After he had poured in the correct amount of detergent, bleach and fabric softener, Mommy showed him how to select the right cycle and switch it on. “Good girl!” she praised him when the machine started noisily filling with water. He couldn’t hide his childish smile of pleasure.
 
   In the kitchen, she buckled him in the highchair and plonked a big plastic bowl of warm porridge on the tray, but no spoon. He had to wait until she clipped a bib around his neck before she handed him any cutlery. While he gobbled down his warm breakfast, Mommy chattered about the changes she had made in the kitchen. She pointed to the whiteboard mounted beside the fridge and explained the concept of ‘carrots and sticks.'
 
   She placed a big plastic baby bottle full of juice on the white plastic tray. “When you’ve finished your bottle,” she informed him, “Mommy is going to introduce her little girl to the naughty corner.” She threw him a forbidding scowl. “You made a big mess on Mommy’s bed sheets last night. Didn’t you, baby girl?” Benny had the grace to look guilty and he ducked his head in shame as he nodded. “That was very naughty! That’s twenty minutes in the naughty corner for that little infraction,” she huffily announced. “Understand Mommy?”
 
    He nodded as he pushed away the empty bowl and picked up his bottle, surreptitiously thrusting his erection against the front of his diaper. Jane was acting like the dominant mother of his fantasies - firm but loving, strict but caring, harsh but fair. He held the sloshing vessel in both hands as he steered the huge silicon teat between his lips, and he thirstily gulped down a few mouthfuls of chilled apple juice. Jane left her big baby trapped in the highchair while she dashed upstairs to collect his spare pacifier from his suitcase. ‘His travelling pacifier,’ she thought with a smile.
 
 
 
Chapter 8 continued....
 
   After wiping clean his hands and face like a loving mother, Jane released him from the highchair restraints and helped him down. She led him into the hallway and introduced him to the shiny chromed steel rod running from floor to ceiling, deep in the corner next to the front door. Jane explained its cruel purpose as she fed a short length of pink satin ribbon through the ring of his spare pacifier. She then looped the shiny ribbon around the rod and tied it in a tight double knot, so the pacifier was permanently attached. She held the pacifier teat level with his head and cooed, “Come here, baby girl. This is your punishment pacifier. Pop that in your mouth. Let Mommy hear you sucking, nice and loud now. That’s right, good girl.”
 
   He had to bury his face in the corner to suck on the fat pacifier nipple, the shiny chromed pole an inch from the bobbing guard of his dum-dums. Jane had to smile at the comical sight of the big baby girl with her nose buried in the corner. The odd pose forced him to squat slightly and poke out his puffy bottom, so he looked even more toddler-like - if that were possible. “Whenever you are sent to the naughty corner, you must keep that punishment pacifier in your mouth, the whole time,” Jane warned him. “Understand Mommy?”
 
   “Yeth Mommy,” he squeaked around a mouthful of rubber teat. Despite the humiliation, he was hard as a rock inside his fluffy diaper, and he reached around to surreptitiously stroke the tenting front of his baby panties.
 
   “Ah-ah-ah!” Mommy cautioned him, smacking away his hands. “No touching, little girl! That’s naughty! Hands behind our back! Fingers interlocked. That’s better.” Mollified, she gently patted his diapered butt in reward. “This is the position you must maintain while you are having a time-out, sweetie. If you move or drop your dum-dums, we’ll have to start Baby Daphne’s punishment time all over again from the very beginning. You don’t want that, do you baby girl?”
   “No Mommy.”
 
   “That’s my girl! You stay right there until Mommy says you can come out. Mommy has to make a few phone calls.” Jane walked off and left her babyfied husband cringing in the corner, confident he would remain in place and do as he was told.
 
   After corner-time Mommy led him back to the kitchen, where she tied a pretty white pinafore apron around his waist. She looped the neck piece over his head and straightened the lace-edged bottom. It didn‘t quite cover the hem of his sweet yellow frock. “You can be Mommy’s little helper and help out with the housework,” Jane informed him with a brilliant smile. She made Benny wash the breakfast dishes and clean the kitchen from top to bottom, then it was time to empty the washing machine. Despite the thrill of being diapered, dominated and petticoated, his erection wilted while he was doing the boring chores, and he carried the washing basket full of wet things out to the back door.
 
   “Go and hang those things on the line,” Mommy ordered, waving towards the back yard. Jane watched his face blanch and his narrow shoulders sag. She didn’t realise the terrified sissy was wetting himself in fright.
 
   “But Mommy!” he whimpered, as his diaper warmed distractingly around his loins. “What about the neighbours? They might-”
   “That’s one stick you’ve earned already!” Jane snapped, stepping inside his personal space. She loomed threateningly over the cowering sissy, grateful for the height advantage her heels provided. “When Mommy tells you to do something - you do it! No ifs, buts or maybes! You are a little girl! I am your Mommy! Little girls do as Mommy tells them! Understood?”
   “Yeth Mommy,” Daphne whispered. As the hot stream trickled to a halt, his clittie started to stiffen against the warm damp wadding.
 
   “What was that, little girl? Don’t momble at the floor when Mommy is speaking to you. Lift that chin and look at Mommy’s face.”
   “Yeth Mommy, I’m thowwy Mommy,” Daphne mombled, struggling to raise her head to meet Mommy’s cold sapphire eyes.
 
   “You must always look at the faces of your elders and betters when you speak to them. Now what do you understand, little girl?”
   “You’re the Mommy and I’m the baby, and- and - and I have to do ath I am told,” he humbly repeated, before letting his watering eyes drop to the tangled sheets in the pink plastic basket. He was embarrassed, ashamed and frightened, and as hard as a rock inside his warm wet diaper!
 
   Because their house was on the side of a hill, their back yard could only be overlooked by the neighbours on the uphill side. It was after nine o’clock on a Friday morning. Jane knew her uphill neighbour Paula Parker had long gone to work and her teenage daughters were safely in school - but Benny didn’t think of that. All he could think of, as he stumbled into the sunny back yard, the heavy basket clutched in his arms, was the imminent threat of public exposure. He had kept his dirty little secret for so many years - and then his wife somehow found out he was a big sissy baby. Now the whole world was about to learn the truth! Why wouldn’t his clittie go down?
 
   He scurried over to the rotary clothes line in the middle of their back yard and while Jane watched from the kitchen door, he started pegging up the sheets. He paused and glanced pleading at Mommy when he hesitantly pulled out one of his laundered diapers, but she merely smiled thinly and nodded in encouragement. He shook out and hung up the two thick hourglass-shaped diapers, then the huge pink baby panties beside them. Finally he pegged up his Winnie-the-Pooh nightie. The basket empty, he snatched it up and dashed back into the house. Jane chuckled as she watched him replace the plastic basket in the laundry, his face flushed and his head hanging low.
 
   “Get used to it, baby,” she heartlessly reminded him, making his stiff clittie wilt. “You’re going to be hanging all your diapers and baby panties on the line every day from now on. I told you - Mommy’s little helper is in charge of the laundry from now on. Now come with Mommy.” Jane showed him how to dust and polish properly - which he thought unnecessary - and she criticised him when he didn’t follow her instructions to the letter. She followed around the cowed big baby and supervised his work at first, and he was limp as a wet noodle by the time she seemed satisfied.
 
   Even though Benny despised the menial tasks, when he behaved and performed properly, Mommy rewarded him by lovingly patting his bottom or caressing the front of his baby panties. “That’s better!” Jane sang as she stroked the warm slick front of his plastic panties, making him all excited again. “What a good baby girl you’re being for Mommy now.” She made him dust the whole house and vacuum from top to bottom before lunch, and despite the constant attention and thrilling caresses, he was grateful for the rest when Mommy removed his pinafore in the kitchen around midday. She steered him backwards till his padded bum bumped into the highchair and crooned, “Upsy-daisy!” She buckled him in and lowered the highchair tray until it locked in place.
 
   Jane fed him two large jars of tasteless baby pap mixed together in a plastic bowl, and he kept twisting his face away and grimacing at the foul concoction. “Please Jane? I mean, Mommy? I can’t eat that? It tastes vile!”
   “That’s another stick for that outburst, young lady! And another for forgetting to use your proper baby voice! My, my! You must really enjoy having your bottom paddled, little girl. Is that right?”
   “No Mommy, no! I- I thowwy, Mommy,” he apologised, terrified by the thought of more punishment.
 
   Jane had to laugh at the mess she’d made of his face. His bib was splattered with grey-green gunk, and he looked like a real baby - a messy baby in a highchair. “Oh Baby Daphne! You should see yourself,” she chortled. “No! Don’t touch your face. It’s dirty! Be a good little girl and sit still, and let Mommy finish feeding you your lunch.” She scooped up the remaining gruel and fed it to him, adding, “You look like a real baby. It’s kind of cute! In fact - don’t swallow that mouthful!” Benny held the runny pap in his mouth. It was an easy order to obey. “I want you to let it dribble out of your mouth bit by bit. Open your lips a fraction. That’s it, not too much. Just let a little goo leak out, and give Mommy a great big smile.”
 
   He was horrified when he saw her holding her phone out, ready to snap his picture. “I said smile, Baby Daphne!” The tortured smile he gave her was forever captured on a memory card, his lips and cheeks plastered with gruel, his chin dripping, splatters of food all over his bib. She stepped over beside him and showed him the picture, singing, “Look how cute you are! Adorable!” Benny was gratified to see he was almost unrecognisable in the photograph, with most of his face covered in slimy muck. As she put away her phone Jane commanded, “Whenever Mommy gives you something to eat, you must always let a little of each mouthful dribble onto your bib. It looks kind of cute, and it will help remind you what you really are - a hopeless little baby girl!”
 
   She gave him a bottle of juice to slurp down while she went to the whiteboard. She picked up the marker and placed a few ticks in the slot marked ‘carrots.’ “That’s one carrot for doing the laundry, one carrot for dusting, and one carrot for vacuuming.” She turned to him and beamed. “What a good baby girl! Such a good little helper for Mommy! You did a very good job, baby!” Baby Daphne wriggled in the highchair restraints, sucking hard on the bottle teat, basking in Mommy’s generous praise. But then Mommy made marks in the ‘sticks’ column.
 
   “That’s one stick for wetting Mommy’s bed. One stick for not doing as you were told quickly enough, one stick for trying to reject your nutritious lunch!” She turned to him and barked, “It’s good for you!” He cringed under her maternal admonition. “And one more for forgetting to speak properly.” She rubbed out one of the marks, to his relief.
 
    “Minus one stick for the corner-time you did this morning. It’s a good thing you didn’t earn another stick, young lady - otherwise you’d be getting a paddling before nap-time. And don’t forget - Mommy still owes Baby Daphne six cuts of the cane from last night. Remember?” Jane tried not to grin when she saw him quake in fright, and he almost choked on a mouthful of apple juice. “If I have to take down that diaper to give you a spanking today, you’re getting the rest of what I owe you as well. Understand?”
   “Yeth Mommy!” Daphne squeaked around the bottle teat, dribbling juice down his chin in his haste to reply.
 
   “Good girl!” She turned back to the whiteboard and placed another tick in the ’carrots’ column. “That’s another carrot for remembering to dribble for Mommy. Such a clever little dribble-puss!” Jane didn’t bother hiding her grin of delight. It was a well-worn method of behaviour modification, and with the simple use of a whiteboard and marker, she was going to alter her baby girl’s behaviour - forever!
 
   “You finish that bottle while Mommy gets everything ready for nap-time. I can’t have you wetting Mommy’s bed again, little girl, so I’ve come up with some alternative sleeping arrangements for you. Wait’ll you see!” She giggled girlishly in anticipation before she trotted out of the kitchen, heading for the staircase. After she returned, Jane washed his face and hands, removed his filthy bib and scoured clean the splattered tray before she let him out of the highchair. She popped his pacifier back between his lips, crooning, “Suck your dum-dums, baby. Nice and loud now. Mommy wants to hear you sucking. Good girl!”
 
   She pressed his warm diaper against his groin after he climbed down and cooed, “Ooo! What a wet diaper!” She cupped her hand under his crotch and pressed the warm sodden mass against his genitals. “You like that though - don’t you, baby girl?” He nodded, grimacing in self-loathing around the wide guard of his pacifier in spite of his arousal. “That’s alright, sweetie,” Mommy reassured him. “You’re just a baby girl, and babies don’t mind being wet or messy. He was grateful for her kind words and fully erect again by the time she led him down the hallway and pushed him ahead of her up the stairs.
 
   “Waddle more,” Jane commanded. “You’re a baby in diapers - you should walk like one,” she admonished him. “That’s better! Good girl!” she praised him, patting his bottom in approval. By this simple system of rewards and punishments, Jane intended turning Baby Daphne into the sissiest, most infantile creature she could.
 
   She steered him past the doorway to their bedroom - her bedroom now - and he paused outside the closed door to the spare bedroom next door. Jane pointed to the new wooden sign screwed to the door, level with his face. ‘Baby Daphne’s Nursery’ it announced, beside a cartoon drawing of a twirling ballerina in a pink tutu. “This is your new Nursery, little girl,” Mommy whispered in his ear as she leaned past him and turned the knob. She pushed open the door and he almost fainted.
 
   His knees turned to jelly as he stumbled into the room, and Jane had to catch him under the armpits to stop him from collapsing. “Careful, baby,” she admonished the stunned lad as she helped him towards the open wooden crib. “Stand up straight, sweetheart. That’s better. Lift your arms for Mommy and stand still,” she cooed, and she removed his yellow dress. She opened the wardrobe and took out a nightie - a yellow one, made from slippery shiny nylon. “You only own one nightie sweetheart, and it got wet last night. Didn’t it? You can borrow this old one of Mommy’s for the moment. Alright? Arms up!” He shivered as the slinky nightie slid down over his torso, his little nipples stiffening at the sensuous caress. Unlike his baby doll nighties, Jane’s shortie nightgown fell all the way to the crotch of his baby panties.
 
   Jane smiled at his expression of rapture as she clipped his pacifier chain to the collar of the yellow nightie. “Hop up in your crib and sit up facing Mommy, and we’ll take off your shoes and socks.” He could hear a protective plastic mattress cover crinkling under the fitted pink sheet. As she unbuckled his Maryjanes she asked, “Would my little girl like Mommy to buy her some new nightgowns of her very own? And maybe some pretty new frocks? Hmm?”
 
   Benny writhed in excitement on the crib mattress, the crinkle of the protective sheet under his wet bum only adding to his arousal. This Nursery - the big baby furnishings - were like something out of his sissy-baby dreams! And Mommy wanted to buy him some new nighties and baby dresses? “Oh yeth Mommy! Yeth! Yeth pweathe, Mommy?” he joyfully squeaked.
   “Alright, baby girl,” Jane smiled, “we’ll do that.” She tossed his shoes and socks aside and clapped her hands. “Okay, little girl. Climb into bed and lie down.”
 
   He wriggled backwards and lay back with his head on the pillow, and Mommy raised the side. The crib had solid panels at the head and foot ends, and wooden bars along the sides. The mattress was about a metre off the ground and the bars extended a metre above that. He looked up at the high railing and thought, ‘I could climb that!’ But then he looked down at the floor. If he slipped and fell climbing over the top, it would be a two-metre drop. He was distracted when Jane reached between the bars and caressed the warm front of his baby panties.
 
   “You’re wet - but I know you love that! I won’t bother changing your diaper until after nap-time.” She pressed her fingers into the warm wad of cloth and gel padding, wrapping the sodden mass around his little erection. “Mmm! You love it! Don’t you baby?”
   “Yeth Mommy,” he gasped, wriggling his hips and thrusting his stiff clittie against her hand.
 
   “Ooo! My little girl is so excited! What a hard little clittie! Are you my excited little baby girl? Are you my sweet little Baby Daphne?” She teased him with her fingers and her voice until he was gasping in arousal, so close to cumming. Then it stopped. “I don’t want you too excited, little girl. You need to go to sleep. It’s nap-time for baby girls, and Mommy wants you to get some rest.” She walked away and opened one of the dresser drawers. “You’ve had a busy morning. Roll onto your side and face Mommy. Good girl. Now poke your hands through the bars. Further. That’s right. Good girl.”
 
   She made him shove his hands inside some snug pink leather mittens, and he found the firm rubber balls inside kept his thumbs and fingers uselessly parted. Jane buckled the mittens around his wrists and then tied the buckles closed with some strips of the same pink ribbon she’d used to attach his pacifier to the rod in the naughty corner. She tied each in a double, then a triple, then a quadruple knot, pulling the ribbon ends so tight, Benny feared she’d never be able to undo them. Satisfied, she patted his bound fists and beamed in delight. “There you go! Now my little girl can’t play with her clittie during nap-time. Can she?”
   “No Mommy,” Baby Daphne mournfully replied, withdrawing his encased hands to examine the unbreakable bonds. His erection pounded with desire inside his warm wet swaddling.
 
   Jane took a baby bottle full of water from the top of the dresser and cooed, “Lie on your back and let Mommy see if you can manage to hold your own bottle.” She fed the bottle upright between the bars and steered the clear silicon teat towards his lips. Benny spat out his dum-dums and accepted the dripping teat, and he tried to grab the heavy plastic vessel. The fat rubber balls prevented him from getting any decent grip. Mommy kept holding the end, grinning at his struggles, beaming when he finally managed to clumsily grasp the slippery round object between his mittens. “Good girl!” she praised him, like he was an infant girl learning to hold her own bottle. “What a clever Baby Daphne! When you finish that bottle, sweetie, pop your pacifier back in your mouth and have a lovely suck. Pretend it’s Mommy’s nipple you’re sucking on. I know how much that excites you! Sweet dreams, my precious baby!”
 
   When he drew nothing but air through the teat, Benny was jerked from his erotic reverie. He was in his crib at Nanna’s place, and the whole family was visiting. He cast aside his empty bottle and it hit the floor with a noisy clatter. He scrabbled for the pacifier clipped to his sleep-suit, clumsily steering the substitute nipple into his mouth instead. Recalling that day at Mommy’s place made his clittie so hard, but there was nothing he could do about it. Although he knew it was futile, he pressed his padded fists against his equally-padded crotch. He whimpered around his pacifier-teat in frustration and wriggled impotently in the crib, the plastic mattress protector rustling noisily under the fitted pink ballerina sheet. As if on cue, Mommy marched into the room.
 
   “Ah, good! You’re awake!” Jane picked up the discarded bottle and placed it on the dresser, out of harm’s way. “Time to get up, Baby Daphne.” She trod on the release lever and lowered the steel bars, ordering, “Roll onto your side facing the wall, baby. Let Mommy unzip you. Gosh, look at how sweaty you are! My poor little girl must be melting!” She peeled the damp sleep-suit from his arms and legs, and he sighed in relief when his hands popped free of the restrictive mittens.
 
   “Climb down darling, and hop up on the change table. Let Mommy get you out of that saturated diaper.” She didn’t have to feel his diaper to know it was drenched. The front clung soddenly to his genitals and it hung heavily from his hips when he shakily climbed to his feet. Once he was lying on his back on the change table, Jane disappeared for a few minutes. She returned with a washcloth and a bowl of cold water, which she placed on the dresser near the change table. She removed his sodden diaper and heavy disposable, dumping them in the appropriate receptacles. “Here, baby. Let Mommy wipe you down.”
 
   Jane wiped his whole body with a cool damp washcloth, and he was pathetically grateful for her kindness. The cool cloth felt so soothing on his poor sore bottom, and Mommy was being so loving and gentle. She made sure he was completely dry before rubbing in the powder, and he grew to full hardness in her teasing hands. He let his eyelids drift closed and sucked noisily on his dum-dums, and he didn’t see his Mommy’s condescending smile. Soon he was freshly diapered again and dressed in his pretty satin frock and frothy petties once more. After buckling his pink patent Maryjanes in place, Jane led her sissy baby out of the Nursery to join the other guests. “Come on, baby,” she urged him. “Jessica and Zoe are waiting for you downstairs.” His shrivelling clittie jerked in panic and he felt a blossom of warmth in his diaper.
 
   Jane escorted her baby girl into the living room and backed her into a saggy green vinyl bean bag on the floor. Sheila was focusing on Zoe and Jessica’s faces as she made them up. Benny sat on the rustling bean bag, wee-wee still trickling out of his clittie, watching them warily. He couldn't help but notice as Sheila leaned forward in concentration, her tight mini rode up, until he could see the tops of her smooth shapely thighs. He was sitting slightly side-on to her, so he couldn't steal a glimpse of her panties - if indeed that were possible from this angle. He had always been one for peeping up skirts, and Sheila’s long muscular legs and buxom figure were well worth admiring. ‘I wonder what kind of panties she’s wearing today?’ The slight glow that comes from thinking about such naughty things infused his parts and his eyes turned glassy. Soon the girl’s faces were done and they went bouncing off to show their Nanna.

   “Now it’s your turn, Daphne,” crooned Jane. “Come here and sit in front of Aunty Sheila.” She noticed the direction of his hungry gaze and frowned, scolding him, “Oh stop trying to perve up your Aunty’s skirt, you naughty thing!” Sheila laughed dismissively and pulled ineffectually at the hem of her tight woollen mini, adjusting her apparel to deal with Benny’s depraved proclivities. Jane shook her head in disapproval and ordered him, “Tell Aunty Sheila about one of your favourite websites, Daphne - the one we looked at the other day, as part of your regular confessional. Go on, sweetie.” Sheila looked at her sister questioningly and Jane explained.

   “We have regular reviews of the pages and pages of sissy-baby stuff I found on his hard drive. We're examining Baby Daphne’s most-visited websites at the moment. Aren’t we, sweetheart? One of them is a smutty little site called ‘Upskirt.com.” He had to explain to me why he visited it so often - something like 50 to 100 hits per week - and what he liked about the site, how much it cost to visit or join, etcetera. Do you know he was spending over fifty dollars a week on fem-dom porn and sissy-baby sites? Fifty bucks a week!” Jane’s melodious tenor voice rose in disgust. “I make him show me his favourite pictures from those sites - most of which he’d already downloaded onto his hard drive. As he uses a company computer, I threatened to take it to Andrea - the Head of IT - if I didn't receive his full cooperation. He’s not very keen on that idea.” Jane’s laugh was brittle. “I don’t know why! Tell Aunty Sheila what you told me about ‘Upskirt.com,’ Daphne.”

   Benny was looking straight into Sheila’s mocking green eyes as she tightly gripped his chin to start the make-up session. He felt his cheeks going redder. He hated Jane reviewing his computer use. It made him feel dirty, disgusting and disloyal to think he’d spent so much time looking at porn. She knew all about his bizarre fascination somehow, and quizzed him at length about why a particular picture or site was particularly interesting to him. Mommy insisted on knowing what he liked and didn’t like, and why he spent so much time looking at smutty material. She dragged out of him how much money he spent looking at porn each week. It was a shameful amount for a man who had a sexy, attractive young wife. The trouble was; he couldn't perform adequately in bed, and porn provided him a surreptitious much-needed release.

   He had to admit that Upskirt fuelled his sense of inferiority. He only looked at girls who wore panties, as though their flesh was unobtainable. They were sneaky stolen views of what he dare not aspire to sexually. His repeated failures in bed as a man had long ago destroyed any fantasies he might have once held, of engaging in regular sex with other women. Visiting Upskirt made him feel like the shameful little wanker he was! It took a lengthy interrogation session by Jane and some persistent questioning, plus several turns in the naughty corner before he confessed everything to Mommy. Jane insisted he tell Sheila. “Go on, baby,” she commanded.

   Sheila grinned at his shame-tinged cheeks as she gave him cat’s whiskers, firmly gripping his chin to stop him twisting his face away. He was desperate to avoid her contemptuous gaze. “I wike it becauthe it made me feel ashamed,” he explained with burning red cheeks. “Coz I can’t make wove pwoperwy. I wike wooking at girlth’ pwetty pantieth. That’s why I'm a thithy baby.”
   “Well you sure look like one, sitting there in your little frock and your pretty pink baby panties. I guess real girls don’t want to have much to do with someone like you, either. Do they?” Sheila scathingly demanded. When she saw her sister smile and nod in encouragement, she added, ““I know you’ve always tried to perve up my skirts. Even Simon noticed. But somehow I don’t think either of us care, anymore. After all, silly babies do all sorts of silly things. Don’t they?” His eyes darted around the room, trying to avoid her scornful gaze. “I think when we’ve finished giving you a pussy cat face, you should go and apologise to Uncle Simon for always trying to peep up my skirts, and promise him you won’t do it ever again.” She turned to her sister. “What do you think, Jane?”
   “What a great idea,” she snickered gleefully.

   Benny wanted to cry. How could he say something like that to Simon? Real men look up skirts because they plan to do something raunchy. He was saying it was because he liked to perve at girls’ panties. He was inadequate; a sexual failure. The women seemed intent on humiliating him in front of his brother-in-law. More than having to apologise for shitting his diaper - if that were at all possible. Daphne sat there glazed-eyed and numb, thinking about all that had happened so far that day. The make-up session took a while, and Sheila grinned and chatted to Jane as she went about her task, ignoring the sullen toddler whose chin she clasped.
 
   When it was over, Jane escorted him with foot-dragging reluctance to the mirror in the hall at the foot of the staircase. He was horrified! Sheila had given him a stark white face fading off to a shaded area round the edges, enhanced with gold glitter, a tiny black button nose and cupid’s bow lips, whiskers and black spots, finished off with big cat-like eyes. He looked like a perfect prat, not a cat! This make-up job on a small child would be fine, but on his adult face, it made him look ridiculous.

   Jane commanded, “Come and show Simon your face, Baby Daphne. You can tell him how sorry you are for perving up Aunty Sheila’s skirt. Remember to call him Sir, and give him a lovely deep curtsey before you speak.” She sensed Simon was enjoying Benny’s discomfiture, and this was one more added twist. She pushed him ahead of her and gave him and encouraging swat on his padded rear. “Go on, little girl. Off you go!”
 
   Sheila had earlier informed Jane in an excited whisper, that she already had a very randy Simon on her hands, and he’d insisted she put the girls to bed as soon as they possibly could tonight. “He wants me in my schoolgirl uniform tonight,” she added, her emerald eyes sparkling with excitement. Jane was thrilled she wasn’t the only one who found it arousing when she dominated and disciplined her infantile sissy husband.

   Simon was siting in the TV room watching the Grand Prix. He turned his head slowly as Benny toddled in. A look of incredulity came over his face when he saw his brother-in-law still dressed as a toddler girl, his diaper as ever bulging out from under his pretty but rather over-the-top, too-short baby frock. The shiny pink Maryjanes and frilly white anklet socks seemed to make the whole ensemble ultra-twee and feminine. But it was the make-up that made him look so childish and utterly stupid. ‘How on earth could Benny let himself be treated like this?’ mused Simon, glancing back at the screen, even as he sensed another little shameful performance was about to unfold. ‘Maybe it really does turn him on?’

   Benny performed a deep curtsey and his wet diaper squeezed sensuously against his crotch. “Excuthe me Thir? Mommy thaid I mutht thay I'm thowwy, becauthe I wath alwayth peeking up Aunty Sheila’th thkirth - like I wath jutht now. I'm tho thowwy. I won’t do it again.”

   Simon, half watching the TV, couldn't understand Benny’s squeaky lisping baby-babble. “What?” he demanded distractedly, letting his irritation show. “What did you say?” Poor Benny went redder under the make-up and he started to sweat; He performed another deep curtsey. As well as the wetness, he became aware of another stirring sensation deep inside his bowels - a full feeling, a heavy feeling. He knew what that meant! He needed to go to the potty for ‘number twos’ soon - big-time! The trouble was; there was no potty. Just a diaper; thick, fluffy, right there between his legs - keeping them apart so his hairless thighs were splayed helplessly wide. It was crisp, white and secure; wet, yes - but ready to safely receive a messy load when required.

   The lacing of chocolate Ex-lax and syrup of figs that Nanna had secretly, without even telling Jane, stirred into his portion of chocolate pudding, had passed totally undetected at lunch. But it was now silently doing it’s work on his colon. He eventually summoned up the effort from somewhere to repeat himself. “Exthcuthe me, Thir; Mommy thaid I mutht thay I'm thowwy, becauthe I wath alwayth peeking up Aunty Sheila’th thkirth, like I wath jutht now. I'm tho thowwy, I won’t do it again.”
 
   At that moment Jones decided to pull in for a pit-stop. Simon ignored Benny completely and concentrated on the TV. Benny shuffled his feet in discomfort. He didn't know what to do. He was being so submissive, using his best sissy voice, calling his brother-in-law ‘sir’ - and Simon simply ignored him. Eventually when the drama on the race track eased, Simon glanced at Benny in annoyance and dismissively waved him away, even though he hadn't heard a word Benny had said.
 
   “Please don’t bother me while the race is on, little girl!” Simon growled. “Go outside and play with the other children, baby.” Benny was stunned by this off-hand rejection, and he toddled out of the lounge room, seething with anger and shame at Simon’s casual dismissal. ‘All that mental effort required to screw up the courage to curtsey and talk so babyishly, and he ignores me!’ Benny, like many masochists - even when being humiliated - expected to be the centre of attention. Simon subconsciously realised that ignoring the sissy baby could be just as painful as laughing at him.
 
   Helen, Jane and Sheila were in the kitchen tidying up, and he could hear their giggling female voices. Paranoia made him assume their laughter had to be at his expense, and he wanted to quietly shuffle over and eavesdrop. But he had to do as Uncle Simon commanded. Uncle Simon was an adult; he was a baby girl. He continued his toddling wide-legged course out to the garden, where the other girls were playing in the Wendy house. His doll’s pram was parked outside the conservatory, and he pushed it towards the children.
 
   As soon as they saw him, the pre-schoolers started to snigger, “Oh Baby Daphne! You look like a super-sweet pussy cat,” giggled Jessica
   “I think he looks very silly,” chirped Zoë with a cruel grin.
   “Don’t be horrid! Come on Daphne, let’s play. I bet your dolly needs her diaper changed. Come on!”
 
   Benny was soon kneeling on the rug outside the Wendy House busily changing Nancy’s diaper, then it was Zoë’s dolly’s turn. Then Jessica decided that her doll needed changing as well, and Daphne should be the Nanny. Each one became involved in advising him how to properly take down the doll’s rumba panties, remove the little disposable, and roll it up for disposal. They supervised while he wiped the area with some of his own wipes, before dusting her rubber crotch and bottom with powder and then finding a clean disposable and putting it on. The wipes and powder had to fetched from the living room, the doll’s disposables had to located from various bags under the doll’s strollers.
 
 
Chapter 9. Meeting Uncle Jake
 
   While Daphne finished changing Nancy’s diaper, Zoë ran off to play with her scooter on the patio. Jessica concentrated for a moment on undressing her dolly, and golden silence reigned supreme for a few minutes. Benny became aware of the need he’d felt earlier, more pressing now. He pushed a bit and he ‘popped-off,’ the embarrassing noise mostly muffled by his thick diapers. He glanced at Jessica, but she didn’t seem to notice. He hoped releasing some wind might help reduce the feeling of fullness. No luck though. If anything, the urge to defecate returned moments later, even stronger.
 
   ‘Oh no!’ Benny thought with a shudder of fear, ‘not now! I must, must hold on. I can’t dirty myself again not here at Nanna’s! Not in front of everyone! They’ll think I’m doing it on purpose. I must hold on! I can - I know I can. I'm an adult, not a baby,’ he tried to convince himself. ‘If I was at work, at a meeting, or out shopping somewhere, it would be second nature to hold on. I can do it.’

   The pressure built. His diaper felt so warm and secure down there between his legs, offering comfort and genuine protection. The comforts of infancy - long forgotten but now refreshed by months of endless un-potty-training - had renewed his reliance on being diapered. ‘What else is it there for?’ he asked himself. ‘Why am I wearing a diaper? Use it - now! I’m quite safe, no one is looking.’ He could clearly visualise the heavy-duty Abriform between his legs, taped snugly around his bits and pieces. As further protection, the contoured terry diaper was tightly pinned over the top, pinching his waist, with two more pink-headed diaper pins at the top of his thighs, bunching the terry layers between his legs and forcing them apart.
 
   Over that was the pair of transparent pink plastic panties from Babykins, large enough to accommodate the bulk and reaching well above his waist. They came with an extra-wide gusset and wide elastic bands around the leg openings and waist, gathering everything in tightly, all so safely. The magical combination always made him feel so secure. It was a return to those far-off halcyon days of toddler-hood. Three layers of defence, three layers of protection. In desperation Daphne thought, ‘Surely a small push couldn’t hurt? Just enough to ease the pressure a little. Nobody would notice.’ Unconsciously Benny spread his knees wider on the rug, his body arched forward slightly, almost ready to give in.

   He paused, thinking, ‘But what if someone notices? The yucky smell will surely give me away. Simon and Sheila are here; I simply must not dirty my diaper again, not with them around. I cannot soil myself in front of my brother-in-law twice in one day! What would Jessica and Zoë say, if I messed my diaper again?’ In his little head he had already justified his first accident this morning. It was a genuine accident. He couldn’t help it. He couldn’t stop it. Beads of sweat broke out on his forehead and above his top lip as he concentrated on holding back. Benny became lost in his own world of silent struggle, and he didn't see Jessica glance at him on the rug, looking quizzically at the kneeling diapered sissy with the worried red face. The pressure relentlessly built. The vision of that lovely clean white disposable, safe and snug between his legs, coupled with the feel of the thick terry, almost caused him to just relax and let go.

   Zoë called to Jessica for assistance, distracting him for a moment. His attention wandered from his pressing need as he watched the cute little blonde girl trot away to help Zoë manage the scooter. Benny again bent forward and let his knees slide further apart. No harm in pushing a little, surely? Maybe it’s just wind, or ‘gas,’ as his American friends would say. But he was no longer part of the jet set, no Americanisms to joke about with colleagues while drinking fine wine in New York’s fashionable nightspots. Indeed no more business trips to New York. ‘Little sissies who wet the bed and need diapers night and day, and have Mommies who keep them in baby frocks, don't get to travel business-class on British Airways,’ he mused ruefully.
 
   Kneeling alone on the rug in the back yard, Benny recalled how Jane had spanked him in front of Nanna this morning. She’d punished him and humiliated him in front of Simon and Sheila and everybody! A flash of temper ran through him at the indelible painful memory. He knew what to do. He would get even! ‘I’ll give Mommy a really horrible messy diaper to change!’ he thought with a vindictive smirk. ‘That’ll show her who’s the boss!’ Brilliant!

   In reality it was so silly, but Benny had already been put through hoop after emotional hoop that day. Logical thought had been crushed out of existence. He poked out his big padded bum a bit further and filled his lungs, then held his breath and pushed gently. It was hardly a push, more a letting go, a slight relaxation. ‘A little tiny push,’ he thought, ‘not too much. That should be fine.’ But his control had become so weak. When the slippery movement started, slowly at first, not seeming much, he relaxed even more. Then it started to ooze out in a rush! He tried to stop it, concentrating for a moment on clenching his anal sphincter.
 
   His willpower or control had evaporated long ago and he knew resistance was useless. He felt his wet diaper tighten and press closer round his member as the inner diaper tented and bulged at the back from the firm solid log. Hard at first, then becoming softer. Initially it was just one long semi-soft turd lying snugly between his cheeks. But the mush kept coming out, spreading in all directions, warm and soft, sinking down to that sensitive spot between the legs. Instinctively his hands clutched his sagging behind, feeling his poo-poo parcel, confirming that despite the thick diapers, his plastic panties bulged heavily to accommodate the sizeable load.

   He was panting with effort, lost in his own little world, oblivious to the fact that Jessica had returned to the rug and was staring at Daphne’s tell-tale posture and bulging bottom. In that moment Benny felt he was clear, done and finished. He thought, ‘Maybe I could get away with it? Maybe it isn't too much; it might not smell too bad?’ He sighed, gathering his thoughts, and took another deep breath. The need for a second push is instinctive - a natural, undeniable need. So it was this time for Baby Daphne. Within thirty seconds he had surrendered all control to this new, more-insistent pressure. He squatted lower, dropping onto all fours as he pushed hard, grunting quietly and making it obvious to Jessica what he was doing. She stood there unmoving, staring in silent fascination at Baby Daphne on her hands and knees, rocking and grunting and pushing!

   The second surge was wet and warm; softly spreading around his bottom and filling that sensitive hollow between his cheeks, then seeping down further. After the initial relief came fear, as he belatedly realised; ‘Oh-oh! That was a big one! A really big poo-poo!’ He reached back with one hand and could feel what seemed to be a massive bulge with his searching fingers. His spread fingers played over the protruding seat of his plastic panties, checking down there. The tautly-stretched rear felt slippery and puffy, safe and secure, but swelling outwards. It’s a bit like having a gap in your mouth after you break a tooth. Your senses tell you it’s bigger than it really is. So Benny could only imagine the size of the enormous mound around his bottom and between his legs. It must be so visible, so obvious, his bottom bulge - a bold statement, as though he was intent on shouting to the world; ‘Look at me, everybody! I’m a dirty, poopy big baby! I’ve got no control! I’ve messed myself!’

   He tried to remember the sense of getting even with Jane, but instead he felt nothing but shame. He had deliberately soiled himself, right there in Helen’s garden. The whole family were visiting Nanna, the children were there; worst of all; Simon was there. Everybody would know. Under the silly make-up his face flushed bright red as he remembered his sneering brother-in-law. His diaper needed to be changed again, and what a fuss everyone would make about that! Messing himself was an undeniable declaration of his acceptance of his baby status.
 
   Indeed Jessica had already been rehearsing the obvious question in her mind. She softly inquired, “Baby Daphne? Have you done another poo-poo? Have you got a dirty diaper?”
 
   The question reminded Benny of the first - or was it the second time - he had soiled his diaper for Mommy, all those months ago. It must have been the second time. He’d learned not to complain by then. Jane had come to him cooing, “What’s wrong, baby? Why the sad face? Sniff-sniff! Ohh! Oh-oh! Little Daphne has done a poo-poo, has she? A little poopie in her diaper?”
 
   Jane sniggered at his embarrassed face and in mocking sing-song tones cooed, “Oh dear me, what a baby you are! Or should I say, Baby Daphne has a dirty diaper - or would you prefer me to call it a messy diaper? I expect you would rather Mommy said, ‘baby has done number two’s.’ Wouldn’t you, sweetie? Or would ‘an accident’ sound better to you?” She pursed her perfect red lips and shook her head. “That sounds much more grown-up though, doesn’t it? Not nearly so babyish as messy or dirty. But you had a big poopy accident in your diaper, didn’t you?” He nodded, his face crimson, cringing in shame. “Maybe we should refer to that nasty smell instead?”
 
   Her brittle laughter was laced with scorn. In her most saccharine baby voice Jane demanded, “Have you done a stinky-poo diaper, then, Baby Daphne? Are you a little stinky-pants baby girl? Are you Mommy’s whiffy little stinker? I know, I’ve got a better one! Has my precious baby got a stinky-winky poo-poo parcel in her diaper for Mommy then? Well baby? What shall it be? What would you like Mommy to say, darling?”

   Benny had simply shrivelled under this merciless verbal shaming and refused to respond. Jane was so good at dragging him down, making him realise the enormity of the changes to his life, and the way normal people must now regard him. When he was with a Dom, he could savour the masochistic humiliation provided by the unique sensation of a warm squishy mess down there between his legs. He sometimes lay there masturbating in his own mess for a whole hour, describing shameful erotic scenarios he didn‘t dare try, usually till he exploded uncontrollably in his poopy wet diaper. He would then be cleaned up, shower and change, and leave the sneering Dom’s dungeon as fast as he could.
 
   The sense of humiliation after he had climaxed in a dirty wet diaper was almost unbearable. As the paying customer, he ultimately had control. But now he had no say in what happened next. Being changed by a variety of scornful women in different locations had rammed home how ashamed he should feel for soiling his diaper. ‘Why on earth was I so stupid to mess myself again here at Nanna’s house?’ Benny mentally berated himself. ‘Surely I could’ve hung on for a bit longer? Have I lost all control?’
 
   When Benny didn’t respond, Jessica repeated the question much more loudly. “Baby Daphne! Did you do poo-poos in your diaper, baby? Tell me.”
 
   With tears of shame welling in his eyes, he knelt up and begged the curious five-year-old; “Pweathe Jethica? Don’t tell on me?” The snivelling sissy wailed, “I can’t help it! Oh pweathe? The gwown-upth will all teathe me tho, if they find out that I have annuvver methy diaper.” He collapsed on all fours on the rug and implored her, “Let’th jutht pway wiv our dollieth?” What he hoped to achieve by delaying the inevitable was known only to the good Lord.
 
   Jessica gazed down at the kneeling big baby uncertainly, reluctant to be involved in any deception. But she made no move to go and tell the grown-ups. They continued playing with their dollies, Benny hoping Jessica wouldn't say anything - but acutely conscious of the nasty mess sticking to everything down there. Zoe came trotting back, tired of playing by herself on the scooter. She toddled right up beside Benny to see what he was doing with his dolly. She plonked down beside him and her nose twitched.
 
   “Eww! Baby Daphne? Have you done poo-poo?” Zoe demanded, before sniffing the air around his bottom. “Sniff-sniff! Ooo yuck! You have! You did a poo-poo! I can smell it! You big baby!” She jumped up and started running towards the house before Benny could utter a word. The three-year-old shouted in a voice loud enough for the neighbours to hear, “Nan-naaa! Aunty Ja-anne! Baby Daphne’s done another poo-poo! She’s got a dirty diaper!”

   Jessica looked at Benny and shrugged her shoulders in that Gallic way when the inevitable has already occurred. There was no escape. Benny felt crushed in spirit yet again. How could so many terrible things happen to him all on the same day? The mess, still warm, started to stink slightly. The stench of his own waste was so shameful. He reached behind him with one hand and tentatively fingered the heavy bulge down there. So soft, so squishy, so warm! He wondered who might come out to change him? He hoped it would be Mommy. As Jane had changed his poopy diapers so many times already, it felt less awkward with her than anyone else.

   He saw Helen striding out following Zoë, skipping happily ahead, obviously enjoying the situation. She was squealing at the top of her lungs like any excited three-year-old. “Nanna, Daphne did a big poo-poo in her diaper! She really is a big baby! That’s twice today! I'm a big girl and I use the potty now. Don’t I, Nanna? I’m a big girl! Aren’t I, Nanna?” Zoe sounded so self-important and confident. She danced over to where Benny was kneeling on the rug. He was in shock from the sudden turn of events and Zoë shouting the news of what he’d done to the whole neighbourhood.
 
   “Settle down, Zoe. Shh! Quieten down.” In a firmer voice Helen commanded, “Stand up, Baby Daphne.” For the second time that day Nanna subjected him to a public diaper inspection. With a sigh he assumed the required position to have his diaper checked. Feet splayed wide, crouching slightly with hands on knees, back arched, poking his stinky bottom out for easy inspection. Helen didn’t bother asking him if he’d had an accident. She simply lifted the back of his dress and petties with one hand, before pulling out the back of his plastic panties and the terry diaper with the other. "Did baby Daphne make poopies in her panties?" He remained, as ever, submissively silent, forbidden to admit the truth, waiting patiently to be checked like a true infant. Despite the obvious poopy stench, Nanna appeared to see nothing at first, and so she tried again, this time pulling back the waistband of his disposable as well. The front of his diapers, drenched from his endless dribbles, pressed warmly against his tired clittie.

   “Oh dear!” Helen clucked her tongue in remonstration. “Pooh! We have made a big mess down there! Haven’t we, little girl? Dear oh dear! Well never mind, Baby Daphne. I know you can’t help it. What a big baby you are! Fancy messing yourself twice today, with everyone visiting, the family and the children. What on earth will Uncle Simon think of you?” Helen knew how to twist the knife! “Pooh, baby! You stink! We'll have to get you changed right away. Come inside the house with Nanna and we'll take you up to the Nursery and get you sorted out.”
 
   Benny felt so infantile and helpless, the smelly evidence of his baby status nestled warmly between his cheeks. Soiling his diapers was a far more powerful confirmation of what he had become than all his toddler frocks, pacifiers, petticoats and bibs put together. Those were external; the mess in his diaper was his fault - his alone. He had done it unaided, unasked, unforced. He had demonstrated his total lack of self-control. He had shown he was prepared to be treated like this. He couldn't protest, he had to go along with Helen’s directions. Oh how he wished he’d hung on!

   He shuffled after Nanna in an even more barrel-legged waddle than usual, trying to stop the horrible mess squishing around too much down there - which only exaggerated his baby-like gait. The short flounced baby frock, an inch above the bouncing petties, swayed and bobbed merrily with his jerky motion. The pink plastic panties, almost fully exposed under that too-short dress, were stretched tight over his packed diaper. They bulged in the rear to accommodate the extra load, gleaming brightly in the afternoon sunshine. His short legs, always slender and pale, and now completely hairless, appeared somehow softer and more feminine where they disappeared into his pretty white socks. The gleaming pink Maryjanes were in stark contrast to the green grass; the sunlight glittered on his pink Alice band, making it sparkle and highlighting his platinum locks, pulled back tightly by matching pink elastic bands into two sweet bunches, the ribbon ties flip-flopping gaily around the back of his neck.

   His only comfort was the ever-present pacifier teat he wetly sucked, shiny streamers of drool glistening on his chin and trailing down onto his bib. After using the big baby soother almost constantly for months, he was practically oblivious to the effect the pacifier had on his features, already extra childish with the pussycat make-up. He looked totally ridiculous. He could sense rather than see the family gathered in the conservatory overlooking the garden, partly concealed by the shadows of the shaded room.
 
   Nanna hammered home his sense of lonely desperation as she dragged him towards the house. “The grown-ups were watching you playing with your cousins in the back yard, Daphne,” Helen cheerfully informed him. “We all saw what you were doing.” That wasn't strictly true. Helen had been chatting away to the others and out of the corner of her eye, she noticed Benny’s anguished face and his tell-tale squatting posture. She didn't think anyone else had actually noticed, until Zoë came running in to the conservatory shouting the news. Helen could see the disgusted toddler’s callous observations hadn't lessened Benny’s anxiety. The thought that Sheila and Simon might have been watching him fill his diaper, clearly horrified him!
 
   The shuffle to the conservatory took forever, or so it seemed to Benny. He stole a glance at the waiting group inside from a under a bowed head. Was that another adult standing there with Mommy? No, it couldn't be! Surely not? Nanna would never invite an outsider to a family gathering like this, not with him in his diapers and baby clothes. It would be too intrusive! His babying was a private affair, surely? They wouldn't bring an outsider here to witness his shameful treatment by the entire family! Helen would never tolerate that! Or would she? But yes, there was someone else there. Benny realised there was a tall male figure standing next to his Mommy, very close to her indeed. Did he have an arm round her waist? Who was it? He thought he recognised the self-assured stance.

   Benny shuddered in fear, thinking, ‘No, not him! It can’t be him! Not here, not now - not in front of everybody! Not when I’ve just soiled my diaper like a helpless infant! Please no?’ The soft sticky mess shifted moistly between his thighs, an unmistakeable reminder of his infantile behaviour. Helen dragged him into the room and Jake moved towards the embarrassed big baby, chuckling nastily. “Hello Benny.”
 
   Jake had been expected at the house and arrived mid-afternoon while Benny was playing with the other girls in the garden. Helen knew Jake well as an employee and a rising star of the sales team at their firm. She greeted him warmly, then introduced him to the others.
 
   Simon grinned as he greeted a fellow golf club member. “Hi buddy, how are you doing? You have a great girl in Jane, and I think our Benny - or should I say, Daphne - out there in the garden, is in for a shock when he sees you! Wait’ll you see him! He really looks like a little girl! He is quite something, let me tell you! You know all about him, of course?” Jake grinned and nodded, and Simon glanced at the television. “By the way, Jones is about to win the Grand Prix; one lap to go.” He kept half an eye on the TV and muttered, “We've had quite an amazing show from Baby Daphne today. What do say, Sheila?”
 
   Jake’s dark brown eyes swept over her lush body as Shelia cackled in agreement. “It’s so bizarre! I can’t believe anyone would let themselves be treated the way he is! Baby dresses and diapers, for Christ’s sake! And all this baby girl stuff! He really plays the part well though, toddling around and lisping when he talks, and sucking a pacifier all the time. My kids were never allowed a pacifier past the age of two, and here we have a grown man who can’t bear to be parted from his - or so it seems. When he came in to apologize to Simon after Jane spanked him - yes, that’s right! Spanked him! He wasn’t wearing any pants or a diaper. I have never seen such a tiny penis!” When she brought her giggles under control Sheila added, “But you know; I think actually he likes it, in some strange way. He certainly seems to enjoy playing with our girls, Jessica in particular. Zoë is so bossy with him, I think he’s actually a little frightened of her! Can you believe it?”

   Jane snuggled up to Jake, rubbing her palms over his broad manly chest. At six-two, he towered over her despite her massive high heels. “Come and look into the garden from the conservatory,” she urged her lover. “Daphne’s outside playing with Sheila’s girls. You can see her from there.” Helen went to the kitchen to make a drink for Jake, while Sheila and Jane escorted him out to the conservatory - where they could stand unobserved and watch Benny at play. Baby Daphne was facing away from them, tucking Nancy in her little doll’s pram, causing her to bend low - and display a flurry of frothy white petticoats and her bulging pink plastic panties.

   “Wow, that is some baby outfit! Look at that petticoat display! Oh, and those diapers and plastic panties, and pink Maryjane shoes as well!” Jake gasped in disbelief. “Wow! What a complete sissy! You showed me the pictures, Jane, but I can hardly believe my eyes! Where on earth did you get that stuff to fit him? The last time he and I were together, he was my boss. We worked together in an office, gave presentations to clients, and went on business trips together. This is all so weird! What on earth is he going to do when he knows I'm here? What will he say?”
 
   “What do think his reaction will be to learning you’re my lover, Jake?” Jane coyly asked, discretely rubbing the front of his trousers, feeling his long thick cock harden at her touch. Sheila turned her head aside and acted like she didn’t notice, trying to hide her smile.

   “I don't know,” Jake replied. “Are you sure it will be okay? He won’t get mad and fight back, or anything?””
   “What? Fight back? Her? No way!” Jane nodded towards the sissy baby kneeling on the rug. “Not dressed like that she won’t! My sissy baby will treat you with respect, call you Sir - or ‘Thir’.” She giggled. “Don’t forget; he used to masturbate while reading reams of cuckold stories, so he must like the idea. Mind you; a story is one thing. Reality is another. Anyhow, he’s heard us making love many times already.”
   “Heard you, more like!” Jake grinned disarmingly and waggled his bushy eyebrows for Sheila’s benefit.

   Jane saw Sheila grinning at them and retorted, “I shall ignore that! Who do you reckon he thinks is snoring in his old bed! My Baby Daphne had better give you a proper curtsey when she meets you, by the way. Also, you know she must only speak when spoken to. Despite all this, I expect she will try to pretend - in that silly way of hers - that it is normal somehow for a grown man to be running around in a pretty toddler frock and diapers. But when she tries to make excuses, she always ends up looking even more foolish! She tried it with Simon this morning, and ended up copping a sound spanking across my knee.”
 
 
 
Chapter 9 continued...
 
    Helen walked in carrying fresh drinks, and as they sat down she steered the conversation away from the bizarre spectacle in the garden. “I hear you and Jane met up in Milan, Jake? Is that where she talked you into coming back to work for me?”
 
    Jake smiled at the gorgeous blonde sitting beside him. He described how he bumped into Jane at an industry convention, a few weeks after Benny unexpectedly left their firm. He was unaware that she’d deliberately sought him out. Jake was naturally curious about the reason for the sudden departure of his old boss. Moreover there seemed to be nothing on the grapevine about where Benny was presently working. Jane had in turn asked about Jake’s new job, and she tried not to look too pleased when he complained about his new team. He obviously wasn’t happy working for the new company, although they did pay more. Jake didn’t mention to Helen that Jane abruptly became more vivacious than usual, and they flirted with each other for half an hour, but she gave absolutely nothing away about her current relationship.
  
    Eventually Jake grew bold enough to put a direct question to the beautiful executive. “Are you and Benny still together?” Hanging the question in the air, hoping for the right response. Jane nodded and smiled tightly, but he sensed there was something she wasn’t saying. “Are you going to Milan?” He was referring to the big trade convention the following week.
    “Might be,’ Jane replied, suddenly all coy and girly. “Are you?”
    “Yes, for sure! I really hope to see you there.” Again the hint was thrown down.
 
    Jane pursed her luscious red lips, smiled winningly and said, “I guess it is an important affair. And I would like to talk to you about something.” She nodded to herself, as if making up her mind. “I'll be there. Where are you staying? The Ritz Carlton, as usual? We could have dinner - or something else, perhaps?” She half whispered the last sentence, her dewy sapphire eyes full of promise. As Jake swallowed and nodded, he thought he’d never experienced such an easy and obvious offer - and from his ex-boss’s wife, as well!
 
    Jake met Jane in the lobby on the first day. He sidled up beside her and asked, “Dinner tonight?”
    “Of course! Why do you think I came to Milan and put up with that wretched airport nonsense?” They went to the opening ceremony, listened to dull speeches, then escaped to the bar. As soon as she had him alone, Jane asked, “Would you like to come back and work for our company?” She watched his dark brown eyes harden.
 
    “Not if your husband is coming back! Fuck that! I’ll never work under that dickhead again!” Jake swore.
     Jane smiled and shook her head. “I’m offering you Benny’s old job - head of sales - at his starting salary. You’ll have one year to prove your true worth.”
 
    Jake knew Benny had been earning twice what he did. “I’ll take it!” He placed his drink on the small table and instead of shaking her hand to seal the deal, he impulsively kissed her. When the statuesque blonde backed away after a moment and pressed her fingers to her lips, he grinned and apologised. “Oops! Sorry! I don’t want to harass a work colleague. Do I?”
 
     “Well… Not here where anyone can see, anyway,” Jane demurred, but her sapphire eyes glowed with desire. They eventually managed to slip away separately and discretely from colleagues, clients and hangers-on, who seemed intent on drinking the night away. Glancing around like nervous teenagers, they disappeared into his suite.
 
     He had taken care to book one of the best rooms in the hotel. How he intended to swing it on his expenses, he wasn't quite sure. But then he remembered - he would be resigning as soon as he returned home, ready to return to Jane’s company. To his surprise - and delight - Jane wasn't the slightest bit shy. She unzipped the rear of her grey silk sheath dress and it slid down her voluptuous body with a sibilant whisper of promise. He gasped at her fantastic figure, her shapely curves enhanced by exquisite lingerie. The shiny gunmetal-grey bra flecked with expensive black lace pushed up her massive breasts in blatant invitation and her matching high-cut satin panties pouched her prominent vulva so snugly, a little curl of light brown hair had escaped, like a tiny inverted question mark on her milk-white thigh.
 
    She lay languorously across the extra large bed with the tip of her index finger in her mouth, noisily sucking her painted red nail like a horny teenage slut on a first date. She rubbed her whispering calves together and her black silk stockings glinted in the dim light of the bedside lamp, accentuated by the menacing black stilettos she had rather kinkily left on. She looked like a gorgeous sex goddess out of some porno film, and he tried not to leer at the fabulous sight. He kicked off his shoes and removed his shirt, his bulging pecs hard and stomach flat from regular workouts at the gym. Gently at first, Jake used his experienced hands to arouse and stimulate her beautiful body. He whispered compliments about her silky-soft skin in her ear as he nibbled the fleshy lobe, all the while stroking her heavy meaty breasts.
 
    He unfastened her bra one-handed and peeled away the lace-trimmed undergarment , freeing those massive mounds to bounce and jiggle against his hands. Her thimble-sized nipples grew stiffly erect under his teasing fingers until she gasped in pleasure/pain. Jane considered asking him to suck on her breasts, but she was already so aroused! Plus, she preferred her baby girl to nurse on her titties these days. Baby Daphne was so good at that!
 
    Jake kissed her, deeply, wetly, passionately, as his fingers trailed down her fluttering stomach to the top of her panties. Slowly sliding down, down, down - until they reached the damp gusset, making maddeningly little circles over her parting labia and stiffening love-button. Jane was soon moaning in desire and trying to release his hard member from the confines of his trousers. Eventually in light-hearted frustration, she commanded, “Oh Jake! Pull it out! Put it in me now!”
 
    When Jake’s expression hardened and he withdrew slightly, Jane instantly changed tack, begging him like a little girl. “Please? I need it. Please Jake, pretty please?” She pouted at him coquettishly with a pleading smile as she stretched out on her back.
    “Tell me what you want,” he commanded.
    “I want you! I want your cock!” As soon as she moaned the rude word, he grinned and unzipped his trousers and loosened his belt.
 
    Realising dirty talk turned him on, Jane whispered, “I need your cock! Please show it to me? Ohh! What a beautiful, big hard cock! Oh please, put it in me? Shove that big hard cock inside me?” She threw her arms over her head and spread her bent knees wide, showing him her most secret of places. Jake tore off her tiny panties and fell on her like a man possessed. Jane was so wet and open, he slid all the way to the hilt inside her with his first savage thrust. She responded by climaxing on the spot, clutching her lover’s hard muscular body like a castaway clinging to a lifeboat. After twenty minutes and three climactic orgasms - for Jane - Jake - still ramrod hard - slowly withdrew. “Do we need a little rest?” she breathlessly queried, a teasing smile on her glowing damp face.
 
    “Well, let’s say its half-time,” he joshed, struggling to control his breathing - and his pounding heart.
    “Oh no! We’re playing American football tonight. That was the only first quarter,” was her witty response. Jane reached down and clutched the hard throbbing length of him, guiding the spongy purple head towards her welcoming receptacle. “But at half time, we might order some champagne to celebrate. What do you think, Jake? Will it be six-nil, or six-one?” She laughed at his forbidding expression. “But we don't want to exhaust our friend down here too soon, do we? I assume he is a good striker and can score more than one goal in a game?

    Jake might have noticed she was mixing soccer and American football terms but was more fascinated by her hunger. While she apparently seemed willing to let him be the dominant male and take the lead, he somehow sensed she was subtly in control. Jane knew what she wanted and intended getting it. He was always conscious of who she was and her position in the firm, he realised he had to put on a good performance. Something - he didn't know quite what - was at stake. This was definitely no ‘wham-bam thank you ma’am,’ one-night stand. She had insisted on Beluga Caviar to go with the Dom Perignon 1998 at half-time. Jake’s current boss certainly wouldn't sign off on that - ‘Not unless I scored some huge orders at the conference,’ he thought. Then he grinned. ‘Who cares. I’ll give them two weeks notice as soon as I get back.’

    As they sipped the ice cold champagne Jane started to tell him about Benny. She complained that her husband had been hopeless in bed, but they had recently started a new lifestyle which suited him - and her - much better. “No, he doesn't know I’m here with you, Jake - but that doesn't really matter. I will probably tell him in due course. We have an arrangement now. I still love Daph- Benny - in a way - and I don’t want my marriage to break down.” Jane glanced hungrily at his thick semi-stiff member and licked her lips. “But I need this,” she admitted, “and I’ve needed it for some time.” She put down her empty flute and she leant down and started to caress him into action again.
 
    “I think the whistle has gone to start the second half,” she purred throatily as his swelling member grew to full size in her fist. So long, and so thick! It was so hard and so hot! Like a bar of molten steel! She released him and stretched out on the bed again, dressed only in her lace-top silk stockings and her grey suspender belt, teasing him. “Of course it’s only the start of the season, and we don't want to get relegated. Do we?”
 
    Jake had been exhausted by the end of the night. He had climaxed inside her twice, about his limit for one evening. He lost count of her orgasms. Jane was insatiable, but so desirable! The next day he was disappointed to find the magnificent beauty had disappeared, flying home early. The text message he received read enigmatically; “Sorry. Had to race home to look after my baby. The Nanny said she was missing me terribly. Hope to have a rematch v soon.” What on earth did that mean? Had she and Benny recently adopted a child?

    Jake quit his job and two weeks later, came to work for Helen’s company again. That was the start of his and Jane’s affair. The first month, Jane met him discreetly a few times at some London hotels, normally in the afternoon so she could race home afterwards and relieve Emma. That was where she told Jake intriguing snippets about Benny’s new life. Then after a few more weeks of afternoon dalliances, she invited him to spend the night with her at her home. He had the bizarre experience of making her cum and cum again in the family bed - while apparently Benny was lying in the adjacent bedroom the whole time! Jake, who normally moved on to a new conquest after a month or two, was intrigued by her endless stream of revelations about Benny’s bizarre fetishes.
 
    There was always the promise of something new, something exciting around the corner with Jane. She had a fantastic body and her lovemaking was enthusiastic - as good as Jake had enjoyed for ages. But the perverse arrangement involving Benny - until now unseen, but always there in the background - gave them both a huge erotic kick. As Jane slowly let Jake get closer and closer to meeting Benny, each lovemaking session brought some new exciting twist. Eventually he found himself invited here to Helen’s, ready to meet Benny in the flesh dressed as a baby girl, to witness the strangest events of his life.
 
     Benny stared at the tall imposing man resentfully. Why did it have to be him? Jake had worked for Benny until - well, shortly before he had become a full-time baby. Jake was everything Benny wasn’t - tall, handsome, successful, masculine, good at his job - indeed so good that he had quit out of sheer frustration, caused by working for such an incompetent boss. He had shone where Benny had failed, or that’s how it felt to Benny, who had become progressively worried that Jake would be promoted over him.
 
     On a social level, handsome Jake was a well-known flirt, a regular seducer of attractive women. The further his reputation spread in the milieu in which they both worked and played, the more the women seemed to flock to him and compete for his favours. His success at work with the customers, coupled with the large orders that seemed to effortlessly come his way, earned him a level of respect and popularity Benny could never hope to attain. Moreover he started to let Benny know indirectly that he had no respect for him, as a manager or even as a man. He succeeded in making Benny feel more and more inadequate.

    Benny had been privately relieved when Jake announced he was leaving, but then he realised his colleagues might be disgruntled over losing such a great salesman and a popular member of their team. They started to despise him for failing to keep Jake in the firm. He felt like his very job was on the line, despite the fact that he had married the founder’s daughter. The final insult to Benny came when, as soon as Jake was hired by a rival firm in a very senior position, he cheekily pinched Benny’s old secretary Marilyn to go work for him.

    Now Benny had to face up to the reality that Jake was Jane’s lover - clearly a very satisfactory lover; standing there in front of him supremely confident as usual. He obviously relished being invited into the family mansion; being fully accepted into the house of a powerful businesswoman like Helen. Benny, once a big shot businessman himself (or so he liked to think), and Jake’s former boss, cowered there dressed in baby girl clothes, being treated as an inconsequential child - and for good measure, his dirty diaper badly needed changing!

     Jane squeezed Jake’s hand, unaware she was holding her breath as she watched for Benny’s reaction. This had been a long planned coup, and it was progressing even better than Jane had imagined. Sheila’s unexpected offer to do his face with childish make-up - and the unexpected added humiliation of another dirty diaper - had placed Benny in the worst possible position to meet the real man who was cuckolding him.

    Jane ached with hunger for Jake, and she could hardly wait till she got him home. She longed to feel his thick hard cock inside her again, she burned to have those strong hands explore every inch of her body, stroking and stimulating her in places she didn't know could be so erotic. She wanted to be filled with him down there, her slick wet muscles gripping his pulsating manhood as it pounded in and out of her slippery kitten, the spongy head riding blissfully over her super-sensitive G-spot, her breasts swollen with lust and her nipples hard as buttons as his tongue filled her mouth. She would scream out as she climaxed time and time again, knowing that her sissified husband lay awake in helpless frustration in his crib in the next room, listening to her cries of pleasure. All this would be made infinitely worse for him by the realization that it was his former junior at work reaping such wonderful rewards in their former marital bed.
 
 
    Tonight she planned to leave the bedroom doors wide open, so Benny would be able to hear, tantalizingly, nearly everything - but not quite everything, as Jake undressed her and slowly, oh so slowly, made beautiful foreplay - before she started to let the world hear what a great man with a huge cock and the stamina of a racehorse could do for her. The thought of her husband subjected to such extreme humiliation in the very next room, locked in his baby’s crib, would make the night one of unparalleled pleasure.
  
     She and Helen had formulated a plan to fit the chastity device on Daphne today. Jane sensed her infantile husband was almost ready to sacrifice his pathetic erections in his submissive desire to have her control his baby pleasure. Tonight she wanted him lying in his crib in a complete agony of frustration, while she enjoyed herself over and over again. She knew from previous encounters that Daphne usually played with her clittie while Jake made love to her. They could always hear him via the baby monitor she bought before she let Jake come to visit.
 
    Jane didn’t want her lover to know there were several cameras permanently mounted in her bedroom and Daphne’s Nursery. Once she discovered how much she enjoyed ‘reviewing’ her sexual activities, she had decided to record everything - without letting the participants know. The baby monitor was made from colourful plastic and sat on top of Daphne’s dresser next to the crib, and the receiver was on Jane‘s bedside table. They could clearly hear the rustling and wriggling sounds coming from the Nursery, building in a steady rhythm on the noisy plastic mattress cover as he pumped his tiny member into his sodden diaper. They could hear his high-pitched squeaks of excitement and the occasional wordless baby babble muffled by his dum-dums. While he was pumping inside her, Jake used to make her giggle with his breathless caustic comments about Benny’s masturbation habits and his sexual inadequacy.
 
    Benny could only stand there struck dumb with shock, silent, unable to speak, barely able to comprehend this new shame in front of everyone. Of course it was Zoë as ever whose loud voice cut through to his consciousness, adding, if that were possible, to his agony. “Baby Daphne’s done a poo-poo in her diaper and she needs changing, Aunty Jane.”

    Benny suddenly realised he was still sucking his pacifier in front of Jake. He snatched it from his mouth in a whirl of confusion, only to let it dangle from the ribbon in front of him; a visible reminder of his infantile sucking habit. Thoughts whirled round his head in a mad jumble. Words left him, his vision locked onto Jake’s big masculine hand curled around Jane’s hip. He stared at the two of them, not really seeing, not comprehending what was happening or what he should be doing.

    “Good heavens! Where are your manners, Daphne?” When Jane quietly rebuked him, it didn't register. He had to do something, but what? Even the slightly more threatening, “Come on, Daphne! Don’t be naughty!” hovered threateningly around him, producing no response and making him seem disobedient.

    Helen, sensing his shock, came to Daphne’s rescue “Come on, you silly girl! Remember your manners? You know you must curtsey when you meet anyone older than yourself.” Too late Benny realised he had forgotten one of Mommy’s strictest rules. He started fumbling with his fingers round the hem of his dress and was about to stumble into a quick drop when Jane cut in.
 
    “Daphne, I'm surprised at you! You forgetful little thing! You must remember your manners, young lady! You know how much importance Mommy attaches to etiquette.” Jane scowled at him and shook her head in disappointment, before announcing, “You can give everyone here a proper punishment curtsey. That will help my silly baby girl to remember in future.”

    No! Not punishment curtseys! Not here; not to Jake! No, not that? It had been Emma the Nanny who had drilled him endlessly at home, till she was satisfied he could do perform them perfectly. Hardly a day went by when she didn't find some reason to make him drop a half dozen or so punishment curtseys to her, or save them up for Jane when she returned home from work. They were such a simple way to hammer home his sissy vulnerability.

    “Mommy?” Pleading, softly imploring, in a voice that in that one simple word begged for him to be let off. Begged for understanding, begged for some compassion. There was none.
     “Be careful, young miss!” Jane glanced meaningfully at Jake beside her. “Or someone around here might be asked to take you across his knee when we get home.” She knew the mere threat would quell any thoughts of rebellion.
 
    She had laughed once when at dinner together before a night of erotic passion in the bedroom next to the Nursery, Jake had said how much he was looking forward to giving his former boss a good hand-spanking across his knee. “I want him naked - stark naked; perhaps hot and wet from the bath, so it stings even more,” Jake snarled. “I really want to make him cry - cry real tears of pain and humiliation!” Jane had been slightly worried by this glimpse of Jake’s sadistic side, but she hadn't dwelt on it.

    Gulping helplessly, Benny tried to marshal his thoughts; shocked that the routine for Punishment Curtseys hovered dangerously close to a mental vacuum. He had to get it right. Strangely the shame of what he had to do only dimly worried him. “Aunty Jane, what’s a Punishment Curtsey?” Jessica piped up, finding it slightly hard to say the strange words.
 
    Jane thought for a moment and replied, “When you are naughty, Jessica, I expect you have to go to your room or sit on the naughty stool or something, till you promise to be good. You know? Well, we do the same to our Daphne here, when she’s been naughty. We have a little range of punishments that help remind her not to be naughty again.”
    “But what is a curtsey?

    “Oh, I see what you mean. We make her do them, to remind Baby Daphne that she is a little girl. Not even a proper little girl, but a baby, really - and certainly not a proper grown-up anymore. So we use a slightly old-fashioned idea to help her remember her baby status. It also makes it clear to anyone Daphne meets, that she is no longer a grown-up - but a silly baby. In the old days small girls always had to curtsey for grown-ups, so we make Daphne do it for anyone who is older than her. You’ll see what it is in a moment, a sort of ballet movement. A Punishment Curtsey is a more refined version.”

    ‘No it isn’t! It’s pure humiliation for Benny,’ thought Jane with malicious satisfaction. ‘Rather nice, though,’ she giggled to herself ‘especially with Simon and Jake here to make it so much worse!’

    “Aunty Jane, is Baby Daphne supposed to be younger than me? I’m three and a quarter now,” Zoë chirped.
    “Well I suppose she is, as she likes to pretend she’s not quite three.”
    “But Aunty Jane? She didn't do a curtsey for me,” Zoe struggled a little with the word, “when she came in this morning. Was that very naughty?”
    “Yes it was! When it is your turn to receive her Punishment Curtsey, you can ask Daphne to do extra ones if you like, to remind her that you are older than she is.”

    Jake interrupted their dialogue to ask, “Jane, should I give Benny his present before he does the curtseys? Your sissy might want to try it on first.” He said this with a heartless smile, picking up the small parcel that had been lying on a table unnoticed.  
 
    Jane saw the pink wrapping paper with yellow fluffy chicks all over it; all neatly secured with a big bow of pink satin ribbon. “Good idea. But her name is Baby Daphne, darling. There is no Benny.” She knew what it contained but was keen to see Benny’s reaction to Jake’s present. It was definitely a splendid idea to give him Jake’s gift before the curtseys.

    Only two weeks ago at home in the marital bed Jane had been panting hard, recovering from her third shattering climax while Jake, still hard, weight on elbows gently tongued her ear when the rhythmic rustling noises came over the baby monitor. Benny was playing with himself again and his plastic panties rustled noisily on the plastic mattress cover through the pretty lamb-embossed crib sheet with his rhythmic motions. “Your husband is spanking his monkey again,” grinned Jake
 
    “Baby Daphne is playing with her sissy clittie, you mean? She asked Mommy for permission to have a little play tonight. I’ve told the silly baby time and again; we can hear her quite clearly when she does it! I told her you - I mean you, Jake, my lover - planned on visiting tonight. I asked her if she was sure she really wanted to play with herself, when we could both hear her so clearly? I told Daphne what a really babyish thing it was to do, to play with her clittie when she could be overheard by grown-ups. But she looked all desperate and pathetic, as usual. ‘Aren’t you ashamed of yourself?’ I said to her, ‘Fancy wanting to play with yourself when a real man is making love to your wife! Real men don't need to masturbate, they have sex with proper women!’ But she begged me to let her have a play, so I gave her a bottle of scented baby lotion to rub on her little clittie, which is the way she apparently prefers to satisfy herself.”

    Pushing Jake off her, Jane bossily commanded, “Get off me and lie on your back. I'll ride you until you cum, you randy bugger.” They swapped positions and Jane straddled him with a leer. She grabbed hold of his slick wet cock and slowly lowered herself down onto that wonderful proud ramrod.
 
    Jake croaked, “Oh Jane! You’re too much! I'll need to cum soon, but don’t worry! I’ll recharge while I go soft inside you. I’m going to fuck you all night, again and again, till you beg me to stop.” Jane paused her gyrations for a moment, kneeling with her back arched and her tawny blonde hair brushing the mattress, savouring his throbbing hardness deep inside her while Jake’s outstretched fingers played with her sensitive swollen nipples.

    The rustling noises from the Nursery increased in pace, matching their own exertions. Jane wondered what humiliating fantasy Benny must be enjoying as he played with himself in his diaper, knowing he was being cuckolded in the next room, in his own bed, under his own roof. The real magic of the situation was that Jane and Jake were supremely confident Benny would never do anything to interfere. They knew the submissive sissy was incapable of intervening, although physically there were no restraints preventing him from doing so. They knew with absolute assurance that he lacked the courage to object. He had been reduced to lying in his barred crib dressed and diapered like a baby girl, with his dollies and his pacifier to take his mind off the events in the next room.

    Soon he would know it was Jake. Jane was certain Benny would be absolutely distraught when he found out. But he would helpless to do anything about it. She suddenly felt the need to check their plans. “Are you still okay to come over Sunday week, after lunch to my Mom’s?
   “Can’t wait! You know I'm dying to see his face when he finds out it’s me. He will be in full baby girl mode, won’t he? Diapers and dresses, and everything?” He guffawed when Jane grinned and nodded. “What a nightmare it will be for him, in front of your whole family and all.”

    “Of course she’ll be diapered and dressed in a toddler frock, Jake! Daphne always is, these days! You know that! Anyway, I have a really pretty outfit for her that she hasn’t worn yet. One that will make Baby Daphne look both super-cute and sissy-babyish. We could arrange for her to have a dirty diaper for you, as well. Shall I give her a suppository to be sure?”
    “Ugh!” he grunted. “That won’t be necessary. No, don’t do that!” That wasn't an attractive part of all this, to Jake’s way of thinking. “I was wondering, should I bring him a present? Something like a doll, or something that would really unsettle him?” Jake was always coming up with clever ideas to make life worse for Benny.

    Jane slowly eased up and down on that wondrous hardness buried impossibly deep inside her as she thought about it. She gasped breathlessly, “Maybe some frilly rumba panties, really sissy baby ones, plastic-lined.”
   “Sounds great! But where do I buy them? Not at M&S, I guess!”
   “That’s easy! There are thousands of adult baby panties on the web. Check Ebay. I can send you a few links, but Daphne owns quite a few already. She wears them pretty much every day. Oh! Ohh! Ohhh!” Jane was distracted for a moment by the waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Her cries of ecstasy echoed around the room.
 
   She waited until the post-orgasmic shivers slowed before attempting to continue. She pursed her luscious red lips in thought before an inspiration hit her; “I know! A baby’s bonnet! For some reason, Daphne really doesn't like them! They seem to shame her more than anything else, but I don't know why. We've had more trouble getting her to wear a bonnet than almost anything. To tell the truth, Emma has pretty well given up on bonnets. Instead she’s gone for the Alice band and bunches look. But if you gave Daphne some bonnets, she would hate it even more, and -”
 
   Jane paused, then tossed him an evil smile. “You can insist she wear them - on pain of an across-the-knee spanking! That’s a great idea - a double-whammy! The most humiliating thing in the world given to my sissy baby by my lover! What a superb idea!” The sadistic thought caused a tsunami of pleasure to flow through her body, lighting up her soul. She didn’t bother trying to restrain her shrieks of passion. She rode that iron-hard pillar of flesh which seemed to fill her to capacity, her copious juices trickling down over his bouncing genitals.

    When her impassioned cries grew quiet, Jake gasped, “And where, pray tell, do I buy a baby bonnet for a grown man?”
   “No problem!” Jane panted, her beautiful face aglow and her sapphire eyes shining. “My friend Cath is Daphne’s dressmaker. She will make them for you. She’s great! I'll give you her email address and her phone number. She’ll think it a hoot when you tell her who you are - and who the bonnets are for. It’ll cost you, though. Cath doesn’t work cheap.”
 
   Jane eyed the parcel Jake proffered to Benny. She hadn't seen the contents, but she knew her boyfriend had gone to great lengths to purchase two frilly bonnets and a sun hat for everyday wear. Various text and email conversations between dedicated sissy-babies had elicited the type of bonnet the sissy found most humiliating. Jane knew Daphne’s hat size and had found a couple of sissy adult-baby cartoons by Curtis which seemed to embody the very thing Benny hated most, and she emailed them to Cath as a suggested style. 
 
 
Chapter 10. Mommy’s Baby
 
    “Fank you.” As Benny meekly accepted the gaily wrapped present, he guessed it contained baby pants. It was the wrong shape or weight for a teddy bear or a new dolly, and it felt soft and crinkly - as though it contained clothing. He looked to Mommy to see if he should open it now, and Jane nodded permission, smiling in sadistic anticipation. He inhaled deeply and his nostrils twitched when he caught a whiff of his diaper. The stinky sticky mess between his legs begged for a change, but that was currently a distant prospect. As he plucked at the ribbon, the parcel unwrapped. Spilling aside tissue paper, he revealed two pairs of white nylon rumba panties, one with baby-pink lace frills, the other blue lace-frilled - complete with crinkling plastic inner linings in typical baby style.
 
    There was something else in the parcel, but Benny first had to hold up the white rumba panties and shake them out, showing everyone so they could admire the gorgeous coloured lace ruffles shimmering across the seat. Sensing from the smiles and murmured comments around the room that the shameful panties met with everyone’s approval, he pulled back the next bit of tissue paper, fully expecting another pair of rumbas. A length of blue and pink satin ribbon emerged, attached to a heavier piece of baby pink cribton, and he spied the embroidered word ‘Baby.’ He suddenly recognised what it was when he spotted the stiff peak of the bonnet.

     He was holding the cutest pink baby bonnet, with fitted sides so it would hug the sides of the wearer’s face in a very old-fashioned style. It was finished off with a broad curved stiffened peak. The pink material had the words ‘Baby Daphne’ embossed on it in blue silk, and the bonnet was completed by dangling blue and pink satin ribbons to secure it under his chin. He paled as he realised the terrible implications of this, the most shaming article of baby wear imaginable, being presented to him by none other than his former employee, Jake. But there was more.
 
    Pulling aside the tissue paper, Benny found another bonnet in the same pink satin material as his dress. In pink satin trimmed with white, but this time it repeated the teddy bear and maypole motif of his dress. Ridiculously childish! No, not childish - utterly babyish and old-fashioned! When he was tied in this bonnet, it would complete his humiliation and destroy any remaining vestige of his ego.

    The last item was a cribton hat, a child’s sun hat, in baby blue but otherwise plain - but again complete with long dangling satin ribbons to tie under the chin. Jake picked it up to show the others. “This one’s for everyday outings; although I think active little girls like your Daphne should be properly bonneted at all times. The traditional ones may be a bit much for a shopping expedition to Tesco,” conceded Jake, as if this silly child’s sun hat with the shiny tie ribbons could possibly look normal on an adult male in public. Benny gulped nervously in panic, his fingers trembling. Did a small squirt of something escape into his diaper, adding to the mess already there? Was it from the front or from the back? He couldn’t tell.
 
    The sun hat was almost a mirror of the one he’d had to wear all those years ago. The summer he’d turned twelve. A very immature twelve, as his darling Mommy had always overprotected him. She had produced the juvenile sun hat during a hot spell and made him wear it to school. Inevitably he had been teased about the childish garment. “It’s a baby’s bonnet,” someone had cried. “You must be a baby!” The mocking and jeering started and didn’t stop all day.
 
    On the way home from school, a group of bigger girls from his class had hassled him. They started to tease him and pursued him down the street, and he had to run away from them to escape. It had been a lengthy chase and after he gave them the slip, he had a long walk home. While he hurried back to Mommy’s house, knowing she would be worried because he was late, the need to pee grew stronger and stronger.
 
    In the street before his front drive, he had to stop and bend at the waist, pressing his knees together to halt the threatening flow. When he stood twitching spastically at the front door, he couldn't find his key in his satchel. The more he hunted in panic, the worse the need became. So near, yet so far. In desperation he rang the bell with a sharp pain lancing his groin. After hours or so it seemed, Mommy opened the front door. “Darling!” she cried. “Have you lost your key?
 
    Relief at making it home made him lose concentration for a second. There was a sharp tingle at the point of his peenie, then it flooded out, right there in front of Mommy! The light grey regulation short flannel trousers beloved by English private schools, turned a darker shade as the wetness spread downwards and outwards, making a huge moist patch across the front of his shorts.

    The stream, barely contained, ran down his legs in rivulets, soaking into his socks and shoes, before splattering noisily on the porch step. Mommy put her hand to her mouth and cried, “Oh my little darling! You poor thing!” He burst into tears. She was all over him, consoling him, telling him not worry, not to cry. “Shh, honey. It’s alright. You just had a little accident. Shh, don’t cry. Mommy will sort you out! Come with me, darling. Mommy will clean you up." Wet and desperately ashamed, he let her take his hand and lead him upstairs. Not to the main bathroom, but her en suite.
 
    He loved Mommy’s bedroom - it was soft and pink and feminine, like her. She used to let him help her tidy up and put away her clothes sometimes, and fold up her silky undies and reverently place them in the correct drawers. She quickly removed his wet things in the bathroom and ran a scented bath for her distressed child. His sobs slowly came under control and the tears stopped flowing. When he was naked, she wiped his face gently with a soft moist tissue with a faintly familiar fragrance. As he recovered in the warm scented bubbly bath, she busied herself in the bedroom, chatting to him through the open door.

    “You must have a chill. You know, down there. It happens sometimes and causes you to lose control. Don’t worry! Mommy isn’t cross with her precious baby.” He tried to tell her about the girls chasing him and teasing him about his bonnet, but she didn't seem to take much notice. “You may have a little problem for a few days, so Mommy will keep you out of school. I’ll stay home and look after you. No school for my precious baby tomorrow.” That sounded good.
 
    She helped him out of the bath and wrapped him in a big pink fluffy towel, so comforting, so secure. “Let’s get you ready for tea. You can order your favourite pizza tonight. Okay?” She offered as she guided him to her bed. Not really understanding what he saw, she sat him down on another towel. After making sure every inch of him was patted dry, she pushed him onto his back. It wasn't a towel. No, surely not? Not a diaper?

    “Don’t worry!” Mommy crooned when he tried to sit up. She sprinkled some perfumed talc on his genitals and between his legs. “We'll keep you safe and dry for a few days, until your little problem goes away. Shh, darling. It’s alright. Just lie back like when you were little,” she lovingly whispered, as the diaper front was brought up between his legs. The soft fluffy cloth wrapped around his genitals felt so snug and warm. From somewhere safety pins appeared, and then some rustling plastic panties. Up his legs they went. All the while Mommy’s voice was kind and soothing. “No school tomorrow, no homework, and you can sleep in Mommy’s bed tonight. Okay sweetie?”
 
    Oh how he loved to snuggle up to Mommy in her big warm bed! He often got up early in the morning and crept into her roomy bed, and she would sleepily cuddle him close to her warm body through her silky-soft nightie. Tonight Mommy was promising he could spend the whole night with her! Boyish objections to being diapered evaporated in the joy of sleeping next to Mommy. Anyway, the diaper sort of felt nice! Snug, safe, secure. He kind of liked it!
 
    She popped a t-shirt on him and chuckled, “You won’t need any pants. Anyway, none of your trousers or shorts would fit over that diaper! Will they?” She led him downstairs and ordered dinner. They watched telly together as he ate the pizza, and when he said he needed to do a wee-wee, she asked, “Oh, are you feeling better? You’d better hurry, darling, in case you have another accident.” As he waddled towards the downstairs loo, a mischievous thought occurred to him. ‘No school, no homework, Mommy’s bed - all dependant on me suffering ‘a chill’ down there. Hmm.’

    He tried wetting the diaper before he got to the toilet, but the strange circumstances meant he couldn't relax and let go. He shuffled into the bathroom and stood there over the bowl for a whole minute before the wee began trickling out. It was so hot! The flow suddenly increased to full force, splashing warmly round his peenie and the tops of his thighs. It felt lovely!
 
    As he concentrated on the warm wetness seeping down between his legs towards the rear, he didn’t hear his mother quietly step into the hallway behind him. In his preoccupied state he’d forgotten to close the door properly, and his Mom could make out what her naughty little boy was doing. She slipped back into the lounge room before he finished, giving no hint she knew what he’d been up to. Waddling back to the lounge, Benny acted all contrite. “Mommy! I had… I had an accident.” He tried to look appropriately downcast and apologetic. “Sorry Mommy. I didn’t make it in time."
 
   “Aw! That’s okay! Never mind. Come here to Mommy.” She smiled knowingly as he crawled into her lap, and she cuddled him close, telling him not to worry. “Little accidents happen sometimes when Mommy’s baby isn’t feeling well.” That word ‘baby’ again. She gently batted his thighs apart and then patted the bulging crotch of his baby panties in a strangely reassuring rhythm. Her cupped fingers made that ‘thwack-thwack-thwack’ sound, like sweet music to his ears. “Anyway, that’s a lovely thick diaper you’re wearing. I’m sure it will handle a couple of wettings. So you just relax, baby, and Mommy will change you at bedtime. Alright darling?”
 
    When it was his bedtime Mommy took his hand and led him up to her bedroom. He wasn’t surprised to see a fresh diaper already laid out on her bed ready and waiting for him. “Lie down honey, and we’ll get you out of that wet diaper.” He lay down, centring his bottom over the appropriate place, and he noticed the plastic bottle of powder and the tub of wipes on the side table. “Lift that botty for Mommy.” She drew his plastic panties down over his diaper and to his knees, then sang, “Bottom down and legs in the air.”
 
    Benny didn’t know what to think when Mommy unpinned his saturated diaper. She didn’t seem to mind he’d wet himself several times, and she was all smiles and sunshine as she wiped him down with some cool moist baby wipes. When she rubbed in the powder his little peenie started to react, and despite his embarrassment, it was unbelievably arousing. Mommy drew up the front of his diaper and pinned it in place before things got too mortifying, thank God.
 
    Her smile was unreadable when she drew a fresh pair of baby panties over his clean diaper - pink ones, this time. For some reason the thought of wearing pink plastic panties only made him harder. Mommy helped him sit up and pulled his t-shirt over his head. “You can’t wear that to bed, honey-bunny. Here, put this on. Arms up.” She fed his hands into the sleeves of a pastel-pink nightgown, made from silky nylon, and he shivered in delight when it liquidly slid down over his body. He plucked at the white lace trimming the hip-length hem as she asked, “Do you like it?”
 
    He nodded, almost too overwhelmed to speak. “Oh yes! Yes Mommy,” he gasped. She smiled tenderly and nodded, then pulled back the bedcovers.
    “Hop into Mommy’s bed and lie down.” When he obeyed, she pulled the covers up to his chin. “I have to tidy up downstairs. I’ll come up to bed in about half an hour. Try to get some sleep, baby.”
 
    Benny resisted the urge to reach down and caress the front of his baby panties, knowing Mommy would be able to see what he was doing under the covers. “Yes Mommy. Goodnight, Mommy.” He contented himself with running his fingers across his chest, stroking the deliciously slinky nightie front.
    “Goodnight, honey-bunny.”
    “I love you, Mommy.”
    “I love you too, my darling baby.” He couldn’t understand why her tender smile was tinged with sadness.
 
    After he heard her footsteps disappear down the hall, he reached down and caressed the front of his diaper. The two layers of double-sided terrycloth made it hard to stimulate the right places, so he reached inside his baby panties, into his diaper. His pee-pee was so hard, and it felt so good when he gripped the shaft in his fist and rubbed it harder and harder. All of a sudden something weird happened. It was almost like he was wetting his diaper, but the pleasure was so intense, he almost passed out. He jerked and twitched in Mommy’s bed, gasping for breath. When he pulled his hand out of his diaper, his palm and fingers were wet and sticky. He stuck his hand back inside his baby panties and wiped his fingers clean on the front of his dry diaper, and lay back exhausted.
 
    He was asleep by the time Mommy joined him in bed. He rolled against her lush body in his sleep, so warm and cosy, and he buried his face between her soft cushiony breasts, feeling so completely loved. When she tried to roll away from him his lips brushed over her nipple, and he instinctively tried to latch on. Fortunately for her, her nightgown was in the way, and she peeled his face away from her teat and reached for the bedside table. When she gently popped the nipple of a pacifier in his mouth, he didn't protest. He suckled contentedly on the soothing rubber teat, drifting in and out of sleep. When he was fast asleep, she noticed he automatically popped it back in again after it fell out.
 
    The next morning he was wet again and she soothed him as she undressed him. She cleaned his bottom and bits, and pinned another diaper on him. This time she found some prettier plastic pants, covered in white nylon, with three rows of frilly pink lace ruffles on the back. She then produced from somewhere what she called a child’s smock, but it looked suspiciously like a cribton toddler dress, especially as it was more pink than baby blue, and covered with dancing pink teddies. It didn't fully cover the diaper and frilly panties either, leaving his infantile underwear poking out obviously underneath.
 
    He shuffled over to Mommy’s vanity mirror and turned his back, glancing over his shoulder to check out the rear view. He could see the pink lace ruffles poking out below the hem. He twisted his body from side to side, twirling his hips and making the brief hem fly up around his tummy. He smiled in delight at the effect. He didn’t see his mother smiling at his instinctive feminine actions. He tried half-heartedly to object, but rather too readily accepted her explanation that since he was at home with Mommy, who was giving him so much special attention, he shouldn't fuss so much.

   It had been a perfect sissy day for Baby Benny. His Mommy doted on him, baked him his favourite cakes, and even sat him down and fed him at lunch time. He let it happen. To be fed was a sign that Mommy would do anything for him! His diaper was changed after lunch when she checked and found him wet again. She gave him his pacifier to suck while she changed him, and she didn’t seem to mind when he kept it in his mouth when they returned to the living room. He loved that day. It was calm, serene and magical. That night in her bed, she freshly diapered him and slipped the pink shortie nightie over his head again. Mommy had hinted that normally these chills cleared up after twenty-four hours - but if it didn’t, she would have to take him in his diaper and pretty smock to see the doctor tomorrow.
 
   Unsurprisingly he was dry the next morning, and he found himself back in his normal clothes for the day. Mommy had also hinted that these little problems might occasionally recur, and he thought they probably might, too - in a week or two. Somehow though everything was agreed without anything being said. Benny knew his darling Mommy was indulging him, allowing him to revisit a less threatening part of his childhood and showing him how much she loved him.

   It never happened again. It seemed like only days later she said she needed to see the doctor about some minor problem. She never came home. She was rushed to hospital for emergency surgery. When he visited her with his Aunt Betty, he was stunned; shocked. Surely this frail grey creature couldn't be his mother, his darling Mommy? The operation hadn't been successful; the cancer had spread to her liver and pancreas. He prayed to a distant God as a faint source of help, listened to and believed his Aunt when she tried to be positive and cheerful. He hoped with all the fervour of a small child that Mommy would be alright and come home again, but it wasn't to be. She got worse in that dreadful hospital where he sat by her bed for hour after hour, her sleeping most of the time.

   Once she woke briefly and he half dared to hope. She croaked to him “Benny, you must always be yourself. Promise me that.” She closed her eyes again before he could say anything. When the coffin disappeared behind the curtain in the crematorium and they sang, ‘I know my redeemer liveth’ from the Messiah, he started to cry and didn't stop for weeks.

   It was the bonnet or sun hat that had indirectly made him wet himself, and had brought him closer to his true self than he ever realised. His Mommy had known about his innermost feelings, as he had been slow to potty-train and seemed to enjoy wearing his diapers a little too much. He continued to wet the bed occasionally almost to his teens. His obvious fascination with ladies underwear even at an early age, had provided further clues. Realising her cancer was incurable and she was terminally ill, Mommy had somehow found a way of telling him that his odd fascination was alright with her.
 
 
chapter 10 continued....
 
    His Aunt Betty had been kind and took him in to live with her and her daughters, his younger female cousins. His mother had taken out an insurance policy years ago, and Aunt Betty held the payout in trust until Benny turned eighteen. She looked after him as though he was one of her own children, but somewhere bottled up inside was the memory of that stolen childish day in diapers.
 
    Aged thirteen, he was about the same height as Aunt Betty’s elder child, nine-year-old Lily. He could never forget the first time he walked out in Aunty Betty’s back yard and saw all their pretty underwear hanging on the line. He put his hand in the side pocket of his shorts and played with the head of his stiffie through his clothing as he thought about which panties he’d like to wear. He spent weeks silently admiring Lily and Jasmine’s frilly undies, pretty feminine outfits and their lovely long blonde hair. He wished he could grow his hair long, like them.
 
    He managed to keep out of the girl’s wardrobes for months, and he thought he had his peculiar fascination under control - until one day Jasmine commented, “You know, Lily, Benny is about the same size as you. I’ll bet he could fit into one of your dresses.” Thirteen-year-old Benny stared at the smiling seven-year-old in shock. She tossed her silky blonde locks over her shoulder and frankly met his stare, her wide blue eyes daring him to object.
 
    “I think you’re right, Jazz.” Lily grabbed his hand and hauled him to his feet. “Come with us, Benny. Let’s see if Jazz is right.” Benny knew Aunty Betty was baking in the kitchen and wouldn’t leave the stove for a terrorist attack. He found himself dragged into the girls’ bedroom and Lily threw open her wardrobe and tossed a few frocks on the bed. He had to admit he didn’t put up much resistance, and the bossy girls quickly overrode his half-hearted objections. Lily cried, “Aha! Here’s the one!” She handed him the frilly white dress with a coy smile. “Here. Try this one on. It fits me perfectly. Let’s see how it looks on you.”
 
    With Jasmine’s strident encouragement he took off his t-shirt and kicked off his sneakers, not bothering to untie the laces in his haste. His little tool was already stiffening with excitement, and Benny had to keep his back to the girls when he tore down his shorts. He slipped the shimmering frock over his head and fed his arms into the short puffy sleeves. He was a little disconcerted when both little girls jumped to his aid, zipping up the back and straightening the flounced hem, crooning instructions to the confused lad and speaking to him the way their mother spoke to them when she helped them dress. The way they mothered him and fussed over him almost made Benny swoon with joy.
 
    When he felt sure his tenting underpants were safely concealed by the billowing folds, he turned to face his audience. Despite Benny’s trepidation, the girls smiled in delight and nodded in approval. “A perfect fit!” Jasmine cried, turning to her grinning big sister. “See Lily? You’re the same size. I told you so!”
 
    “You were right, Jazz.” Despite her smile, Lily’s expression turned critical. “You know, Benny, you could easily pass for a girl. Especially if you let your hair grow long, like ours,” she advised, finger-combing out her long platinum locks for emphasis. “You have a really pretty face for a boy, and you’re tiny and dainty - like a real girl.”
 
    Benny jumped like he’d been electrocuted when Aunty Betty’s voice boomed, “But he’s not a girl. Is he? He’s a boy. And boys shouldn’t wear pretty dresses.” He felt a little squirt of what he assumed was pee-pee spray into his underpants, and his body twitched and jerked in what he thought was fear. “Take it off, Benny.” He clamped down hard to avoid an embarrassing accident and fought to control his breathing. His face was crimson as he turned his back on the tittering females and awkwardly tried to pull the beautiful dress over his head with trembling fingers.
 
    “Stop! Let me unzip you first, silly,” Lily admonished him. He had to hold still while she unzipped the lacy white frock and then he tore it off and threw it on Lily’s bed. His back and chest were as flushed as his face. He remained facing away from them until he yanked on his shorts and slipped on his t-shirt, making sure it covered the crotch of his shorts before he turned to face his bemused Aunt. Her voice was cool when she asked, “You’re a little too old to be playing dress-ups with the girls, aren’t you Benny?”
 
    He nodded in mortified silence, his cheeks blazing, unable to meet her inquisitive gaze. Aunt Betty sniffed in disdain and marched out. Benny shuffled after her a few seconds later in a whirlpool of emotions, leaving his giggling cousins in the bedroom. He was aroused, embarrassed, humiliated and excited - all at the same time. He slipped into the bathroom and pulled down his shorts to check the damage to his stained white undies, but the damp splotch was tiny. He sat on the toilet to finish peeing anyway, taking perverse delight in peeing like a girl. Benny didn’t bother going to his bedroom to change, and after he pulled up his shorts and underpants, he strolled outside to play, safely away from his nosy Aunt’s prying eyes.
 
    He imagined the scene over and over again while he played with his peenie in bed that night. After his breathtaking climax, he vowed never to try on his cousin’s clothes again. Despite many tempting opportunities, he managed to keep his promise to himself. It grew easier to resist the urge as the years passed. As Lily and Jasmine grew up, they stopped wearing the gorgeous brief party frocks he loved so much. Their wardrobes became more mature, and although they always dressed attractively, he didn’t find their big-girl outfits anywhere near as appealing.
 
    When he left Aunt Betty’s to attend University, the chance arose - hesitantly at first, to experiment with dresses and baby things. He stopped cutting his hair, and no one noticed - or if they did, they didn’t comment. The payout from his mother’s insurance was enough to pay for his Uni fees and his board and lodging - and adult disposable diapers - for three or four years, provided he wasn’t too extravagant. He moved into a share house a couple of blocks off campus with two moderately-attractive girls around his own age, but he rarely saw them. They worked as barmaids four evenings a week at the local pub, and they both had boyfriends. They usually disappeared all weekend, leaving on Friday night and retuning home to change for classes on Monday morning.
 
    One of the first indulgences he allowed himself was a complete little-girl outfit. He bought the pink smock top from a second-hand shop, red-faced and sweaty when he tried to explain to the disbelieving shopgirls that it was for a fancy dress party. He tried on a variety of women’s shoes, all with heels, merely to work out his correct ladies’ shoe size. He left the shop with the smock top but no shoes, and he imagined he could hear the shop assistants mocking laughter all the way home.
 
    Benny went to the girls’ department of the local department store chain and bought some cute shortie pyjama sets, in pink, yellow and lavender. He thought the shop attendants believed him when he explained he was shopping for his sister. It was the cribton pyjama tops he was after, and he discarded the matching short-shorts without even trying them on. The tops were short-sleeved and heavily flounced, and when he tried them on in the privacy of his bedroom, they didn’t quite cover his little stiffie. The pink nightie was V-necked and edged with lace, the yellow one had a yoke neck and pretty blue flowers embroidered on the bodice, and the lavender nightie was round necked with a high Empire waist. He wore a nightie to bed almost every night, so aroused and yet terrified of being caught.
 
    He bought some frilly anklet socks and one Saturday morning, he went shopping and splurged on a brand-new pair of shiny black patent Maryjanes, praying they were the right size. He didn’t have the courage to try them on in the store. He was thrilled to find they were a perfect fit when he buckled them on his bedroom, minutes after arriving home. Of course the girls were absent, but he locked his bedroom door anyway, then taped a diaper around his hips and furiously masturbated.
 
    When he had accumulated a complete outfit, he disappeared into his bedroom one Saturday morning after a hurried breakfast. He knew he would be alone in the house for the whole weekend, but he locked the bedroom door behind him anyway. The front door was also locked and the security chain in place. Benny was taking no risks. He was terrified of being caught. He didn’t know what his housemates would say if they saw him dressed and diapered like a big baby girl.
 
    He taped himself in the disposable, pulling over the top a pair of plain white plastic panties he’d bought from the same pharmacy where he discretely bought the diapers, a few suburbs away. He pulled on the frilly socks and straightened the delicate lace frills around his slender ankles, then buckled on the glossy black Maryjanes, grateful he had tiny feet like a girl. His feet looked so dainty and feminine! He was hard as a rock as he slipped the pink smock top over his head, and when he tugged it down over his shivering body, the flounced hemline barely covered the waistband of his baby panties. He checked his reflection in the narrow mirror attached to the back of his battered wardrobe door. Perfect! He snatched the pink toddler’s pacifier from his bedside table and stuck the amber teat in his mouth, rubbing the tenting front of his baby panties with his other hand.
 
    Benny had planned on peeing in his diaper before he masturbated, but his peenie refused to go down. He desperately needed to pee! He’d drunk two litres of orange juice that morning, to make sure his bladder would be full to bursting. He wanted to play with himself while wearing a wet diaper, but he was too excited! He knew what he had to do. Benny threw himself down on his creaking single bed and grabbed the pink plastic bottle of baby lotion from the bedside table. He squirted a dollop on his right palm, then thrust his hand inside his diaper. It took only a couple of strokes before he was gasping around his dum-dums and writhing in ecstasy, filling his diaper with baby spunk. As his peenie shrank back to normal size he could feel his bladder trying to empty, but he found he couldn’t let go lying down. He had to kneel up on the bed to pee, and the blossom of wet heat in the front of his diaper was sensational!
 
    He was so excited, his little tool began to harden even before his bladder had finished emptying. Benny didn’t care. He poured another glob of sweet-scented baby lotion on his hand and reached into his wet diaper to play with himself again, flopping back on the bed as he gasped and grunted in excitement. He had played madly with his little clittie for most of the day while dressed as a baby girl and then, after he had cum and cum again till he was exhausted, he vowed to throw everything away in a welter of self-disgust, swearing never to do it again.
 
    Except for the shoes, of course. The cute black patent Maryjanes were expensive! Of course a month - or even a week later, he would repeat the entire sissy baby charade. The cycle of pleasure - followed by the agony of guilt, shame and self-revulsion - was repeated over and over again during his student years. In his final year at University, he purged and burned a couple of times, actually disposing of all his pretty clothes and his diapers in an effort to break the hold his weird fetish had over him. It was pointless.
 
    His guilt was slightly assuaged when one day, he was browsing in a porn shop in Soho. Benny found an old copy of Janus - a magazine specialising mainly in erotic spanking and other fem-dom material. Idly thumbing through the porno mag, he suddenly received an electric jolt. There on half a page was a cartoon by Rex, of a young man - a very obvious masculine man - sitting on a baby blanket surrounded by cushions, clad in a thick fluffy diaper and the most gorgeous pair of frilly baby panties! He cuddled a teddy in one arm and a tall sexy corseted woman with an hourglass figure leaned over him, about to give him a huge baby’s pacifier.
 
    For the first time in his life, Benny realised there were other adults who wanted to be sissy babies! He wasn't unique in the world with his strange taboo desires. He bought the magazine and it provided many hours of masturbatory pleasure. He made a habit of prowling the adult bookstores one day per month, searching for material to satisfy his fetish. He found issues of ‘Diapered and Petticoated,’ and he thought he’d died and gone to heaven! He also found some web addresses in the magazines, and he bought his first laptop. A new world opened up for him! From then on he felt much better about his secret passion, and as his skill using the internet developed, he learned so much more! However the shame of his perverted preoccupation was deep-rooted and profound, and it never left him.
 
    The final year at University was highly stressful, with assignments due every other week and exams just around the corner. Despite the promises he made to restrain himself, the craving to satisfy his perverted urges would become unbearable. He would buy a fresh package of the smallest size adult disposable diapers, and that would satisfy him - for a while. Then he would end up on Ebay at two o’clock in the morning, a little drunk or stoned, buying sissy baby panties and frilly socks. Sometimes when the parcels were delivered, when he opened them he was shocked - having no memory of ordering the sissy baby wear. Despite his vow, he would caress the slippery plastic panties and admire the delicate lace frills, feeling his clittie stiffen inside his warm damp diaper.
 
     When he graduated, Benny cut his hair short and swore to straighten up while he searched for a job. Within weeks of starting work, he was back in diapers every night and dressing up most weekends. His courtship and marriage to Jane were part of Benny’s desperate attempt to break away from what he thought were his terrible perverted desires.
 
    Somehow he’d never got around to buying himself a bonnet. When occasionally one of his Nannies-for-hire produced one, he always begged not to wear it. The memories were too acute, too painful. Now Jake stood in front of him holding up the two bonnets and this sun hat; a replica of the one his Mommy had made him wear to school all those years ago. And like then, he was wet. Worse - he was dirty! “Shall we try this on now, little Daphne?” Jake was grinning like a fool and talking in a treacly baby tone, as much for everyone else’s benefit rather than Benny’s.
 
    Jane intervened for a moment. “Her make-up might spoil those sweet satin ribbons. Shall I wipe it off first? If that’s okay, Sheila?”
     “Sure!” Sheila sniggered, “His make-up has already run down his chin where he’s dribbled, anyway.”
    “She’s dribbled, darling, she! Baby Daphne is a little girl, remember?” Sheila’s reply was a mocking laugh.

    Jane grabbed a pampers wipe and cleaned up his painted face, murmuring little endearments to him. “Stay still, darling! Good girl. Mommy just needs to clean your face a little bit. Baby Daphne must look smart to try on the new bonnet Uncle Jake bought her! That’s it, sweetie. Keep still. Good girl.” While Jane’s words cut into him, making him feel so ashamed in front of Jake, her voluptuous curves pressing against his trembling body and her maternal attention made him feel submissive and compliant. He couldn’t help staring at her beautiful bobbing breasts while her sure hands tenderly wiped his face and dabbed away the humiliating make-up. He was becoming ever so babyish in the sense that he doted unthinkingly and uncritically on his Mommy, regardless of the terrible humiliations she heaped on him each day.

    When she finished scrubbing his face, Jane sang, “There you go, sugerplum! Now you look all smart again! Go and ask Uncle Jake to put your lovely new bonnet on you. Oh, and don’t forget to curtsey!” She turned him around and gently steered him towards Jake. He could feel the silence in the room building as he confronted his wife’s new lover, holding that so babyish bonnet in his large masculine hands. Hands that later tonight would be coursing freely over his wife’s body, teasing her, stimulating her, lifting her to new heights of ecstasy.

    He dropped into a neat curtsy and as he did so, he was reminded of the cooling excrement sticking moistly to his bottom. He desperately needed a diaper change! This was not the time to rebel. He forced himself to utter some ridiculous baby talk, cringing inwardly as he did so. “Unca Jake, fank you for my wovverwy bonnet. Pweathe will you put it on for me?” He stared at the despised bonnet in Jake’s hands, hardly believing this was happening to him.

    Benny sensed everyone in the room watching in fascinated silence as Jake, grinning maniacally, stepped closer, right in front of him to slowly put on his bonnet. He crouched down till his face was inches from Benny’s, as his huge hands went round the cowering sissy’s head, fussily adjusting the bonnet here and there and making it a snug fit. Jake slowly pulled the dangling pink satin ribbons tight, and then tied a big floppy bow to the left of his chin. “There you are, Daphne! Let’s go and look in the mirror, shall we?” He guided Benny gently by the elbow to the full-length hall mirror, and stood him there so the cringing sissy could admire himself.

    There he stood; his heavy wet diaper drooping low in his shiny plastic panties, weighed down by the full load in the rear. Otherwise he looked every inch the perfect adult baby girl. His much-too-short frock, prettily patterned, with generous frothy petticoats cheekily peeking out below, the flounced layers falling well above the bulging crotch of his pink plastic panties; flat-heeled Maryjanes in pink patent leather, with classic white short socks with frilly lacy tops. His fresh terry dribble bib was already damp with drool, the embarrassing wet patches were clearly visible in the bright hall lights. Crowning it all was the cute baby bonnet matching his satin dress, the ribbons tied in a huge floppy feminine bow under his chin, preventing him from lowering his head in shame. It was neatly tailored to fit snugly and had a smart stiff lace-edged brim that induced memories of Beatrix Potter.

    His arms and legs were smooth and hairless, devoid of muscle and even slightly podgy, accentuating his soft almost babyish skin, brought to a gentle sheen by expensive creams. He was a total contrast to the elegant Jake, standing beside him, a good ten inches taller in smart black slacks and a neat well tailored Aquascutum jacket. Benny glanced down at Jake's shiny black, size twelve lace-up shoes. They were enormous! And everyone knew what they said about men with big feet... It was Jake’s expression of absolute superiority which distressed Benny so badly as he cowered there, helpless and vulnerable before his wife’s lover. He was condemned to continue to act the silly baby girl, with no let up, no remission allowed. He needed a diaper change so badly!

    He desperately wanted to plead, “Please don’t make love to her tonight? Please don’t, Jake? Please leave us alone?” All that came out was “Fank you for my wuvverwy baba bonnet, Unca Jake. Me look weally pretheth in it.” Benny toddled back through the living room with Jake following him, making Benny acutely conscious of the obvious lump filling the seat of his plastic panties. He couldn't help fingering the massive bulge as he waddled along, amazed at its size and inadvertently drawing even more attention to his messy diaper.

    “I think that was worth it!” Jake announced as they walked back into the sunroom. “She certainly knows how to charge, that dressmaker of yours - but Cathy’s done a great job. She’s a real stickler for detail, and she was determined to get it right. My secretary Marilyn wondered who the hell she was, after all those telephone calls. Anyway, I had to send Marilyn out for the wrapping paper, and she kindly offered to wrap the panties and bonnets for me."
 
   Benny froze. Marilyn, his former secretary, had wrapped up his sissy baby present? The chubby blonde had seen the adult-sized plastic-lined rumba panties and those sissy baby bonnets! She would know! How could Jake have done that? Benny’s legs wobbled like he was experiencing an emotional earthquake. He thought, ‘Marilyn is a notorious gossip! It will be all over town by now! I know she keeps in touch with my old office staff, and she has friends at the company, too. Oh no!’ His bottom lip quivered against the sloppy guard of his dum-dums. No! Surely Jake would have covered it up somehow. Benny didn’t realise that Jake and Marilyn both were back at work at Helen’s company.
 
   “She was quite intrigued, as you can imagine!” Jake blithely sailed on. “Marilyn couldn't stop laughing when she saw the frilly baby panties. She shrieked, ‘Rumba panties! Not for Benny?’ loud enough for the whole floor to hear. I had to beg her to keep quiet and make her promise not to tell anyone.” The expression on Jake’s face made it quite clear that the last thing he expected Marilyn to do was keep quiet. Wide-eyed in alarm, Benny looked frantically to Jane for support. His secret would be out; everyone would know he wore baby girl clothes - and more! What else had Jake said about him?

    Such was his desperation, he failed to notice the concerned glances Jane and her mother briefly exchanged. By telling Marilyn, Jake had gone too far. They were not ready for full disclosure about Benny’s bizarre lifestyle. Not yet. They had fended off questions about Benny’s absence from his few friends using various agreed-upon excuses. For general business colleagues and acquaintances, the story was he was pursuing other interests. For his few personal friends and family, it was a change of lifestyle - experimental, but working well - with a promise to reveal all in due course.
 
    Jane was always at pains to make it clear that she and Benny were still living together. If anyone probed about her relationship with Jake, they were merely ‘good friends.’ Sometimes, when Jane or Helen were pressed for the truth by an inner circle who could be trusted, the women admitted that Benny was having “gender issues.” Jane would give them a long-suffering sigh and tell them, “He’s trying to find his true self. Give him time. Please don’t mention this to anyone.” She occasionally emphasised that discovering his submissive feminine side had actually reinforced the bonds of their relationship, which was much better now he was tackling his problems with his sexual identity. They hadn't revealed Benny’s fascination with being babied to many people - not yet.

    From the outset Jane had agreed with her mother’s view; that dominating and diapering him was a better, cheaper alternative than an expensive divorce. But Jane had come to realise that the reasons she had married Benny in the first place, were still there. After swearing off big tough masculine lovers who tried to dominate her in and out of bed, she found Benny’s soft effeminate body and meek submissive manner a refreshing change - in spite of his inadequacies in the marital bed. Jane knew when she married him, that she would always be in charge. Discovering and exploiting his submissive sissy baby side had thrilled her more than she imagined possible. She saw their relationship developing in this new, utterly different way.

    By telling Marilyn, Jake had blown all their cover stories. It was inconceivable the busty young secretary wouldn't talk! The young woman was a walking megaphone and knew everybody in the industry. Jane threw Jake a frosty glare. “I wished you would have discussed it with me first, Jake. I think you should have been more discrete!” He shrugged his broad shoulders in a careless dismissive gesture, and she realised this wasn't the time to wrangle with the consequences. She turned to her quivering diapered sissy. “Now it’s time for your punishment curtsies, Baby Daphne, for being so naughty. First you can give me one, and then I think Zoë will burst if she doesn't get one. Remember; we want to see your best efforts - or else! Nothing sloppy will be accepted. Face me first, and remember to speak up in a loud clear voice so we can all hear you.”

    Benny knew that ‘a loud clear voice’ still meant he had to talk in his effeminate high-pitched lisp, but that was only a small part of a daily routine designed to totally humiliate him. Emma his Nanny had made him rehearse punishment curtseys time and time again in front of the mirror, endlessly refining the choreography to make them as prissy and effeminate as possible. When Emma settled on the final version, she made him repeat them till he was totally practised out. Even so, to do it correctly here in front of the whole family brought a rush of first-night nerves, as hitherto he’d only had to perform them for Nanna, Mommy and Nanny Emma.
 
 
 
Chapter 11. Emma the Nanny
 
    Emma had been a lucky find for Jane. An impoverished first-year Psyche student and a natural dominant, the slender eighteen-year-old ex-basketball star needed money to pay her University fees. A severe ankle injury involving torn ligaments ended her chances of a sporting scholarship, and she didn’t want to start her professional career crushed under a mountain of debt. The sporty blonde had hit upon the idea of doing a little bit of freelance fem-dom work. She had enjoyed playing S&M games with a couple of previous boyfriends, and they told Emma she had a natural flair for it. More important, dominating and disciplining some poor hapless male really turned her on!
 
    Realising it might be a dangerous world out there, Emma had contacted a number of Doms with websites, and offered her services as a second for those clients who wanted to be punished by more than one dominatrix. Most had brushed her aside, fearing the competition. Emma was tanned, healthy and very tall - a shade over six feet - and attractive in her own way. Her bobbed hair had been sun-bleached to the colour of dry straw, but you could see the mousy-brown roots in the centre part. She had a generous mouth and wide-spaced, big green eyes, although her nose was too prominent to call her beautiful. She had a slightly long face, framed by straw-coloured hair down to her collarbones, and she was slim-hipped with a small bust - but she was young.
 
    When she contacted Denise, the Dom had invited her along that very day, telling Emma, “You’ll do fine! You look like a young Jerry Hall. I’ll talk you through the scene first, and when the client arrives, just follow my lead.” Denise was about to baby a client who always preferred to have an extra girl on hand - and was willing to pay for the privilege. The relationship between the women blossomed over the months, and the two became great friends, often going to the pub after a few hours of beating bottoms and changing adult diapers, to laugh themselves silly about some of the idiotic games their clients paid them to play.

    When Jane had become involved with Denise a few months ago, she met Emma. The tall young woman had jumped at the chance to earn some good money as a Nanny for Benny, four days per week. Emma still kept in touch with Denise and earned extra pin money some evenings and weekends, when they arranged to humiliate clients together. The Nanny usually arrived at Jane’s house at eight o’clock in the morning, Monday to Thursday each week, to take over from Mommy - who by that time normally had her sissy baby strapped in the highchair for breakfast.
 
     Emma was a sadist at heart, and she loved the endless teasing her role required. She firmly believed in the benefits of firm discipline and corporal punishment. As a Nanny, she strictly enforced Baby Daphne’s training regimen, so the sissy always had to speak with a lisp and walk with clumsy waddling baby steps - which Benny hated when they were out and about. Emma had studied ballet from the age of six until she became too tall at fourteen - and too heavy for the boys to lift - and it was she who introduced Mommy and Baby Daphne to the concept of ‘Punishment Curtseys.’ The first time Nanny made him perform the humiliating ritual for Jane, Mommy had burst into laughter and applauded.
 
     “It’s a pity she hasn’t got a proper tutu,” Emma complained as she watched her nervous student bow and bob with a critical eye. “She’d look really sweet doing them in a pretty pink tutu.”
     “Then why don’t you buy her one?” Jane suggested between giggles.
     “Give me the money and I will!” Emma retorted. Benny’s cheeks burned as he performed curtsey after curtsey for Mommy, and his little clittie stiffened inside his lovely wet diaper when the women bantered about buying him a tutu. He assumed they were just teasing him. He’d always dreamed of wearing a gorgeous frothy ballet dress - he’d just never had the courage to buy one.
 
     After the baby was safely locked in her crib for the night, Jane handed the Nanny a credit card made out in her name. “This is only to be used when you need things for Baby Daphne,” Jane explained. “You know, supermarket stuff, shoes and clothes. Plus you’ll need it to pay for her salon appointments.”
     Emma realised this represented a great deal of trust. “Thank you,” she earnestly responded, clutching the plastic card to her chest. “I promise; I’ll only use it for baby things.”
 
     Jane laughed and said, “I don’t mind you buying yourself coffee or lunch when you’re out with the baby - but it’s not an unlimited bank account, and I’ll be checking the invoices. Okay?” When the wide-eyed Nanny attempted to thank her again, Jane waved away her thanks and commanded, “Buy our baby a tutu. I love the thought of Daphne prancing around the house like a prissy little ballerina. But won’t she have to try it on in the shop first?”
 
     “She sure will!” Emma replied with an evil cackle. “Don’t worry. I have a couple of girlfriends who work in a dancewear and ballet shop a few suburbs from here. I’ll give them a call and arrange a suitable time to take our little Nancy-boy in for a fitting.”
     “Fabulous! Make sure you make it as humiliating for Daphne as possible,” Jane insisted. “You know how much it excites her, being publicly shamed in front of pretty girls.”
    “Oh, I know,” Emma assured her kinky employer with another wicked grin. “I know! These girlfriends of mine who work at the store will think it’s a hoot to tease and mock our little sissy baby.”
 
    A week later early on Tuesday morning, Nanny Emma dragged a nervous Baby Daphne outside to go on a shopping expedition. Benny was wearing his hot-pink shortalls over a white onesie, with frilly anklet socks and pink sneakers on his feet. His hair was barely long enough to put in bunches, so Nanny gave him a high single ponytail instead, bound with pink hair elastics to match his shortalls and sneakers. Emma was dressed casually for their outing in faded blue jeans and sneakers, a loose black t-shirt covering her small breasts. It was about a quarter to nine and the street was still busy with commuters. Benny danced like a cat on a hot tin roof while he waited for Nanny to unlock the car, terrified of being taken out in public in his sissy pink shortalls. He had no idea where Nanny intended taking him. Emma carried his packed pink vinyl change bag over one shoulder, which only added to his anxiety.
 
    Nanny gave the nervous baby no hint of their destination and drove for about twenty minutes through busy traffic, before parking on an upper level of a multi-storey carpark next to an unfamiliar shopping centre. Benny was reluctant to get out of the van, and after Emma unbuckled his seat restraints, he initially refused to climb out. “Hop out this minute,” Nanny icily commanded, looping the handles of the change bag over one shoulder. She snapped her fingers at him like she was summoning a dog. “Out you hop! Now! That’s one stick you’ve earned already, Baby Daphne.” Her voice lowered menacingly. “If you don’t climb out of the car this instant, little girl - I’m going to tell Mommy you’ve been misbehaving. I wouldn’t mind staying back a little later tonight to help her hold you down for a good hard bottom-paddling.”
 
    He waddled alongside the tall teenager, gripping her hand in fear, having to take two hurried steps to every one of her long-legged strides. Emma led him down the stairs and out to the pedestrian crossing. There were a couple of women waiting to cross at the traffic lights, but fortunately they didn‘t seem to pay him any mind. Nanny escorted him across the busy street and into a narrow cobbled alleyway off the main concourse, past rows of brightly-lit display windows. “In here, baby.” Benny was shocked when Nanny dragged him into a dancewear shop called 'Tutu much.' There were racks of tutus lining the walls on both sides lit by brilliant overhead spotlights, shimmering satin and clouds of stiff pastel tulle everywhere he looked. Despite his fear, Benny could feel his clittie stiffening with excitement inside his warm wet diaper.
 
    The chapter from ‘Jennie’s Potty-Training,’ where the teen boy’s mother took him to a ballet shop to buy her sissy son his very own tutu, was one of Benny’s favourite scenes to masturbate over. He couldn’t tell you the number of times he climaxed into his wet diaper while reading the erotic sissy-baby tale, dreaming it was his Mommy taking him into the store to make him into a beautiful ballerina. He’d never had the courage to venture into one of these dens of ultra-femininity, but now he had no choice.
 
    There were two attractive young women behind a glass-topped counter near the far wall, a brunette and a blonde. They looked up and gave the entering customers a professional smile of greeting. Benny didn’t notice the slim brunette casually glance at her wristwatch to check the time. The wall behind the women was covered with display racks of pink ballet slippers and single-strap tap shoes, like Maryjanes with little heels. There were black Maryjanes and red Maryjanes, pink ones and white ones, and he was dazzled by the selection.
 
    When the girls arranged the appointment for Baby Daphne’s fitting - and subsequent humiliation - they only had a small window of opportunity. The shop was always quiet first thing in the morning, most days of the working week. Emma needed to bring in Daphne between nine and nine forty-five on Tuesday morning. The shop staff were expecting a class of eight-year-old girls from the local Catholic school to come in for their fittings at ten, at they wanted Baby Daphne safely off the premises before the nuns arrived with their students in tow.
 
    The teenage girls stepped out from behind the counter and approached the odd couple, their slender willowy frames and duck-footed gait revealing they were former ballerinas themselves. The girls were identically clad in opaque black tights, long-sleeved scoop-necked black t-shirts, and tiny flounced black skirts which barely covered their bottoms. Their hair was severely tied back from their faces in high buns, so tight they seemed to stretch their skin taut.
 
    The brunette ignored the frightened-looking child in the pink shortalls and addressed Nanny. “Good morning, ma’am. How may we help you?” They pretended not to know each other, as Emma had assured the teenagers; it would be far more humiliating if Baby Daphne thought complete strangers were about to learn her dirty little secret.
    “Hello. I’m looking for a tutu for my little one.” Emma tilted her head sideways to indicate the blushing child gripping her fingers in his sweaty fist. “A full leotard tutu. A pretty pink one, please - if you have any?”
 
    The slender blonde joined them with a gay laugh, silently padding over in her black Princess slippers. “Of course we have pink tutus! It’s every little girl’s favourite colour!” She crouched down in front of Benny until they were at eye-level and cooed, “My name’s Beth. Are you going to study ballet, or do you just want a pretty tutu to dance around in?” Benny stared at the pretty teenager in open-mouthed shock, his cheeks blazing, then he looked to his Nanny for support. Emma grinned down at him and shook his hand.
 
    “Tell Miss Beth, honey,” Nanny urged him in syrupy tones. “Do you want to take ballet classes and learn to be a beautiful ballerina? Or do you just want a pretty tutu so you can play dress-ups for Mommy?” The pretty staff smirked at each other and remained silent, obviously waiting for his reply. Benny had no idea the young women were friends of Nanny’s, and this whole humiliating scene had been planned out when the girls got together last weekend.
 
    Benny’s sweaty grip on Emma’s hand tightened almost painfully as his mouth opened and closed like a gulping goldfish. Nothing came out, and he could feel the hot flush rising up to colour his ears. Emma squeezed his hand in warning, painfully hard, and she commanded, “Answer the nice lady!”
    “I- I- I-,” Benny stammered, his squeaky sissy voice even higher pitched with terror. He couldn’t look at the grinning girls’ faces when he told them, “I jutht want to pway d-dwess-upth.”
 
    The three teens burst into bright laughter and the brunette introduced herself. “My name is Cindy. Come with me, darling, and we’ll sort you out.” She stepped over and took Benny’s free hand, and Nanny released him. “Come on.” Cindy glanced over her shoulder at Emma as she led him away to the rear of the store. “We’ll have to take off these shortalls for a proper fitting.”
 
    “Of course,” Emma replied, following in their wake. “Here. Let me help you.” They were standing outside the doorway to the fitting rooms when Nanny cooed to him, “Wait a moment, baby. Arms up for Nanny. Reach for the sky.” Rather than unfastening the shoulder straps, Emma reached between his splayed thighs and popped open the four snap fasteners in the crotch of his hot-pink shortalls.
 
    “Hey!” Benny squealed in protest, but it was already too late. The flaps flew apart, the front section flying up over his tummy. Emma simply ripped his juvenile shortalls over his head and stepped back with a shark-like smile. Nanny rolled up the pink drill shortalls and stuffed them in the diaper bag she carried over her shoulder. Benny was left standing before the bemused shop assistants in his clinging white onesie, frilly socks and pink sneakers. His snap-crotch onesie was so tight, you could see every fold of his cloth diaper, and the heads of the huge diaper pins stood out clearly.
 
    Not only that, his onesie was too narrow across the seat to completely cover his infantile underwear at the rear. His diaper and plastic panties poked out at the back, obvious at a glance. Benny kept his back to the girls, his hands defensively cupped over the crotch of his baby panties, cringing in shame as he backed away towards the corridor leading to the change rooms. Despite his mortification, his swollen clittie pulsated madly inside his lovely wet diaper. Nanny was going to buy him a tutu?
 
     Beth shook her head and screwed up her pretty face. “Oh no! Is that a diaper I see?”
    “Yes it is!” Nanny responded, as though it was perfectly natural occurrence. “Is there a problem?”
    “Is it wet?” Cindy asked. “Children are not permitted to try on clothes if they’re wearing a wet diaper.” She grimaced and shrugged her shoulders. “Health regulations.”
 
    Beth crouched down beside the red-faced child and sweetly asked, “Are you wet, sweetheart? Did you wet your diaper?” Benny looked at her pretty questioning face and wished he could respond. Even though it was embarrassing to admit the truth, he wanted to considered mature enough to report on the state of his own diaper. But that was not permitted. He glanced up pleadingly at his Nanny instead, who wore a sadistic grin.
 
    Emma summoned her charge closer with a curled index finger. “Come here, sweetie. Let Nanny check your diaper.” When he seemed frozen to the spot, she marched over and crouched down beside Beth. Nanny reached between his legs and slid one finger inside the tight leg band of his pink plastic panties. She poked his diaper crotch, grimaced and withdrew the finger. “It’s damp, but not too wet,” she informed the frowning shop assistants, as she wiped clean her finger on the front of his onesie. To Benny she cooed, “It looks like someone needs a diaper change before we try on any pretty tutus.”
 
    Fear of exposure overcame excitement, and Benny felt his stiff clittie begin to wilt in fright. Nanny slid the straps of the diaper bag from her shoulder, took out a plastic-backed cribton change mat, and glanced at the bemused shop assistants. Emma nodded at the lacquered wooden floor between them. “Is it okay if I change the baby’s diaper right here?”
 
    Benny was shocked and horrified when the girls instantly agreed. “Sure thing!” Beth responded.
    “No problem! Do you need any help?” asked Cindy, as Nanny spread the change mat on the floor. The brunette stepped over to the counter and unseen by Benny, took out her phone. Cindy switched on the video camera function and returned to the group, recording everything for Daphne’s Mommy.
 
    “No, that’s alright. I’m used to it. Part of the job of being a Nanny, dealing with wet and dirty diapers,” Emma airily replied. She knelt down and patted the change mat. “Lie down here, sweetie.” Benny glanced in terror at the shop doorway ten metres away and the occasional passers-by he could see in the sunny laneway outside. He didn’t know they couldn’t see inside the store. It was too bright outside, and despite the many spotlights mounted on the ceiling, the cavernous shop was dimly-lit by comparison. He felt sure anyone wandering past would easily be able to glance inside and see him having his diaper changed. Emma didn’t give him a chance to object. She swept him off his feet and forced him onto his back, the heels of his pink sneakers drumming against the hard wooden floor.
 
    He whimpered, “No Nanny, pweathe Nanny? Not here?”
    “Shush!” Emma reached into his change bag and produced one of his adult-sized pacifiers. “Shh baby!” She popped it in his open mouth, silencing his protests, then unclipped the crotch of his onesie. The front flap flew up over his chest and all was revealed. The watching attendants giggled at the sight of a pacifier-sucking, diapered big baby. “Lift that bot-bot,” Nanny crooned, and Daphne’s response was automatic. Emma peeled down his baby panties, unpinned his (mostly) dry cloth diaper, and lowered the front to reveal the yellowed disposable diaper.
 
    Cindy screwed up her pretty and face and chortled, “What a wet diaper!” Benny sucked harder on his dum-dums, seeking the solace it normally provided, and he covered his eyes with his forearm to block out the grinning faces watching him. The sound of the tapes ripping open was like thunder in his ears, and he almost died from shame when Nanny lowered the sodden front of his diaper. In spite of his willing it to go down, his clittie was still mostly hard, flopping obscenely over his pee-stained tummy.
   
    Beth squealed, “Oh my God! Your child is a boy!” Her acting was superb, worthy of an Academy Award! She sounded genuinely surprised. 
    “Is that a penis? No way!” Cindy sniggered, leaning over their supine victim for a better look. “It’s too small to be a penis!” She held her phone down low, so it wasn’t obvious she was filming the diaper change. Benny prayed for the floor to open up and swallow him whole, but his tiny tool perversely grew harder.
 
    Emma cruelly reported, “That’s her when she’s excited! She must be thrilled at the thought of owning her own tutu! It gets even smaller, let me assure you.” She opened the slim portable tub of baby wipes and proceeded to scrub the urine-stained powder from his genitals.
 
    Beth giggled in derision and asked, “Does it get any bigger?”
   “Not much,” Nanny responded with a shark-like smile. “Here, let me show you.” She wrapped the moist wipe around his tiny tool and started gently stroking up and down. Even though her wanted to die from embarrassment, his frustrated tool reacted automatically to Emma’s deft manipulation. He whimpered in shame as his little clittie stiffened and thickened, till it was fully, embarrassingly tumescent. Nanny snatched the wipe away to reveal all and insisted, “See? That’s as big as it ever gets, let me tell you.”
 
    Cindy covered her gaping mouth with one hand. “No wonder you dress him up like a girl!” she giggled. “He’ll never grow up to be a man.”
    “You can say that again,” Nanny retorted, as she covered his bobbing little tool with a cloud of baby powder. She slid a clean disposable underneath his raised bottom, then raised his legs and rolled him back onto his shoulders to powder his bum. The slightly perfumed scent of baby powder filled the air around them, soothing and stimulating Baby Daphne all at the same time. “Although I don’t have a say in his wardrobe - her wardrobe, I should say. I’m just the Nanny. Her Mommy buys all her clothes.”
 
    “How old is he?” Cindy asked, despite knowing the truth. It was all part of the act they’d rehearsed to belittle and humiliate the little masochist. “I mean, he looks about ten or eleven.” Saying this didn’t require much acting on Cindy’s behalf. She knew he was a young man in his mid-twenties, but he looked like a pre-pubescent girl. Especially with no hair anywhere on his body. But she had her lines to deliver. “Surely his penis will get bigger when he grows up?” she demanded. “Won’t it?”
 
    Emma’s laugh was scornful. “This is as grown-up as this little sissy is ever going to get!” She taped the clean diaper over his hips and patted the bulge in the front, making him jump. “She’s a baby. A hopeless, bedwetting, panty-pooping baby. She’ll never grow up.” She covered his white disposable with the same pink plastic panties, then untied the laces of his pink sneakers and tugged them off his feet. Nanny stood him up in just his socks and peeled the stretchy white onesie over his head. Naked but for his fresh diaper, baby panties and frilly white socks, Benny shivered in fear even as his stiff clittie pounded with arousal.  
 
    Cindy handed her phone to her work colleague and held out her hand again. “Okay, little boy - or little girl. Whatever. Come with me and we’ll find you the right size tutu.” She led him to a side annexe and made him try on a couple of plain white tutus first to learn his correct size, holding them down and open and ordering him to step into the leg holes. Benny prayed she couldn’t tell how excited he was beneath his diaper and baby panties. Despite the humiliation - or perhaps because of it - he was as hard as he’d ever been.
 
    Beth remained in the background, filming the action from a discrete distance. Cindy pulled the lycra bodice up over his torso and fed his hands through the spaghetti shoulder straps. "Too big," she decided. “Take it off and try this one on.” She straightened the bouncing layers of stiff tulle around his hips and watched the gob-smacked sissy admiring his reflection in the small mirror, nodding in approval. “That’s better.”
 
    When Cindy was satisfied she knew his correct size, she stripped off the shop-soiled white tutu, replaced it on the rack, and led him mostly naked back out to the main part of the shop. Benny waddled after the slender brunette in a daze, his mind awhirl with excitement. His socks were slippery on the polished wooden floor, and almost lost his footing. “Careful, honey!” Cindy cautioned him when he stumbled like a clumsy toddler. “These are all in your size. You can have any tutu from this rack here,” the willowy teen informed him with a bright smile, running the backs of her fingers across the row of shiny lycra bodices.
 
    Nanny stepped over and took charge. The tall blonde sorted through the sea of tulle, searching for the perfect outfit. She withdrew a baby-pink tutu with multiple layers of stiff darker pink tulle poking out below. “This looks perfect,” Nanny declared, handing it to the befuddled child. “Let’s go into the change room and you can try it on in front of the mirror, baby.” Emma pushed him ahead of her into the narrow corridor and steered him into the first change room on the right. It was roomy enough for several adults, and the shop assistants eagerly crowded in to observe.
 
    Cindy took over again and helped him dress in the shimmering feminine outfit. While the cute brunette adjusted the shoestring straps over his narrow shoulders, Benny stared in fascination at his reflection in the mirror. The shimmering top hugged his upper body so snugly, his tiny waistline actually looked feminine. And it looked like he had little boobies! He cupped the little mounds on his slender chest with his hands, the clip of his pacifier bouncing against his tummy. The leotard crotch was tight enough to trap his little stiffie against his tummy, hidden by the frothy tulle skirts, and the heat of it felt wonderful!
 
    It was all Benny could do to not reach under the bouncing layers of dark-pink netting to caress himself. His hands twitched with need at his sides, brushing against the stiff netting skirts and making them bounce attractively The girls took turns filming him while they fussed and cooed over him, straightening the shimmering baby-pink bodice and adjusting the sit of his bobbing skirts till they were all satisfied. Benny’s body was shaking and his knees were trembling, and he had that glassy-eyed look Emma already knew so well.
 
    The tall blonde crouched down beside the enraptured sissy and pretended to straighten the crotch of his leotard. “Let me see if we can cover your diaper and baby panties, sweetie.” Nanny ‘inadvertently’ rubbed the backs of her fingers over the front of his slippery lycra panties, and she grinned when she could feel how hard he was down there. “Do you like it, baby?” Emma asked with a sly smile. She pulled the sides of the crotch piece apart in front, stretching it to the max to try and mostly conceal his infantile underwear. “Don’t you think you look pretty?”
    “Yeth Nanny! Oh yeth!” Daphne gasped around the fat rubber teat.
    “Would your little sissy like some fairy wings to go with his new tutu?” Beth asked.
 
    “Of course she would!” Nanny replied for her awestruck charge. “After all, Daphne is a fairy - and fairies should have wings!”
Benny knew Nanny Emma was mocking him, but he was too aroused to care. The women hustled him into the main part of the store again, but Benny felt far less conspicuous now that his diaper and baby panties were covered by a beautiful tutu. He couldn’t stop himself from skipping like a little girl, loving the way the stiff skirts gaily bounced around his hips. He didn’t realise that like his onesie, the leotard panty was too narrow across the seat to cover his tell-tale plastic panties and his puffy white diaper. The girls grinned at the infantile sight the sissy baby presented from the rear.
 
    Cindy discretely handed her phone to Beth again so she could take over filming, and she skipped ahead of the little group towards the glass-topped counter, crying, “I have the perfect wings to go with that tutu!” Benny had no idea that all this had been prearranged. Cindy produced a beautiful pair of fairy wings from behind the counter and held them up to show the others. They were about forty centimetres long and about the same wide, made from painted silk stretched over a fine wire frame. The sheer silk had been dyed in a swirling pattern of pink, white and silver whorls, with a scattering of sparkling diamantes here and there.
 
    Emma clapped her hands in delight. “Oh my! They’re beautiful! I think they’ll do fine!” The rapt expression on Daphne’s face told her the sissy was in complete agreement with Nanny’s observation. Beth grinned as she recorded everything. Nanny asked, “Do you like them, Daphne?” Benny nodded, too overwhelmed to speak. He’d never been so hard! His stiff clittie pounded so violently inside his dry fluffy diaper, he thought he might have a premmie on the spot! “Would you like to try them on?” He nodded without looking at his grinning Nanny, his pale blue eyes locked on the fluttering pink wings. He didn’t realise he was sucking noisily on his dum-dums, the distinct sound filling the quiet room.
 
    “Come here to me and turn around, sweetie,” Cindy ordered, sorting out a tangle of pink webbing straps. “You’ll need a grown-up to help you put on your fairy wings.” Because Benny had never seen a pair of ballerina wings before, he didn’t know that they usually had a simple pair of elastic straps either side, and could be easily slipped on or off over the shoulders. The pink straps on these wings were part of a harness. Jane had provided Emma with one of the cheap webbing toddler harnesses she’d bought online. It was identical to a real toddler harness, only bigger and sturdier.
 
    Jane gave the harness to Emma after she gave her the credit card to buy the tutu. She told the Nanny, “I want you to by my little fairy some fairy wings, too, and a cute Princess tiara. Give this to your friends, and get the shop staff to permanently attach the wings to this harness. It clips in the back between the wearer’s shoulder blades, and you need two hands to unfasten the catch. Baby Daphne will never be able to remove it on her own.” Emma accepted the bundle of pink nylon webbing with a grin, then Jane handed her a matching pair of reins. “Pack these in Daphne’s diaper bag, too. If she misbehaves, you can buckle her in her toddler harness, clip the reins to the metal loops front or back, and drag her home like the naughty toddler she is.”
 
    Benny let Cindy lower the webbing straps over his head, and he fed his arms through the appropriate loops when instructed. As the delicate wings settled in place behind him, he felt the wide webbing belt tighten across his chest. He heard a click behind him, then Cindy stepped around to check the view from the front. “Perfect!” the beaming girl cried. “You look absolutely gorgeous! Come and see,” She guided him back to the floor-to-ceiling mirror attached to one wall.
 
    “What a pretty little fairy!” Beth cooed, and Benny thought her smile seemed genuine.
    “She’s not just a fairy - she’s a fairy Princess!” Emma assured them, as Daphne twirled her frothy skirts in front of the mirror, admiring the realistic way her transparent wings fluttered behind her. He smiled at the delightful feminine effect, ignoring the way his baby panties poked out below the bouncing layers of dark pink tulle. Benny didn’t realise how much he was acting like a real little girl trying on her first tutu. Nanny enquired, “Do you have any tiaras for my little fairy Princess?”
 
    Cindy led them back to the glass-topped counter and tapped the top with the tip of her crimson nail. When Benny looked inside, he saw a dozen tiaras in fake silver and gold, sparkling with diamantes. “Which one do you like, sweetie?” she asked the excited sissy, as he pored over the selection. Benny leaned over the counter, unaware his skirts were flying up behind him, exposing his diapered condition to any passers-by. He stood on tip-toes, prancing from one foot to the other like an excited pony.
 
    Daphne made up her mind and pointed. “That one, pweathe Mith Thindy!” The pretty brunette smirked at his effeminate high-pitched lisp and unlocked the back of the display cupboard to remove the chosen tiara. She handed it to Emma rather than Daphne, and it was Nanny who settled the lightweight fake-gold crown on his head. It had small slide combs attached to the ends, and Nanny made sure it was securely fixed on the sissy’s head.
 
    “Perfect!” Emma cried, and she chortled in malicious amusement. “You look like a real fairy Princess now!” She grabbed his bare shoulders and turned him towards the mirror in the middle of the store. “Come see for yourself, baby.” The girls escorted him over to the tall mirror again and when Benny saw his reflection, his head almost exploded with joy. He saw a pretty little girl beaming back at him in the mirror, in her gorgeous pink tutu and fluttering fairy wings, the gems in her golden tiara sparkling in the multiple spotlights. She ran her trembling fingers across her lycra-clad tummy, marvelling at the slick sensuous feeling. Daphne hardly noticed the pacifier busily bobbing in her mouth.
 
    He didn’t even see Emma when she stepped around beside him to fasten his dangling pacifier clip to the chest strap of his pink webbing harness. Behind him Cindy accepted her phone back from her girlfriend, and she held it up and focused on the preening Nancy-boy while she crooned, “Look at the gorgeous little Princess! What a beautiful ballerina!”
    “Doesn’t she look pretty! Do you think she likes it?” Beth needlessly asked, making Emma guffaw.
 
    “Let me check,” she advised the grinning shop attendants. Emma crouched down beside the quivering fairy and reached under his trembling tulle skirts. She rubbed her palm across the slippery lycra panty front, and located and squeezed his stiff clittie. He squealed in excitement and Nanny sniggered and reported, “Oh yes! Baby Daphne loves her new tutu!” She kept holding him and her smile turned sly when she demanded, “You love it! Don’t you baby? Tell Nanny and the nice shop girls.”
 
    Daphne was so excited she could barely contain himself. Nanny’s hand rubbing up and down over her stiff clittie felt so good! Tears of joy welled in her eyes as she lisped, “Yeth Nanny! I wuv it!”
    “Good girl!”
    Nanny rubbed harder and faster and he squealed, “I wuv it! I wuv my new tutu! I- I- Ooo! Ooo! Oh Nanny! Nanny! Mommy!” Benny’s whole body jerked and shuddered as he helplessly climaxed in his diaper. The sight of him dressed in his sissy finery was too arousing, and combined with Nanny’s expert caresses, his climax was completely predictable. As were the after-effects.
 
    Cindy burst into bright laughter and shook her head in disbelief. “Oh no! He didn’t! Did he?” she asked Emma.
    “What happened?” Beth demanded, as if she didn’t know.
    Nanny stood and gazed down at her charge’s flushed red face with a forbidding scowl. “I think my baby girl just did squirties in her diaper!” Benny’s knees turned to jelly and his whole body sagged with shame.
 
    Beth acted confused. “What? What are you talking about?”
    “My little sissy got so excited looking at herself dressed like a pretty fairy Princess, she did a cummie,” Emma heartlessly explained.
 
    “What? She had an orgasm?” Beth demanded in disbelief. “A climax, you mean?” She stared at the sissy Princess, her attractive face puckered in scorn. “Ooo! That’s disgusting!” If Benny had been embarrassed before, this was a million times worse! His descent from the heights of ecstasy to the depths of shame was like a whistling bomb being dropped on his soul. As his clittie shrank his bladder automatically emptied, but this time the familiar humid warmth brought scant comfort.
 
    “Don’t worry!” Emma crowed. “Her tutu won’t get stained. She’s wearing a diaper, remember?” As if any of them could forget! “That’s where she normally does her sissy squirties - in her diaper,” Nanny needlessly informed them. Benny seemed to collapse in on himself, shrivelling in embarrassment, unaware he was making himself seem smaller and even more immature in the eyes of the mocking jeering women. The hot stream of urine seemed endless, the delightful heat pooling between his legs before rising up to warm his bottom.
 
 
chapter 11 continued....
 
    Cindy checked her watch and shot a meaningful glance at Emma. They were almost out of time. “If you’re happy with the outfit, ma’am, come up to the counter and I’ll write you a receipt,” she suggested to her tall friend. The girls left the sissy fairy cringing in front of the mirror, desperate to look anywhere except at his reflection. What moments ago had been unbelievably thrilling, was now crushing him with embarrassment. He felt so humiliated, so ashamed. How could Nanny make him do such a thing in front of two strange young women?
 
    The women kept their backs to the sissy so he couldn’t see their faces. Beth took care of the paperwork, unable to wipe the smile off her face. Nanny watched as Cindy sent a copy of the video to Jane via her phone, then made sure the grinning brunette deleted the recording. Jane had insisted Emma watch to make sure her instructions had been followed to the letter. Mommy didn’t want any unexpurgated copies of her sissy baby’s naughty activities appearing on the net. Nanny paid for his new outfit and accessories, and she returned holding his pink sneakers.
 
    “Sit down sweetie, so Nanny can put your shoes on.” Benny sat down on the floor, his stiff skirts bobbing merrily about his hips, and Nanny slipped the shoes on his feet and tied the pink laces in big floppy bows for him. Emma stood up in front of him and held out her hands, crooning, “Up we hop, baby.” As soon as he seemed steady on his feet, Nanny slipped the handles of the change bag over her shoulder and held out her hand for his. “Come on, Baby Daphne. It’s time to go home.”
 
    Benny looked from her hand to the doorway to the laneway, and then down at his bouncing pink skirts. “I- I- I can’t go out like thith!” he squeaked in terror, plucking at the edges of his stiff tutu. Tears of shame - and fear - welled in his eyes. Nanny had already packed his shortalls and onesie in the change bag, and she snapped her fingers impatiently.
 
    “That’s another stick! Come here to Nanny, little girl!” Daphne had been well trained, and her response was automatic. He shuffled over to her, albeit with a great show of reluctance. Emma ignored his sullen expression to delve into the change bag, producing a pair of slender pink webbing straps.
 
    They were leashes with looped handles and clips at the end, which Nanny affixed to the shiny chromed O-rings on the chest strap of his matching pink harness. Benny moaned when he realised Nanny had attached a pair of reins to his harness. It was a toddler harness! Nanny had locked him in a toddler harness and clipped on some baby reins! He was harnessed and leashed like a helpless toddler! Even though she was fulfilling one of his fondest fantasies, he was too recently spent to care. All he could think about was the humiliation that awaited him outside in the street. Nanny tugged hard on the reins and he stumbled forward in shock.
 
    Emma grinned in delight and commanded, “Come on, Baby Daphne. Let’s go.” He backed away from the doorway to the full extent of the two-metre nylon reins, obviously reluctant to venture outside. He knew it was pointless, but he resisted anyway. Nanny was almost a foot taller than him and outweighed him by thirty kilos. She was bigger, heavier - and much, much stronger. “That’s another stick!” Nanny snapped, letting her irritation show. “Someone really wants a spanking when we get home! Don’t they?”
 
    “She can stay here if she wants to,” Beth offered with a sly grin. “Sister Mary Joseph from the local Catholic girls’ school should be here soon, with twenty of her eight-year-old students for fittings.”
    Cindy cackled, “What if the Sister mistakes him for one of her students? Your Daphne could end up enrolled at the local girl’s junior school!”
    “I bet she’d love that!” Emma tartly rejoined. “I hear the nuns still use corporal punishment - you know, the strap and the cane - on naughty little girls’ bottoms.”
 
    Benny glanced at the sunlit doorway again, squatting and leaning back to resist the tug of the reins. Then it happened. As he strained to fight Nanny’s indomitable will, his unreliable anal muscles failed him again. In his former life as a man, he normally had a bowel movement every morning shortly after breakfast. A month in diapers hadn’t changed that routine by much. He felt a slippery semi-soft turd slide out of his anus before he could even think of trying to stop it. He gasped in alarm and clenched, pinching off the log - but he knew there was more to come. He could feel the pressure inside. He was merely delaying the inevitable.
 
    Benny’s options were much more limited now. He needed to get out of here before the shop assistants realised what he’d done. That would be too humiliating. His baby panties and the tight leotard panties contained the smell for the moment, but from experience, Daphne knew that wouldn’t last long. Nanny tugged firmly on the reins again and faced with the alternative, he stumbled towards the exit. Emma smiled in approval and paused in the doorway and clutched his bare shoulder, turning the teary ballerina to face the grinning shop girls. “Say thank you to Miss Beth and Miss Cindy like a good little girl, Daphne - and give them a lovely curtsey.”
 
    The first hot tear trickled down his flushed red check as he performed a neat curtsey for the waiting girls, his frothy skirts bouncing merrily around his diapered hips. The stretchy leotard tightened around his crotch as he squatted, mashing the semi-soft log into the sensitive crease between his buttocks. “F-f-fank you Mith Beth. Fank you Mith Thindy,” he lisped around the mouth-filling teat, and he hiccupped back a sob.
   
    Cindy opened and closed her fingers at him in a juvenile imitation of a wave. “That’s alright, Baby Daphne! Bye-bye! I hope your Mommy loves your new tutu as much as you do!”
    “I don’t think that’s possible! Goodbye little girl!” Beth burbled. “Get your Mommy to bring you back if you need anything.”
 
    He was hauled into the cobbled laneway in his skin-tight baby-pink tutu and glinting tiara, his fairy wings fluttering realistically behind his back, his diaper and baby panties poking out below his bobbing pink skirts. He snivelled in fear as Nanny used the webbing reins to drag him into the street and along the footpath, unaware he still had the pacifier teat clenched between his teeth. When they stopped at the pedestrian crossing, he kept his tear-filled eyes on the blurry sidewalk. He couldn’t see his pink sneakers or his lace-topped socks. They were hidden below the swishing layers of dark pink netting. He didn’t realise there were half a dozen women waiting to cross, and all of them turned to watch the sniffling, pacifier-sucking cry-baby in the pretty pink tutu as he squatted slightly and inhaled sharply.
 
     Most of the watching women naturally assumed they were looking at a fussy little girl having a temper-tantrum. Who else would be wearing a pretty pink tutu, fairy wings and a tiara on a Tuesday morning around a shopping centre? The presence of the pacifier and the toddler harness and reins made most think the flat-chested pre-teen girl must be developmentally delayed, so after a lengthy discrete perusal, they politely turned away from the odd pair. Only a couple of matronly women continued to watch as Daphne held her breath, squatted slightly and pushed, filling the seat of her damp diaper with a thick pile of hot excrement. The sniffling big baby exhaled heavily, took another deep breath and pushed again.
 
    The lights changed before she was finished doing her business, and Nanny used the reins to haul the red-faced ballerina across the road. Preoccupied by the exquisite sensation of his hot squishy poo-poo smearing all over his cheeks and sinking down between his legs, Daphne stumbled several times mounting the dusty concrete stairs in the council carpark. Also Benny couldn’t see properly for the tears filling his eyes, and he blindly followed his Nanny’s lead.
 
     Nanny made Daphne stand beside the SUV while she unbuckled his harness and removed his beautiful wings. Emma sniffed the air around his shivering frame and frowned. “Eww! Did you poop your diaper?” she irritably demanded. She seemed more annoyed when he merely shrugged his shoulders in reply. He knew the rules. Plus his confidence was returning, now that they were standing next to the car. Nanny reached down under the bobbing layers of pink netting and patted his lycra-clad bottom, rubbing her hand over the distinct bulge in the seat of his diaper. “Yes you did!” She chose the most prominent spot to deliver a good hard slap. WHACK! Even though he jumped and squealed in shock, it hadn’t hurt a bit. In fact the feeling of his poo-poo being mashed against his sensitive hole was so erotic, his clittie started to stiffen again.
 
   “You dirty, disgusting little baby!” Nanny snarled, her prominent nose wrinkled in revulsion. “Now I have to put up with the smell of your dirty diaper all the way home! Bad girl! Bad baby!” Her harsh words only made his clittie harder, rising up to nestle into the delightfully warm wet wadding. As soon as Nanny opened the door, Benny climbed into his toddler car seat without being ordered. He bunched his stiff skirts up behind him and around his chest in front, and collapsed into the toddler car seat, his bottom slowly sinking into the thick pile of warm waste. It squished up the front to cushion his balls, and he sighed at the delightful sensations.
 
    Frowning in annoyance at her obnoxious charge, Emma pulled the seat belts over him and fastened the buckles, making sure the restraints were good and tight. Benny wriggled about as much as his bonds would allow, smearing his mess everywhere, and he smiled to himself when he felt the warm sticky excrement creeping into new unexplored crevices. A baby’s revenge. Nanny was going to have a huge mess to clean up when they got home. He made sure of it.
 
    Nanny tossed the sheer silk wings and the reins on the seat beside him, and curled her top lip in disgust at the smirking sissy. She slammed the door and climbed behind the wheel. Emma opened all the windows all the way before she drove him home, complaining about the stench every few minutes just to shame him even more. That wiped the smirk off his face. He soon learned how awkward it was to stand in the naughty corner in a stinky poopy diaper while dressed in a stiff tutu. He had to do forty minutes of corner time before Nanny let him out, and although she removed his tutu and tiara, she refused to change his filthy diaper until after she’d fed him his lunch in the highchair.
 
    He was so messy, Nanny insisted on putting on latex gloves before she unfastened the diaper tapes. “You dirty, disgusting little girl,” she complained, when she peeled the front away with a moist ’squelch.’ “Phew! You stink! What a dirty poopy baby! Eww, yuck! Yuck-spuck!” She wiped his messy bottom with the wet but unsoiled front flap, scraping off as much of the horrible stuff as she could. “Look at all this poo! You must be full of it, little girl.”
 
    When Nanny was satisfied he was no longer a danger to the carpet, she made him get down on all fours and crawl into the bathroom and climb into the bathtub. He had to kneel on all fours, so she could hose down his stained cheeks with the hand-held shower spray. Then she had to attack his bum crease and dangly bits with a warm soapy washer. Even though Emma was unnecessarily rough and it hurt a bit, he had to smile every time she complained. Revenge was sweet. After nap-time, Nanny dressed him in the pretty tutu and made him practice his curtseys. She also began teaching the sissy the rudiments of ballet, to make his movements more feminine and graceful.
 
    That evening when she returned home from work, despite Mommy laughing her head off and telling him how gorgeous her fairy Princess looked, she still gave him a paddling before bedtime for being disobedient to Nanny. Good to her word, Emma stayed back to help hold him down, locking his thrashing head between her strong muscular thighs to keep him in place. Mommy paddled his poor bottom till he was black and blue. He cried himself to sleep in his crib that night, but he learned never to disobey Nanny again.
 
    Emma was the one who suggested Daphne do an hour of ballet practice every afternoon, Monday to Thursday, and the ex-ballet dancer was a strict teacher. She loved teasing and tormenting the pathetic sissy while he pranced about in his little pink tutu. She used a one-metre wooden ruler to encourage his best efforts, and many afternoons he finished the lesson with red slash marks all over the backs of his thighs, blubbering like a baby.
 
    The sadistic Nanny made a habit of spotting some embarrassing childish behaviour from some toddler during their shopping expeditions, and forcing Benny to mimic it in some inappropriate place. Nagging for treats and girly toys in shops and supermarkets were among her favourite tortures for him, as they caused everyone to stare at this strangely dressed little man asking a young woman if he could have some chocolate or the latest copy of ‘Barbie’ or ‘Go Girl’ magazine.

    Emma loved to play mind-games with him. It excited her to keep him in suspense, worrying about how long they would be out, or would Nanny change his diaper in public? Were they going to eat out? A bib was normally involved, which always caused Daphne an agony of shame. Or holding his pacifier in her hand and showing it to him when they were in a café, and relishing the agonised look of disbelief on his face. Or the way his face turned scarlet when she clipped the plastic chain to the breast pocket of his shortalls and made him pop the fat rubber teat in his mouth. (At least they were usually on their way back to the car when Nanny did that to him.) Or producing a pretty pink sippy-cup from time to time for him to use. She had threatened to make him use his baby bottle in public one day soon. Daphne knew it was only a matter of time.

    Nanny always carried a big vinyl change bag with her when they went out, full of the necessary items for diaper changes; plus spare bibs, a baby bottle of watered-down juice and a couple of extra pacifiers. In short, everything she needed to demonstrate whenever the mood took her, that Benny was nothing but a helpless baby. He existed is a state of perpetual fear that some new shame or indignity was about to be unleashed on him.

    Unlike Jane, Emma was prepared to occasionally tolerate his begging for more lenient treatment when she took Daphne strolling out and about. She loved to see him beg, often with tears in his eyes, to be let off wearing some ridiculous outfit or other. “Pweathe Nanny, don’t make me wear my Maryjaneth today?” Or “ No Nanny, pweathe? Not that pink cardigan today? People stare at me tho! Pwetty pweathe, Nanny?”
 
    Nanny rarely relented - but did so on the odd occasion, so that he was encouraged to plead and beg all the more like a desperate toddler. Often his incessant nagging wore down her patience and resulted in an additional humiliating punishment - which Emma delighted in administering, or some Hobson’s choice between two humiliations. Once when he had moaned about her putting him in his black patent Maryjanes for a trip to the supermarket, she had let him choose between wearing them - or his new pastel-pink sneakers with the hot-pink ribbon laces, plus some pink hair slides in his lengthening blonde hair.

    Standing over her cowed charge, a so-called grown man a few years older than herself, Emma delighted in watching him look at the Maryjanes or pink trainers, and the shiny pink little girls’ hair slides in her hands. When he couldn’t decide, Nanny scolded him for being a "Fussy little Princess!" and she chose for him. Nanny put the hair slides in his hair after she laced on his pretty pink sneakers.

     During their first visit to the hair salon together, Emma made him choose between pigtails and bangs or permed curly ringlets. She had said if he chose pigtails, then he would have to wear some really girly, frilly hair bands to keep them in place. However, the tight blonde ringlets would make him look like a sissy Shirley Temple. Benny didn’t realise the game was rigged. His hair was currently too short to perm, but when it grew long enough in about three or four months, they planned to give him sissy ringlets anyway. Unsurprisingly he had passed on a perm and gone for the pigtails, only to discover the feminine range of hair ornaments was far more extensive than he imagined! He was often taken out with colourful slide combs, dangly ribbons or satin scrunchies in his hair, and he now owned a variety of cute Alice bands.

     Benny’s days with Emma usually consisted of one long series of humiliation after another. Nothing was predictable, nothing was certain - except exposure and embarrassment always lay in wait around the corner. However often it happened, he could never get used to the reality of more and more people seeing him in his sissy baby clothes and obvious thick diapers. Fear of unexpected exposure of his terrible secret constantly haunted him. And Emma delighted in dreaming up new ways to feminise him and shame him.

     The ‘Punishment Curtsey’ routine required Daphne to stand and face the person to whom he had to give the curtsey and give them a little Japanese style bow, raise his head, looking directly at them. He had to ask in a loud clear voice, with his pacifier in as usual - “Pweathe will you acc-thept my punishment curt-thy, as I haff been a naughty thithy baby?” If they agreed, he then had to apologise for the naughty behaviour, whatever it might have been. This afternoon at Nanna’s, Daphne guessed the words, “I mutht wemember to curt-thy to my elders and betters,” would fit the bill.

The movements had to be precise: both hands formed neat pinching gestures with the thumb and forefinger pressed together, and the other three fingers neatly curled side by side. It was quite difficult to do; the right hand pinched the hem of his dress and petticoats, while the left pinched the dress alone. He then had to raise the hands up and out at the same time to points above his hips, the left being slightly lower than the right so the dress and petticoats flared out neatly - as if he were a manikin in a shop window. Almost simultaneously he had to raise himself on tip-toe and put one foot behind the other at ninety degrees, drop to flat feet, and then sink into the deepest curtsey he could manage without wobbling.
 
    As he descended he had to say, “Pweathe look at my thithy baby dweth and fwilly petticoat’th.” At the bottom of the curtsey, knees flexed, dress and petties held high and those diapers bulging in full view, he had to add to his shame by holding this position as he squeaked, “Pweathe look at my weal baby diaperth and weal pwathtic baby pantieth” - coupled with a phrase that was neatly demeaning - “which I have to wear coz I can’t uthe the potty.” As he slowly rose he had to finish with, “I pwomithe to twy weally hard to be a better thithy baby in future.” Standing again, he put his heels together, let the dress and petticoats drop, put his hands neatly behind his back, bowed again and rounded off with; “Pweathe acc-thept thith punishment curt-thy from widdle Baby Daphne?”

    It was so demeaning, so mortifying! He had to do it for Jane in front of the family! Mommy smiled affectionately at him, giving him some little encouragement as he went through the embarrassing routine to the stunned silence of the onlookers. Never had they seen anything remotely like this display of neatly-drilled humiliation. Jane cooed, “Very good, Daphne! Now do one for Zoë, but speak louder this time. You were mombling a bit, baby.”

    As he turned to face his three-year-old niece, his heart rate accelerated with apprehension. Sheila had been absolutely right. He had somehow become afraid of this bitchy little girl. Zoe spoke her mind and stated the obvious without any inhibitions - normally in a high-pitched voice loud enough to ensure she attracted everyone’s full attention. She put on what seemed to Benny a haughty expression tinged with impatience. He lisped to her, “Pweathe Zoe, will you acc-thept my punithment curt-thy, as I haff been a naughty thithy baby. I mutht wemember to curt-thy to my elderth and betterth.”
 
     Her pretty little face broke into a severe frown and she stated crossly, “No! You must curtsy to me. Say so!” The fact that she didn't really understand ‘elders and betters’ was beside the point.
    “Pweathe, Zoe will you acc-thept my punithment curt-thy as I haff been a naughty thithy baby. I mutht wemember to curt-thy to you, Zoe, as you are older than me.” This seemed to work and he completed the routine, but oh how he wanted a diaper change! The deep curtsey only reinforced his shameful need as the squishy cooling mess pressed around him, mashing against his sensitive places.
 
    “I’m older and better than you! Say it! Do it again.” Zoe bossily commanded, arm raised and her finger pointing at him. The adults smiled in approval of the little girl’s insistent demands. Benny felt a mixture of fear and anger at being treated like this, but he was helpless to do anything other than comply.

    He did five more before Sheila took pity on him and interrupted. “That’s the last one, Zoe.”
    “Mommy, two more please?” Little girls can twist there Mommies round their little fingers sometimes. He did three more before he was allowed to desist. Jessica then had her turn.
    Somehow Benny didn't mind performing for Jessica, as the pretty five-year-old seemed somewhat sympathetic and encouraged him with; “That’s so sweet, Baby Daphne,” after the first. She was satisfied after two more, anyway.

    Sensing she had pushed his humiliation as far as she could for the moment, Jane intervened. “Now do one for your new Uncle Jake, and we're done.” Benny had realised right from the start that this was inevitable, but that didn't make the task any easier. Suddenly conscious of all his odd babyish accessories, from his wet pacifier dribbling onto his bib, the new bonnet hugging his head, he felt weak from shame as he turned to face Jake. How could he go through with this? How? Jake used to work for him; dammit!
 
    Rebellion seethed inside Benny and flickered oh-so-briefly in his pale blue eyes - before the utter helplessness of his situation hit him. Unwanted tears welled in his eyes, blurring his vision. Above all he desperately needed a diaper change. Rebelling now would look like a childish tantrum, making them despise him all the more - and bring on real punishment, like another spanking - perhaps even from Jake. No, now wasn't the time to protest. Sometime later, maybe? Benny always intended sorting things out later, but of course later - like tomorrow - never comes. Gulping with anxiety, he started to whimper, “Unca Jake, pweathe……”
 
    Jane interrupted him to snap, “Bad girl! Stop looking at the floor, Daphne! Eye-contact - now!”
    Startled by Mommy’s sharp rebuke, somehow Daphne raised her eyes and stared at the handsome face of her wife’s lover. Jake’s expression was so contemptuous, scorn radiating like laser beams from those narrowed brown eyes. “Unca Jake, pweathe… Pweathe…” His voice had gone all squeaky with nervous tension and when it broke, they all laughed. It sounded like a crowd roaring in Benny’s ears, and he froze with stage fright. Conflicting emotions boiled inside him as he stood in stunned silence for what seemed like an eternity. Then the storm broke.
   
       “Mommy!” Daphne bawled, “help me! I don’t want to be naughty! I fwightened! Oh Mommy….” His squeaky voice rose another octave in distress. He ran up beside her like a terrified two-year-old, not embracing her but obviously wanting to, standing rigid with his arms pressed to his sides, head bowed in shame in front of his Mommy. He started to sob uncontrollably as all the emotions of the last few hours poured out of him, loud crying with very real tears. Fearful of being thought disobedient, he sobbed, “Baba Daphne not naughty, Mommy! Waah! Pweathe help me, Mommy? Waaah!”
 
    Jake, shocked by what he assumed was a nervous breakdown, stepped back and muttered, “He doesn’t have to.”
    “Aww! Bubba!” Jane reached out and cuddled her sobbing baby of a husband, drawing the wailing child to her. Her left hand stroked his cheek while her right reached round his slender shivering torso and pulled his bonneted head close between her cushiony breasts. She crouched slightly and hugged him tightly, reaching around to gently pat his bulging seat in that steady reassuring rhythm, her cupped fingers mashing his mess against his bottom. ‘Thwack-thwack-thwack-thwack-thwack!’ She used the familiar soothing words that have calmed thousands of small babies through the ages. She became the loving caring Mommy he’d lost all those years ago.
 
    “There, there, baby. Shh, baby.” ‘Thwack-thwack-thwack!’ “Don’t cry, diddums! Mommy’s here. Shh, sweetie!” Jane crooned. ‘Thwack-thwack-thwack!’ “Mommy will look after you. Mommy will sort you out. Aww! It been a big day for my poor widdle baby girl, hasn’t it?” ‘Thwack-thwack-thwack-thwack-thwack!’ Never conceding an inch, she murmured, “We'll give Jake his curtsey a little later on, sweetie. Okay?” ‘Thwack-thwack-thwack!’ She waved the others away with a warning glance over his shoulder.
 
    Only Nanna remained, her smile contemptuous, holding a baby wipe to soothe away his tears. As ever the soothing ministrations and the loving embrace of his buxom wife soon calmed Daphne. The hiccuping sobs slowed and become jerky breathing as he gradually regained control. Jane adored his newfound dependence on her, his need for her. It radiated from him during moments like this. This hadn't been resistance to giving Jake a curtsey, she realized - it was a form of breakdown, leading to complete surrender to her as his dominant Mommy, and also a profound acceptance to being a baby - her baby girl. He had forever ceased at that moment to be a man.

    Jane took the wipe from Helen’s hand and started to dab away his tears, asking Nanna to fetch the baby a drink of water. Helen nodded in understanding and disappeared while Jane crooned, “There, there, baby! Uncle Jake won’t bite, sweetie darling. It’s only a little punishment curtsey, and you do them so prettily! Here; Nanna has brought you a bottle of water.”
 
    Nanna crooned, “Come on sweetie-pie, have a little drinkee. Hold your ba-ba and have a sucky-suck.” She lapsed into baby talk which actually comforted him; he was so far gone at that moment. Jane wanted to plonk on the sofa and sit him on her lap, but refrained from doing so because she could smell he badly needed changing. She didn’t want to risk her expensive silk skirt. Instead she cuddled him fondly as she cleaned his face, his tear-stained red cheeks perfectly framed by the side flaps of his darling pink satin bonnet.
 
    His nose had started to run, but he waited for Mommy to attend to it like the helpless dependent toddler he truly was. Jane’s senses raged with unspoken desire as she tended to her sissy baby. She wanted Jake now! Hard, thrusting, so wonderfully big. God he was a real man! The way he filled every inch of her! She felt so wet down there! First though she had to get Benny through this mini-crisis and back on an even keel. She didn’t want to frighten off her lover before she could get him home and into bed.
 
    Besides, Jane had another surprise in store for her sissy which she’d planned with his Nanna, and she didn't want this little outburst to get in the way. As she continued to murmur comforting words to Daphne, she realised how she could turn the scene to her advantage. She winked at Helen, who hovered nearby outside Benny’s vision. “Poor Jake! Tsk-tsk-tsk!” Jane clucked. “He needed that curtsey to give him confidence that you are my baby now, and not my lover. I try to tell him you only ever cum in your diapers, but I'm never sure if he really believes me. Does he, Nanna?” Jane looked meaningfully at her mother, who quickly guessed her daughter’s plan.
 
    ‘Jane can be quite the storyteller when the need arises,’ Helen mused. “Oh, Jake was hinting at his doubts this very afternoon,” Nanna obligingly confirmed, fibbing outrageously. She pointed to the staircase. “I'll go up to the Nursery and start getting the changing things ready.” She winked at her scheming daughter before heading for the stairs.

    The slightest hint that Jake could be jealous of him, ridiculous as that might seem, perked up Benny considerably. He smiled tentatively at Mommy as he cuddled her. “Me tho thowwy, Mommy! I'll do another nithe punishment curt-they for him. I pwomithe.” He would do anything to please his beautiful Mommy.
    “I know you will, sweetie!” Jane crooned, patting his bonneted head. “Come on, let’s go upstairs and change you out of that stinky diaper. You can see what special treat Mommy brought over for you today. Come with Mommy, little girl We'll soon have you changed, clean, and bright as a button in a lovely fresh diaper.”
 
 
Chapter 12. Baby Daphne’s Clittie-Cage
 
    Finally his ordeal was over. Mommy led him out of the room to take him to the Nursery, to change his messy diaper at last. It was so demeaning, performing his curtseys in a stinky diaper in front of the family and Jake, knowing that he couldn't ask for a change. He certainly couldn't go and change himself. He had to wait and wait and wait - until either Mommy or Nanna or a grown-up noticed, and took him to be changed. Until then he had to remain a smelly, dirty wet baby.

    Jane tightly clutched his hand and as he waddled after his beautiful Mommy, he could hear the amused comments and mocking laughter of the others drifting down the hall. He gingerly toddled up the stairs, trying as best he could to keep the mess in his diaper from spreading any further. In the spare bedroom, set up as a complete Nursery, he spied on the dresser, along with all the paraphernalia of baby change time, the box! It was the little wooden box containing his chastity device! Mommy must have brought it over from his Nursery at home, where it usually adorned the shelf where he kept his teddy bears. How come he hadn’t noticed it earlier?
 
    Daphne felt his tiny clittie shrivel in fear. No! Surely they were not going to chastise him here? Not today? Hadn’t he suffered enough for one day? Surely that wasn’t what Mommy meant by a ’special treat’? His little face puckered and he bit on his pacifier teat in fear. “Mommy?” he sulkily whined, pointing at the box. “No! I- I don’t want to!”
 
    “Now, now, Baby Daphne!” Jane chided him, picking up the polished box and holding it out to him on the palm of one hand. “Don’t fuss! I think it about time we put this on you little clittie, don’t you? I know, and you know - you really want to wear it. Don’t you? Sweetie-pie, wearing your clittie-cage will show Uncle Jake that there’s no need for him to be jealous of you ever again. You should be proud to think that you need to wear one, because otherwise people might mistakenly think we still made love together.” It was twisted logic, but Benny had always been a complete sucker for anything that made him look bigger - or in this case, seem more important. He still looked doubtful when Helen waltzed in, smiling at the sight of the jewellery box on her daughter’s outstretched palm.
 
    Perfect timing! “Oh goodie! Does Baby Daphne want to wear her clittie-cage today? What a splendid idea!” Helen exclaimed, as if Daphne was the cleverest little girl in the whole wide world. Before he could correct her ‘mistake,’ Nanna offered another temptation she had earlier worked out with Jane. “As well as showing Jake you are the boss by wearing this lovely little chastity cage Mommy and I had made for you, Nanna is going to make you a little promise, Daphne.” He tore his eyes from the frightening box to stare at Nanna’s enticing smile.
 
    In syrupy toddler tones Helen crooned, “This will make deciding so much easier for you, baby girl! You see, there are two keys to your clittie-cage. I shall keep one of them, Every Friday - if I'm in town - while Nanna is looking after you - and if you are sure you want to show me what a sissy-baby you really are - I'll let you out of your clittie-cage for a little play. Alright? Every Friday! Then you can rub your little clittie to your heart’s content, and do your baby squirties in your lovely wet diaper - until you need changing again.” Helen had to smile at the spark of hope she could detect in his watery blue eyes. He felt the first stirrings of arousal in his squishy wet diaper.
 
    Jane motioned to the change table standing against the far wall. “Hop up and lie down carefully, baby - and please don’t sit in it. Oh you bad girl! Bad baby! I said don’t sit in it! My God, you are useless! Lie back and spread your legs. Ugh!” She handed the box to Nanna while she dealt with her messy baby. “I swear, you’re more like a one-year-old than a two-year-old, little girl. Aren’t you ever going to grow up?” Daphne cringed under her Mommy’s scolding even as Nanna’s soothing voice continued to tempt him. Helen tried not to grin as they played their rehearsed roles of ‘good cop - bad cop.’
 
    She continued in honeyed tones, “Nanna of course, will decide when it’s time to change your diaper - as you would expect. And you will always have to ask Nanna politely first, if you want to play with your clittie - just like you do with Mommy. Alright, baby? I might even let you rummage around in my panty drawer at the same time. Wouldn’t you love that?” The aroused baby squealed around her dum-dums in excitement and Nanna chuckled. “I know that would be a real treat for you, Baby Daphne!” Helen had to grin at her daughter’s sour expression. “I know your Mommy doesn’t really approve, but Grandmothers are allowed to spoil their grandchildren sometimes. Aren’t they? And you know Nanna always keeps her word.”

    Jane sidled up to him and placed her hand on the front of his plastic panties, squeezing the wet wad of cloth and gel padding against his crotch, searching for his thickening clittie. His tiny tool was only semi-stiff, so she couldn’t find it. She switched personalities, becoming the loving temptress her sissy baby desired. Mommy’s voice was syrupy-sweet when she crooned, “If you say ‘yes,’ Baby Daphne, Mommy will rub your little clittie first, and make you cum and cum and cum! Won‘t that be exciting! Big baby squirties for my precious little girl! Then when your clittie shrinks back to its normal itty-bitty size, we can fit it nice and snug in its clittie-cage.” This was a euphemistic way of saying ‘really tight,’ to ensure the useless baby couldn't achieve the tiniest erection without subsequent pain.
 
    These two exciting offers from the dominant women in his life swung the balance. Benny nodded his head eagerly, even as Jane firmly rubbed his groin through the plastic panties and the sodden layers of diapers, searching for his stiffening member. Mommy tenderly cooed, “You have to tell me where your tiny clittie is hiding, baby. Mommy can’t feel your widdle clittie through this wet and poopy diaper.”
 
    “Down a bit, Mommy. There! Ooo! Oh yeth! Ohh! Oh Mommy, pweathe wub my tiny cwittie harder?” Despite having cum twice that day already, as well as the little accident over Mommy’s lap, he was quick to rise. It was mostly because his adorable Mommy was leaning over him, her heavy swaying breasts almost brushing his face, her hand stroking the front of his plastic panties.
 
    She smiled enticingly, in spite of the nasty smell wafting up from his groin. “Do you like that, baby?” Jane purred.
    “Oh yeth! Yeth Mommy!”
    “Do you want Mommy to help Baby Daphne do a lovely big spurtie in her diaper?”
    “Oh yeth! Yeth pweathe, Mommy!” the jerking sissy gasped. Jane slowed her movements and reduced the pressure, watching her sissy baby grimace in frustration behind the guard of his pacifier. He thrust his diapered hips off the padded top, desperately seeking her stimulating touch.
 
    She moved her hand away in concert with his efforts, teasing the poor excited sissy and making him groan around his dum-dums. “Then you must ask Mommy to lock your clittie cage on afterwards," she sweetly reminded him. “Remember, darling? If you want to be a real baby girl for Mommy, you have to ask Mommy to chastise you.”
 
    “Oh Mommy! Pweathe Mommy? Ohh!” It was so unfair! But he was so excited, and Mommy had promised to make him do cummies. He snivelled pathetically, “Pweathe Mommy? Will you wock my cwittie in the cwittie-cage?”
    “Are you sure, little girl?” Mommy asked, lowering her hand and caressing the bulge in his slick warm baby panties. “Is that what my baby girl really wants?” She rubbed harder and faster, driving him wild.
 
    “Ooo! Ohh! Yeth Mommy!” Daphne moaned. Despite his fear, he was aroused by the thought of Mommy being in complete control of every facet of his life. “Oh yeth Mommy! Wock up my cwittie, pweathe Mommy?”
    “Good girl! That’s my good baby girl!”
 
    In tender loving tones Helen smoothly concurred. “Isn’t Daphne a good sissy baby? Such a good baby girl for her Mommy!” Nanna hovered in the background, watching everything; mature, feminine, but so in control as she lavished praise on the wriggling sissy. “She looks so pretty in her matching satin frock and bonnet! And I love the way her frothy white petties and plastic panties poke out below when she waddles around. So feminine, so little-girly! Such a perfect little baby girl!” Wriggling on the change table in excitement made him more aware of the fresh poo filling his diaper, and the soft mess sticking to his bottom bizarrely heightened his pleasure.
 
    Nanna added icing on the cake by murmuring, “I recently purchased a lovely satin, lace-edged bra. I’ve put on a bit weight lately, and my boobs seem to be getting bigger. I’ve gone up a cup size, you know? 38-DD now. I must admit; I thought of you, Daphne, when I put it on this morning. It’s actually a nursing bra, like your Mommy’s. The cups unfasten for breastfeeding. I bet you would love to see it and touch and feel it.” Helen unbuttoned the top three buttons of her pale-blue silk blouse, exposing a huge expanse of fleshy cleavage and a hint of her shimmering bra. “Would Baby Daphne like to see? It has a delicate fringe of ivory lace round the sides of the cups, and it’s made from white satin-lycra material, soft yet supportive at the same time. See?” Nanna stepped to the side of the table next to Daphne’s head and cupped her meaty breasts in her hands. She pushed upwards, so the heavy mounds of feminine flesh bulged over the top of the lace-edged cups, threatening to spill onto his flushed face.
 
    “Oh, ooo!” Baby Daphne squealed, her eyes like saucers. “Mommy, my tiny cwittie ith tho exthited! Oh Mommy! I need to do cummieth thoon, Mommy!”
    “I know, baby!” Jane leaned over him so he felt her heavy cushiony breasts pressing against his body, a loose lock of her perfumed hair brushing his cheek. “Mommy knows. Mommy always knows.” .She was so powerful, wise and omniscient, so dominant and sexy - and so desirable.
 
    Mommy crooned, “Go on, baby, do your sissy-spurties in your dirty diaper! Show us how much you love being a wet little diaper-girl and pooping your panties. Is it all wet and squishy in your diaper? Is it? I bet it is! I know how much my baby girl loves that!” Her saccharine voice resonated with love and approval. “Look at you wriggling around in it. Wriggle, wriggle, wriggle! You love it! Don’t you? You’re my wet and poopy baby girl! Yes you are! Give Mommy a big baby’s lovely number threes in your stinky wet diaper. Show Mommy.” She knew precisely what to say and how to tease him, driving him over the precipice.
 
    Daphne bucked and thrashed on the change table, squealing, “Ooo Mommy! Mommy!” Jane could tell her sissy was close to losing it.
    “Show Mommy, darling. That’s it! Oh, there we go!”
    “Mommy! Mommy! Mommeeeee!”
 
    Jane loved how he screamed her name when he climaxed. “Ooo! Good girl!” she sang. “Oh, is my precious sissy baby doing lovely big spurties in her poopy nap-naps? That’s my girl! Good baby! Get out all the bad sissy-baby juice, sweetie. Get rid of all that nastiness for Mommy.” He jerked his last and his lust-fuelled fantasy faded, to be replaced by the reality of his situation pressing in on his consciousness. He moaned in shame and covered his eyes with his forearm to block out their grinning faces.
 
    Mommy’s exhortations changed, in tune with his rapidly altering mood - from sexual encouragement to sarcastically highlighting his failure as a man. “Is that it? Is it all gone now? Ooo, that was quick! My, my, baby girl! You really are fast! Look, Nanna! My sissy baby has given us her number threes in record time! Baby Daphne goes spurties in her messy diaper so quickly! She must love being a poopy wet baby! Isn’t my sissy baby clever? My, my! I bet you never saw one cum so fast?”
    “No, never,” Helen replied between giggles, buttoning her blouse.

    Benny would never learn. The moment of short lived-pleasure would be paid for by hours and days of chastised frustration. Moreover for the rest of this afternoon, until he was put down for the night in his crib at bedtime, he still had to wear his bonnet and give curtseys, suck his dum-dums, have his diapers changed - a dirty one at that - have tea with the family, and carry on being a baby girl in front of everyone - and after a huge cummie! He felt certain it was Jake who had been secretly visiting their house at night - his home - to share his marital bed with his wife.
 
    In earlier days when he babied himself in secret, Benny would usually revert to manhood immediately after climaxing. He would rip off his baby girl finery in self-disgust, shower and change, and dispose of the evidence as quickly as possible. He would put all these ridiculous baby thoughts and actions behind him, and carry on as though nothing untoward had happened. A true Jekyll-and-Hyde approach to life. Now he was forced to endure the real agony, the absolute awfulness of continuing to live in his baby girl mode when he was sexually sated. It wasn't just that he was dressed like a prissy toddler girl, in the most demeaning clothes an adult male could possibly wear - although that was bad enough.
 
    Despite his post-orgasmic ‘triste,’ he couldn’t even resort to sullen silence, trying to cut out the world around him. Sulking was definitely not allowed for good little girls. Mommy said so. He had to act as though he really was a happy baby girl, performing his whole demeaning simpering sissy role with enthusiasm and conviction - to endure the reactions, comments and scornful laughter of everyone, and still continue as though he loved being Mommy’s sissy baby. Otherwise it would be a frightening collection of sticks, corner-time and severe spankings. Or canings. His fetish had trapped him. Men never learn when it comes to sex. As Denise used to say; “They have their brains in their balls."
 
    Mommy ordered, “Lift that botty. Phew! What a stinky baby girl! Pee-yew!” Even after months of this treatment, such remarks made his scrunched-up face go puce with shame. “And down. Oh hell! Nanna, the disposable has leaked. God no! Look! It’s all over the terry diaper! Ugh, and these plastic panties will have to scrubbed and boiled as well! Yuck! What a disgusting mess! Don’t move! Lie still, will you? You dirty little girl! Bad baby! Keep your legs up in the air, you useless thing! Come on, knees on your chest so I can see what I'm doing. Keep still.”
 
    Jane kept one hand supporting the backs of his thighs while she turned to her mother. “Give me a sodding great bunch of those wipes, please Nanna, will you? Thanks. Eww, yuck! Here, I need some more. Take the lid off the bin, will you? Thanks. Oh hell, it’s everywhere! Mom, ask Jake to bring the diaper pail up here, will you, so we can put the terry and baby pants in to soak straight away. Baby can scrub everything later. Tell Jake to put some Napisan in the bucket before he comes up. It’s on the side bench, in the utility room.”
    “I know where it is, honey,” Helen crooned. “I’ll take care of it. You look after your little girl.”
 
    Daphne lay there quietly sobbing and Jane snarled at him, “Well you may cry, Baby Daphne! You have good reason to, you sissy cry-baby. You dirty, dirty little girl! I have never seen such a messy bottom! Yuck-spuck! Look at all this poo! Thanks, Jake darling. Leave it there in the doorway. No, you really don't want to come in here, I promise! Baby stinks! Off you go, darling - this is woman’s work - or so I'm told. Go chat with Simon; we shan’t be long. Yes, the baby is still crying. Don’t worry. Miss Squishy-britches will get over it.” Snivelling Benny cringed at the thought of Jake seeing him exposed in the middle of a dirty diaper change. Sensing him lurking in the doorway to Nanna’s Nursery, Daphne prayed the big bad man would go away.

    Mommy was irritated at having to deal with a stinky yucky diaper for the second time in one day, especially one as soiled as this. Jane was determined to rub salt into the wounds of Benny’s lacerated pride. She also realised her baby had climaxed at least three times today, and she hadn’t cum once! Not once! Somehow that wasn't right! Jane was desperate to have Jake inside her. When at last Daphne was clean and she saw his miniscule member lying there like a curled pink slug, a wonderful mental picture of Jake’s throbbing blue-veined manhood leapt into her mind.
 
    Jane pictured herself on her knees before her naked erect lover, licking the spongy head, kissing and teasing him with her wet pink tongue, till the single eye cried clear drops of sweet pre-cum. She imagined looking up at Jake’s lust-crazed eyes when she licked up the sweet nectar with the flat of her tongue, her kitten twitching at the taste of him. She would open her mouth wide and slowly slide her freshly-painted, glossy red lips down over that long hard shaft, holding the throbbing base in her fist, sucking hard - then use her agile tongue to tickle the tender underside, to the point where he was close to exploding, then…. She didn’t notice her mother had returned to the Nursery.

    “Come on, Jane, stop your daydreaming!” Helen urged her distracted daughter. “Let’s get your baby girl fitted in her clittie-cage. It’s getting late and the other girls will want their tea soon. Rub some lotion on her little thingie first, to make it go on easier. That’s right. Okay, here’s the chastity device. Put this ring first over her little sac, then slide the smaller ring down her length… Err - shall I rephrase that?” They both giggled in derision and his exhausted clittie shrank even smaller under their cruel laughter.
 
    When they recovered Helen instructed, “Now tighten the big ring round the base of the sac, so she can’t get it off again. Yes, like that. That’s it. There are little markers; that one goes to number five. Got it? Okay, that looks fine.” Daphne passively lay there with her baby-smooth thighs spread, her knees flexed and the thin soles of her pink Maryjanes together in the normal position to have her diaper changed.
 
    Helen put on her reading glasses and peered closely at her son-in-law’s shrivelled private parts, ignoring his anguished expression. She pointed to guide Jane through her delicate task. “Now tighten the little ring that’s on her clittie. Go to the number two notch. Got it? Good. These little padlocks here fit in the two loops, so she can’t pull the clittie ring off. It’s probably too tight to slide over the head, anyway. Pull out that little screw thing so she can’t undo the bits you’ve tightened. It’s a unique design, apparently, so any old hex key or Phillips head won’t work.” Nanna grinned and shook a finger under Daphne’s nose. “We don’t want you getting any naughty ideas, you little scallywag!” Benny felt a slight sensation of tightness as the rings were fitted snugly round his sac and clittie. They were designed to leave no room at all for arousal.

    The task completed, Jane started the normal routine of diapering her baby husband. For once she didn't bother with the humiliating chatter of earlier changes, and briskly set about her task. Soon he was powdered, freshly diapered, and sitting up on the change table in a post-orgasmic fog. The rings around his genitals felt weird, but not uncomfortable. Jane adjusted his bonnet and retied the sashes under his chin, fluffed up his petticoats and straightened his dress hem over the top like a loving mother. She wiped his tear-streaked face using another moist wipe, but there was no mistaking his red puffy eyes.
 
    “Oh dear, everyone will know you’ve been crying. Oh well!” Mommy heartlessly observed. “Never mind! That’s what silly cry-babies do, I guess. Isn’t it, baby girl?” It was enough to start another round of snivelling, precisely as Jane intended. The clittie-cage had been fitted and locked on, and Daphne couldn’t remove it, but Mommy intended to tilt the scales even more in her favour. First she had to get him happier with her, so he was easier to manipulate.

    Smiling invitingly, she helped him to stand up and wrapped her long arms round his trembling body. With his legs splayed helplessly wide, he seemed even shorter than normal. In her towering high heels Jane loomed over him, emphasising the height difference - and her dominance. She let his flushed face nestle between her soft fleshy breasts for a few seconds, then tilted his face up and plucked out his pacifier-teat. She puckered up and gently kissed him on his sloppy wet lips, and she saw his heart melting as she tenderly stroked the side of his bonneted head. “Come on, sweetie! Cheer up! You’re wearing such a cute clittie-cage, and you know you’ve always wanted to wear one. I read all those masochistic fantasy stories you loved to read while you used to play with yourself. What do you think Jake going to say when you present him with the key?”
 
    Ignoring his startled expression, Mommy pressed on. “If you offer it to him really sweetly, I'll give you three whole carrots! I’m sure you’ll be proud to know that my boyfriend is holding the key to your little clittie. Think how you will adore hearing us in the bedroom when you are all tight and controlled down there, like a good sissy baby should be! Snug in your crib, in your diapers and baby doll nightgowns, with no more temptation to rustle and rub so we can hear you over the baby intercom. No more showing Jake what a silly baby you are by playing with that useless thing of yours, when he is doing it properly with me in the big girl’s bed.”

    She could see the light of pain blossom in his pale blue eyes. What ecstasy to see your unfaithful, babyfied sissy husband reeling in hurt and shame! She couldn't help but rub it in even more. Teasing and belittling him was such fun, and it really turned her on! Jane rubbed her meaty thighs together, shivering with need. She was desperate to feel Jake’s massive member inside her. “Daphne, above all, you know having you all locked up and safe will make it so much more exciting for Jake and Mommy. That’s what you really want, isn’t it? I know you want to make it up for being unfaithful to me.”
 
    Mommy watched his fluttering eyes brim with tears and his narrow shoulders started to shake. She heartlessly continued, “But I guess it’s no real loss. Is it? Remember all those horrid failures you used to have in Mommy’s bed, when you tried to pretend you were a grown-up? All those wasted months of premmies and too-quickies?” She stroked the front of his slick plastic panties and patted his trapped clittie in a casual dismissive gesture. ‘Thwack - thwack - thwack!’ “At long last you are doing the right thing by Mommy. You know that it will only ever be Jake who makes love to me. You must be so pleased for me.” ‘Thwack - thwack - thwack - thwack - thwack.’
 
    She grasped his chin and tilted his face up, so he couldn’t avoid her triumphant gaze. “You can’t possibly know how super he is in bed? Ohh, Jake is the most amazing stud! Hard yet gentle, firm but kind, and so good at it. How he lasts! Do you know; Mommy’s kitten even get a little sore sometimes, because he lasts and lasts all night! Then sweetie, he cums and cums like a fucking fountain, and get hard again before I’m even ready! Isn’t that amazing?” She sighed at the delicious memory and fluttered her long black lashes. “I have such incredible orgasms with Jake! You are so lucky to have him fucking Mommy for you. You must be so proud to be properly chastised at long last, and have such a wonderful hunky man to perform in your bed in your place! Aren’t you the luckiest baby girl? By the way; I really think you should write Uncle Jake a little ‘thank you’ note, each time he comes round and helps you out. You know? Telling him how much I enjoy it, how good he is at it - that sort of thing.”

    Jane was radiant with her control over Benny as she pressed the key into his sweaty fist. ‘Thank you notes’ indeed! Where had that idea come from? It just popped out! Benny looked so miserable, he started to snivel again. Mommy didn’t bother to wipe away the tears trickling down his hot flushed cheeks. At that moment he hated beyond all measure the thought that Jake was going to have all the fun, while he was allowed none.
 
    Mommy crooned, “Now let me explain the new arrangements for your sissy spurties. Nanna and I have discussed this in detail. We understand how much you need to do your sissy-baby cummies in your disgusting dirty wet diapers from time to time. When you have earned twenty carrots, I'll let you ask Jake to bring the key over. Okay, baby? We might let you have a little cummie right in front of us, before you go to beddy-byes. Wouldn’t you love that? You could show Uncle Jake how quick you are! If you save up fifty carrots, Jake might let you have your clittie-cage removed for one whole period between diaper changes. Think of it! Hours of sissy playtime! With a hundred carrots, maybe we'll let our little girl have it off all night, while you’re locked in your crib! Think what a super treat that would be!”

    Benny looked at her, aghast! A hundred carrots to be free for just one night? That was next to impossible! As he opened his mouth to tearfully protest, Jane gave him one of her most radiant smiles and softly pressed his pacifier back between his writhing lips. “Shh sweetie! Shh! Suck your dum-dums. Louder. Let Mommy hear you. Whining means sticks, remember?” She straightened his bib over his breast to catch his dribbles. “Suck and drool, baby. Suck and drool. Good girl.” She unpinned her chignon and her tawny locks tumbled free over her shoulders. Jake preferred it when she let her hair down. Swishing her thick locks seductively, she took Daphne’s free hand to lead him outside. “Come on, let’s go downstairs and you can give Jake the key. Do it nicely, and tell him how pleased you are about our new arrangement.”

    It all happened so quickly. Benny was reeling from emotional overload. De-spunked, deflated, and dispirited could sum it up. He was chastised, cuckolded, and controlled - about to hand the key - this most precious key - to his wife’s lover. Coupled with a set of stringent arrangements for his occasional temporary freedom which were designed to ensure he achieved minimal - if any - pleasure. Above all, he would have to ask Nanna or Jake for the key so he could be released, and only allowed to play with himself in his diapers.

    He knew he needed to put up some kind of fight - to protest, complain, refuse - but maybe not right now. He realised he had to start collecting carrots - fast! Maybe when he stayed with Nanna on Friday, he might have a chance to wheedle his way out of this crazy arrangement. He tried to convince himself, ‘It might be true that I’m lucky it’s Jake holding the key. He has an awesome reputation amongst the ladies. Perhaps people will respect me for letting Jake be the keyholder? Perhaps they might think well of me for letting Jake take my place as Jane’s lover?’ Benny’s capacity for self-delusion was limitless. At the bottom of the stairs, Daphne could see Jake and Simon standing in the lounge room, chatting while they watched TV.
   
    “Wait just a moment, baby.” Jane paused in front of the hallway mirror and started fussing around Benny’s shiny dress, pulling and straightening here and there, fluffing up his frothy petticoats, adjusting the elastic on the baby pant’s leg openings, making sure his diaper was all tucked in and the plastic wasn’t crumpled or wrinkled. “Stay still! We want you to look perfect for Uncle Jake and Uncle Simon, don’t we?” She was so tender, loving and affectionate, petting and praising him as she stroked his bonnet and dress; smiling and cooing to him in encouragement. “There! That’s better! What a pretty little girl! Such a gorgeous baby! You look so sweet! Sweet enough to gobble up!” Daphne lapped up the maternal attention and started to brighten a little. When Jane was like this, the shame of his baby status receded somewhat.  
 
    “Now you have to explain to Uncle Jake what Nanna and Mommy bought for you,” Mommy instructed her wobbling child. “Remember, it was specially made to fit your tiny clittie. You can tell him you have been a big girl and done three lovely spurties in your diapers today! Three!” Her voice rose in wonder on the last word. “Think how jealous that will make him! Oh what a lucky Baby Daphne!” She was talking to him in exactly the same way a loving mother eggs on a small child in a game. “Then you can give him the key, and say it is best if you don’t do it anymore. You only want to do wee-wees with your clittie in your diapers from now on, because you really want to be a proper baby girl all the time. Isn’t that right?” The anxious little girl nodded uncertainly and Mommy insisted, “Come on! Let’s go tell Jake that, shall we?” She wiped his face one last time with his damp bib and propelled him forward towards the others.

     Sheila had been helping the girls with their tea in the spacious kitchen when she overheard Jane giving Daphne her final instructions. She stepped into the hallway in time to see her sister patting Daphne’s padded bum, urging the little sissy on his way like a reluctant toddler. Sheila followed them into the lounge room as well, sensing more fun was afoot, with Helen hot on her heels
 
 

chapter 12 continued....
 
   Jake could see Benny was holding up a small silver key in both hands as he clumsily toddled into the room. Simon smiled wolfishly and stepped back to watch the latest sissy charade. Daphne already knew the kind of thing she had to say. She had read enough fem-dom sissy stories to know the correct debasing lines. Jane’s infectious enthusiasm temporarily emboldened Benny as he summoned up the mental effort to further humiliate himself in front of Jake and the others. Gulping and flushing red, he stammered, still using the baby lisp always required: “Unca Jake?” There was a long pause as he sucked earnestly on his dum-dums, groping for the words that would most please Mommy. Simon sniggered in the background and then covered his mouth, fighting to remain silent.
 
    “Go on,” Jane softly commanded from right behind him. He took comfort in Mommy’s closeness.
    “Unca Jake, Nanna and Mommy had a thpecial extwa-tiny widdle chathtity devithe made for me,” he loudly lisped. “A cwittie-cage. It’th ‘thpecially made to fit my tiny cwittie.” He could sense Jake’s rising incredulity at this fresh revelation, but he blundered on regardless. “It’s tho I'm kept pwoperwy under contwol, and don’t do no more thurptieth without Mommy’th permission. Mommy maketh me do naughty thurptieth in my diaperth thometimeth, when we are together. You know?” Simon couldn’t help himself and released a muffled snigger, and Benny heard Sheila chortling behind his back. Helen’s barely-repressed snorts added to the humiliating mix.

    Daphne tried to ignore the grown-up’s mocking laughter and pressed on like a small child boasting about her achievements: “Do you know what I did today, Unca Jake? I haff done fwee big gwown-up thurptieth in my diaperth today! My Mommy sayth that might make you jealouth, so it’th betht if you haff the key.” He presented the tiny silver key to Jake with a ballerina flourish.
    “Say why, baby,” prompted Jane, as a stunned Jake accepted the offering, grinning from ear to ear.
 
    “Coz - coz I want to be a pwoper baby girl fwom now on, and only do wee-weeth in my diaperth wiff my t-t-tiny cwittie,” Daphne explained, her squeaky voice trembling with uncertainty. “I’m a baby. I’m jutht a widdle baby girl… ” Jake started to laugh too, and Mommy joined in. They were all laughing at him. Aunty Sheila and Nanna and Uncle Simon and Mommy and Uncle Jake….

    As his voice slowly faded, acute embarrassment as the perverse stupidity of these ridiculous requests hit him. He realised he had willingly handed over control of his manhood to Jane’s lover, in front of everyone. They would all know they he was a cuckold, and Jake was Mommy’s chosen bedmate. His eyes filled with tears and his gaze slowly dropped to his bobbing skirts. It became impossible for him to look anyone in the face. His blurry eyes remained riveted to the floor, staring at Jake’s huge black lace-up shoes.
 
    Sheila hooted, “Lordy! Listen to him! That takes the biscuit, Benny! A goddam chastity-cage now! I can’t believe you let yourself be treated like this!” She whacked his padded rear in disdain as she marched behind him to address Jane. Daphne lurched forward from the strength of the blow, almost falling on her face. Incredulous, Sheila demanded of her grinning sister, “Jane, how the hell did you do it? What kind of man would ever let his cock be locked up like that? What a stupid prat!” Benny started to sob as the extremity of his humiliation sank in. He wanted his Mommy to love him; that was all he wanted. That was all he ever wanted. That was all that was left to him now.

    Jane crouched down in front of the teary child and chucked him under the chin, clucking her tongue in maternal remonstration. “Tsk-tsk-tsk! Shh, baby. Stop all that crying, you silly girl! Why all the fuss? You wanted to be a helpless sissy baby, and you’re being treated like one. You wanted to wear diapers and use them like a baby, and Mommy let you. You got so excited playing babies, you even had three big-girl spurties in your diaper today! Three! Didn’t you?” She made her tone deliberately patronising. “The last one was a real treat for you! Wasn’t it, little girl? You did number ones, number twos and number threes in your dirty diaper, all mixed together in one big yucky mess, all at the same time! Didn’t you, Baby Daphne?” He had to nod his head in agreement, but he tried to keep his tear-filled eyes on the floor until Mommy raised his chin again.
 
    She glanced at her grinning mother and sister, both of whom nodded in encouragement. Jane continued scathingly, “Mommy played with your sissy clittie while Nanna watched, till you did a great big cummie in your stinky messy diaper! What more do you want?” She watched the big fat tears roll down his scarlet cheeks. As his face grew wetter, so did her throbbing kitten. “We know you used to spend hours on the internet reading about precisely this sort of thing while you played with your clittie. Didn’t you? You told all your little sissy friends online that you fantasised about being chastised by your Mommy. But when we give you what you say you’ve always wanted, you carry on like a sooky baby and burst into tears!” She let the disgust creep into her voice. “There is no pleasing some children!”

    Jane was being cruel again, egged on by Sheila and Helen’s outright contempt. The constant references to his internet wanderings were designed to make him look ridiculous in front of Jake, who had often told her he never bothered looking at porn. The real thing was far better and just as easy for the handsome charmer to access. Jane well understood the enormous differences between Benny’s fem-dom fantasy world and the reality in which Baby Daphne was currently being forced to live. Unsurprisingly, little Daphne wasn't finding things quite as she’d dreamed.
 
    Jane was acutely conscious of her pressing need for Jake. Even in these liberated times, she couldn't bring herself to slip away from her family to dash upstairs with him in her mother’s home, and lock themselves in her old bedroom to slake her longings. She didn't realise all the other adults in the house were similarly affected by her erotic fem-dom performances - as well as Benny’s submissive masochistic responses. Helen had some time ago learned to call on a good friend who discretely shared her bed from time to time, often after she babysat Daphne on Fridays. She had already phoned and asked him to visit tonight. As for Sheila, she was desperate to spirit away her horny husband Simon and dump her kids in bed. She wanted to slip on her cheeky school uniform and throw herself at Simon, and she knew the men had been constantly rearranging the front of their trousers all afternoon.

     “Now stop all that sulking and staring at the ground,” Jane commanded in a cross voice. “Look at Mommy. That’s better. Show us all a nice big smile, Baby Daphne, and then give Jake that punishment curtsey you owe him. Then after you scrub your dirty diapers and put them in the wash, you can go and have tea in the kitchen with the other girls.” She stood up and stepped back to watch.
 
   Benny raised his tear-stained face to look at Jake as he started. “Unca Jake, pweathe acc-thept my punishment curt-they?” When Jake grunted and nodded, he had to perform the whole mortifying routine, ending with his humble apology for not giving Unca Jake a curtsey on first meeting. Jake made him do three additional curtseys, finding petty faults with the first two, laughing uproariously as the humiliating charade continued. At last, at long last it was over. Benny toddled off to laundry with Nanna close behind, to make sure the little sissy did a good job of scrubbing the poop out her diapers and baby panties. Twenty minutes later she made him wash his hands, then led him back to the kitchen where Mommy, Sheila and the girls were waiting for the snivelling sissy. Daphne stumbled blindly along after Nanna, gripping her hand tightly and wondering what else could happen to her today.
 
    Sheila was sitting at the kitchen table with her two girls and brightly greeted them. “Oh good! Here they are! I’ve already fed my two, Mom. Jane, I promised Zoë she could feed Benny in the highchair tonight, like Jessica did it at lunch time. Is that okay?” Jane saw the horror on Daphne’s face and laughed, nodding agreement. “My girls just had cheese on toast, but I saw the four jars of baby food left out. I assumed they must be for Benny - I mean, Baby Daphne?” Sheila dimpled as she stared at the sissified male cowering behind his Nanna. “Jane, do you really keep him on jars of toddler food? They taste a bit gross, you know?”
 
    Jane sniggered and shook her head. “No, not all the time. But she eats at least two jars per day. My baby girl is very young, and she needs the nutritious goodness of a balanced toddler diet. As she had a proper grown-up lunch and porridge for brekkie, jars of baby food are perfect for her din-dins. Baby Daphne chooses her favourites varieties, you know? When she goes to the supermarket each week with her Nanny Emma.”
    Disdainful laughter bubbled out of Sheila. “Hear that, Zoë? They’re her favourites! Jessica, can help you get the baby ready for din-dins? The savoury jars are warm already.”

    The little tot sneered in contempt at the cringing sissy and pointed to the highchair. Zoe bossily ordered, “Come on, you big baby! In your highchair for dinner-time. I'll feed you your jars of stuff tonight. Aunty Jane, will you do up the straps and put Daphne’s baby bib on for me? She made a such big mess at lunch time. Mommy, what are we feeding her tonight?”
    “Organic vegetables and rice in one jar, and beef casserole in the other,” Sheila replied, reading the labels. “We can just mix them together. Babies don’t care. For afters, we have apple and yogurt custard. Jessica, will you tip the two starters into her baby dish for your sister to spoon-feed Daphne? Zoe, fetch the stool first, so you can reach the baby’s mouth easier.”

    Jane meanwhile was helping Jessica secure Benny in the lay-back highchair with the pink webbing straps. When he was safely clipped in, Mommy dressed him in a big plastic bib which had short arms as well as a broad front covering every inch of his shiny satin frock. Then the tray was locked in place and Mommy tucked his long plastic bib between the tray and his tummy. It was a tight fit. Jane assumed the combination of Jessica, Zoë and Benny wrestling with a rather unappetising savoury meal, threatened to be a messy experience. She was taking no chances. Her husband looked so defeated and helpless strapped in the oversized highchair, red-eyed and resigned to being spoon-fed by a patronising three-year-old. Mommy smiled in smug self-satisfaction as she joined the adults at the kitchen table.
 
    Sheila, sitting down at the table behind Benny’s back and facing the highchair, poured tea into smart china mugs. She leant forward for a conspiratorial chat with Helen and Jane, then paused and glanced at the baby. Realising there might be a problem, Sheila first called to her daughter, “Jessica, the baby still has her pretty bonnet on. Can you take it off first, please? We don’t want it to get messy.” She turned to her kid sister, her expression curious as she lowered her voice. “Jane my dear, how long do you intend keeping him like this? It must have been quite a while already, from the way he - she’s been acting. How many months have you kept him dressed in diapers and baby frocks? He seems pretty used to it. I mean, what will he do afterwards? He can hardly go back to work, especially as Marilyn knows now. That big-mouth slut will tell everybody!”

    Jane looked at Helen and they both smiled wolfishly. “We have some ideas,” Jane diffidently replied, then instead asked Sheila, “How long were your two in diapers?”
    “Jessica was slow to potty-train, nearly four before we finally got it cracked. But this one,” Sheila reported, pointing to Zoë, who was trying her best to clumsily spoon-feed Benny. “She was very quick.” They could hear the maternal pride in her voice. “The second one usually potty-trains faster, you see - say at two and a bit years old.”

    They watched as Jessica fumbled for a while with the bow on Benny’s pink satin bonnet, and eventually it came free. By standing on the step-stool she could reach up high enough to take it off, and she placed it on the side of the wide wooden tray in Benny’s view. Mommy sang, “Thank you, Jessica. Good girl.” The beaming pre-schooler climbed down and waited beside the highchair, ready to help her little sister feed the baby if the need arose.
 
    “That’s my good girl” Sheila nodded, smiling in maternal approval and advised Jane, “I think your sissy baby should be kept strictly in diapers for the same length of time as a normal child - say two and a half to three years.”
 
    Benny was trying hard to eavesdrop on the grown-ups chatting softly amongst themselves at the table behind him. Realising he wasn't a part of the conversation but the subject of it, he was stunned! Did Sheila say ‘three years’? That was three years as a baby girl in diapers, not to mention the humiliating frocks and other things. He would certainly lose control over his bladder and bowels by then, with absolutely no job prospects, either. He would be dependent on Mommy for everything! And what about the his new chastity device? My God! Three years of no regular playing with his clittie!

    “Of course I won't start the clock running until I'm sure my little Daphne has completely lost control of both her bowels and bladder,” Jane assured her sister. “We may be close already though, judging by today’s little performances.”
    ‘That’s even worse!’ he thought in despair, ‘My time in diapers so far doesn't count!’ Benny winced inwardly, thinking, ‘Mommy can’t do this to me!’ But that was silly. Jane had taken his baby treatment this far already. He knew she could do whatever she liked to him.

    Helen chipped in; “We thought that after such a long time in diapers, it would take months - perhaps years - to potty-train Daphne again. That is, if we don’t decide to keep the big sissy in diapers for even longer. But after four years or so, we'll all probably need a break from looking after our big baby, anyway. She almost certainly wouldn't be able to get a proper job, although she could possibly serve as a sissified male maid. She does quite an acceptable job of cleaning this place these days. We could finish her training at one of the sissy academies like Tawsingham’s or Mrs Silk’s. It would be fabulous to have a properly trained, chastised housemaid.” Daphne blinked hard, fighting back the tears.

    Zoë shovelled food into Daphne’s gaping mouth. In fairness she was doing quite well for a three-year-old, but there was a growing mess round Benny’s face and running down his chin onto his bib. No matter how carefully she fed him, he was compelled to let a portion of each mouthful trickle out of his mouth. Zoe frowned and scolded him, “You’re such a messy baby, Baby Daphne! Ohh!” She shook her head in despair. “Try to stop dribbling, will you?” The adults ignored his whimpered protestations of innocence and let Zoe get on with it. Benny’s spirits sagged even lower as he realised he had been left in the charge of a small child. The ever-present tears welled unwanted in his eyes. As he desperately tried to hear what the grown-ups were saying about him, Zoë kept chattering away in a high piping voice so he couldn’t concentrate on the adult conversation.
 
    “Come on, you silly cry-baby! Open up for some yummy veggies. Open wide! Aunty Jane, she does cry a lot, doesn’t she?”
    “Yes Zoë, Daphne can’t help herself,” Mommy replied with maternal authority. “She’s a cry-baby. Just like the silly baby girl she really is.” To the others Jane added in a quieter tone, “She’s been crying more readily and more often of late. It’s become quite noticeable in the past few weeks. Her Nanny Emma remarked on it, as well.” Helen nodded in agreement.
 
    “Here comes the train into the tunnel! Woo-woooooo! Go on; say yum-yum, like a proper baby,” Zoe ordered. “Good girl! When you’re finished this, do you want your baby bottle first or your sweets?”

    Sheila lowered her voice so Benny could barely hear her. “Look at the diapered fairy, sitting there being fed by Zoë! He looks ridiculous! Why doesn’t he stop it? Protest? Walk out? Tell you both to bugger off?”
    Jane smiled and mouthed silently, “He loves me! He can’t leave me!” She raised her eyebrows and shrugged her shoulders in a parody of disbelief, pulling her face into a bemused sarcastic grimace and making the others giggle.
 
    In a loud clear voice Jane responded, “Daphne can’t leave me! She’s just a baby, and I’m her Mommy! Babies can’t leave their Mommies! It’s not allowed! Plus she owns no grown-up clothes or boys’ clothes - except three pairs of very childish-looking shortie overalls - and only little-girl Maryjane shoes, pink sneakers, and one pair of pink jelly sandals. Baby has no bank accounts, no credit cards, no car keys, and we even formally surrendered her driving licence. She can’t hire a car, and of course she has no insurance, so she cannot legally drive." 
 
    "Naturally I confiscated her phone. Daphne has a pink Barbie mobile phone now, but it is fixed so she can only call Nanna, Emma, or me. The house phone has a pre-dial locking code, which of course our baby doesn't know. Both Emma and I have sim-code access on our mobiles, so she can’t make use of them, either. Anyway, Daphne probably can’t remember the phone numbers of anyone to call, even if there was someone interested in talking to a silly, simpering two-year-old. She stored all her numbers in her old mobile’s memory - and I have that safely locked away!”
 
    She shot a victorious smile at the slumping shoulders of the big baby in the highchair. “Emma is not allowed to bring any cash into the house, in case our baby girl got any silly ideas to steal it and run away. But we have our little sissy baby pretty well sewn up. Of course don’t forget; she probably can’t manage without diapers now, as well.” Dropping her voice again she quietly added, “Yes, maybe she could do something - if she really wanted to - but all those obstacles give Baby Daphne a easy excuse to accept whatever we choose to do to her.”

    Jane rubbed together her silk-clad thighs under the table and whispered, “I know this all sounds incredible, but God! Dominating that little sissy makes me so randy! I’m horny all the time! I’ve never felt anything remotely like it!” She glanced towards the doorway leading to the lounge room, where the men were watching noisy sport on TV. No one could see her spreading her thighs and rubbing the heel of her hand between her legs, her silk skirt sliding sensuously against the damp satin gusset of her panties. “Jake feels the same way. He’s a fantastic stud and he loves fucking me, but he says this cuckold arrangement has given him the hottest sex he’s ever had!” She smiled semi-ruefully as she distractedly stroked one of her stiffening nipples through her blouse and bra with her other hand. “It’s not all about increasing my pleasure, but I guess it helps.”

    The others smiled in sheepish agreement. They knew exactly what Jane meant! Helen added in a slightly husky voice, “Remember, Daphne has been treated exactly like a real baby girl for more than three months now, always dressed in diapers and baby clothes - baby girl clothes. Look at the dresses and petticoats she loves to wear! She’s always in a diaper - which she uses constantly, for everything! She needs to have her diapers changed several times a day. I can’t imagine what that must do to her self-esteem and self-confidence. I think mentally, she is almost totally dependent on Jane and Emma now - and to an extent, on me - her Nanna. Oh, and have you noticed how she pulls a face if you take her pacifier away? Our little girl is growing pacifier-dependant too, I swear.”

    Sheila looked at the two conspirators, grinning. “You know, I'm quite looking forward to having Baby Daphne come visit for the sleep-over! It might be rather good fun, I think. I suspect Simon might come home early that night to help me put the big baby girl to bed.” She rubbed her bare thighs together, her moist pussy tingling in anticipation. She clutched her mug in her left hand and like Jane, her right hand disappeared under the table.
 
    Jessica tossed in, “We’re all going to look after her and help you, Mommy. Oh and Aunty Jane, can you send over lots of Daphne’s dresses with her? We'll want to play dress-ups with the baby. Does she have any fairy dresses or angel dresses?
    “Yes, she has a gorgeous little pink ballerina tutu with fairy wings,” Jane replied with a giggle. “I'll try to remember to pack them. She’s even got a Princess tiara! How are you doing, girls? Is my baby ready for her bottle yet?”
    Jessica asked, “Mommy, can we put on a ballet or a show or something, for everyone - like we did at Samantha’s house? If Baby Daphne has a ballet dress, she can join in.”
    Sheila and Jane looked at each other, barely able to stop giggling, eyebrows raised as if asking; ‘Why not?’ “Yes Jessica,” Sheila cooed. “I'm sure we can think of something like that for all you girls to do.”

    Zoe piped up, “Aunty Jane, why does she have a baby bottle? Can’t Daphne use a sippy-cup?” Her tone turned scornful. “Only little babies drink from bottles.”
    Jane replied “ It’s the same as her pacifier, Zoe. Baby Daphne really likes having something to suck, like most babies. I let her have a bottle or two at night time, to help her relax and prepare to be put down in her crib, and she sucks a pacifier all night. Even when she‘s fast asleep. Just like a baby.”

    Jake strode into the kitchen holding up his phone camera, snickering, “I'll bet she loves having something to suck!" His chuckle was evil. "Hi girls! Mind if I take a photo or two of Baby Daphne here? Perhaps being fed by Zoë?” He glanced at the cringing sissy baby in the highchair and burst into laughter. “Oh my, what a messy baby! Look at that filthy face! No, wait. I want to take a couple like this, before you clean him up.” He started snapping away with Zoë posing in front, spoon in hand, looking all important, and poor Benny looking like a useless baby with a disgustingly grubby face and badly stained bib. When Jake indicated he was finished, Jessica moved in with a warm wet washcloth and started trying to scrub Daphne’s face clean, but she found it too difficult.
 
    When Jane and the other women showed absolutely no signs of moving to help, Jake offered. “Here, let me get that.” Grinning vindictively, he took the moist cloth from the girl’s hand and being deliberately rough, fiercely wiped his old boss’s crusted lips till he was whining and whimpering in discomfort. When Daphne tried to pull her face away, Jake wrapped one huge hand around the back of the struggling sissy’s head and held her in place, scouring her lips and chin till he was satisfied the baby’s face was spotless.

    Zoë fetched his bottle of warm milk and handed it to a red-faced Benny, who accepted it with great reluctance. He knew Jake was watching as he stuck the oversized silicon teat in his mouth and tilted the base up high. All his plastic baby bottles held 20 fluid ounces each and were pink-capped, topped with clear Nuk No. 4 silicon teats. The feeding hole in the fat nipple had been enlarged to make suckling easier. As Benny started slurping down the lukewarm contents, he realised he was presenting another photo opportunity.
 
     After taking a few more snaps, Jake explained, “I promised Marilyn I would show her some pics from this afternoon. These are really good!”
     Jane sighed and replied, “Well Jake, I suppose the damage is done now. We’ll have to live with it. But please don’t show the pics to anyone else, and don’t send your secretary any copies. Okay?” She pouted at her grinning lover. “I wish you would’ve asked me first, before telling motor-mouth Marilyn. Everybody in the company will know about Benny’s strange predilections in a few days, and I wanted to prepare the ground a little better before we introduced our big sissy baby to the public domain.”

    Helen chipped in. “Perhaps we needn’t worry too much. I had a lovely chat with Dr Elaine Rogers the other day. Remember her? She’s a top psychiatrist in the city. Our company did some work with her practice a few years ago, and we remained friends. I ran into her recently and I told her all about our Baby Daphne. Elaine was very interested and spotted his fetish straight away, telling me; ‘He’s an Adult Sissy Baby; rare, but there’s a few thousand - maybe more - in varying degrees around the country. Not so many that the general public are aware of the fetish, but more and more people are vaguely conscious of it. Most sufferers keep their unusual desires well hidden, very few are exhibitionists. It is often associated with masochism, cross-dressing and transexuality - but I would have to see him personally to sort out his fetishes more precisely.’ I-”
 
    Sheila held up her hand. “Wait a second, Mom. Girls, now you’ve finished feeding the baby, why don’t you gather up your toys and things. We have to go home soon.” They remained silent until the preschoolers trotted out of the kitchen. “Go wash your hands first please,” Their mother called after their retreating backs, then turned back to Nanna.

    Helen had the rapt attention of all the adults in the room - including the one in the highchair. “I told Elaine you had decided to make him live out his fantasies full-time, Jane. I explained we had read about his exhibitionistic desires - how he dreamed of being shown off to the public as a diapered baby girl. But we were concerned about people’s possible reactions if we exposed him to the real world in his baby frocks and diapers. Elaine came up with a super idea! She suggested, ‘If you want to satisfy his exhibitionistic compulsions and take him out in public, you could tell people Benny has an OCD - an Obsessive-Compulsive behavioural Disorder. Say he’s been suicidal, and he can’t be happy unless he is treated as a toddler or baby girl.’ No, really! That’s what she told me!” Helen protested, when Sheila and Jane stared at her in open-mouthed disbelief.
 
    She held up her palms to stop her daughters interrupting. “Elaine told me, ‘Explain how Benny becomes very disturbed and depressed unless he is in diapers and all the rest of it, and that the only known cure is to let his compulsion burn itself out.’ That will explain the necessity of the diapers, as he supposedly exhibits no control over his bodily functions in his regressed infantile state.”
 
    Helen shot her bemused daughters a triumphant grin. “An obsessive-compulsive disorder is much easier for people to accept than a sexual fetish. You should always use the proper name, Jane; ‘Adult Baby Syndrome,’ or ABS. That will keep most people quiet. Always discuss it as an OCD - a behavioural disorder, or a medical syndrome. That usually shuts everybody up pretty quickly, as it sounds serious and professional. Add lots of ‘isn’t it sad?’ or ‘we hope he will get better one day,’ and ‘he can’t help himself,’ and so on, and you’ll have few problems. Mind you, he only has the Adult Baby Sissy syndrome, not the rest - I think - but hardly anybody will know that.” Jane pursed her luscious red lips and looked thoughtful.
 
    “Elaine suggested, ‘If you do decide to take him out and about - and knowing you two, I’m sure both of you will get a sadistic kick out of exposing him at the public’s expense - but I wouldn't let that worry you too much. There are plenty of scantily-clad girls running around out there on a Friday or Saturday night these days, doing exactly the same thing.’ Elaine also said she would love to see Baby Daphne professionally, to do some research.” Helen sniggered. “Apparently his condition is relatively rare, and normally sissy AB’s act out their fantasies alone and in private - not in conjunction with a whole family.” Sheila glanced at the big baby listening in the highchair and giggled.

    “Anyway,” Helen continued blithely, “if Benny is disgraced before all his friends and former colleagues, it’s no one’s fault but his own! Right? After all, he’s the one who started the ball rolling! Know what I mean? If our little Daphne thinks of herself as a useless baby girl, why shouldn’t the rest of the world? Besides, Jane darling, why trouble yourself about Baby Daphne’s feelings? Babies don’t have a lifestyle. You’re the mother. You have a lifestyle. It’s up to baby to adapt to Mommy’s lifestyle, not the other way around.” Her tone was persuasive when she argued, “Isn’t it time you put your own needs front and centre?”
    Jane nodded enthusiastically. “Yes! Yes Mom, it is! I mostly do now anyway, I think.”

    Sheila realised such a cover story would be a great help with the parents of the girls attending the sleep-over. “That’s a great idea, Mom! I can see how Benny’s OCD problem with ‘ABS’ will really help explain his unusual dress and the way he acts to other people. I mean, the kids won’t really care. They just see him as a silly baby girl. But I’m sure all the mothers will want to meet the poor baby with the nasty mental syndrome.”

    Benny was strapped in the highchair slurping down the last of his bottle. He normally had to drink two before bedtime, plus a bottle of water in the crib with him for night-time drinkies. This ensured he piddled fairly early on in the evening, and so he normally spent most of every night in a sopping-wet diaper. These new revelations about his future life were highly disturbing. Did Mommy and Nanna really plan on taking him out in the public dressed as a baby girl? He felt certain something perfectly horrible was being hatched for him at the proposed sleepover. Jake’s threat to show those revealing photos to Marilyn caused him to let his guard down. He started complaining in that plaintive whiny voice which he knew irritated Mommy. It was his way of begging Jane to abandon some plan or other on the grounds that it would embarrass him too much.

    “Mommy, pweathe don’t let Mawiwyn thee me wike thith?” Trickles of warm milk ran down his chin as he made his plaintive request. “Pweathe don’t let Jake show thothe pictureth to her, pweathe?” He let his squeaky baby voice drop an octave or so, closer to his normal pitch as he resentfully muttered, “It’s not fair! I don’t want her to thee me like this.” His lisp almost disappeared. This was a grown-up talking. Strictly forbidden!
 
    “Daphne, I have told you a thousand times! I no longer care who sees you and who doesn't,” Jane crisply declared, “It doesn't bother me in the slightest - not in the slightest! You are a baby girl! Look at you, in your pretty dress, dirty bibbie, and your thick wet diaper!” Her voice dripped with scorn. “You wanted to be a sissy baby - you are a sissy baby! And you will be treated like one - at all times! The only reason for ever sparing your feelings is that it might embarrass me or Emma, or Nanna or Jake, to be seen with you in some silly outfit or other. That’s the only reason when we’ve been out and about in public, you have been allowed to wear your baby overalls over your diapers. They are not quite a sissy or revealing as your prissy toddler frocks, are they?” Daphne shook her head, trickles of warm milk dribbling down her chin, her face a picture of misery.
 
    Jane jumped out of her chair and marched around to the cringing big baby in the highchair. “But I will tell Emma she can take you out dressed in your cute baby frocks in public in future, whenever she feels like it! Would you like that? Tomorrow you will go to the beauty salon in a pretty dress. Do you hear me? You know Emma has been pleading with me for weeks to take you out all dolled up. And if Jake is happy to show his secretary or any other people at our company pictures of my big sissy baby being fed in her highchair and drinking from a baby bottle, then that’s quite alright with me! Understand? It’s alright with him and with me, and therefore it is alright with you. Right, Baby Daphne? Do you understand Mommy?”

    Benny knew what came next! “Do you understand Mommy?” Jane repeated in a much louder voice, leaning against the highchair tray facing him, her full red lips clamped into a thin hard line, fists curled on hips in feigned anger. Daphne was convinced Mommy was livid and she watched Mommy’s heaving bosoms, trembling in fear. She ignored the pre-school girls trotting back into the kitchen, all ears and eyes wide at the sound of cranky adult voices.
 
    The temperature in the room dropped with the chill in her tone when Jane announced, “One stick for whining, and another for not talking properly. Also,” she paused significantly, before proceeding more sternly; “you will also pay by having a little extra inconvenience imposed on you next week. I shall tell Emma to keep you in double terry diapers every day next week. That will help remind you that you are nothing but a big baby!” She turned her head and in a much more friendly voice suggested, “Jake, put Daphne’s bonnet back on her and take some more pictures, if you like? Then we must head home, or Daphne will be late for bedtime in her crib. We don’t want to have to deal with an overtired, cranky baby girl.”

    Sheila was quietly giggling away at Jane’s performance - acting the part of a cross mother who’d been pushed too far, It was the same way Sheila treated her kids when they misbehaved - except for them it was the threat of time spent on the naughty step. Benny’s scrubbed cheeks flushed red with childish anger as white drops dripped from his quivering chin. He had been horribly put down in front of Jake, and had made things even worse for himself. Double terry diapers meant really heavy diapering, and his too-short toddler frocks would reveal his bulging plastic panties to the world when he was taken out and about. Air sucked back through the teat as he swallowed the last few drops, reeling in horror.
 
    Like a foolish toddler, Benny refused to accept the inevitable and blindly bulled ahead. Strumming the thin leather soles of his pink Maryjanes on the wooden footrest of the highchair, he threw a temper-tantrum and tossed his empty bottle to the floor, squealing, “No!” A mist of milky spittle sprayed from his lips. He loudly banged his clenched fists on the hard wooden tray. “No!”
 
    The first reaction was from Zoë. “You naughty baby! Bad girl! Fancy throwing your bottle like that!” She was a proper little madam, standing there with her hands on hips, looking furious. Jessica simply picked up the thrown vessel and placed it on the sink, shaking her head in disapproval.

    Jane calmly leaned forward over the tray and thrust her beautiful face into his, frowning menacingly. She very quietly and very coldly stated, “As soon as we return home, Baby Daphne, you will show Uncle Jake how we do corner-time! And if you don't apologise to everyone this instant,” her voice became icy with determination, “he will put you across his knee and paddle that bare bottom of yours very hard indeed! Right here! Right now!”

    Benny inhaled sharply and for a brief second, thought of continuing to resist - but he saw the red warning lights in time. His face fell and quivering chin dropped, and he whimpered, “Thowwy, Mommy.” Jane raised a questioning eyebrow and tilted her head at her grinning boyfriend. Daphne subserviently lisped, “Thowwy Unca Jake.” The women at the table had turned to watch him. “Thowwy Aunty Sheiwa. Thowwy Nanna.” Daphne felt her bottom lip trembling and she tried to stop it.
 
     Sounding slightly mollified, Jane commanded, “Now ask for your bonnet properly, baby.”
    “Pweathe Unca Jake, pweathe put my pwetty bonnet on me and take my picture thome more?”
    “Good girl!” For the umpteenth time that afternoon his eyes clouded over, and fresh tears of shame started to trickle down his flushed red cheeks - which made Jake’s next few photos even more humiliating.

    Jane breathed an inward sigh of relief. Things had very nearly spiralled out of control. If only Benny knew he’d been a hairsbreadth away from scoring a major victory. Simon said there could be no violence in front of the children, and she knew Jessica and Zoe were watching and listening to every word. Jane wasn't at all sure how the others would have reacted if Benny had persisted in complaining. A spanking from Jake at home and in private was one thing - but would he and Simon forcibly restrain Benny if she asked them to? In her mother’s house? Jane realised it was her indomitable will against Benny’s - and she always seemed to win! And Jane loved to win! It made her wet!

    If they didn't get home soon, her pussy would explode! Jane started packing everything away with trembling fingers. Benny was let out of the highchair by Jessica and Zoe held his hand to lead him outside to collect his doll and pram. Zoe then marched him into the hallway and made the sissy wait beside the front door, huddled in the corner so he wouldn't get in the adults’ way. Soon he was strapped into his toddler carseat in the back of the SUV and Mommy climbed behind the wheel. They made their farewells and Jane drove off, with Benny waving goodbye like an obedient child from his carseat in the back.

    Benny sat in stunned silence in the car - except for the normal rhythmic slurping sounds as he sucked on his dum-dums - reflecting on what a complete disaster the day had been. He had gone to Helen’s determined to try and control his bladder - but in the end had drenched and soiled his diaper without any control. The whole family seemed to scorn and deride him, even the children. He was wearing a clittie-cage, and his only hope of freedom was to behave like a real toddler girl for Mommy. He had to face up to the reality of Jake as his wife’s lover and soon, everyone would know - now that big-mouth Marilyn had learned the truth. And Sheila and Simon treated him like a useless child, ignoring him half the time.
 
    He was dreading the planned sleepover. What on earth would happen? What did they mean by planning a ballet performance? Zoë was a mean little bully and he was frightened of her, but she told everyone she planned on being in charge of him at dinner time during the sleepover. He had set out that morning to behave like a male, haughty and disdainful of his predicament - but he had broken down and cried several times during the day. Worse that that - he had blubbered uncontrollably. A tight nagging feeling down there reminded him that the only remaining pleasure of his everyday existence had been snatched away from him, as well.
 
 
Chapter 13. Mommy and Uncle Jake.
 
    Jane was driving fast and the lights of Jake’s red Porsche followed close behind, making her loose tawny locks glint in the bright halogen headlights from time to time. Daphne stared at Mommy’s beautiful face like a lovesick puppy from her toddler car seat in the back. In profile Jane looked regal and proud, her pouting red lips open and glistening, her gorgeous swan neck seemed somehow sensual. Why did he love her so much? Why could he not stop wanting to please his wonderful Mommy? He always pined for the slightest hint of her approval - a glance here, a smile there, anything, any small token of Mommy’s affection.

    After Mommy unlocked the front door and dragged him into the house, her voice was strangely husky when she commanded, “Corner-time, Baby Daphne! In the naughty corner with you - but in the lounge room, this time.” She pointed to the stairs. “Go and get your corner-time ball from the Nursery. Go on! I want you to do your time-out in front of Jake, not lurking out here in the hallway where no one can see you.” This happened sometimes when some visitor was sitting in the lounge room and Mommy wanted to make sure her baby behaved during her ‘time-out.’ He had to put the soft rubber ball on the bridge of his nose and keep it there by pressing his face into the designated corner. So humiliating!

    Jane let him run up to the Nursery alone to fetch the ball while she hurried back outside to unload the car. She gave Jake a lingering sensuous kiss after he locked his car and took some of Daphne’s baby things from her hands. She closed the front door and deadlocked it behind them, pushing baby‘s pram aside for the moment. As Benny waddled down the stairs, he saw them drop his stuff on the carpet against the wall and stroll down the hallway arm in arm. Jane gazed up at Jake with a radiant longing and her sexy hip waggle practically screamed, ‘I need it now!’ He could see how she felt about Jake, and his face was a picture of misery as he headed into the lounge room clutching and squeezing his pink rubber ball.

    He shuffled to the required juncture of the cream-painted walls and pressed his face hard into the corner - as he must to stop the ball from falling. He imagined what he must look like. Bonneted, bibbed, diapers bulging inside glinting plastic panties, poking out below frothy petticoats and a flounced satin dress; face pressed into the corner like a penitent child. Loud sucking noises echoed in his ears. He couldn’t see himself, which was just as well. He was the perfect sissy-baby cuckold!

    Confident the baby couldn’t see them, Jane gave Jake another lingering kiss in the hallway and pressed her hips against his strong hard body. She felt his hands slide down her back to possessively cup her big round bottom and she collapsed against him, shivering with arousal. Her gathered her silk skirt in his thick fingers and bunched it up around her hips, then slid one hand over her beautiful big round bottom, caressing her firm muscular cheeks through the fine mesh knickers. He briefly played with the taut suspender straps before he boldly slid his fingers down her bumcrack, between her parted thighs to the slippery gusset of her panties, and he briefly caressed her wet quim.
 
    Jane moaned and sank into his body for a few seconds, spreading her legs slightly and boldly pressing her sensitive spot against his naughty fingers. He pressed her sodden panties inside her with two fingers, she was so open and wet. His tongue delicately licked her pouting red lips, making them moist, teasing them open, till he was thrusting inside her. With a gasp she pulled her face back. “Wait! Wait just a minute. Please Jake? I need to get the baby settled first,” Jane pleaded, reluctantly breaking away from his grasp. Jake possessively patted her curvaceous rear one last time before she dashed upstairs to the Nursery, to get things ready to put Daphne down in her crib for the night. Benny would be lucky, his corner-time would be cut short this evening. Mommy and Uncle Jake had more urgent, pressing needs.

    Jake strode into the lounge room and stared at the rear view of the effeminate sissy he intended to further devastate - by fucking his gorgeous wife again and again. He looked like a real girl with those hairless little legs and his shimmering clouds of petticoats. Jake was hard as hell already and couldn’t wait for Benny to be locked away in his crib. A malicious thought struck him and he took out his phone and started video recording the bizarre sight. Keeping his phone at arm’s length, he walked over to the cringing baby girl in the corner, leaning down so his face was level with the sissy’s neck. He pressed his thick sensual lips close to Benny’s ear and stage-whispered, “Hey baby! I'm going to fuck the shit out of Jane tonight, Benny! I bet you like that idea? Hmm?”
    There was a muffled whiny, “No!”

    “Do you know how? I'm going to make her kneel on the bed first, facing away from me. She’s wearing her black lace-bottomed panties - the see-through ones - and they will be tight on that luscious big round arse of hers. The black suspenders will cut into the backs of her thighs, holding up those glamorous silk stockings. They have sexy lace tops, too. I know; I’ve already run my hands over them,” Jake gloated. “She’s wearing that sexy basque tonight. She showed me. I love the way it makes her big boobs stand up and out, like tits on a tray. I bet you’d love to see her kneeling on all fours on your bed, with her bum proudly displayed, open and ready. Wanting and waiting. Waiting for who? Waiting for me, of course!” He chucked nastily, and his deep manly voice grew hoarse with desire. He leaned his left hand holding the phone against the wall, to keep the image steady.

    “Picture it!” he whispered. “Her swollen fanny will bulge invitingly inside the sodden little strip of satin that forms the crotch of her panties. I won’t bother to undress her. I shall simply pull her knickers aside and fuck her like a greedy slut. The cribton gusset is already dripping with her juices, she is so desperate for my cock. You know that, don’t you?” He moved closer to Daphne, who had her hands clasped behind her back like a good obedient little girl. Benny was trying hard to fight off the mental images Jake was so eloquently painting. Thinking of Mommy like that made his clittie harder, and he moaned at the sharp biting pain.
 
    Jake took the sissy’s moans to be sounds of submission. He stood up and brushed his tenting pants’ front across the cringing pansy’s curled fingers, so she could feel how long and hard and thick it was. Daphne moaned around the pacifier-teat buried in her slobbering mouth, the walls pressing against her temples, unable to move away from the nasty big man. “I’m gonna slowly shove this big hard cock of mine right into your wife’s hot wet welcoming cunt!” Jake coarsely whispered. “I’ll take her hard, doggy-style, and she will beg me for more! Beg, beg, beg! Here, smell her.” He put those fingers which moments ago had caressed her heavenly place, perfumed with her musky aroma, right under Benny’s nose. He rubbed the aromatic tips across the bobbing guard of his pacifier, marking it with her scent. “See? She’s already wet and ready for me, wanting me.”

    Daphne shivered as she inhaled deeply, her twitching nostrils filling with Mommy’s sweet musky odour. She whimpered at the biting pain as Jake boasted, “I bet you never took her doggy-style? Don’t answer, I know. A submissive sissy like you would never dare! You would fail miserably. You probably couldn’t even get a hard-on. Ho-hum, Benny. What’s it like to be a loser? Now when you hear Jane yell for it and scream out in orgasm, you will know it’s me making her cum. That’s so good of me, isn’t it? What does a good little sissy cuckold say to his wife’s lover, when he’s making her so happy in bed? Hmm? What does he say?” Jake demanded. There was a tiny muffled moan in reply.

    “We're very quiet this evening, are we not, Daphne? But you know what to say, don’t you? You know, little girl. You fairy! You read that smutty sissy porn all the time, don’t you? You must have read what you need to say, haven’t you? In your dirty little wanking stories?” He leaned forward, pressing his massive erection against Daphne’s trembling hands. It was sticking straight up towards Jake’s belly button, so hard, so long - and Daphne could feel the heat of him, even through his trousers and boxers.
 
    Jake spread his feet and flexed his knees, crouching and pressing his swollen tool harder against the sissy’s linked hands. Rubbing it in. Showing off. He straightened his legs slightly and crouched again, sliding his rampant cock up and down against the trembling fingers of his lover’s husband. Those little fingers curled and uncurled in panic, until they unintentionally clasped the hot solid length of Jake’s throbbing manhood through his trousers. Daphne shuddered at the strong masculine presence behind her, but couldn’t seem to release her grip on his cock. It was massive! Terrifying! She moaned piteously, a strangely feminine sound, and Jake whispered triumphantly, “I knew it! You gay fucking fairy!” His chuckle was evil as he backed away, freeing himself from her unintended grasp, and he bent over the sissy till his minty breath warmed her neck.
 
    “Now thank me. Say it nicely,” Jake growled menacingly. “Come on. Say thank you, Uncle Jake.”
    “F-f-fank you, Unca Jake,” Daphne snivelled wetly through a mouthful of dripping rubber teat.
    “What for?” he prompted, making her spell it out. He held the phone close so the inbuilt microphone would pick up every word.
 
    “Ohh! Fank you for making wonderful wove to my wife, fank you,” was the muffled whimpered reply. “Fank you Unca Jake.” Jake could tell the moaning sissy was close to tears again.

    Jake laughed in contempt and swatted Daphne’s big padded bum viciously hard, making him yelp and jump. “That’s alright, Daphne! Any time! Although she’s not your wife anymore. She’s your Mommy! Isn’t she? Maybe some day your Mommy will let you lick her pussy clean after I’ve finished with her, as a special treat?” Another tearful whimper. “Or maybe not.” Jake moved away, more excited than ever, hard as a rock and ready for Jane. He switched off the video recording and dropped his phone in his pocket, then caressed his straining erection through his trousers. He rubbed his massive hard-on through his clothing, eager for Jane’s return.
 
    Benny, nose buried in the corner, sucked harder on his dum-dums, seeking any vestige of comfort. He wanted his teddy bear to cuddle. He was shattered! It was impossible to feel more used, more defiled, surely? He could but wait patiently, eyes closed to avoid staring at the featureless walls, hands clasped tightly behind his back like a naughty child suffering penance, until the adults gave him permission to move. Sudden unexpected warmth blossomed around his front as he wet himself yet again. He hadn’t even noticed he needed to go! His lack of control was getting worse. When Daphne heard Jane return, he wanted to tell Mommy what naughty Unca Jake intended doing to her - but he couldn’t. He was trapped - silent and immobile in the corner - by his own weak character - at Jane and Jake’s pleasure.

    Jane snapped, “That’s enough corner-time, Baby Daphne! “I’ve had enough of you today, you bad little girl! Go upstairs, quickly brush your teeth and put on your nightie. Call Mommy when you are ready for your diaper change.” As he scuttled out of the room clutching his rubber ball, he could see the hungry lovers fondling each other. He hurried to get ready for bed, carefully putting his dress and petticoat on the correct padded hangers, taking off his Maryjanes and socks. Shoes in the shoe cupboard, socks in the dirty clothes basket. Carrots and sticks, carrots and sticks. On with a new, hip-length lavender Winnie the Pooh nightie - in slinky nylon with oodles of white lace trim. He called downstairs for Mommy after he had done his teeth and rushed to wait beside the change table for her, cuddling his favourite fluffy pink teddy and sucking his dum-dums.

    Jane carried two fresh 20 oz. bottles of water - one for bedtime and one for overnight. She dumped one in the crib, upright against the head end and propped up by his pillow, and the other in the cup-holder secured to the head end of baby’s crib. “Up you hop, little girl.” When he lay back on the padded table, Mommy pulled down his baby panties and quickly changed his wet diaper. This time true to her word, she arranged two of the thick hourglass-shaped diapers on the table. Each diaper was made from two layers of double-sided terrycloth sewn together, with another two layers in an oval soaker pad in the centre. This meant each single diaper represented four layers of thick fluffy towelling between his legs. Jane then produced an open package of toddlers’ disposable diapers from beside the change table, size ‘Junior walker - 18-25 kgs.’
 
    “Look Daphne,” Mommy crooned, opening the puffy pink diaper and shaking it over his face. He inhaled the delightful fragrance and whimpered. “Aunty Sheila gave me a packet of Zoe’s old diapers to use as diaper-liners for you. Aren’t you a lucky baby girl?” She slid the open toddler’s disposable between the two cloth layers, absorbent side up. She made sure the diaper was centred in the diapers and then she pinned them tightly over his hips. “You get to wear some of your cousin’s old diapers!” Mommy slid some purple baby panties over the top, to go with his nightie.
 
    Benny couldn't bring his legs together at all when she helped him to stand, his crotch bulged so much it looked ridiculous. Mommy laughed and predicted, “You can expect some strange looks with that lot on when you’re out with Emma tomorrow - and for the rest of the week!” At last he was in safe his crib, and Mommy raised the high barred side till it locked in place - which strangely comforted him. Benny was thankful to be left alone in peace and quiet, to think how he could extricate himself from this awful predicament he’d found himself in. He reached down instinctively and caressed the bulging front of his baby panties, his other hand reaching for his bottle. Realising that he no longer had to wear the hated pink leather mittens was little comfort.

    He spat out his dum-dums and replaced it with the teat of his bottle. Jane smiled at the sissy baby submissively lying back in her crib with her hand cupped over her diaper crotch, sucking noisily on her baby bottle. A picture of infantile innocence. Leaving the door wide open, she hurried back to her bedroom to her waiting lover. At last they were alone!
 
     Jake stood barefoot beside the king-size bed, legs slightly apart, wearing nothing but his charcoal Calvin Klein boxer undershorts and a hungry expression. His muscular body rippled in the soft yellow light of one bedside lamp, making him look more bronzed and cut than usual. A large, as yet unseen male member tented those baggy silk shorts impressively outwards. Ready, inviting, so absolutely delicious! His massive cock was hers, hers alone to enjoy, hers to savour, hers to use and abuse. Jane knew she was about to get fucked - not by her pathetic submissive husband, but by her strong dominant lover. And her caged sissy baby would be able to hear every moan, every scream, every cry of passion. Never had Jane been so excited, never had she needed sex like she did right now.
 
    She stood admiring his Adonis-like body for a moment, soaking in his masculine perfection and mentally comparing it to the soft puny frame of her baby. She gladly kicked off the stiletto-heeled Jimmy Choo’s, two supple movements had her silk skirt in a neat puddle for her to step elegantly away from. Her black vest and white cribton blouse joined the other things on the floor, leaving her in her sexy black lingerie. Jane stretched her arms above her head and stood on tip-toes, reaching slowly, languorously upward, to ease away the tension from the hours of waiting, emphasising her tiny waist and her womanly breasts and bottom.
 
    Jane had a magnificent body, her sumptuous curves enhanced by glamorous lingerie carefully chosen and crafted to sexually arouse. Jake gazed at her voluptuous silhouette with lust-crazed eyes and his manhood seemed to get bigger. Two hungry souls, perfectly matched - young, athletic, confident in each others lovemaking ability, stimulated beyond reason by an afternoon of sexual fetish theatre, barely able to touch each other or respond while watching stimulating scene after stimulating scene, as Daphne sank lower and lower into her submissive sissy-baby persona in front of their very eyes. As Jane’s power over Daphne soared, so did her sexual arousal. But now the children had been put to bed, and the adults had been released to play.

    As they stood in each others arms, tongues lustfully intertwined in each others mouths, a tropical front was building that would soon become a storm. His hands roamed everywhere on her body, stimulating, teasing, touching, so beautifully intimate. He smelled so manly, his tongue tasted so sweet. She sucked his tongue like she dreamed of sucking his cock, and he groaned in arousal. Her senses were tingling with expectant need. She could sense fresh moistness seeping from her juicy opening, flooding the sodden gusset of her bikini panties. ‘God! I’m so wet! I almost need a diaper myself,’ she mentally chided herself. She giggled as she pulled down her panties, peeling the sodden gusset away from her sweet spot with a whimper.

    Jake guided her to the bed, helping her to ease down her lace-lavished wet panties till they joined the scattered clothes on the floor. He could smell her arousal. Jane flexed her knees and spread her long legs, ready to lie back and receive him, but was intrigued when he gruffly commanded, “No honey. Roll over. I want you on your knees. Kneel for me!” She sat up and he impatiently ripped off her beautiful black basque, destroying the fastenings in his urgency. Jane threw back her tawny blonde mane with a moan of passion. Jake growled, “Face the other way. Kneel for me!” No man had ever ripped an expensive undergarment from her body before to expose her feminine delights, and she obeyed his commands in a fog of desire.

    He gently eased her silk-clad knees further apart, until she collapsed forward onto her elbows with a guttural moan of acceptance. She buried her face in the bedclothes and arched her back, poking out that beautiful round rear so she was waiting, open and vulnerable, presenting her steaming wet quim to her lover. She felt her pussy lips retracting and she knew she was open and ready for him, juices dripping from her pulsating pink walls. He intended to take her from behind! How insulting! How demeaning, how disgusting! How could he do such a thing? Oh how she wanted it ! Now, this way! She wiggled her gorgeous plump rear at him in blatant invitation and whimpered, “Please Jake? Please take me!”

    He stood behind her, caressing her stocking-clad legs and the bare backs of her silken thighs, stroking her quivering bum cheeks, taking his time - his trailing fingers moving closer and closer to her steamy opening until she moaned in need. “Please fuck me, Jake! I need your cock! Your big beautiful cock!” She raised her seductive pleading voice until she was certain the baby in the next room couldn’t avoid hearing her. “Please Jake? Fuck me with your massive cock! Fuck me hard, fuck me now!” Jane hissed her demands with desperate urgency. How could she be so crude?
 
    He laughed, an evil sound of victory, and stretched her creamy round buttocks apart with both hands, opening her wider till she felt so exposed, so vulnerable and wanton. She could feel him staring at her wrinkled pink rosebud and Jane begged, “Ohhh! Oh please? Please?” He stood between her splayed feet and nuzzled her juicy opening with the tip of his manhood, and it was so hot and spongy. “I need your beautiful, big hard cock! I need it so bad!” She could feel her dripping tunnel of love pulsating in readiness, opening like a hungry wet mouth. Jane cried out in passion when he slid the first few inches in; big, bold, confident, wonderful !
 
    “Ohh! Oh yes! Yes! Yesss !” Instant ecstasy! She screamed in joy as her slick vaginal muscles clenched on his solid throbbing member, gripping him and squeezing him like a fist in a wet satin glove. Her noisy climax lasted for almost a minute. When she imagined the agony her chastised sissy must be enduring in the next room, the rush of ecstasy was so severe, Jane thought she was going to pass out for a few moments. She panted for breath, then felt the second wave coming. She was like a growling panther, weight on spread knees and elbows, back arched, thrusting her gaping opening back on Jake’s pistoning member, determined to engulf every pulsating centimetre.
 
    “I love your big thick cock!” she screamed, her husky voice ragged with desire. “Fuck me, Jake! Fuck me with that beautiful big hard cock!”
    “You’re so wet, baby! So open! Oh God! Oh God!” Jake yelled between thrusts. It thrilled him to perform like this, knowing he was satisfying a beautiful woman while torturing a gay faggot at the same time. “Take it for me! Take it all for me like a good girl!”
    “Oh yes! Yess !” She flung out her arms and grabbed the doona cover with her splayed fingers, gripping the material in her clenched fists and bracing herself, stopping herself being driven forward by the power and intensity of his thrusts. “Give it to me Jake!” she shrieked. “I need it all! I need your big hard cock!”

    The storm gathered in strength, action feeding on action, lust on lust, unsated desire intensifying, bodies gleaming with perspiration as they coupled harder, trying to magnify the sweet sensations. They loudly spurred each other on, their vocal responses aimed at torturing the sissy baby, but stimulating each other beyond belief. Muscles rippled wavelike, her back arched up and down, as he grasped her tiny waist in a vise-like grip to further impale her on his engorged member, his huge fingers locked on her bucking pelvis. A hurricane of emotion, hugely powerful, gripped the two of them. Each deep powerful thrust produced a scream of exultation from Jane, reverberating round the house. As they built towards the inevitable noisy climax, Jake’s grunts became animal in intensity. Jane knew there was no stopping him now, no subtlety here, no teasing! A rapidly approaching finale was soon to be upon them.

     In his crib, Benny knelt up and gripped the side bars tighter and tighter as though he might sunder them. Not possible. Nanna had long ago informed him they were made from Australian hardwood - ironbark - and were as strong and heavy as steel. He let his forehead rest on the painted wooden bars and sucked harder on his dum-dums. Nothing had prepared him for this. The storm of ecstatic passion in the next room only deepened his feelings of inadequacy, making him feel more vulnerable. Each joyful scream from his wife hammered home his failure as a man. Jake - his former employee - was enjoying his wife to the utmost - and Mommy was loving it! Somehow her perfidy didn't make him want to reject Jane, but made him more desperate for her love and attention. Little spurts of wee seemed to leak out of his clittie each time Mommy screamed, bringing comforting warmth round his tiny imprisoned uselessness.
 
     Letting go of the bars, he collapsed onto his side and cuddled his fluffy pink teddy to his breast in lonely isolation. He was apparently so close to love but in reality, light years away. He could hear Mommy squealing, “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeee!” Despite himself, his tiny member stiffened and thickened until it met the solid metal loops of his restraint. Then his clittie recoiled in painful frustration as the horrid ring bit into the tender swelling flesh. He tried hard not to think sexual thoughts, tried hard not to imagine the passionate performance in the next room, but he found it difficult. Mommy was so noisy! He tried singing to himself.
 
     ‘Old McDonald had a farm, eee-eye eee-eye oh! And on that farm he had some duckies, eee-eye eee-eye oh!’ Each time his concentration lapsed, the ring bit again, making him whimper and writhe in pain. ‘Everywhere a quack-quack!’ The clittie-cage reminded him that he must remain erection-free if he was ever to be comfortable down there. He must remain soft and limp - like a girl. The reality of this new restraint discipline and the painful way in which it forced from his mind any thoughts of sexual self-gratification, was dawning on him.

    The fury climaxed in the next room, suspending normal thought. Their great cries of exaltation joined in unison as Jake pounded her pussy like never before. He could hear the machine-gun slapping of flesh on wet flesh between the roars. His orgasmic yells went on for ever. Again and again he pumped his manhood into her, copiously filling her with his seed. Then slowly the storm eased, the wind dropped, their bodies shining wet with perspiration, heaving to draw air in their lungs. They slowly calmed till they rested, still linked; she on elbows and knees, locked on that massive hardness that barely shrank, he gripping her hips and leaning into her for support. Panting as though they were in the low pressure eye of the storm, they paused and waited helplessly for the next inevitable onslaught.
 
    They never heard Benny softly cry, “Mommy, Mommy, Mommy!” He felt it must be impossible for normal humans to survive such a powerful coupling. ‘Unca Jake must have killed her! He’s fucked her to death!’ Lonely neglected Daphne sobbed quietly at the thought of what Jake had done to his beautiful Mommy, while she was left all by herself in her baby’s crib, thinking ‘I’m an orphan!’ When the soft murmurings and movements started again in the next room, she sniffled back the tears. Mommy was alright. She was right there next door, safe and sound.

    The eye passed swiftly. Jake’s need for her returned quickly and his semi-hard-on started to thicken once more inside her pulsating warmth. He withdrew fractionally but even so, Jane cried, “No Jake! No! I need more! More, please Jake! Please darling, I need more!” But he withdrew only long enough to roll her over to her back and push her up the bed, climbing between her spread legs to impale her again. “Aieee! Yes! Yes! Oh yes!” Moments later every inch of his hardness was buried inside her luscious wetness again and she squealed in absolute ecstasy. Jake withdrew slightly, then slowly slid back in. Slowly out, and slowly back in again, each time withdrawing a little further before filling her to the hilt. After a few minutes of teasing her, he speeded up, and his side-to-side hip movements became more pronounced. Jane moaned as she spread her thighs sluttishly wide, opening herself as wide as possible for his expert gyrations.
 
    He made her noisily climax again, but when Jane recovered a few minutes later and tried to accelerate the action, he deliberately slowed down, making her groan in frustration. He wrapped his arms around her, trapping her in place with his hard muscular body, needing to dominate her. Jake grinned as he panted, then accelerated his hip thrusts again, building the speed slowly, inevitably towards another peak. She relaxed and surrendered control, swept along happily, knowing that with one more climax for him, the day’s extreme experience would be over. After months together, Jane knew Jake was rarely up for more than two orgasms in one night. Ecstasy built again and they both screamed in passion without restraint as they violently climaxed. Then it passed, over too soon, no subtlety here, no finesse. A raw need which had been stoked repeatedly during the day, had been vigorously slaked.

    Benny, the partial inspiration of their lust, lay motionless in the next room in his baby crib. ‘And on that farm he had some piggies, eee-eye eee-eye oh!’ He was only dimly aware that he had been a catalyst for the events in the next room - but only in a passive role. He was merely a toy to be enjoyed by Jake and Jane, whenever they desired the added sexual thrill of embarrassing or humiliating him. He had never felt so used, lonely, ashamed - and above all, helpless. He wanted to be the man in Jane’s bed, but that was impossible. He wasn’t a man. He was a baby. A baby girl. The perfectly feasible option of climbing out of his crib, walking into the next room and demanding an end to this humiliating treatment, never entered his head. He accepted his subservient role totally.
 
    In the dim light he looked down and he could see the faint outline of his bulging plastic panties, packed with the double thickness diaper which forced his thighs apart. The sight comforted him. ‘And on that farm he had some baa-lambs, eee-eye eee-eye oh.’ He felt safe being properly diapered, with no worries anymore about wetties and messes. No sexual responsibilities, either. Not anymore. When he couldn’t think of any more farm animals, he whispered in teddy’s ear, “I’m jutht a baby. A widdle baby girl.” His pink teddy seemed to be a true friend this evening, his ever-present pacifier gave real comfort as he sucked rhythmically on the fat rubber teat, trying to mentally distance himself from the scene he had been forced to overhear. The bars of the crib acted like a barrier to the real world, a world that could only shame him and laugh at his sissy existence.
 
    Although there was no physical reason for him to remain in his crib - as he could have climbed over the railing without too much difficulty - the constant brainwashing over the last few months had effectively crushed all thought of rebellious behaviour. He therefore mentally retreated into his safe little baby girl world, fondling his silky nylon nightie and stroking his soft plastic panties, babbling quietly to himself as he cuddled his teddy. There he felt secure. Mommy still loved him. She would provide food, comfort and security. She would bathe, dress and change him. He swapped the pacifier for the bottle teat before rolling onto his back on the crinkling crib mattress, watching the fairy mobile twirling slowly above him. He fell asleep singing Nursery rhymes in his head, mentally, emotionally and physically exhausted. It was only half past seven, but little girls need their beauty sleep.
 
 
chapter 13 continued....
 
    The next morning Jane bounced into his room full of smiles, her sapphire eyes glowing with the satisfaction which can only result from a night of fabulous energetic sex. Already showered, Mommy was dressed in a smart oyster-grey business skirt and matching grey court shoes with four-inch pencil heels. As usual her skirt was enticingly short and tight, her black cribton button-front blouse stretched taut over her generous bosoms, revealing the lacy edges of her black bra cups. Jane left the top few buttons daringly unfastened to show more than a hint of cleavage, loving the effect her beautiful bouncing titties had on her chastised sissy this morning. He would peek - grimace and whimper - then look away, and her happy smile would widen. Her vivacious movements made her tight skirt creep up provocatively, and she cheekily turned her back on him and bent right over to fetch a clean bib for him from the bottom drawer, till he could almost see her knickers.
 
    Jane snickered quietly to herself when she heard a fresh whimper, and then she straightened up and glanced accusingly over her shoulder at him. Although Daphne had heard Jake and Mommy making love time and time again last night, he still desired her. In spite of the pain, he wanted to enjoy the briefest glimpse of her panties, to ogle her well-filled lacy bra or her sensuous silken thighs. Jane loved the doe-eyed fawning look of the true submissive Benny exhibited at such moments, despite the suffering she knew she was causing him.

    Benny had been awake for hours; the time passing slowly as he drifted in and out of sleep and his thick diaper grew wetter and wetter. He used to love playing with himself during those early morning hours when he couldn't sleep, but that was now definitely ‘verboten!’ The ring had bitten him hard when Jane and Jake enjoyed another noisy session of sex this morning. The rhythmic sounds and motions of yet another violent lovemaking bout in the master bedroom could easily be heard in his Nursery - not to mention their vocal instructions and exhortations. Ashamed as he was at the thought of being excited by his wife making love with another man, he couldn't stop himself becoming aroused.
 
    He longed to plunge his hand inside his warm wet diaper and fondle his clittie, but instead on that first morning of chastity prison, he’d had to repress those feelings. The ring caused such pain when he was the slightest bit aroused. He was forced to listen to their lovemaking and try hard not to think erotic thoughts. It was hard to do, and only when anger at his own predicament surfaced, did the sharp pains eventually diminish. Slowly his resentment at his penile prison lifted as he began to imagine a future without regular masturbation - his only source of sexual pleasure. He found he could think soft baby thoughts which didn't cause his clittie to rise, like singing Nursery rhymes in his head. ‘I’m a little tea-pot short and stout, here is my handle, here is my spout.’ Unbeknownst to him, he was beginning the long slow road to embracing the concept of a life as a baby girl - without the erotic element.

    As she removed Daphne’s wet night diaper, Jane chattered away with gay abandon about the great sex she’d enjoyed this morning and the night before. “Daphne, Jake was spectacular last night! Did you hear? I have never been so aroused! I swear; he made me cum before he was halfway inside me! I tell you, baby girl - I had the most fantastic orgasms! You will write him a lovely ‘thank you’ letter, won’t you sweetheart? I'll ask Emma to help you write it today. Do you want to do a little crayon drawing to send him as well? What a good idea! That would be sweet, wouldn’t it?”

    Daphne lay back on the changing table, legs wide apart, hands gripping the backs of her knees to fully expose her baby-smooth bottom and bits so Mommy could wipe, clean and powder her. Then Benny became aware of heavy footsteps elsewhere in the room. Jake had wandered into his Nursery! His wrinkled freckle puckered closed in alarm as he contracted into himself, biting his pacifier teat in fear. This was his sissy sanctuary, soft and pink with delicate understated flounces. All the furniture screamed that this was a little baby girl’s room.
 
    Princess curtains and pretty matching lampshades, the pink painted crib matching the changing table with the pastel-pink vinyl ‘Barbie’ top. The wardrobe and chest of drawers were in practical white with gold edgings, brightened here and there with feminine baby motifs and Nursery print stickers, and soft toys were scattered everywhere. There was even a mirror toy Nursery for his baby dolly in one corner, complete with change table and crib, and toy chest of drawers for his growing collection of doll’s clothes. It was a place where Benny could hide from reality, pretending that he really was a little baby girl - not the failed businessman and ineffectual husband the outside world used to despise.

    Daphne could sense Jake’s raw masculinity, so utterly out of place in this feminine pink palace. He felt violated, but he forced himself to peek. Jake was looking around incredulously at the big baby Nursery, touching this doll here or the pile of adult disposables there, muttering to himself in disbelief. It was his first visit to Baby Daphne’s Nursery and Jake didn’t know if he should be amused or horrified. He was fresh from the shower, wearing only the white Egyptian cribton towel he had dried himself with, tied loosely round his muscular midriff. The black curly hairs on his damp chest still glistened, and the smell of his Gucci aftershave overwhelmed the more delicate perfumes of baby powder and scented wipes.

    Benny felt his caged clittie and virgin rosebud were totally exposed and was desperate for Mommy to hurry and pin his diaper on, to grant him some modicum of modesty. Jane merely busied herself with her task of thoroughly wiping his bot-bot, taking her time - as if she realised the acute embarrassment Benny must be feeling in such an exposed position. She could see his trapped clittie shrivel and he was clenching his hairless pink anus, and she smiled at the expression of concern on her baby’s puckered face.
 
    Mommy crooned, “Aww! What is it, darling? What’s wrong, sweetie-pie? Don’t you want Uncle Jake to see you like this?” Her tone turned sly and teasing. “Is Uncle Jake looking at your little bot-bot? Hmm, I think you might be worried that the nasty big man might want to do something painful to that cute little rosebud of yours, now that Mommy’s got it all shiny and pink and squeaky-clean.” She poked the hole in question with her wipe-covered fingernail and he squealed in alarm as she roughly fingered him. Jane sniggered at the brown stain on the wipe before casting it in the bin and plucking another from the tub. “Well don’t worry!” Mommy wiped clean his freckle again and gave him a quick swat across his upturned cheeks. He squealed in shock. “I want Uncle Jake’s manhood all for myself! It’s far too good to share with your sissy-pussy, sweetheart!”

    “You’re dead right there!” Jake scornfully added, “I don’t fuck pansies! Mind you, I know a few guys who do. Like an introduction to a gay mate of mine, Davie old boy? He likes to bum pansies.”
    Benny shuddered at the thought and took refuge in his sissy self. “Pweathe Mommy, I jutht want to be a thissy baby.”
    “I know, sweetie. Mommy knows. Pass me one of those pink disposables, honey.” Jane said the last to Jake. She placed the open toddler disposable he handed her in between the two cloth diapers.

    As Jake stepped closer to watch, Jane pinched the head of Benny’s limp little peanut between her forefinger and thumb and held it up away from his body, as far as it would stretch. Giggling in derision she insisted; “Look Jake! Here’s your so-called competition!”
    “Huh!” snorted Jake, staring in disbelief at the little sissy’s caged clittie. His deep masculine voice oozed contempt. “So that’s what a clittie-cage looks like. Hah! You’d never get one of those on me! That’s pathetic! Like this fairy’s room. Jane, how could you ever marry such wretched gay pansy?”

    Jane released her painful grip and chuckled, “Don’t be so mean to her! She’s just a baby! Daphne can’t help having such a tiny clittie - not like your great big male plonker! Now go and choose her a pretty dress from that cupboard over there. Remember, she is in double terries today as a punishment, and Emma is taking her to the hairdresser’s later this morning. They’re getting more and more used to seeing her in diapers at the salon, and today she’ll be all dressed up. Isabell will be delighted! She tells me that there is actually some competition amongst the girls these days, to wash Daphne’s hair and generally attend to her. They love to see a sissy-boy treated this way and lead the teasing.”

    Turning to Daphne Mommy added, “Isn’t this exciting, having Uncle Jake choose the baby dress you’re going to wear to the salon today? That will be something to tell the girls about! Won’t it, sweetie?” Daphne whimpered wordlessly in reply, her expression sulky. Jake returned with a little sleeveless frock in pale green cribton with a pattern of pale pink roses all over, high-waisted as usual. It had a shirred section round the top of the bodice, flaring out beneath over two layers of sewn-in white petticoats, with lavish lace edges that were deliberately an inch longer than the dress. The layered skirts swished about in flouncy profusion as Jake brought it over. It came with transparent pale green rumbas with darker green and white frills across the seat, which Benny knew would be prominently displayed, his frock was so short. It was altogether not want he wanted to wear to the hairdressers today.
 
    Jake grinned at him: “There was quite a choice of girly outfits, I have to say! But this little number took my fancy this morning.” He chuckled, “I'm sure the girls in the hair salon will love you in it, Benny.”
    Jane slipped it on her submissive big baby and gently scolded her lover. “Her name is Daphne now. Remember? Benny doesn’t live here anymore. Just Mommy and her little girl. Turn around for Mommy, baby. Oh good, Jake - you’ve picked the one with lots and lots of buttons. See here, all the way up the back? My friend Cathy made it especially for my sissy baby. It takes ages to do them all up. My Baby Daphne always wanted to own a dress like this, and I bet you can’t guess why?”
    “No?”
 
    Jane giggled as Daphne’s little round cheeks turned pink with shame. “My masochistic sissy likes to feel trapped in a dress sometimes, and she can’t get this one off without undoing all the buttons. She’s a bit of a bondage-Princess! Aren’t you, sweetie? You can see they are in two columns, running all the way down her back, and it buttons both ways. Intermittently there are fake buttons and pacifier buttonholes. Not too difficult to see - but of course, if Daphne tried to undo them herself, she can’t tell the real ones from the false by feel, as they are located in the small of her back.”
 
    It was true. Baby Daphne fought to control her excitement as Mommy fastened the buttons, trapping her in the juvenile frock. It hurt to get aroused. She frowned in concentration, thinking babyish thoughts until things calmed down. Humming Nursery-rhymes helped. ‘Mary had a little lamb, little lamb, little lamb.’ Mommy finished behind him and swatted his bottom in completion. “There you are, Daphne!” Jane crooned. “A darling baby girl trapped in your pretty baby frock - until some grown-up decides to take it off you! Just like you always dreamed about!” To Jake she said, “She used to log on to a fetish site that had lots of pictures and notes about such silly sissy-bondage trivia.”

    The outfit was topped off with a little white woolly cardigan, white anklet socks and his black patent Maryjanes. Mommy led him into her bedroom and sat him in front of the vanity to brush and style his hair, and he examined his pretty green frock and his matching baby panties in the mirror. They really did look smart, and he had to admit; Mommy’s dressmaking friend Cathy had done a marvellous job of the bondage frock. He was trapped, unable to change his clothes - like a real baby. No, don’t think about it. Think of kittens and puppies and pretty ribbons… ‘Baa-baa black sheep, have you any wool? Yes sir, yes sir, three bags full.’
 
    He remembered the first time he’d spent the whole day as Jane’s baby girl, and how alarmed he’d been when he heard the doorbell ring that Friday evening. He was strapped in his highchair and Mommy had been feeding him dinner, and he jerked so badly she accidentally smeared pureed goop all over his cheek. She even got some in his eye, and he wailed and rubbed the injured spot like a distraught infant. Mommy ignored his shrill complaints and placed his bowl and spoon on the tray. She shot her trapped toddler a devious smile. “Relax, Baby Daphne,” she crooned. “You wait right there and Mommy will see who’s at the door.” As if he could go anywhere!
 
    Jane marched off and he wriggled in his restraints, searching for a way out. This wasn’t the first time he'd been left alone in the highchair - but it was the first time he’d been desperate to escape! He twisted around as far as his webbing bonds would permit, and spotted the release buckle attached to the rear right leg, close to the floor. He stretched for it with his right hand, but it was too far away. He wriggled around some more, trying to gain a few more inches of reach, but it was hopeless. He slumped back with a sigh of resignation, even as he felt his clittie stiffen inside his wet diaper. His lace-edged terry bib told the world he was ‘Mommy’s Little Diaper Wetter.’ He was trapped - like a real baby in a highchair - and he couldn’t help the feeling of arousal his baby bondage induced.
 
    Jane walked back into the kitchen followed by her friend Cathy, who sniggered at the sight of the big baby girl wriggling in the highchair. Even though she’d been told what to expect, reality was something else entirely. He cringed in his restraints, making himself look even smaller in the oversized piece of baby furniture. The slender brunette cried, “Oh my God! Look at you!” She read the message on his bib and burst into laughter, and Benny’s food-smeared face turned scarlet with shame. Cathy turned to Jane and asked, “Did I disturb baby’s din-dins? Sorry.”
    “No, don’t worry about it,” Jane reassured her grinning friend. “I’m just finishing feeding her. This is my little baby girl, Baby Daphne. Baby Daphne, be a good baby girl and say hello to Aunty Cathy.”
 
    Knowing he had no other option, Benny squeaked in his sissy-baby voice, “Hewwo Aunty Caffy.” That caused another outburst of hilarity from the pretty brunette. Benny prayed for the floor to open up and swallow him, even as his stiff clittie throbbed with excitement. He’d always dreamed of being humiliated in front of strange beautiful women, and Mommy was unwittingly (he assumed) fulfilling his unspoken fantasies. He didn’t realise Jane knew all about his perverted likes and dislikes. Mommy intended playing her sissy baby like a well-used organ.
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding!” Cath sputtered between chuckles. “He even sounds like a little girl.”
    “Not he, Cath. She! My Baby Daphne is a sweet little baby girl. Isn’t she cute? I’ve almost finished feeding her, then we can have a chat while she’s having her bottle.” She picked up the spoon and bowl and in a treacly voice ordered, “Open wide, Baby Daphne.”
 
    “I love the highchair,” Cath commented, patting the side of the plastic tray. “And pink, too!”
    “Pink is my baby girl’s favourite colour,” Jane reported, with a triumphant smile for Benny’s shocked expression. How did she know? Mommy seemed to know everything.Jane continued, “If you like the highchair, wait’ll you see Baby Daphne’s Nursery upstairs. It’s fully set up for a big baby girl.”
 
    “I can’t wait,” Cath replied, “but I need to take her measurements first. Business before pleasure, you know?” She glanced at the prominent whiteboard marked out with ‘carrots and sticks,’ and chuckled to herself. She knew what it was used for. A few messy spoonfuls later, Cathy observed, “She certainly eats like a real baby. Look at all that mess on her face and her bib!”
    “Yes, my Baby Daphne is such a messy eater,” Jane mournfully agreed, before grinning at her friend and making excuses. “She can’t help it. She’s only little! Make yourself a drink, Cath, and pour one for me too. Scribch and dry, please.”
    “I know how you like it.”
 
    Cath tottered about the familiar kitchen locating drinks, ice, mixers and booze. She had an oval face and olive skin, eyes the colour of jade, but her full pouting lips were her best feature. She had a fabulous mouth. Her shoulder-length mid-brown hair was tied up in a sexy loose bun on top of her head, and artful black eyeliner made her eyes look huge. She was dressed in a form-fitting white sleeveless rayon dress, falling to her mid-thighs, with a large black polka-dot print. Her legs were shapely, with muscular calves narrowing to slender ankles. A wide white leather belt nipped in her tiny waist, and she was wearing black heels with tiny white polka-dots for contrast. Cath was five-foot seven, an inch taller than Jane, but her stiletto heels were over six inches high.
 
    Jane had specifically asked her friend to wear her tallest heels for the occasion of meeting Baby Daphne. She explained, “It makes him feel little and helpless by comparison, and makes him easier to manipulate - which is just the way we want him!” Cath had been happy to oblige.
 
    When Benny had emptied the plastic bowl and Jane had scooped up most of the spillage and fed it to him again, she tossed the bowl and cutlery in the sink. She fetched Daphne’s bottle from the microwave, clamping the fat nipple with her fingers and shaking it to even out the warmth. “Lord! That’s a big bottle!” Cath commented in amazement.
 
    Mommy nodded and crooned, “Here you are, baby.” She steered the nipple between his lips and held it there until he grasped the plastic vessel in both hands. “It’s a big bottle for a big baby.” Jane watched him slurp down the warm milk through a throat thick and tight with shame. “Good girl. Drink up all your milkies for Mommy, then we can have a little chat with Aunty Cath. Alright?”
 
    The women took their drinks into the lounge room and Benny could hear the murmur of their voices, but no distinguishable words. He tried to suck quietly on the bottle teat, but it was so noisy! He thought of putting it aside and trying to listen, but he (rightly) suspected that Mommy would be cranky if he didn’t finish his bottle soon. Bright feminine laughter split the air a few times, and he knew they were laughing at him. He cringed in shame even as his clittie grew hard again in masochistic delight. He thrust his stiff little tool against the front of his wet diaper, pressing the front of his slick plastic panties against the tight crotch strap so that it rubbed harder against him. The feeling was wonderful!
 
    He had long finished his bottle by the time the women returned. He had been keeping himself amused by thrusting his stiff clittie into his diaper under the tray, but he halted when he realised the grinning women could tell what he’d been doing. Fortunately neither of them mentioned it as Mommy unlocked the tray and lifted it aside, then she stepped behind him and crouched down to release the waist belt buckle.
 
    “Cute highchair,” Cathy commented with a patronising grin, running her finger along the pink steel struts. She yanked at the crotch strap, testing how strong it was. “I love the restraints. Perfect for keeping a big baby girl out of mischief.”
    “Like my Baby Daphne, you mean? Come on baby, down we hop. Let me take off that bib. It’s messy! Good girl. Here’s your dum-dums. Come with Mommy into the lounge room and Aunty Cath can take your measurements. She’s going to make you some gorgeous new toddler frocks. Isn’t that exciting?”
 
    He had to stand there sucking his pacifier while Mommy undressed him down to his diapers and baby panties, and then Cathy took out a measuring tape and a pen and notebook. She measured him everywhere, only stopping to ask Jane; “Do you want me to measure his- I mean, her hips, while she’s wearing a diaper?”
    “Of course!” Jane merrily replied. “My Baby Daphne always wears diapers! She’s not potty-trained yet, you know?” Daphne blushed in shame even as she shivered in excitement.
 
    Benny hoped Aunty Cathy couldn’t tell he was hard and excited inside his diaper and baby panties, when her hands brushed across his diaper front as she turned him this way and that. If she noticed, she didn’t bother commenting. When Cath closed her notebook, indicating she had finished, she asked Jane, “Okay, I’ve got her measurements. Now what style of outfit are you after?”
    “I think my baby girl can show you best,” Mommy replied with a sly smile. “Baby Daphne? Run to your den and fetch your laptop, please.”
 
    He scuttled out of the room in just his feminine shoes and socks, his diaper and baby panties, wondering, ‘Why does Mommy want my computer?’ The pacifier clip bounced distractingly against his bare tummy as he trotted up and down the stairs. When he returned, Jane and Cathy were sitting on the lounge in front of the coffee table. Jane patted the low table top between them. “Put your laptop here, sweetie, and sit on the floor between us.” When he obeyed, she opened his laptop and switched it on. “Sign in, open the internet, baby, and go to Sissykiss.”
 
    Benny almost passed out from shock. If he hadn’t been sitting on the floor, he would have collapsed in a heap. Mommy knew about Sissykiss? How? When? Both women were watching over his shoulders as he typed in his password - babydaphne - lower case, all one word - and his cheeks burned with shame. With numb fingers he logged in and opened the site for sissy adult babies, and Cathy marvelled at all the pink writing and feminine background layout. Mommy instructed the humiliated sissy, “Log in and go to the member’s section featuring bondage frocks. I want you to show Aunty Cath your favourite frocks. You know? The ones you left comments on.”
 
    He went to the required part of the site and opened a page full of photos and drawings of the sissiest little-girl frocks you could ever imagine. “Scroll down,” Mommy commanded. “Keep going, baby. Keep going. Stop! Go back. That pink one there. Good girl! Now open the comments file.” His fingers were shaking so badly, he almost lost control of the cursor. When he clicked on the ‘comments’ box, Mommy made him scroll down until she spied his name. “There! See?” Jane declared triumphantly. “See what Baby Daphne wrote?”
 
    Benny cringed in shame as Cathy read aloud the comment he’d posted. ‘My name is Baby Daphne and I love - love - LOVE this bondage frock ! It’s so sweet and babyish ! I wish I had a Mommy to button me into such a beautiful baby dress, so I could never break free. Then Mommy would have to keep me as her baby girl forever !’ Cathy leaned forward so she could stare at Benny’s flushed red features. “Is that right, Baby Daphne? Is that what you really want?” When he ducked his head and made no reply, the brunette ordered, “Go back to the pictures of the dress.”
 
    Cath closely examined the half-dozen pics and read the accompanying descriptions, then nodded. “I see.” She turned to her friend Jane. “I can make something like that for your sissy, if you like - but it won’t be cheap. There’s a lot of lace frills and finicky details, and all the buttons and fake button-holes will have to be hand-sewn.”
    Jane shook her head in dismissal. “I don’t care if it’s expensive. I want my precious baby girl to have the very best!”
 
    “It’ll take me about two weeks,” Cath estimated. She absent-mindedly stroked the hairless back of the slender sissy sitting between them, quietly marvelling at the soft silky texture of his skin. He even had skin like a girl! “I have to purchase some appropriate material first,” she explained. “I haven’t made any baby clothes before - let alone big baby clothes.”  
   “That’s just one outfit. Daphne, show Aunty Cath the purple dress you told everyone you loved. Go on!”
 
    By the time Cath was satisfied she knew what they wanted, Daphne was emotionally exhausted. Jane had selected four new frocks for him, and Cath had noted down the details of the website and the names and locations of the outfits. “Okay, I have everything I need,” Cath told Jane, rising to her feet. She put her notebook in her handbag and pulled out her keys. “I suppose I’d better be going, Jane. You’ve given me a ton of work to do.”
    “Do you want to pop upstairs and check out Baby Daphne’s Nursery before you go?”
    “Sure!”
 
    Benny could never forget being changed in front of Aunty Cathy that first time. When Cath finished inspecting the big baby furniture and finally controlled her laughter, Mommy ordered him to climb up on the change table. After she pulled down his baby panties, Cathy sniggered and jeered at how wet he was. He was mortified and yet so aroused, he couldn’t make his stiff clittie go down. When Mommy peeled down his saturated disposable, his bobbing little tool popped into view.
 
    “Oh no!” Cath exploded in a fit of giggles and covered her luscious red painted mouth with her hand. “Oh my God! Is that it?” She tilted her head at Benny’s groin, as if there could be any doubt what she was talking about. “It’s so tiny! Is that as big as it gets?”
    “I’m afraid so,” Jane replied with a sad smile. “Actually, this is as big as I’ve ever seen baby’s clittie! She must be very excited, thinking about all the gorgeous new bondage-frocks Aunty Cathy is going to make for her.”
    “Baby’s clittie? You call it her clittie?”
 
    Jane waited until Cath’s laughter sputtered to a halt before replying, “Well, it’s too small to be a penis. And sissy babies like to call their tiny things ‘clitties.’ Don’t they, Baby Daphne?”
    “Yeth Mommy,” he submissively replied, his face burning with shame. Mommy knew everything! How? When? His tiny erection bounced and jerked in Mommy’s hands as she wiped him clean with baby wipes. Jane sprinkled powder over his diaper area front and back before giving his bobbing tool a few last teasing strokes. Despite the humiliating circumstances, he was so excited, he almost climaxed in her hand!
 
    “There!” Jane sang. “My baby girl is all ready for her night diaper.” Cath stood beside the change table grinning maniacally as Mommy pinned him into some fresh diapers and drew his pink baby panties into place. She made him sit up and raise his arms for his - her - yellow nightgown, and she straightened the flowing folds over his puffy plastic panties like a loving mother. “Climb down for Mommy and hop in your crib, sweetheart,” Mommy cooed. After he climbed into the crib and rolled onto his back, Mommy raised the side rail until it clicked into place.
 
    Cathy stared at the pacifier-sucking big baby through the pink wooden bars, her expression a mixture of disbelief, contempt and amusement. She glanced up at the high top rail, asking, “Couldn’t he climb out pretty easily?”
    “She could - but then Baby Daphne’s knows she’d get a dozen hard cuts of the cane on her naughty little bot-bot from Mommy. Don’t you, little girl?”
    “Yeth Mommy,” he squeaked around the mouth-filling teat, shrivelling in fear. He hadn’t known - but he knew now!
   
    “Poke your hands through the bars, sweetheart,” Mommy crooned. He was almost expecting the pink mittens when Mommy pulled them from the drawer and forced his hands inside. Cath fingered one of the soft pink leather restraints and shook her head in wonderment.
 
    “Where did you get pink leather mittens?” she asked.
    “It’s amazing what you can buy on the internet these days, “ Mommy replied with a wicked grin. “These mittens make sure my sissy baby doesn’t spend all night in her crib playing with her naughty hands in her diapers. My precious baby girl needs her beauty sleep.” She buckled the mittens in place and tied them off with a some pink satin ribbon, which would have to be cut off tomorrow morning to free his hands. She patted his bound fists in a dismissive gesture and Baby Daphne pulled his arms back through the bars with a scowl of frustration.
 
     “But Mommy,” Daphne whined, “you thaid I could play with my cwittie whenever I wanted.” He shook his mittens at her in protest, trying to ignore Aunty Cath’s giggles.
      Jane smiled patronisingly and shook her head. “No baby. I said you could ask Mommy for permission to play with your clittie whenever you liked. Remember?”
     Cath laughed in disdain and walked to the doorway, preparing to leave. She turned back to look at the scowling sissy baby in the crib one last time. “Goodnight Baby Daphne,” she sang, her voice bubbling with mocking laughter.
 
    “G’night Aunty Caff.” Benny rubbed the leather mittens against his padded crotch, over his stiff clittie, desperate for some stimulation. He stuck out his bottom lip, but it was mostly concealed by the wide plastic guard of his dum-dums. His pale blue eyes pleaded silently with Mommy for some sympathy. There was none. Despite the humiliation of asking his wife for permission to masturbate in front of one of her best friends, Daphne begged, “Mommy? Pweathe can I play wif my cwittie tonight? Pweathe Mommy?”
 
    “Aww! Poor baby!” Jane laughed and reached between the bars, and she slapped his mitten away from his groin. She briefly caressed the tenting front of his baby panties, and she chuckled when he jerked and twitched in her grip. “Too late now! Mommy has already buckled your mittens on and put you to bed. You should have asked Mommy earlier. Maybe tomorrow night, sweetheart. Would you like that?” She squeezed him through his diaper, encouraging his reply.
 
    Despite his arousal, he grimaced in disappointment, then nodded. “Yeth pweathe, Mommy.” He tried to ignore Cathy’s sniggers from where she lingered in the Nursery doorway, able to hear every word. Mommy’s hand felt so good rubbing his clittie through his diaper, he thought he might cum anyway.
 
    “Then let Mommy hear you ask for permission in your sweetest sissy-baby voice, little girl.”
    Realising he had to spell it out, he haltingly whimpered, “Pweathe Mommy? P-p-pweathe may I - may I p-pway wif my- wif my cwittie t-tomowwow night?” Why did humiliating himself like this only make him harder?
 
    “Of course you can, Baby Daphne!” Squeeze, squeeze, rub, rub. “After Mommy gives you a nurse from her titties before bedtime, you can show her how you like to do baby squirties in your diaper. Alright?” Squeeze, squeeze, rub, rub.
    “Ohh! Yeth Mommy! Fank you Mommy.”
   “Good girl! That’s my baby!” She released her erotic grip and pulled her arm back through the bars. “Alright baby girl, off to sleep. Goodnight, Princess.”
    “Goodnight Mommy,” Daphne whimpered. “I wove you Mommy.”
    “I know you do, sweetheart. And Mommy loves her special baby girl very much, too.” Despite closing the Nursery door, he could hear the women laughing all the way down the stairs.
 
    He was jerked out of his reverie when Jake lifted him down from the change table, as though he was nothing but a tiny child. Mommy’s boyfriend was so big and strong! Daphne felt like a helpless little girl in his muscular hairy arms. Mommy ushered her sissy baby downstairs to be strapped in her highchair for breakfast. He was dressed in a full plastic bib that covered his arms, so that his lovely green frock and pretty white cardigan would be kept clean from the warm runny porridge which inevitably spilled everywhere.
 
      “I have to get to work,” Jake murmured, kissing Jane on the cheek and wrapping one arm possessively around her tiny waist. She sank against him for a moment and he asked, “Will I see you around the office today?”
     “I’ve got to go through some contracts this morning, so I’ll be busy. I’ll meet you for lunch in my office at one,” Jane promised. She turned her face up for a longer, more passionate kiss, and sighed happily when their lips noisily parted. “Bye darling.” Benny sagged in his bonds when he realised Jake must have returned to work for Nanna’s company. He didn’t respond when Unca Jake waved him farewell and hurried out the door.
 
 
Chapter 14. Friends and Neighbours.
 
    The doorbell rang about five minutes later and they heard Emma letting herself in with her key, calling, “Hello? Hello everyone! I’m here!” Mommy left Daphne alone briefly to make a mess of her breakfast cereal, warm runny porridge spilling all over her face and bib. It was a constant feature of Benny’s baby status that unless he was locked in his crib, highchair or playpen, he was never to be left on his own. Like a real baby, someone - usually a dominant female - was always on hand to keep an eye on him. This hammered home his dependence on the women in his life, and ensured there was never any respite from his need to think, act, talk, walk, and generally behave like a sissy baby. Or else!
 
    When Emma strode into the kitchen ahead of Mommy, Jane was already describing in detail her weekend and how Baby Daphne had ‘misbehaved’ at her mother’s on Sunday. Daphne’s cheeks burned when Mommy described how badly he’d pooped his diapers while everyone was there. She specifically mentioned Daphne’s new clittie-cage, Jake’s involvement and his present of the bonnets. The tall teenager laughed like a whinnying horse, bucking her shoulders and tossing her head till her straw locks flew about in disarray. Emma was wearing khaki cargo pants this morning, with pockets everywhere, teamed with a bright red long-sleeved t-shirt she revealed by peeling off her scuffed brown leather bomber jacket. From the drops of water hitting the kitchen tiles, Benny guessed it had started raining outside.
 
    Mommy grinned and waited until the Nanny recovered and hung up her jacket on the back of a chair before instructing, “Emma, make sure Daphne wears a bonnet at all times when she’s out! I know Jake will ask me if she has. When you go to the hair salon today, make her wear one there, too. They may want to modify her new hairstyle a little to show off the bonnets to their best advantage. You are taking her this morning, right? It’s Monday, and she’s booked in for her regular appointment for a styling and a laser session?” Emma grinned and nodded.
 
    ‘That’s right. Except it’s an extra-long visit today. Remember what Isabell recommended?”
    “Oh yes! That’s right!” Jane turned to Benny and chortled, “Sweetie, just think of it! You will have hours with all those cute young girls in the salon to chat to, you lucky thing! And you’ve got so much to tell them about! Your lovely Sunday at Nanna’s, and all that’s happened. I’m sure my friend Isabell will want to hear all your news, and especially what you think of Jake being my lover. Oh, and be sure to tell Aunty Isy about your little clittie-cage, and what it feels like to be finally chastised at last. She’s been waiting for me to lock it on you for ages - ever since I told her I bought it for you!”

    Jane had been a regular patron of Isabell’s for years. The women met when they were both in their late teens, and Isy was a junior in the salon Jane and her mother Helen always frequented. A year after she finished her apprenticeship, Isy moved out and opened her own salon, named ‘Curl Up and Dye.’ Like many satisfied clients, Jane followed the talented young stylist and remained a loyal customer - and became a good friend. Isabell now had eight stylists and four beauticians working full-time for her in a fashionable part of town. In keeping with her desire to keep the clientele limited to rich wives, professionals, and ladies who liked to lunch, they maintained a very elegant approach. All the attractive female staff dressed in a showy uniform of tight hot-pink hip-length tops - button-front blouses or boob tubes - with wide black belts cinching shapely waists.
 
    The look was completed by sexy tailored black short-shorts or tiny black stretch miniskirts, and sheer black tights over black heeled pumps. Full make-up was a job requirement. All the girls looked great, ranging from the stunningly good-looking to the absolutely gorgeous. Modern upmarket décor rounded off the effect Isabell wanted. It wasn't the cheapest place in town, but her salon had an enviable reputation for quality work. Jane had heard from the chatty staff that at times, cross-dressers frequented the salon, and she’d quizzed Isabell about the gossip. Jane learned it was true, and her friend had a sympathetic attitude to men who liked to dress up like women.

    It was natural then that Jane should broach the question of his hairstyle and hair removal with Isabell, the first day she decided to keep Benny as a sissy baby girl full-time. Happily the pretty blonde salon owner was enthusiastic about helping her best friend feminise and humiliate the diapered sissy. So Benny found himself in the salon a few days after Mommy first diapered him, dressed in a pair of too-short shortie bibbed overalls with a teddy bear motif on the bib pocket, desperately hoping his bulging diapers and frilly socks had escaped the notice of the tittering girls.
 
    Benny learned to hate his weekly visits to the salon with a passion. The initial visit had started off unassumingly, when Jane accompanied a cowering Daphne to Isabell’s salon for the first time. He knew Mommy was taking him somewhere special, because she took more pains that usual that Monday morning to make herself look attractive.
 
    When Jane strode out of the bathroom she had a face painted with make-up, and she looked gorgeous - apart from her carelessly pulled back hair. She was wearing a full-cut pair of black satin panties and a pale-pink satin bra, her fleshy mounds bulging slightly over the tops of the shiny cups. He knew Mommy usually preferred her panties and bra to match, but the confusion only lasted till she slipped on her short black leather mini and teamed it with a pastel-pink long-sleeved cribton blouse. He was starting to regret letting Mommy talk him into playing ‘Mommies and Babies’ for the whole week while she was breastfeeding him last night.
 
    Jane decided not to bother with pantyhose and picked up her boots and sat on her vanity stool. She turned around to face her worried baby as she drew on her knee-high black leather boots. They had four inch heels and one-inch platform soles, so they were comfortable for walking around town in. When she raised each leg to zip closed the inside seam, Jane knew she was flashing her panty crotch at the hungry sissy sitting on her bed. ‘Let her look,’ Jane thought with a malicious smirk, as he tried to surreptitiously caress the bulging crotch of his shortalls. ‘That’s all my baby girl can do these days - look.’ As soon as she was ready, Jane packed his diaper bag and hauled him towards the front door. As reluctant as he was to venture outside, at least he was wearing a clean dry diaper and unisex overalls - if way too short.
 
     Mommy took him to the hairdressers during the slack time early on Monday morning, when the salon usually wasn't busy. He was dressed in his baby-blue shortalls over a pastel-pink onesie, his pink sneakers and some lace-topped white anklet socks. He didn’t resist too much when Mommy tightly gripped his hand and dragged him through the back door into the brightly-lit salon. He was terrified of attracting more attention to his ridiculous outfit, his crotch and bottom bulging with the bulk of his diapers.
 
    He was pleased that at first, no-one seemed to pay much attention to him or his juvenile appearance as Mommy marched him to the reception counter at the front. The pretty staff greeted Mommy with fond familiarity and smiled at him, giving him friendly little waves, but no-one laughed or jeered. Benny didn’t know Mommy had made prior arrangements with Isabell, and the salon owner promised to make her staff try to ignore her sissy baby’s odd appearance - at first. They’d been instructed to let Isabell take the lead, and then jump on the bandwagon. He kept his eyes on the black and white linoleum floor, trying to avoid the mirrors that seemed to be everywhere.
 
    Unfortunately for Benny, the very first time Baby Daphne sat down to have her hair washed, she had to lean back and tilt her head backwards over the porcelain basin facing the length of the salon. Unbeknownst to her, her shortalls legs rode up to reveal an inch or two of her yellow plastic panties, encasing an obvious thick terry diaper. When the bubbly junior finished washing Benny’s hair, he sat up and he noticed Mommy’s friend Isabell staring at his crotch from across the room. The salon owner smiled knowingly and apologised to her client before turning and walking his way. He glanced down and with a squeak of terror, saw what she’d been looking at. His face went bight red as he desperately tried to pull down his shortalls, giving away the game completely.
 
    Isabell sang, “It’s alright, honey. You know me. Aunty Isabell. Remember?” Of course he knew her! She was one of Jane’s best friends. Aunty Isabell indeed! “Don’t worry. You just come with me.” The attractive blonde smiled sympathetically at the embarrassed sissy baby as she helped him to his feet. Like any good hairdresser, Isabell chattered away and helped him relax while she settled him in the cutting chair - before she began quizzing him about his new lifestyle. “Jane tells me you’ve taken a break from work to be a little baby girl all the time? Is that right? Aww! What’s wrong, honey? Are you shy? Don’t you want to chat? I see you are already in diapers.”
 
    She leaned over his shoulder and rudely patted his padded crotch through his shortalls, and he shrank away from her bold touch. “Do you only use them during the daytime, or at night too? Are you a bed-wetter, too? Those are such a pretty little dungarees you’re wearing today! I love the teddy bear motif on the bib pocket!” He was grateful when Isabell covered his body with a semi-transparent, pink plastic smock. It was actually longer than his shortalls, covering half his trembling thighs. “Now how do we want our hair?”
 
    Mommy stepped forward to respond. Of course Isabell discussed with Jane how to style his hair, not him. Mommy was in clearly charge of him, and Mommy made all the decisions. It was one of the first times he had experienced the real shame of having something intensely personal to him discussed - but without his own input being considered, much less sought. He had to endure half an hour of Isabell trimming and styling his hair in the little-girl style Mommy had requested - all the while trying not to imagine what Jane had already told her close friend about his new sissy-baby lifestyle!
 
    But worse was yet to come. After his hair had been blow-dried, Isabell took his hand and led him towards a closed door at the far end of the salon. The manageress opened the white painted door and there were two grinning young women inside, standing beside a padded bench covered with white towels. There were two humming machines either side of the bench, and very bright spotlights aimed at the padded top. A grey wand - something like a portable blow drier - was attached by a piece of electrical cable to each machine, and he could see red LEDs glowing everywhere.
 
    “Girls, this is Baby Daphne,” the owner introduced him. “Daphne, this is Eve and Anna.” Eve had red hair the colour of old copper and alabaster skin, and almond-eyed Anna had long, dead-straight jet-black locks down to her waist, and dusky olive skin.
    Benny could feel Mommy standing right behind him and he dropped a hurried curtsey, as required. “Hewwo Mith Eve, hewwo Mith Anna.” Both young ladies tittered at his feminine bow and sissy squeaky voice.
 
    “Hello Eve, Anna,” Jane greeted the familiar staff from behind him. “My Baby Daphne is a sissy baby, and she wants to be baby-smooth from her ears down to the tips of her little toesies. Can you handle that?”
    “Of course!” Eve replied, examining the cringing sissy’s bare arms and legs with a critical eye.
    “That’s what we do,” Anna added with a bright laugh.
 
    “There’s one small problem,” Isabell explained. Benny jumped when Mommy’s hands reached over his shoulders to undo the shoulder straps of his juvenile baby-blue shortalls, then she pulled them down over his diaper. The attendants giggled and Isabell hid her smile when his bulging pink snap-crotch onesie was revealed, his yellow baby panties poking out the leg holes. Mommy made him step out of his shortalls and took off his pink sandshoes and his frilly white socks, then unclipped and removed his onesie. The diapered sissy cringed before the teenagers’ bemused sniggers.
 
    “My baby can’t stop wetting her panties, so we have to keep her in diapers night and day,” Mommy explained, as she stuffed his clothes in the change bag she carried over her shoulder. “But I want you to remove every scrap of nasty old fur from my baby’s diaper area. It’s very unhygienic for a sweet little girl to have all that yucky old fur down there.” Benny glanced over his bare shoulder and saw the door to the salon was still open, and several customers seemed to be leaning forward in their chairs and peering at their little group, trying to find out what was going on.
 
    Isbell took over and instructed the girls, “Do her legs first, then take off her plastic panties and undo her diaper to do her crotch and bottom. Give her the full Brazilian. That’s all we’ll have time for today. You can do her face, arms and chest next week.” That was the first intimation Benny had that his salon appointments would become a weekly occurrence.
 
    “There’s not much hair on her chest, except for a few tufts around her nipples. I advise you to keep the diaper under her at all times, by the way,” Mommy recommended, her tone intentionally patronising. “Baby Daphne really has the bladder control of an excitable two-year-old. I wouldn’t trust her for a minute.”
    Isabell turned to her friend. “Okay, we have to leave them now. We can’t stay in here while the girls are using the lasers. Your baby has to wear a blindfold, and the girls have to wear special goggles so they don’t go blind.”
    “A blindfold, you say?” Jane inquired, her smile turning sly.
 
    Eve held up a thick black cribton sleep mask with wide elastic band to go around the wearer’s head. “One of these.”
    “Oh, I’ve got a much better idea.” Jane was standing behind Daphne so the little sissy couldn’t see Mommy briefly hoist up her tight black leather mini.
 
    Jane swiftly pulled down her full-cut satin panties, and let them slide down her shiny leather boots to bunch around her ankles while she wriggled her skirt back into place. She daintily stepped out of the satin puddle, bent down and scooped up her fallen knickers, and tossed them to Eve. “Put those over my sissy baby’s face before you put her blindfold on, will you? I’m sure you’ll love the effect.” All the women tittered in amusement.
 
    Mommy kissed the horrified baby’s cheek and sang, “Bye-bye, Baby Daphne! Mommy has to go do some shopping. It seems I need to buy some new knickers. Don’t worry, honey. I know which ones you like best. I’ll be back in - how long do you think she’ll need, Isy?”
    “About an hour. Come back then.”
    “One hour, baby. You be a good girl for Aunty Isabell and the girls. She’ll be giving me a full report later. Remember your carrots and sticks.”
 
    Benny held out his hands to her like a frightened child, fingers clutching at nothing as he squealed, “No Mommy? But- but - pweathe Mommy? No?” He knew he was wetting himself in fear, but there was no point trying to stop it. That’s what his diapers were for. Jane simply tossed him careless smile and a childish wave farewell and marched out of the room with her grinning friend. Mommy took his clothes with her and Isabell closed the door behind them, leaving the panicky sissy baby in the hands of her willing accomplices.
 
    The girls ordered the frightened big baby to climb up on the narrow padded bench. He lay on his back, resting on his elbows and warily watching the smirking beauticians. The door opened before Eve could decide between the shimmering black panties in one hand, or the sleep mask she clutched in the other. Isabell held up one hand. “Toss me those knickers.” She neatly caught the flying underwear and opened the waistband wide, and slipped the fragrant lingerie over the stunned sissy’s face. “Keep still, baby,” she sternly commanded when he tried to duck his head.
 
    Isabell centred the cribton gusset right over the whimpering sissy’s nose and mouth, and used a plastic hairclip to keep the waistband in place around his neck. She ordered Eve, “Put the mask over the top,” Benny’s world went completely dark. Suddenly the aroma of Mommy’s panty crotch seemed much stronger, and he inhaled deeply, finding her familiar musky scent almost calmed his jangling nerves. “There baby,” Isy crooned to the temporarily blind lad, patting the tenting front of his baby panties. The boss grinned and nodded to her staff when she could feel how excited he was. “That’ll make the job easier.” To Daphne she sang, “Isn’t that nice? Now you just lie back, little girl, and let the girls do their work.”
 
    He meekly lay back and the girls touched and moved his legs, each one doing something unseen to him with a heated wand. Even with the double blindfold in place, Benny thought he caught a hint of a bright flash of light every fifteen seconds or so. They slowly worked their way up from his shins to the tops of his thighs. After about fifteen or twenty minutes, the girls ordered him to roll over. He obeyed, clumsy as he couldn’t see a thing, and one of the women straightened him out on the narrow table. They did the same thing to the backs of his legs, all the way up to the leg elastics of his baby panties, and then they ordered him to roll over again.
 
    “Lift that bottom, baby.” He obeyed the oft-heard instruction automatically, even though he didn’t know which girl gave it to him. He felt his baby panties being tugged down and the sweet voice sang, “Botty down and lift those footsies. Good baby!” They tugged away his crinkling plastic panties and when he let his feet drop, his knees flexed and his bare feet slid up towards his bottom, in the normal position to have his diaper changed. He lay there shivering in fearful anticipation as they unpinned his cloth diaper and lowered the front flap to expose his yellowed disposable. “I can see why your Mommy keeps you in diapers,” one of the girls disdainfully commented. “Look how wet you are!”
 
    He lay there blind and anxious as he heard the tapes being ripped apart. When they lowered the soggy front flap and laughed, he cringed in humiliation. At least he couldn’t see the contemptuous expressions on their faces when they caught sight of his tiny erection. “Well that explains a lot,” one of the girls commented scathingly.
    “Do you think that’s as big as it gets?” the other asked.
    “What do we care? Just wipe it clean with those baby wipes and get started on the shaft while it’s still hard. You heard the boss. It makes the job easier. I can see a few bits of stubble near the base there. See?”
 
    He felt his equipment being carelessly manhandled, turned this way and that, which only made him harder. Flash! Warmth. Flash! Warmth. Then the odd, slightly painful sensation of having his ball sack stretched taut. Flash! Warmth. Flash! Warmth. “Keep still, little one,” a disembodied voice ordered. “We’re almost finished here, then we can do your tummy.” The wands grew warmer as they zapped his crotch, all the way up to his belly button. “Okay, roll over onto your tummy again.” He speedily obeyed, anxious to hide his uncontrollable erection under his body. He pressed his hard clittie into the damp wadding underneath him, and the wet patch was disturbingly cool.
 
    The women lasered his bare buttocks and then ordered the cowering sissy onto all fours. “Knees apart, and put your forehead on the table,” a stern female voice ordered. “That’s right. Now reach back with both hands, and pull your bumcheeks apart. Go on!” When he reluctantly followed their humiliating instructions, his cheeks blushed rosily when someone observed, “We’ll have to wipe off all this powder first. Stay like that, baby.” He felt his sensitive rosebud being carefully wiped several times with a cool moist wipe, and he heard one of the girls comment, “At least she’s got a clean bum.”
 
    “That’s a first,” the other retorted. “The last couple of dozen women I’ve given bikini laser to, obviously hadn’t been shown how to wipe their bottoms correctly after doing a poo.” Her tone was intentionally cloying when she cooed, “Daphne’s a good baby girl for keeping her bot-bot clean.”
    “I don’t think she’s exactly responsible,” her associate disdainfully sniffed. “She’s just a baby. I think her Mommy probably wipes her bum after she’s done her business in her diaper - just like any other baby.”
 
    As soon as they finished they switched off the humming machines, removed their goggles and ordered him to roll over. He lay back with the wet diaper squelching under his bum, so cold and clammy now. The ammonia smell of a well-used diaper drifted up to his nose, mingled with the scent of powder. “Stay there,” one of the girls ordered before he heard her open the door. She didn’t seem to care the blindfolded sissy was lying naked on the bed on top of a wet diaper, with a pair of Mommy’s used panties wrapped around his head. He sighed in relief at the sound of Mommy’s happy voice.
 
    “Oh good!” Jane cried in delight. “You’re finished! Right on time, too. Well done, girls! Did Baby Daphne give you any trouble?” He felt a hand stroking his legs and pawing at his genitals, and he assumed it was Mommy.
 
    “No ma’am! She was a very good baby girl.” The women discussed his schedule of appointments while Mommy pulled the sodden disposable out from under him, cleaned him with moist wipes front and back, and taped a fresh diaper over his hips. He was semi-hard to begin with, but by the time she rubbed in the powder, he was rock-hard again.
 
     Apparently he was booked to come in every week on Monday morning for the conceivable future, and the beauticians would alternate between the top and bottom halves of his body fortnightly. Mommy agreed with the schedule as she pinned a clean diaper around him, and she replaced his yellow baby panties before she asked the girls to remove the mask. When she removed her fragrant knickers from his head, Daphne blinked blindly in the bright lights. He didn’t see Mommy tucking her damp panties into the change bag.
 
    Jane dressed him in his onesie and shortalls, put his frilly socks on his feet and tied on his sneakers with the pink ribbon laces, and then helped her baby to clumsily stand. Benny couldn’t understand why Jane had made future bookings for him. He had to go back to work next week. He was still puzzling over the apparent contradiction as they led him to the front desk. He barely said a word in farewell when Mommy led him from the salon. He was punished for that later. Mommy took him back to the salon the following Monday morning for a repeat session, but after that it became Nanny’s responsibility.

    Over time it became more and more obvious to the salon staff that Baby Daphne was totally under Jane’s thumb, with her authority vested in Nanny Emma. The girls started to gently tease him, loving the blushes colouring his cheeks when they asked, “Are those terry or disposable diapers I can see under your baby panties today, Baby Daphne?” Or “What pretty dresses have you worn lately, little girl? Describe them to me.” Or the oft-crooned question, “Aww! Does baby need her dum-dums?”

    Isabell had been surprised how easily her trendy young staff lapped it up. Once they learned the masochistic sissy was actually aroused by being teased and humiliated, they escalated the treatment. Indeed they started discussing his effeminate baby lifestyle with some of the more liberal female customers during the other days of the week. Unsurprisingly this caused more curiosity than offence. A handful of women even changed their bookings to be in the salon at the same time as Daphne, so they could quietly observe for themselves this girly little sissy-boy being feminised and publicly humiliated.
 
    Jane delighted in handing over the role of taking him to the salon to Emma the Nanny, who had a vastly higher threshold of embarrassment. Nothing seemed to shame Emma! The Nanny was much more relaxed than Mommy about hauling around her effeminate diapered sissy in public. When Isabell hinted to the Nanny that the girls might like to see him in a dress sometime, rather than the juvenile shortalls he always wore, Emma willingly agreed to ask his Mommy for permission. So far that had been denied, to Benny’s relief.
 
    After that momentous Sunday at Nanna’s, Mommy informed Nanny that Benny was to be taken each week in full baby girl attire for his salon appointments, which would now include manicures and other beauty treatments, as well as his remaining laser depilatory sessions. Emma was delighted! Although there wasn’t much to do there any more. He was pretty much hairless as a baby. Emma had already arranged an added surprise for him this morning, in collaboration with Jane and Isabell. The unexpected bonus of the double terries and the bonnet were going to be icing on the cake. Benny would hate his next trip to the salon with a passion.
 
    Jane was busy telling Emma the other little tasks she wanted Benny to do today, as well as writing the nice ‘thank you’ letter to Jake for the bonnets - an idea that had Emma in fits. Jane reminded her, “Don’t forget to have baby hand-wash all my undies.” There was nothing unusual in that, but she then added, “and Jake’s as well. They are Calvin Klein silk boxers, and the must not be machine-washed.” She smiled wolfishly at him as she instructed his Nanny, “Have Daphne hang them up on the line next to my knickers, so they can be freshly aired together.”
 
    She patted the side of his tray to attract his attention. “Oh, and put fresh cribton sheets on Mommy’s bed for tonight, my little baby. You want my lover to enjoy clean fresh sheets when he next makes love to me, don’t you? Good girl!”
    “Is Jake coming back tonight?” Emma asked, glancing at Daphne’s expression of anguish with a callous smile. The tall Nanny had large white teeth, which Daphne unkindly thought added to her horsey appearance.
 
    “Not tonight, no,” Jane replied. “I have a couple of friends dropping by - Fiona, our head of security, and a girlfriend of hers - kind of a therapist.”
    “A therapist?”
 
    Jane nodded and glanced at the messy-faced baby. “I’ve asked Baby Daphne where her peculiar fascination stems from, and she says she’d not really sure. I’d like to know the truth. This friend of Fiona’s is supposedly good at delving into the subconscious mind.”
    Emma looked thoughtful and muttered, “Oh.”
   “I’ll tell you about it later. When I get home tonight. Okay?”

    Benny ignored the discussion about the therapist. Mommy had told him she was coming to visit a few days ago. He thought about the tasks Mommy had set him instead, and shuddered. How could he wash Jake’s underwear and then hang them out on the line next to Mommy’s lovely lingerie? Mrs. Paula Parker next door, a right nosey-parker he thought, loved to wander out at inopportune times to watch him while he was hanging the washing on the line most mornings. The beefy forty-something liked to smirk and tease him while he stood there, his dress and petties flying in the breeze, pegging up his diapers, plastic panties, bibs and petticoats, and other paraphernalia of his sissy baby life. She was bound to ask who owned the men’s boxer shorts, as she would know they couldn’t possibly belong to Benny.
 
 
chapter 14 continued....
 
     Jane had been stunned - and relieved - at how readily her next-door neighbour had accepted Benny’s conversion to sissy babyhood. She dropped over to Paula’s on Friday evening while Benny was away on his last business trip, a bottle of chilled Chardonnay gripped in her hand to help soften the blow. She knew Paula’s teenage daughters had gone out for the night, leaving them alone. Jane broached the matter delicately at first, worried how the forty-four-year-old would handle the appearance of her husband prancing around in the back yard dressed in his baby girl clothes.
 
    “Oh no!” Paula cried in sympathy, after Jane told her that Benny liked to dress up as a little girl. “Not you too?”
    “What do you mean? Not you, too?” Jane took a huge gulp of wine and almost choked.
 
    Paula grimaced and shook her head, making her brunette curls bounce around her plump round cheeks. “You’ve been living next door for three years, and I never told you. My ex-husband is a transvestite.” She similarly took a healthy swig of wine and swallowed noisily.
    “What?”
 
    “I know. What a drag, huh?” Paula barely managed a smile at the tired old joke. “But seriously; that’s why we got divorced. I caught him mincing around in my underwear when I came home unexpectedly one day, and he’d been trying on all my favourite frocks.”
    “You poor thing!” Jane grimaced and shook her head in sympathy.
 
    Paula sighed and shrugged her broad shoulders in careless dismissal, her huge breasts heaving noticeably inside her baggy grey sweatshirt. “It’s okay. We actually get on much better, now that we’re divorced. He was generous husband - and that didn’t change. He always paid over and above the set child-support, and willingly looked after the girls every second weekend and half the holidays. Well, until they got too grown-up to want to go away with their dear old dad. He never minded if I had to call him in to look after the girls unexpectedly, if I needed to go out somewhere. He was a pretty good dad, really - if it wasn’t for his fetish.”
 
    Jane hesitated for a long time before asking her next question. “How long? How long did you stay married after you found out about his - his fetish?”
    “Over two years,” Emma replied, topping up their glasses, “nearly three. Even though I tried to be accepting, we always had to careful around the girls. Although they found out eventually. I warned him they were nosey, and they’d go poking through his wardrobes while they stayed at his flat. While we were still married, it was like living with a needy demanding girlfriend, sometimes. Tammy was always wanting me to strap on a dildo after the girls were safely asleep in bed, and fuck her up the arse.”
    “Your girls found out? Tammy?” Jane tried to imagine the pleasantly-plump matron wearing a strap-on cock, and mentally reeled in shock, like sensory overload.
 
     Paula gave a rich throaty chuckle. “His name is Tim. Timmy. When he’s in drag, Tammy. What is your sissy’s femme name?”
    “Baby Daphne.”
    Paula laughed. “That is so cute!” She pursed her lips in thought before asking, “Does your sissy like it up the arse, too?” When Jane looked confused and shook her head uncertainly, her forthright neighbour explained.
 
     “I have a collection of strap-on dildos I use on Tammy - when she’s been good. They come in a variety of sizes, from one about a bit longer than my middle finger, although twice as thick - to one ten-inch monster I wouldn’t dare let a man put in my pussy! It’s thicker than my wrist at the thickest part, near the base.” Paula curled her right thumb and fingers around her left wrist in indication, and Jane’s eyebrows climbed her forehead. Her neighbour wasn’t a dainty woman, and she was thick-boned.
    “And you use it on your ex-husband?” Jane queried. “Still?”
 
    Paula cackled and replied, “Sure! Just because we’re divorced, doesn’t mean we can’t be great friends - and occasional fuck-buddies.” Her hazel eyes were unblinking as she watched her pretty neighbour swallow that morsel of information with another gulp of wine. When Jane seemed to have recovered her wits, Paula blithely sailed on. “Tim’s an accountant, and he still does my taxes and keeps an eye on my accounts once a month. When he’s done a particularly good job - or if I’m feeling horny - Tammy gets to dress up for me, and I give her a nice, long, hard reward. I like to think of it as a little incentive scheme.”
 
    “How does that satisfy you?” Jane asked. “Using a strap-on dildo, I mean?”
     “Not much,” Paula confessed with a shrug, “although I do find it very arousing to dominate my submissive sissy and make him my bitch. But before I buckle on a rubber cock, I make my Tammy go down on me for about half an hour, like the good little lesbian lover she is. Now that I find satisfying!”
    “Me too!” Jane dimpled in agreement. “My little girl has a talented tongue, and Mommy is going to enjoy teaching her how to use it properly.”
 
     Paula chuckled and tilted her head in the direction of her bedroom. “Do you want to come and see my collection of sex-toys? You can borrow some if you like, to try out on your little girl. Anytime!”
    “I’d love to have a peek,” Jane admitted with a self-deprecating grin, placing her empty glass on the coffee table. “Although I’m afraid my little girl is far too young to think about having sexual intercourse yet. She wants to be a really little girl - about two years old.”
    “Oh dear! Come and have a look anyway. You might see something to inspire you.” Paula led the intrigued young woman into her bedroom, steaming ahead like a battleship, and she opened the bottom drawer of her chest of drawers and invited the stunned blonde to kneel and inspect the contents.
 
    “How long ago - when did your girls find out about their father? You know? His dressing up?” Jane hesitantly asked, as she handled a flesh-coloured dildo the size of a real man’s cock. There were black leather harnesses and thick bondage cuffs in the drawer, distracting her. The latex tool was so thick and heavy, and when she tried to wrap her fist around it, her thumb and fingertips wouldn’t meet.
 
    “About two years ago. We’ve been divorced for a little over six years - since Amy turned twelve. She’s eighteen now, and Charlene is almost seventeen.”
    Jane dropped the solid fake phallus back in the drawer and picked up a long black dildo, thinking, ‘This must be the one Paula uses on Tammy. My God! It’s massive! Look at the size of it! I’d like to see that in action one day!’
 
    “You can, if you like.” It was only after Paula responded that Jane realised she must have spoken her thoughts aloud. She tossed the black rubber cock back in the drawer with a guilty start. “It’s okay,” Paula added soothingly. “My sissy Tammy is a bit of an exhibitionist. She loves being dominated in front of another woman. It really gets her rocks off.”
    “My baby is an exhibitionist, too, I believe,” Jane confessed. “And a submissive masochist. Apparently she gets off on being publicly humiliated.”
    “How do you feel about that?” Paula carefully asked.
 
    Jane grimaced and shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t mind, I guess. As long as I’m not the one being humiliated. That’s not my fantasy.”
    “Nor mine.” Paula closed the toy drawer with her foot and asked, “How can I be of help, Jane?”
 
    “My sissy baby likes to wear cloth diapers and plastic panties - and use them like a real baby,” Jane replied, blushing with shame as she made her admission. She kept her burning face down as she climbed to her feet.
    Paula frowned and shook her head, clucking her tongue in sympathy. “Oh my goodness! What a lot of work for you! Aw! Don’t be embarrassed, honey. It’s not your fetish - or your fault. You’re just trying to cope with an unexpected marriage dilemma.” They returned to the lounge room and the remains of the bottle of wine.
   
    “I know,” Jane agreed with a sigh of resignation, watching as her friend freshened her glass. “There’s going to be so much washing! But at least my baby will be in charge of the laundry from now on. She’ll have to wash her own diapers and baby things, and hang everything on the line.”
 
    The beefy brunette nodded in sudden understanding. “Ahh! You mean she’ll have to hang everything out on the line in the back yard - where we can see her?”
    “Exactly!” Jane beamed at her clever neighbour. Paula was quick on the uptake. This was progressing far better than she’d expected.
 
    Paula smiled as she imagined meeting the sissy baby while he was hanging up his freshly-laundered diapers and baby pants. She knew exactly how to humiliate effeminate men who loved to play dress-ups like small children. She knew how much it excited her ex-husband when she scolded him for being a naughty little slut. It only made his dick get harder in his little panties. “How would you like me to deal with Baby Daphne?” Paula asked, letting her excitement show. “I’m happy to help you humiliate her, if that’s what gets her rocks off . Tell me what you’d like me to say. Which buttons to push. And do you want Amy and Charlene to get involved? They’re very mature for their ages, and thanks to their father, pretty familiar with trannies and the fetish world already. I know my daughters would love to help, I assure you - and sarcasm and scorn are their natural fall-back settings, anyway.”
 
    They spent several hours - and another bottle of crisp Chablis - discussing various scenarios and how much they dared involve Paula’s teen daughters. Paula actually produced a pen and took notes, although Jane wasn’t sure if they would be legible later. Sometimes they were laughing so hard, the heavyset brunette couldn’t stop her hand from shaking while she scribbled down ideas. By the time Jane staggered home, the women were fast friends, and their friendship only deepened when Paula took an active hand in her sissy’s baby training and humiliation.
 
    Now that she and Paula were good friends, Mommy encouraged Emma to ensure that her baby spent plenty of time outside in the back garden, where of course he felt more vulnerable than inside the house. He was always sent out there wearing whatever he’d been wearing around the house, so Mrs Parker had seen him in most of his baby girl finery. The busybody was always sure to pop her head over the fence and start an embarrassing conversation with Daphne or Emma, to find out what the sissy baby had been up to lately and learn what new little-girl lifestyle activity he’d been forced to pursue.

    Mommy stopped and turned back to her bound baby in the highchair. “Oh! I nearly forgot! Jake was so excited last night, he ripped that lovely black Basque off my body and tore out some the hooks. I'm sure it can be mended, sweetie. Why don’t you and Nanny take it into the shop where I bought it; ‘La Perla’ in the High Street, and see if it can be repaired? It’s not far from the hairdressers.”

    Emma was grinning hugely as possibilities for more torment for Benny emerged. Jane went on; “Now Emma, Daphne is going to Nanna’s on Thursday this week, rather than Friday - because on Friday afternoon, she will be visiting Aunty Sheila’s for a sleepover with her girls.” Benny jerked in alarm in his bonds. “The girls have some friends coming round after school, and they want to put on a little show the next morning. Maybe a ballet, or something? You know how artsy my sister is? When Daphne does her ballet practise this afternoon, will you make sure her tutu is spotless?”
 
    “So Baby Daphne is going to her Nanna’s on Thursday and her Aunty Sheila’s on Friday?” Emma questioned. “I could work Saturday or Sunday, to make up for my missed day, if you like?” Her long face creased in thought. “Why don’t you and Jake take a long weekend?” she suggested. “I’m sure Helen wouldn’t mind babysitting for you on Saturday, and I can drive over and pick Daphne up on Sunday morning, and bring her home to look after her here.”
    “What a great idea!” Mommy exclaimed, her beautiful face lighting up. “Thanks, Emma! Let me see what I can arrange at work today. I’ll ring Mom, and see if she’s available - and willing - to look after my big baby girl one day over the weekend.”
 
    Emma glanced at Benny, who was close to tears. He thought yesterday had been a horrible experience, but this week was shaping up to be an absolute nightmare! He cringed in the highchair restraints. How could he go out in public dressed like a baby girl? The hair salon was bad enough, but the thought of visiting an upmarket lingerie store? Men always felt awkward in such places, and Benny was no exception - but he would be dressed in a toddler frock and diapers! He had to resist somehow, but then he realised - if he ever wanted to be freed from his clittie-cage by Mommy or Nanna, he had to behave. As ever, any show of resistance risked compromising the minor concessions Daphne desperately needed.

    Jane looked at her watch and cried, “Must go! I'm running late for work! Have a wonderful day with Emma, baby, and give my love to Aunty Isabell when you see her. No, I can’t kiss you, baby. Your face is too mucky.” She leaned over the highchair tray, noisily kissing the air either side of his grubby cheeks. “Love you, baby! Be good! Bye Nanny!” Blowing him a farewell kiss with that radiant red-lipped smile he so adored, Mommy spun on her high heels and with a sashaying wiggle left the house. As her car revved in the driveway, Emma started to wipe his face and get him ready for the day’s planned activities. She removed his plastic coverall bib and threw it on the tiled floor to be collected later. More laundry for him to do. Nanny clipped a clean lace-edged dribble bib around his neck, and he didn’t even bother reading the embarrassing inscription.

    They were soon standing outside the master bedroom. Benny as usual didn't proceed inside, waiting until Emma granted him permission. The room was untidy, the bed clothes rumpled and heaped. Jane had left her discarded clothing higgledy-piggledy all over the place; Jake’s charcoal-grey silk boxer shorts were carelessly tossed to one side, on top of Mommy‘s crusty panties. It was obvious they had enjoyed themselves, as Emma snorted, “Well, we know what Mommy got up to last night! Don’t we, baby girl?” With cruel intent she demanded, “What is it like to know your wife makes love to another man? Do you mind that it’s someone who used to work for you? Not that it matters much, I guess.”

    Benny remained silent, his expression downcast. Emma laughed in scorn. She picked up the silk shorts and threw them at Benny, who caught them by reflex. “Show them respect. You know what to do, Daphne. Put them to your face and savour a real man’s musk” She watched as he submissively pressed Jake’s crumpled underpants to his face and listened to him inhale. “Big breaths, Daphne,” Nanny insisted. “Through your nose. Nice and deep now. That’s better. Now spit out your dum-dums and lick them, front and back,” she commanded. “Lick your wife’s lover’s shorts! Smell him, taste him, and imagine what he was doing to your Mommy last night!”

     Benny silently obeyed, whimpering at the biting sting inside his wet diaper. Emma watched him, always amazed at just how low submissive masochists could sink when pressed. She never got used to it, and she felt her kitten getting moist with excitement. “That’s enough.” She rudely snatched the boxers from his hands and threw him Jane’s discarded panties instead. He clumsily caught them, clutching the delicate lingerie to his bosom. “Smell them!” Emma commanded. “Smell how excited your Mommy gets when she’s with him!” He pressed Mommy’s panties to his face and inhaled deeply, trying not to get aroused by the familiar much-loved scent. “Put them in your mouth and suck them. Go on! Oh good girl! That’s right, the cribton gusset is the tastiest bit, isn’t it! Oh, look at you!” She sniggered in disdain as he writhed and whimpered in pleasure/pain, fighting to keep himself flaccid. The taste of Mommy’s juices was so strong, the smell overwhelming!
 
    “Keep them in your mouth until we reach the laundry,” Emma commanded. “Now gather up everything that has to be washed and separate them into machine and hand-wash piles. Then strip Mommy’s bed, make it up with fresh sheets, and bring everything downstairs.” Nanny clapped her hands loudly, making him jump. “Look lively, you have ten minutes - or you will feel the sting of the paddle on the backs of your thighs and earn some sticks, as well.”
 
    Benny wanted to linger in the bedroom, the room where he used to sleep with Jane. The taste and smell of her was almost overpowering. He fought to remain flaccid. Mommy’s bedroom was so feminine, so her, and despite himself he loved her - but he dared not loiter and risk losing precious points that could count towards his release sometime in the future. He hurried to finish the tasks Nanny had set, gasping wetly around the tasty panties stuck in his craw.

     A little while later he stood on a set of low child’s steps in front of the high laundry sink doing the hand-washing, fondling Mommy’s lovely panties in the soft lux soap bubbles. The wooden steps were painted pink with a childish rhyme printed on them in baby-blue: ‘These little steps help me reach the things I couldn’t; And all the things I shouldn’t.’ The effect was to put him in the same place as a small child who cannot reach sinks and work tops, and he always had to use them to help him perform any grown-up task - like washing up. As Emma noted, it also stopped the baby running off when he’d finished, as he always had to ask for permission to climb down. He sucked his pacifier as he hummed his Nursery rhymes, trying to avoid becoming aroused while he handled Mommy’s fragrant delicates.

    He finished hanging the washing on the line and Jane’s intimate briefs danced in the breeze, their soft feminine sensuality contrasting with Jake’s manly boxer shorts, blatant evidence of their recent dalliance. Mrs Parker appeared seemingly out of nowhere and called out, “Hello poppet! Are you being Mommy’s little helper today and hanging up the washing like a good little girl? Hello, hello! What are those, little girl? Are you hanging up boxer shorts? They can’t belong to a sissy baby like you! Who do they belong to? Hmm? Tell Aunty Paula, Baby Daphne.” Daphne had no idea that Mommy or Nanny always rang or texted the nosy neighbour whenever he was sent outside, so she could join in the fun of teasing and humiliating the little sissy.
 
    Blushing furiously, Benny had to greet the ghastly woman. “Hewwo Aunty Pauwa. They belong to Mommy’th boyfwiend.” She already knew he had to refer to Jane as Mommy all the time. “He came awound last night, and they wocked me in my crib, then they went into the big bedwoom and did fingth togevver,” he admitted, his face burning with shame. He didn’t realise Emma had strolled outside to witness his humiliation.
 
    “Did they now?” Mrs Parker chortled, her squinting hazel eyes full of disdain. “That must make you proud? What‘s your bib say today, baby? Turn and face me so I can read it. Ohh! ‘Little Miss Squishy-Britches!’ That’s very descriptive!” She burst into mocking laughter. Although the fence was two metres high on their side, the top of the palings were only a metre above their neighbours well-manicured lawn. The beefy woman leaned over the low boundary and when she laughed heartily, her massive breasts danced inside her red sweater - like two ferrets fighting in a gunny sack.

    Benny sensed Emma behind him before she prompted, “What else are you so proud of today, Baby Daphne? Tell Aunty Paula.”
    “Er, er, Mommy hath put me in a chathtity-belt - a cwittie-cage - and Uncle Jake hath the key.” He minced his words in red-faced shame.

    Mrs Parker shook her head in disbelief and threw him a look dripping with contempt. She saved her smiles for Emma. “I suppose it had to come,” she callously observed, her thick top lip curled in a sneer. “Serves the nasty little sissy right! That’ll stop her playing with herself all the time. We all know what useless little sissies are like. Don’t we?”
 
    Benny was terrified of her! Paula was one of the few women who always treated him with contempt - and her teenage daughters were even worse. Most women mixed teasing with laughter, but Mrs Parker and her girls seemed to hold him in special disdain. She always had a look in her cold hazel eyes that said she was thinking of doing horrible things to him. The trouble was; he had to be perfectly polite to her and her daughters, like he was to any friends of Mommy’s. “Yeth Aunty Pauwa,” he muttered dispiritedly.
 
    “Come on, little girl!” Nanny urged him with a crisp swat on the botty, making him jump. Even though he barely felt it, the sound of her broad palm striking his tautly-stretched plastic panties was startlingly loud. “Hurry up! You have a ‘thank you’ letter to write to Uncle Jake before Nanny takes you to the hairdressers. Remember? Give Mrs Parker a nice deep curtsey and say bye-bye.”
    “Bye-bye Aunty Pauwa.”
    “Goodbye Baby Daphne. Be a good girl for your Nanny.”
 
    “Bye Mrs Parker.” Emma grinned at her co-conspirator and escorted her sissy charge back into the house for more shame and humiliation. This latest idea of Jane’s sounded like lots of fun. She sat him down in the downstairs playroom where he had a little white plastic child’s desk and two matching chairs. Unlike much of his baby environment, the fragile desk hadn't been up scaled to adult size. He perched at the low table, feeling uncomfortable. Even though he was a tiny adult, his big diapered bottom didn't quite fit on the small plastic seat. He crouched awkwardly over the ridiculously low wobbling surface.
 
    Emma was good at making things in the ‘Blue Peter’ style. (for non-UK readers; Blue Peter was an iconic children’s programme where the presenters were always making things out of cartons and cardboard packets. Think Playschool.) He had to first cut up a piece of plain pink cardboard with plastic scissors and fold it in half, as Nanny said she wanted him to make a real sissy ‘thank you’ card to send to Jake. She then had him write ‘To Uncle Jake - the real MAN of the house’ in different coloured crayons across the top of the card with his left hand. The writing had to be clumsy and juvenile, bunched at the end and mimicking the hand of an unlettered two-year-old.

    Nanny then suggested a self-portrait drawing of him standing in his crib looking towards a closed door; intended to represent the Nursery door. “Use your right hand, this time,” she allowed. Benny worked hard and carefully at this new task, knowing that sloppy work would result in it all being torn up. Then he would have to start all over again. He’d excelled at art at school and in the marketing courses at University. He eventually achieved a reasonable result; half-child, half-adult in quality. A crayon drawing of him standing, diapered, bibbed, bonneted, in a nightie in his crib, half turned looking wistfully at the closed door where obviously the action was happening. On the door he had to write ‘To Mommy’s room’ with an arrow.

     On the inside he had to draw a full-face picture of himself from a photo on Nanny’s phone - one of him in a his purple baby frock with a prominent pacifier partially obscuring his easily recognisable features. Emma came in and inspected his work from time to time, nodding in purse-lipped approval. “Now what shall we write on the inside to caption your pretty drawing?” He didn't want to think. “I know! ‘This baby only wets with his!’ and underneath that, ‘Fank you so much Uncle Jake, for my lovely baby bonnets. Kisses from a real sissy, Baby Daphne’. How does that sound?”

     When he finished the humiliating assignment, Emma disappeared to find a large manila envelope. She took the opportunity to place a quick call to Jane, and when the Nanny returned, she had another horrid suggestion for Daphne. “Pop it in this envelope and we'll send it to your Uncle Jake at his office. Isn’t that a good idea? He doesn’t go home very often these days, and it is so nice to get a lovely surprise in the post.” Benny could only think of one thing: Marilyn his former secretary would almost certainly open the mail and see this final confirmation of his sissy status. He couldn't let that happen.
    “Pweathe Nanny, no potht it? Can I give it to him mythelf? Pweathe? Pweathe Nanny?”

     He looked so pathetic sitting at that tiny desk, upturned face full of concern as he pleaded around his pacifier. His Nanny sidled closer, bent down and nuzzled his baby-smooth cheek, and quietly confirmed his fears. “No sissy, your Mommy wants it to go to Uncle Jake’s office at her company - so that’s where it goes,” she whispered in his ear, gloating a little. She stood back to observe his reaction and carelessly shrugged her broad shoulders. “Sorry sweetie.” She could see a temper-tantrum brewing and wagged a warning finger at him; “Don’t start with me! You don't want to start a three-hour session at the hair salon with a sore botty, do you?”
    “Nanny! Nanny no?” Three hours? “Pweathe no? Hith thecwetawy might thee it.” He lapsed into his most babyish lisp in a vain attempt to curry favour. “Pwetty pweathe, Nanny?”

     “Yes, so she might! I hadn’t thought of that!” Emma lied. “To give you an idea of what she might think, shall we take it to the salon later and show it to Aunty Isabell before we post it? That’s a good idea, isn’t it? Don’t you think? You can take it and show your Aunty Isy first. What a splendid thought! See what she and the rest of the girls in the salon think. Okay?” As ever protesting had only worsened his plight, and he bit back a wail of anguish.

    Emma was far from finished with this letter-writing caper. “Now then, Benny.” He looked startled at the rare use of his proper name, and he almost dropped his dum-dums. “We have a lovely little letter from Daphne to Uncle Jake, but I want Benny to write to him as well, to express an adult’s appreciation of what he is doing for you - as much as a child like you can, anyway. I want you to write very respectfully, as if he was your superior in every way, and thank him for holding the key to your chastity-cage, for making love to Jane, and for the wonderful baby bonnets he’s given you.” Daphne shook her head in disbelief, her pacifier guard bobbing against her nose.
 
     “You have to tell him what a useless little sissy you are, and how you want to remain one forever and ever,” Nanny heartlessly instructed. “That’s all I'm going to say - except that I don’t care how many drafts you do, but substandard letters will be torn up without hesitation. If they’re not too offensive, I shall give you some hints to improve your work - before tearing them up. You have one hour this morning to start, and this afternoon - apart from ballet practice - and all day tomorrow to finish, if necessary. You will remain sitting at your child’s desk writing constantly, until I decide you’ve done a good enough job. I wouldn't attempt to skimp on the details, if I were you.”

    Emma knew that she was being really mean, but the sadistic Nanny knew Baby Daphne would dream up a far more humiliating letter by herself than anything she could dictate. She realised how cramped and uncomfortable it would be sitting at the tiny toddler’s desk and hid her smile. That alone would provide an incentive to finish quickly and do a good job. Nanny produced some quality notepaper from Wilson’s of Knightsbridge and found Benny’s old fountain pen. “Now get to it, baby girl.”
 
 
 
Chapter 15. Letters and Phone Calls
 
     Benny stared blindly at the blank paper as tears of shame welled in his eyes. Write to Jake? Create hand-written evidence of his shameful baby treatment for anyone to read? It was so unfair! He wanted to shout in protest, to complain about the unfairness of it all. How could he write and thank Jake for making love to his wife? Despite his resentment, he felt a rising pressure down there as he thought of the happy sounds Mommy made when Jake was fucking her brains out. Jake’s whispered descriptions of how he intended to take Mommy from behind echoed in his head. His arousal came to an abrupt end as his chastity-cage bit into his thickening clittie. Blushing with shame mixed with sensual remembrance, he wrote;
 
         “Dear Jake,
 
         Please forgive the informality. Be assured I think of you as Sir at all times, but I want it to be clear that I - Benny Baxter, your former boss - I am writing to you personally, to beg forgiveness for my appalling and inadequate past behaviour as your supposed superior, and seek to thank you for many kindnesses you are currently extending to me…

     About thirty minutes and a dozen paragraphs later, he thought it was finished. Before signing off, he called for Emma and asked for her comments, hoping against hope it would be found adequate. As Nanny started to read, he watched her face intently. Her smile slowly widened as she saw how far he was prepared to go. As ever, he had humiliated himself far more than she ever dreamed she could. She read to the end and wiped the amused smile off her face, hardening her expression. Emma knew she must always be the Wicked Dom, the Cruella, the Nasty Bitch to her little baby slave. It only made him crave his loving Mommy all the more.
 
     She threw the letter on his low plastic desk and snapped, “Marilyn! What about Marilyn, your former secretary? You must beg Jake to show your letters to Marilyn!” Emma flicked the rejected letter towards him with a sneer of contempt. “Don’t think you can get away with silly mistakes like that! Corner-time, Baby Daphne! Now!” she shouted.

     Crestfallen, he toddled into the hallway and to the corner near the front door. He glanced anxiously at the closed (but unlocked) door before he spat out his dum-dums, picked up his punishment pacifier and popped it in his mouth. He pressed his nose and forehead against the cool steel rod, standing still in shamed acceptance of his punishment. He was always terrified someone would knock on the door or ring the doorbell, and catch him in this humiliating position. He would never forget the first time that happened.
 
     The first Sunday he’d been Mommy’s baby, it had been a wonderful morning. Jane had been so kind and attentive when she let him out of the crib and undressed him on the change table. She was all butterflies and rainbows when she removed his drenched night diaper and made him crawl into the bathroom, where she popped him in a bubble bath. Daphne loved it when Mommy washed her in the tub, cooing loving endearments to her and crooning encouragement and praise like a doting mother as her soapy hands wandered all over her slippery wet body. Her clittie had been rock-hard by the time Mommy helped her clamber out of the bath. After drying her steaming pink body and leading her back to the Nursery,
 
     Mommy had diapered Daphne and dressed her in her lavender toddler frock, and purple rumba panties with rows of frilly white lace across the seat. As she buckled his black patent Maryjanes over his frilly anklet socks, Mommy commented, “We definitely have to buy my little girl some more pretty shoes! Don’t we, bubba?” Benny couldn’t believe how much those simple words thrilled him.
 
     After brushing her hair and clipping on her bib, Mommy escorted Baby Daphne downstairs and popped her in the highchair. Jane made breakfast so much fun, Daphne accidentally spat out a mouthful of porridge, she laughed so hard. All over Mommy’s clean blouse. Mommy wasn’t happy about that, and the frivolity abruptly ended.
 
     “Damn!” Jane complained, puling her stained blouse away from her magnificent bosoms. “I’ll have to change now.” She scowled and shook her head in annoyance and Baby Daphne fell silent, meekly opening her mouth wide for the next spoonful. “After you’ve done the laundry - including this top - you can spend twenty minutes in the naughty corner. Understand Mommy?”
     “Yeth Mommy. Thowwy Mommy.”
 
     Even though Benny felt he was being unfairly punished - Mommy made him laugh, after all - Daphne nodded as she swallowed. It actually turned on the sissy baby when Mommy was strict with him like this - as long as she still loved him. It proved that she was in charge. She was the Mommy. He was the baby. Half an hour later he was in the corner of the hallway, nose against the steel rail, when the doorbell rang. He almost hit the ceiling! He dropped his punishment pacifier with a squeak of fright and stepped back to peer through the pebbled -glass strip level with the top of his head. What he saw only frightened him even more. Daphne thought she could see the blue-and-white checks of a police cap! His bladder contracted in fright.
 
     With a squeal of terror he turned and scampered down the hallway past Mommy, who was heading for the front door. He ignored the hot stream splashing around his genitals. “Come back here!” Jane turned and yelled to his retreating back. “Get that little nose back in the corner, you naughty girl!” She growled in annoyance when the sissy baby disappeared from view, and when the doorbell rang again, she hurried to answer the door. She threw it open and grinned at her friend Fiona. “Hi darling. Right on time! I’m so glad you could make it.”
 
     Although she was dressed for work, Fiona had come straight from home this Sunday morning. She’d decided to wear her dark-navy security uniform - or a version of it - because she knew how much it looked like a police uniform - and she loved how intimidating that could be to unwary civilians. That was why Fiona had selected this specific style when she chose the new uniforms for Helen’s security staff, half a dozen years ago. Although the tiny tight stretch miniskirt she wore would never have passed muster at the office. It was indecently short.
 
     Fiona tottered inside in her highest heels - a pair of black patent thigh-high boots which caused Jane’s eyebrows to creep up her forehead. “Hi Jane,” Fiona greeted her with a kiss on the cheek. She glanced behind her friend and looked behind the door, plucked eyebrows arched in question. “Where’s the big baby girl? I thought you said she’d be in the naughty corner near the front door?” The tops of her gleaming boots brushed the hem of her tight little skirt, stretched taut by her beefy thighs.
 
     “She was - until you rang the doorbell. Nice boots!” Jane cried in admiration. “How tall are those heels?”
     “Five inches, and thin as my little finger. But there’s a platform sole about two inches thick, so it’s like wearing skinny three-inch heels.” She stroked one shiny leather-clad thigh with a smug smile. “Not too bad.”
 
     Jane shook her head in wonder as she locked the front door. She felt slightly underdressed in her simple green house frock and four-inch rope wedge heels “Those boots are sexy as hell! Pity my baby girl isn’t here to see them. She’d love them!” She escorted Fiona down the hallway and into the lounge room. “Grab a seat, Fi. Daphne! Where are you, little girl! Come out and meet your Aunty Fiona.” She turned and confided, “She was having a time-out in the corner next to the front door when you rang the doorbell, like we planned. She must have freaked out and run away.”
 
     Fiona pointed to the hallway and chuckled, “I saw the punishment pole in the naughty corner you told us about. Great idea! It looks good, too.” She raised her arm and suggested, “Why don’t you put a motion sensor in the corner near the ceiling, facing the front door. I think I have one in the truck, with a built-in alarm. It’s a remote control unit, easy to install and a cinch to use. That way when your sissy baby is doing corner-time, you flick the remote control, and she won’t be able to move without setting off the alarm. It also functions as a burglar alarm.”
 
     “What a wonderful idea! Now where is that naughty child?”
     “You go find your little girl, and I’ll go get the movement detector. Have you got a two-metre ladder?”
     “Sure! Back in a minute.”
 
     Jane found Baby Daphne lurking at the rear of the back yard, huddling near the fence. “Is it the police?” the terrified sissy whimpered, her eyes full of tears. “Are they going to arrest me?”
     “No baby. It’s not the police.” Despite her annoyance at being disobeyed, Jane gave him a condescending smile and held out her hand. “It’s alright. Come with Mommy.” Reassured somewhat, Benny timidly accepted her hand and let Mommy lead him back into the house. She steered him into the laundry and pointed. “Grab that ladder and bring it into the hallway,” she commanded.
 
     He opened the folding aluminium ladder in the hallway, just inside from the lounge room, glancing worriedly towards the open front door at the other end. He jumped in fright again when Fiona returned, looking so much like a policewoman in her chequered cap and dark-navy uniform - except for the sexy thigh-high, black patent boots. He recognised the beefy grinning redhead, one of Mommy‘s close friends and a colleague from work. Mommy introduced her new baby and Daphne had to curtsey and say hello while Fiona shrieked with laughter. Despite his flaming cheeks, his clittie stiffened inside the warmth of his wet diaper.
 
       Mommy made him hold the ladder while the chunky woman climbed up and affixed the detector to the wall near the ceiling with the adhesive pads. Fiona’s booted feet were spread far apart for balance, and she glanced down and barked, “Are you looking up my skirt, Baby Daphne?”
 
     He almost collapsed in shock. He had been looking up her skirt - but it was mostly unintentional. Mostly. He’d been trying to look past her chubby frame to see what she’d been doing, and Fiona was wearing shiny fire-engine-red underwear under her too-short skirt - hard to ignore. Before he could defend himself, Mommy interjected. “You naughty little girl! I’m already going to punish you for leaving the naughty corner without permission. Do I have to punish you for perving up Aunty Fiona’s skirt, too? I might let Aunty Fiona give you a couple of whacks just to teach you a lesson!”
     “No Mommy, no!”
     “Don’t you say no to me, little girl!”
 
     After replacing the ladder in the laundry, Mommy made him return to the naughty corner. When he had his punishment pacifier in his mouth and his hands were neatly clasped behind his back, Fiona used the remote control and switched on the motion detector. “Try moving you hands,” the security chief suggested to the corner-bound sissy. As soon as Daphne’s hands moved to her sides, a shrill beeping sounded from the far corner. His hands leapt together behind his back again, fingers nervously intertwined.
 
     “Gosh that’s loud!” Jane complained, covering her ears. With a press of a button the alarm fell silent. “Phew! Thank you!”
     Fiona handed her the remote. “Press the red button to switch it on, the black one to switch it off. Simple!”
     “Thank you Fi. I love it! That’s really marvellous!”
 
     Jane switched on the alarm again and noted the tiny green LED glowing on the mounted unit. To her corner-bound sissy she snapped, “You’ll start your punishment time all over again, Baby Daphne - and another twenty minutes for leaving the naughty-corner without permission. And when you’ve finished, Aunty Fiona is gong to help me paddle your naughty little bottom! Understand? Come on Fi, I’ll make you a cuppa.” They left the submissive sissy whimpering in the corner, desperate to caress his hard-on - but unable to move a finger.
 
     Fiona had come over to review the tapes of Jane diapering and disciplining her sissy baby. She had installed the cameras in the master bedroom and the spare bedroom, and set up the whole system single-handed - on one condition. “I want to see the recordings,” she told Jane, while she was installing a camera in the ceiling above where the adult crib was planned to stand. When her beautiful blonde friend looked doubtful, Fiona became adamant. “I’ll need to make sure the cameras keep focused and the motion-activated sensors work properly. Plus I’ll need to check the sound levels, and-”
     “Okay, okay,” Jane conceded, holding up her palms to halt the flood of information. “I didn’t realise it was all so technical.”
 
     Fiona had the good grace to blush. “It’s not just that,” she admitted, her plump round cheeks turning pink. “I would love to see you in action teaching your cheating husband a lesson.”
     “Really? Fi !”
 
     “Look, Jane - you are the most beautiful woman I know, and- and -and I’m into a bit of B&D myself.” She patted her patent leather boots where they covered her plump thighs. “That’s why I own these.”
     Jane dimpled and blushed at the lovely compliment. “Thank you, Fiona.” She thought for a moment and then conceded. “Okay. Come over Sunday morning after the baby gets back from the States. I should have plenty of tape for you to review by then.”
 
     Daphne could hear them shrieking with laughter in the lounge room from her place in the corner. He didn’t realise Mommy had opened her laptop and she was showing Fiona the film of Baby Daphne being spanked, paddled, caned and nursed - and then her first time on the adult-sized change table, and her first nap in her new crib. The pictures were crystal clear and the sound levels were perfect. “Great job, Fi,” Jane muttered at the end, her voice a little husky. She fought to keep her hand from delving under her skirt, and she could feel the moist gusset of her panties sticking to her sweet spot.
 
     Fiona had to have a slurp of cold tea and clear her throat before she could reply. “Right back at you! Fantastic job with the cane! So accurate! I’ll bet he’s still got the marks. Can I see? Where did you learn to belt someone like that?”
     “Oh, we all have our little secrets,” Jane giggled, evading the question. She didn’t want her friends to know that a few months ago, she’d been visiting - no, working - in a brothel - well, a B&D parlour - two or three evenings a week for a couple of months. And Fiona probably wouldn’t know the difference. Or would she?
 
      Jane glanced at the sexy thigh-high boots and shook her head, unsure. Instead she asked, “I promised baby that if I had to take down her diaper to spank her, she’d be getting the six cuts of the cane I owe her from Thursday night. Would you like to help me punish her?”
     “Yes please! You bet!”
 
      They had a fresh cup of tea while they worked out their plan of attack, thinking up lines and suggesting positions and variations until they were both in fits of laughter. Jane glanced at her watch. “It’s been about forty minutes. Time to let baby out of the naughty-corner.”
     “Do you want me to bring her in here?”
 
     “Yes please, Fi. I’ll go get the paddle and the cane, and a fresh diaper to put over my lap. I don’t trust my little panty-wetter. I’ll sit on the lounge and put her over my lap first, and then you can put her on the coffee table and take over. Back in a minute.”
     “Excellent!” Fiona rubbed her hands together like Montgomery Burns and mimicked his voice. “Excellent, Smithers.” She turned and headed for the front door.
 
     Fiona grabbed the cringing baby by one ear and dragged him out of the corner, and the punishment pacifier flew from his mouth with an audible ‘plop!’ “Come with me, Baby Daphne. It’s time for Mommy and Aunty Fiona to sort you out!” He wailed in fear and scrabbled for the pacifier hanging from the lacy collar of his lavender frock. By the time he was standing in front of Mommy sitting on the lounge, it was already in his mouth and he was sucking noisily. Jane pulled his purple rumba panties down to his ankles and unpinned his diaper, letting it flop down between his shivering legs.
 
     The beefy redhead poked her head around to examine the front of his disposable diaper. Despite being yellowed with urine, she could see the slight bulge formed by his erection. Jane reached forward and stroked the warm front of his wet diaper, right over his stiffie, and the frightened big baby groaned in excitement. “See?” she demanded of her friend. “It really turns my baby on to be humiliated and punished.” To Benny she cooed, “Doesn’t it, sweetie? Tell Mommy.”
 
     It was hard to deny the truth when the evidence was right there in her hands. Benny whimpered, “Yeth Mommy.” Both women laughed and Jane ripped apart the tapes. His sodden diaper fell between his feet, trapped in place by his cloth diaper and rumba panties. His glistening little erection stuck out straight in front of him, like it wanted to poke Mommy in the eye.
 
     Jane pulled up the hem of her dress unnecessarily high, revealing her sleek upper thighs and the shiny crotch of her baby-pink satin panties. She knew Benny was staring at her groin as she patted her shapely thighs in invitation. “Come on, baby girl. You know what to do. Assume the position.” She indicated he should move to her right, and she slid an open clean disposable over her lap as he awkwardly shuffled into place. With a worried glance at Fiona’s grinning face, Daphne leaned forward and Mommy took over, guiding her frightened little girl into the required position. She shifted him about until his shivering bottom was perched high in the air, his hot little stiffie buried in the crinkling folds of the fresh disposable between her thighs.
 
     “Now baby, what are we being punished for?” Mommy sternly demanded. He was already snivelling in fear, despite his arousal.
     “Because - ‘Cauthe I weft the naughty corner wivout permission. I’m thowwy Mommy!”
     ‘That’s ten smacks for disobeying Mommy! You must never leave the naughty corner without permission. Understand?
     “Yeth Mommy.”
 
     “And when Mommy called you back - you ignored her!” She tried to avoid looking at Fiona’s grinning face. She needed to sound stern and cranky - not giggle in amusement. “Didn’t you?”
     “Ohh! Yeth Mommy. Thowwy Mommy.”
     ‘That’s ten more smacks - plus some cuts of the cane! What a naughty baby girl I’ve got!”
 
     Jane grinned at her friend, who had to cover her mouth with one hand to keep from laughing. Jane pulled a face at her friend, silently pleading with her to act serious. “And you were so rude to Aunty Fiona, running away like that! I think Aunty Fiona should give you ten spanks for that as well. Don’t you?”
     “Oh Mommy! I- I- I gueth tho, Mommy. Ohh!”
 
     Fiona had both hands clamped over her mouth now and her shoulders shook with silent mirth. Jane crooned, “Good girl! Then you must ask Aunty Fiona to paddle your naughty bot-bot. Be polite. Go on!”
     He whimpered and then squeaked, “P-p-pweathe Aunty Fiona? Will you thpank my n-naughty bot-bot for being w-wude to you?”
     “Of course I will, baby girl!” Fiona crowed. “It will be my pleasure!”
 
    Twenty spanks with the hard wooden paddle had him shrieking and wailing in remorse, tears streaming down his cheeks as his feet bucked and thrashed. Jane handed over the hard wooden paddle and breathlessly stated, “She’s all yours, Aunty Fiona.” The beefy redhead pulled the sobbing sissy to his feet and guided him stumbling blindly to one end of coffee table, his dum-dums bouncing against his tummy and his baby panties still trapped around his ankles. Jane held up the diaper to show her friend the sizeable fresh yellow stain. Baby had wet herself during her paddling! Another first for Mommy! While her friend was preoccupied with the baby, Jane stroked the slick front of her panties, parting those sensitive swollen lips to expose the hood of her throbbing clit.
 
     “I prefer to use a different technique,” Fiona informed the snivelling sissy - who at the time couldn’t have cared less. He focused on rubbing his blazing buttocks with both hands, trying to soothe the hurt. “Lie down here on your back, little girl.” She backed him up till the backs of his knees struck the end of the low coffee table, and Fiona caught him before he fell over backwards. “Sit down first, then lie back. That’s right. Good girl.”
 
     He squealed in pain when his battered rear struck the hard wooden table, but then Fiona forced him to lie on his back. “Leggies up,” she urged him, and she pulled away his diaper and baby panties. “Grab your knees and hold your legs up for Aunty Fiona. Good girl!” She walked around the table, smacking the paddle against her palm in an intentionally menacing manner. He twitched and jerked with every crisp ‘slap!’ “Have you been a naughty baby, Baby Daphne?” she demanded.
     “Yeth Aunty Fiona,” Daphne snivelled.
 
     The chunky redhead stood at the end of the table, admiring the crimson colour of his trembling buttocks. She could almost feel the heat radiating from them from where she was standing. “Are you going to obey Mommy from now on?”
     “Yeth Aunty Fiona.”
     “What colour are my panties?”
     “Wed, Aunty Fi- Oh !”
 
     Fiona pounced like an angry tigress. “I knew you were peeking up my skirt!” WHACK!
     “Waaah!”
     “Keep your legs up! You naughty baby!” WHACK!
     “Waaah! Waaah!” Now matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t hold up his thrashing legs.
 
     “I’ll show you how to keep those naughty little legs out of Aunty’s way! You wanted to peek at Aunty’s panties? Alright! Have a real good look!” She handed the paddle to Jane for a moment to raise her tight skirt with both hands.
 
     She straddled the narrow coffee table over Baby Daphne’s head, tugging her tiny navy skirt high around her hips. Benny shrieked in alarm when the chubby woman’s plump buttocks descended on his face, abruptly cutting off his shrill protests. The crotch of her red nylon panties was centred right over his mouth and nose, and he felt his snub nose slotting into the crease between her sweaty bumcheeks. The rank smell of her anus and her vagina almost overwhelmed him and he tried not to inhale. Fiona grabbed his ankles and folded his shivering legs back, tucking his feet under her armpits and trapping him in this exposed vulnerable position.
 
     Fiona wriggled about on the terrified sissy’s face, making herself more comfortable, then held out her hand for the paddle. “Thanks Jane. Now Baby Daphne. Where were we? Oh, that’s right! I have to paddle your naughty bottom for being - what was it? For being wude to Aunty! That’s right. Are you ready, baby? Are you ready to receive your punishment from Aunty Fiona?” He might have attempted some reply, but it was effectively silenced by the fleshy cheeks which imprisoned him. WHACK! WHACK! “Bad baby!” WHACK! WHACK! “Naughty girl!” WHACK! WHACK! “Bad, bad baby!” WHACK! WHACK!
 
     “Keep her there, will you?” Jane requested, standing and collecting the cane from where she’d hidden it behind the lounge. “I warned my little girl that if I had to spank her bottom for being naughty this weekend, she’d get the six cuts of the cane I owe her from last Thursday night.” Fiona grabbed his legs and locked her beefy arms tighter against her sides to trap the jerking big baby in place. Despite the fleshy cushions covering his mouth, they could hear him whimpering unintelligible protests. Jane sorrowfully repeated, “I did warn her.”
    “Some babies never learn,” Fiona retorted. “Unless they are firmly disciplined.”
 
     “Oh, this will be firm - I assure you,” Jane promised, flexing the long bamboo cane and loosening her shoulders with a few practice swings. If she wasn’t sure her baby could hear her, the way Daphne reacted to the menacing ‘swish, swish’ of the cane eliminated all doubt. “Are you ready, Baby Daphne? I promise - this will really hurt!” WHICK! “When Mommy puts you in the naughty corner - you stay there!” WHICK!
 
     His muffled screams were like an erotic whisper in her ear, and Jane reached down with her left hand and brushed her fingers over her light cribton frock, right over the front of her pink satin panties. Her labia were already engorged with blood, sensitive and swollen, and the merest touch sent waves of pleasure surging through her body. She didn’t want to appear too bold, so she tore her hand away and stuck it out for balance, the way Denise had taught her. WHICK! “Baby must always do as she is told!” WHICK!
 
     Fiona’s face was scrunched up, giving her little piggy eyes, and she tossed back her short red curls with a muted moan of arousal. She wriggled on the struggling sissy’s face with more purpose, rocking her hips back and forwards, thrusting her hard little love button against the baby’s snub nose - and wishing it was larger! The juices were pouring out of her and she could feel her panties getting wetter. “Oh yes!” she moaned. “Give it to her! Give it to her good and hard!”
 
     Seeing her friend was having a good time and letting down her hair, Jane opted to do the same. She tucked the cane under one armpit for a moment and raised the hem of her mid-thigh skirt, tucking it under her bra strap. Fiona’s piggy eyes widened at the sight of the voluptuous woman’s beautiful body, her tiny waist, flat brown tummy and her perfect jewel of a navel. She admired the way the tight pink knickers clung like paint to her friend’s sweet flesh.
 
      Jane reached down and massaged her panty crotch with the tips of two fingers, making tiny circles over her clit, her right hand a blur for a few moments. Jane wanted to finish on her baby’s face, so she paused on the brink of orgasm, snatched up the cane and screamed, “You naughty, disobedient baby girl!” WHICK! WHICK! WHICK! WHICK! WHICK! WHICK! WHICK! WHICK!
 
     She waited until her friend recovered from her noisy climax before indicating Fiona should dismount. The sweaty-faced redhead silently mouthed her thanks as she shakily climbed to her feet and stepped away from the table. “Grab her feet and hold them up for me,” Jane requested, and Fiona leapt to do her bidding, not even bothering to rearrange her hiked-up skirt. She watched as Jane straddled the coffee table and lowered her beautiful panty-clad bottom over the snivelling sissy’s mouth, then helped tuck the sissy‘s ankles under her armpits. “Lick Mommy!” Jane commanded, her voice thick and throaty with lust. “Lick me through my panties! Lick me! Lick Mommy! Aaahhh!”
 
     She ignored Fiona as her friend flopped back on the lounge, her miniskirt around her waist and her right hand busy between her legs. Jane was too preoccupied riding her baby’s tongue to wonderland. She hand-spanked his welted crimson buttocks a few times to encourage him to perform with more enthusiasm, and was thrilled with the results. She climaxed twice in five minutes - a record for her - although from the sounds of it, Fiona won by a landslide. As soon as she was satisfied, Jane dismounted without ceremony and demurely rearranged her skirt to cover her sodden pink panties. She made her penitent sissy stay on his back on the coffee table while she diapered him, ignoring his rock-hard clittie except to briefly rub in the powder. And as soon as his frilly rumba panties had been tugged over his clean diaper, Mommy sent him to the naughty corner again.
 
 
chapter 15 continued....
 
     Corner-time was infantile, humiliating and boring. Benny had really hoped the grovelling letter he wrote to Jake would satisfy Emma, so that she wouldn't bother to escalate the game. But clearly Nanny had other ideas, and he whimpered when he heard her tear up the unsatisfactory letter behind his back. “Twenty minutes in the naughty corner - and then you can try writing a better letter - including a request that Jake show it to Marilyn.” She sniffed in disapproval before marching away and Daphne moaned quietly in distress. The very idea of Marilyn knowing he was a baby girl was awful! He was in denial that his ex-secretary might know already, but the thought of her seeing this grovelling baby rubbish was tough to bear.
 
     His baby secret would be well and truly out if Marilyn knew anything about it. He couldn't imagine the office gossip reading such an embarrassing, revealing letter. From deep in the corner he pathetically whined; "Pweathe Nanny? Not that? Pweathe, pweathe Nanny? I'll be a ‘thpecially good baby for you! I pwomithe! You can take me out and in my pwettiest fwocks and change my diaperth in public, but pweathe don’t make me wite that? Mommy doethn’t want Mawiwyn to know."

     Emma heard him whimpering all the way from the lounge room, and she loved it! A grown man dressed in a sissy baby outfit, nose in the naughty corner, was pleading and begging with her for mercy? Inviting more humiliation to be heaped on his sissy shoulders, more like it! A fresh inspiration hit her as she marched back into the hallway. She already knew Jane’s opinion and a nasty trick occurred to her.
 
     “What was that, little girl? Mommy doesn’t want Marilyn to know? So you think Mommy will object, and I'm wrong. Do you?” Emma icily demanded. “Well let’s ask her, shall we? Let’s ring Mommy at work and see what she says. If I'm wrong, Jake won’t show your letters to Marilyn, and you can have ice cream for tea. But if you’re wrong, you have been both naughty and cheeky - and you will have to be punished severely for telling lies to Nanny! I might make you to ask Uncle Jake to take down your plastic panties, take off your diaper and put you across his knee, and smack your bare botty till it really hurts! Understand?” She gave him a hard whack on the bottom to emphasise her point.

     “Ooo!” Face deep in the corner, Benny’s blush deepened at the thought of big strong Jake spanking him with his powerful right arm. Shame alone sent shudders of anguish dancing up and down his spine. But he honestly didn't understand how far Mommy was prepared to go. Daphne’s suffering the humiliation of Marilyn learning the truth was part of the fun for Jane. Especially as she knew Jake had already told his secretary too much, anyway. And after hearing Helen’s brilliant psychological excuse yesterday, Jane was far less concerned. Emma was already keying in Jane’s number on her mobile.

     “Hi Jane! No, don’t worry,” Nanny assured her kinky employer with a grin. “No problems! She’s been writing that letter to Jake, and Daphne has a question she needs to ask her Mommy. Here she is. I’ll put you on speaker.” Punching the loudspeaker key, she held the phone close to his face, which remained pressed in the corner.
 
     “Hewwo Mommy?” Daphne whimpered uncertainly.
     “Hello sweetie!” Jane purred. “Are you okay? Your voice sounds muffled. Are you being a good girl for your Nanny?”
     “Jutht in the naughty-corner for a widdle while, coz I got it wong.”
     “Dear oh dear!” Jane clucked her tongue in gentle remonstration. “What a silly baby girl! You never learn, do you? What do you want to ask Mommy, darling?”

     “Mommy, Nanny saith that I mutht athk Uncle Jake to show the ‘fank you’ wetter and the card to Mawiwyn. Pweathe Mommy, thay he muthn’t? Pweathe Mommy? Mawiwyn will show it to evewyone, and evewyone will know I'm a thithy baba!” His high-pitched voice rose in desperation. “Pweathe Mommy, pweathe thay no?”

     There was a pause while Jane experienced a delicious surge of lust. She never realised how much Benny would hate Marilyn knowing about him. Frankly she thought the secretary was a cocky, sex-obsessed, overweight little tart, but she knew Benny had always had a thing for her. This would shame him more than meeting Jake for the first time! Oh what a lovely sexy thought! The greater Daphne’s shame and embarrassment, the more his Mommy enjoyed it. She knew it would turn Jake on as well. Another night of raging sexual bliss lay in prospect.

     “Of course you should beg Jake to show the letter to her!” Jane chided the corner-bound sissy, her irritation audible through the crackling speaker. “Mommy knows how you used to like her! Why don’t you want Marilyn to know you’re my sissy baby?” She was glad she was alone in her office as she swapped her phone to left hand.
     “Pweathe Mommy, I tho ashamed!”

     Jane heard the snivelling wail and couldn't stop herself from reaching under her grey miniskirt between her legs, caressing her tingling wet kitten through her moistening panties. She leaned back in her office chair and spread her legs slightly, grateful the door was closed. “Silly baby! You know I'm not interested in how ashamed you feel. You should have thought of that when you were visiting that nasty tart in New York! By the way; I hope your letter to Jake explains what you used to get up to on your business trips. Now pass the phone back to Nanny, little girl. Emma, you heard all that?”

     “Oh yes, Jane! I had already told Daphne as much, but she insisted on talking to Mommy - even after I told her it was naughty and disrespectful to query Nanny’s judgement. Daphne needs to be punished again, so she learns to do as I say. Do you want me to deal with her? I thought it might be a good idea to have Jake smack her bare botty tomorrow night, as well?”
 
     Jane giggled loudly, “You are such a strict Nanny, aren’t you? Fine, Emma - but I have another idea. Have Daphne write a note asking Jake for her spanking, both for misbehaving while she was Jake’s boss, and also for today’s indiscretion. You know; a real grovelling letter that will amuse Marilyn as well. Get her to apologise for taking all that baby stuff with her on her last business trips and not focusing on work. I assume the loudspeaker is still on and baby can hear me?”

     Emma gazed in contempt at the figure cringing in the corner, and the disheartened sissy seemed to shrivel in shame. “Oh yes! She can hear you, all right! Every word.”
     “Good! I'll get Jake to come round early tomorrow evening, so you can stay and watch if you like. He’s been itching to paddle Daphne’s bum for ages. I expect my masochistic little sissy has secretly been longing for it as well. So that will make baby happy - well, until the second smack! Then she will start to regret it for the rest. I think Jake has more stamina than either of us, and he is certainly much stronger! It should be rather amusing. Bye Emma, I must rush! Bye Daphne sweetie! You have something to look forward to now, for nearly two whole days! Love you, baby!” Mommy cried. The phone connection was cut.

     Benny started to sob and tears of anguish ran down his face. Write all that to Jake? Marilyn was to see the letter, and then he had to suffer a hard horrid hurtful spanking from Jake as well? He knew he would let himself down completely by screaming and shrieking, begging for mercy and pleading for forgiveness. What could be worse? A whole lot of things! Deep down he knew he would discover them all before Jane had finished with him. He didn’t know how long he stood there, silently bemoaning his plight.
 
     He jumped and squealed in alarm when Nanny crept up behind him and walloped his padded seat. ‘That’s enough rest time for you baby girl! Time to redo that letter. Come with Nanny.” She escorted him back to the playroom and watched as he meekly sat at the table with two fresh sheets of paper. She waited till he took up the pen and with a satisfied smirk, left the baby to her own devices. Benny’s hand shook with dread when he imagined his old secretary reading this letter.
 
     Benny had always secretly lusted after the cheap bottle-blonde. Big-titted Marilyn was a sexy tease and she knew it. Her blouses were always a size too small or unbuttoned too far, and too-short miniskirts or tiny hot pants matched with sheer black stockings were her stock in trade. She was quite pretty, but she always wore too much make-up and her platinum hair was obviously bleached. Although she was usually beautifully turned out when she wanted something from the boss, her humongous tits almost falling out of her too-tight tops. From the outset the cheeky tart had wrapped Benny round her pudgy little finger.
 
     With all the misplaced confidence of a loud Essex girl, Marilyn considered herself one of the characters in the office. She regularly used her coarse charms and outrageous dress sense to trick Benny round to her way of thinking. She was always sure to ask him for favours when she was wearing her sexiest, most-revealing outfits. Benny’s feeble attempts to placate Marilyn only lowered his standing in the office, a fact he was unhappily aware of, but he’d been incapable of doing anything about it.

     Benny secretly longed for the brash buxom tart - in a submissive, panting-dog kind of way. Sometimes when masturbating , he would summon up mental images of chubby Marilyn standing proudly over him in fishnet stockings, push-up bra, a suspender belt and scanty briefs, acting like a teasing dominant - or dressed as a strict Nanny berating him for wetting his diaper while he urgently stroked his clittie.
 
     “What are you daydreaming about?” Emma snapped from the doorway, making him jump. “That fat slut Marilyn? Get on with your work.” He sometimes imagined Nanny could read his naughty thoughts, which terrified him. Her behaviour towards him had become more lewd and condescending over the months she worked for Mommy. He didn’t realise Emma had been working her way through the folders of sissy baby stories Jane had copied from his computer. The more the strict Nanny read, the more she learned of his masochistic desires and disgusting habits - and the harsher became her treatment.
 
     Benny didn't want to imagine bringing this particular fantasy to life. Not in the least. Marilyn was one of those people who knew everyone and everything. She knew all the gossip and loved being the source of most office rumours, if not the industry grapevine. Even worse, she did a little drug dealing to supplement her income. When Benny overheard her organising a deal one day while sitting at her desk, he called her into his office a few minutes later and confronted her.
 
    “Relax!” Marilyn told him with a dismissive laugh, reaching inside her carelessly unbuttoned white blouse and rearranging her huge creamy breasts inside a too-small black lace bra. He tried not to look - or at least not look like he was looking. “I was on my mobile, not the company phone,” she reassured him. “Besides, these E’s are truly fine! You want some?”
 
     Benny had used ecstasy to spice up his visits to his dominatrix sometimes, and he was shocked enough by the blunt question to blurt out, “Ecstasy? How much?”
     “Ten quid. Cheaper, if you buy quantity.”
     “Get me twenty.”
     “Jesus! Okay - but I’ll need at least half the money first. Got it?”
 
     He felt his chest puffing out. He’d finally impressed the snotty little bitch. “Sure! I can give you one-fifty on consignment tomorrow - the rest on delivery.”
     “Wow! Okay. I can have them by the end of the week.” Marilyn leaned across the desk and poked out her small white hand. “Deal!”
 
     She’d been right. The E’s had been fantastic! But Benny regretted shaking Marilyn’s hand now. Even though it was two years ago, and he figured she’d probably forgotten. What if she remembered and told Jake? Or Mommy? Or Nanna? Anyway, the pills were nowhere anyone could find them. Mistress Amanda provided lockers for her clients at her premises. It was expensive - a thousand a year to rent a cupboard space slightly larger than a gym locker - but Benny kept some of his special baby outfits there, plus the remainder of his bottle of ’pep-pills.’
 
     The ecstasy pills had two main desirable effects for Benny. They lowered his inhibitions, making it easier to indulge in his most way-out fantasies - plus they made him horny, but stopped him from cumming too quickly. A perfect cocktail for his lengthy visits to the B&D brothels. Aunty Amanda would have been furious with him had she known he was storing contraband under her roof, but as she (supposedly) didn’t possess a key to the locker, it was Benny’s responsibility if something went wrong.
 
     In her office, Jane reached for the ringing phone a few seconds after she’d hung up. “What is it now, Nanny?” she demanded, allowing a hint of impatience to creep into her voice. She was expecting an important call from the States in a few minutes.
 
     “It’s Nanna, not Nanny,” Helen responded with an amused chortle.
      “Oh! Sorry Mom,” Jane apologised. “I’m glad you called. I have a favour to ask.”
     “Ask away, darling!”
 
    Jane tapped the end of her pen on the contract she’d been reviewing. “Emma offered to babysit Daphne on Sunday, so she wouldn’t lose a day’s pay this week. I was wondering…. Would you mind looking after Baby Daphne on Saturday, as well as Thursday? If it’s not too much trouble?” She was pleased to hear her mother’s indulgent chuckle down the line.
 
     “Of course not, darling,” Helen cooed. “A long weekend with your new man sounds like a fine idea! Don’t worry about the baby. I can look after her, alright!”
     “Thanks, Mom! Thank you so much. This means a lot to me. Look, I can’t stay and chat. I’m expecting a call any second on the other line. From our American division.”
     “Wait a second! I called you, remember?”
     “Oh! That’s right. Okay, sorry,” Jane hurriedly apologised again. “What were you calling for, Mom?”
 
     There was a pregnant pause before Helen carefully replied, “I’ve been reading some of the stories our sissy baby downloaded, and some she’s written and posted online. Some of it makes very… informative reading.”
     “I know that, Mom. I’ve read dozens of the stupid things.” Jane let her impatience show. “So what?”
     “Have you read any stories from the folder, ‘Whiteshadow’? It’s the last folder in her documents file.”
 
     Even though Helen couldn’t see her, Jane shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t remember. I don’t think so. Why?”
     “After you gave me a copy of Benny’s hard drive, I had Fiona give me a program to analyse his reading and writing habits. Which stories he went back to, time and time again. The ones he couldn’t stop reading or adding to. Understand? In the ‘Whiteshadow’ file, there were all these stories on potty-training.” Helen made it sound like something significant, but Jane snorted back laughter.
 
     “Potty-training?” The beautiful blonde snorted again in disbelief. “I know that’s a fantasy of Daphne’s, but our little girl is nowhere near ready to start growing up and using the potty.”
     “No, no, Jane!” Helen protested. “You don’t understand! Potty-training means something completely different in the kinky world of sissy babies.” She paused before cautiously adding, “Something I wouldn’t mind exploring with our Daphne.”
 
     Her daughter brushed aside her protestations. “Mom, if you want to waste your time trying to potty-train her, go ahead! But don’t expect me to help! Look, the other phone’s ringing. I have to go. Talk to you later. Bye-bye.” Jane hung up the phone before picking up the other line, shaking her head and thinking, ‘What a crazy morning!’
 
     Helen glanced at the letter she’d found in one of Benny’s sub-folders - addressed to ‘Aunty Amanda.’ It was one of a bunch of letters addressed to various Mistresses. The subject was potty-training, and the letters purported to come from Daphne’s Mommy, giving specific directions on how the wicked little girl should be restrained and trained, and the punishments she should receive for failing to perform adequately. Of course all the letters were written by Benny, and he would have been horrified had he learned that Nanna had access to all his dirty little secrets.
 
     She’d noticed a website headed with Mistress Amanda’s name in Benny’s ‘favourites’ list, so Helen logged online and went to the site. The many pictures featured a slim, attractive mid-thirties woman in a variety of lurid latex B&D outfits, posing mostly alone or with a hooded and/or gagged slave kneeling at her booted feet. There was a list of oddly-titled services provided, but no prices. Helen noted down the phone number and picked up her phone. She put it down twice before working up the courage to punch the numbers.
 
    When there was no response after eight rings, Helen was about to hang up when someone answered. “Hello?” a woman’s voice asked. It was an attractive, husky, throaty voice - rich with sexual promise.
    “Oh! Um, hello! Is this-? Is this Amanda? I mean, Mistress Amanda?”
     “Yes it is.” The sultry voice abruptly sounded bored. “What can I do for you.”
     “I- er, I- I want to make an appointment.”
 
     The boredom vanished in a heartbeat. “For yourself?”
     “No,” Helen replied with an embarrassed chuckle. “No, not for me. A client I believe you’ve seen many times before. You probably know him as Baby Daphne.”
     “Baby Daphne?” She heard the woman laugh, a rich throaty sound. “Ahh! I remember Baby Daphne! How could I ever forget that dirty little creature! When does she want to visit her Aunty Amanda?”
 
     Helen clutched the phone with both hands, hardly believing she was going ahead with this absurd scheme. “Do you have a vacancy on Thursday this week?” If the answer was ‘no,’ she was going to hang up the phone and forget all about this crazy idea.
 
    “Thursday? Let me check. Hmm, no bookings so far. I can slot her in if you like, at ten.”
    “Ten o’clock? Isn’t that a little late?”
    “Ten a.m. Ten o’clock in the morning,” Amanda clarified. “I’m very regular, you know?”
 
     Helen wiped her forehead and her fingers came away damp with perspiration. “I didn’t know. Sorry. Okay, ten a.m. is fine. But there’s one more thing. I want to come with the baby.” The silence dragged out for so long, Helen muttered, “Hello? Hello?” into the mouthpiece, thinking they‘d been cut off.
     “I’m still here. Hang on a sec. I’m thinking.” Helen danced on tenterhooks for another minute until she heard the woman ask, “Do you want to be a spectator - or a participant?”
 
     “A- a participant!” Helen blurted before she could change her mind, feeling her cheeks flush with warmth. She added as an afterthought, “I think. Maybe I could be a spectator first, and join in later?”
     “Okay - but it’ll cost you. You know how much the baby usually pays?”
     “Five hundred for a three-hour session, I believe,” Helen reported. She’d watched the recordings of Mommy caning Daphne, and she knew all the gritty details.
     “Right! But it’ll cost triple that if you wanna get involved.”
 
      Even though she was filthy rich, Helen balked at the outrageous surcharge. “What! That’s a bit steep! Isn’t it?”
     “Not really,” Amanda carelessly replied. “If one of my toilet-slaves brings in his wife for a session, that’s usually the last time I see the client. You’ll have to make it worth my while.”
     “Why is it so final?” Helen asked, frowning in confusion.
 
      The woman’s chuckle was a rich dirty sound. “Once a woman learns how amazing it is to use a submissive this way, they usually take over my duties - and I lose another client. Are you his wife?”
     “No. His mother-in-law.” That caused a fresh outburst of laughter.
     “That’s a new one. Okay. I’d like to meet you, mother-in-law. You sound like fun!”
     “Call me Helen. The baby calls me Nanna.” That caused another round of chuckles. “Can I have your address?” She wrote it down as dictated.
 
     “Will you be coming in fetish gear? If so, call me when you turn into my street. I’m the last house at the very end, facing the street, and I’ll open the garage door for you. Just drive straight in, and don’t be late.”
     “Thank you very much, Amanda. I look forward to meeting you on Thursday morning at ten. Goodbye.” The woman was still laughing when Helen hung up the phone, thinking, ‘I have to buy some new clothes!’ She returned to Mistress Amanda’s website for some inspiration.
 
                                    *                                   *                                       *                                   *
     Back in the playroom, Emma prodded Daphne to make changes here and there, and add the paragraphs Mommy suggested. Unaware of the forces plotting around him, Benny kept writing. Eventually the letter was finished. It was a masterpiece of crawling self-abasement.
     “My Dear Jake,

     Please forgive the informality. Be assured I think of you most respectfully as Sir at all times, but I wanted it to be clear that it is I, Benny Baxter - your former boss - writing to you personally to crave forgiveness for my appalling and inadequate behaviour as your supposed superior at AST Systems Ltd, and to thank you for many kindnesses you are currently extending to me.

     You must have wondered why I appeared so tired on many of our foreign business trips over the last few years? The reason was that I spent a couple of nights in the hands of a professional Mistress/Nanny - being babied, dressed up in toddler frocks, being used and abused and beaten or caned. I always worried that I would smell of urine when around you, as I always wet my diaper the night before. I have sat through many a meeting with a very sore bottom - either from diaper rash or a beating - sometimes both.
 
     I know you were often irritated that I always took hold luggage, which delayed our passage through many airports - while you managed with a small carry-on. This was because I needed to carry a full range of disposable diapers, plastic panties, nighties, sweet little dresses and other baby paraphernalia in my two suitcases. My nightmare was that somehow you would one day become aware of the contents and expose my shameful secret. As you are currently doing - to an extent I could never have imagined back then.

     I think you will agree that a simple letter of apology is not nearly an adequate expression of my remorse. Please be so kind to give me a really hard bare-bottom spanking across your knee on Wednesday evening, in front of Jane and my Nanny Emma. Please beat me, sir? The thought of your strong masculine hands slapping my lily-white baby flesh makes me cringe with shame and fear, but I know I richly deserve it. Please make it really hurt! Ignore my cries for mercy. Think to yourself as I scream and beg; how much I deserve to be soundly spanked.

     I really want to thank you for taking over my role as Jane’s sex-partner in her life. I have always been useless as a lover. Not only is my penis really tiny, as you’ve seen, more often than not I suffered premature ejaculations during foreplay. Regardless, I was always too eager, too quick and completely insensitive - too unimaginative for a wonderful woman like Jane. My mind always filled with submissive baby thoughts whenever I was aroused, and this made it impossible for me to play the manly role for her.
 
     I know you are wonderful with her, and night after night I’ve heard you having fabulous sex with her in what used to be our marriage bed. How I wish, no longer passionately, to be able to do that with her! But please understand that although natural envy and frustration rages inside me when you noisily take her time and time again, I know this is the only fate a true sissy cuckold like me must endure. To be your cuckold is a very great honour, Sir. Please believe me when I say I love Jane and I still want her, but I know my impotent anger and frustration are wonderful and proper fuels for her sexual happiness. You must enjoy her even more, secure as you are that I'm denied the marital pleasures I yearn for.

     You know that I have been a secret sissy baby for years - but now my odd lifestyle is being exposed to all and sundry - friends, family and the great world outside. My shame seems complete. Being forced to dress as a diapered toddler is bad enough, but you know I must behave like a silly two-year-old girl all the time. This reinforces my lowly status. I have to appear content to wet and mess my diapers, and suffer the indignity of being changed several times a day. I know Jane expects me to eventually lose what little control I have left - if any. I must act like I’m enjoying myself, proud to wear cute baby clothes appropriate for a toddler girl - which look utterly ridiculous on an adult - even one as tiny and useless as me.
 
     I must lisp like a baby when I talk and suck a pacifier; the endless drooling routine degrades me and destroys my manhood, and my clittie-cage makes me so dependant on you, Jane - and Nanna. Knowing such behaviour is humiliating and hard to do, I still undertake wholeheartedly to try my utmost to play the baby sissy role even better in future, so you and Jane can derive even more sexual arousal from my sissy baby status.

     As a sissy baby, one of my greatest pleasures was to play with my clittie when it was safely encased in a soft warm diaper - usually wet - sometimes messy. Shameful babyish thoughts ran through my head in gross profusion, often for hours on end. It was a secret passion, hugely enjoyed, and rarely did I lose control and have a premmie in my diaper. As you know, Jane let me play with myself while I was her baby during the first few months, which made enduring the endless shame almost worthwhile. You have now so rightly stopped that pleasure - absolutely. The new chastity cage is totally effective. I cannot get hard; I dare not think sexy thoughts. Simply put; it really hurts if I do! You have completely robbed me of my sexuality.
 
     The key is literally in your hands. I only have frustration and pain as my constant companions. As yet I have to come to terms with this, but please believe me when I thank you for being so strict with me. I must be a sissy baby cuckold without any sexual pleasure at all. I console myself with the thought that I can now concentrate on being a pure baby girl, completely under your and Jane’s control. I'm trying to learn that all my useless clittie can do is provide a flaccid conduit for the never-ending flow of wee-wees into my diaper. I wanted to be a true baby girl. Now I'm a step closer to that reality. True babies don't have sexual feelings.

     Thank you so much for the sissy baby bonnets. They make me look so babyish and pathetic. I'm really ashamed that I have to wear them, but at least I can tell everyone that you, Jane’s lover, gave them to me - and I must wear them under threat of punishment. Of course, as I write this, the very thought of making such an admission makes me squirm with embarrassment.

     Please Sir, accept this letter as a humble apology for my hopeless inadequate self. Be assured; I'll do all that I can to humiliate myself in front of you, Jane and anyone else you command me to. I shall try as hard as I can to be the best sissy baby possible, and you are assured that I derive no sexual pleasure from this.

     Please also show this letter to Marilyn, as I feel that she should know my true nature and what a pathetic sissy baby she once worked for. I apologise to her unreservedly for all the sneaky lustful glances I used to give her, the disgusting naughty thoughts I entertained about her in her underwear - especially her panties - and the fact that I used to do pathetic sissy spurties in my dirty diaper while fantasising about her. I hope she finds this confession a great laugh. No doubt she will tell all her friends. I cringe at the thought, but she has every right to do so.

     Please always call me by my sissy name of Baby Daphne in future.
      Most respectfully yours
       Benny Baxter aka Baby Daphne.” 

     Benny felt so miserable sitting at the cramped uncomfortable desk, but he was relieved that at last after several unsuccessful attempts, his letter writing ordeal was over. The contents didn't bear thinking about. He shuddered at the thought of Marilyn reading the humiliating missive, but at least Emma seemed satisfied with his work. Nanny popped the folded letter in the envelope, addressed it to Jake, and stuck on a stamp. She shoved the card inside too, but didn’t seal it. She planned on making Daphne show them to the girls in the salon. “Alright. That will do,” she grudgingly conceded. “Okay, hop up and come upstairs. We have to get ready to go to the salon.”

     Emma began preparing the downcast baby for their visit to Isabell’s, and the humiliating session at the hairdressers she had planned. “Now what do we have to tell Aunty Isabell and the girls at the salon?” Nanny crooned as she led him upstairs. “I’m sure they will all want to know how your weekend went. You have so much to tell them, don’t you? I can think of at least five things the girls will want to know. Can you guess what they are?” Benny was less than enthusiastic but in the safety of the house, he went along with the silly game. There was no way he intended telling Isabell or her gossipy staff what happened to him over the weekend.

     “Er, I met Jake - who ith Mommith boyfwend,” Daphne mombled. “He uthed to work for me when I wath a man, Nanny.” Emma waited for more. “I wear a chathtity-cage now, to thtop me pwaying wif my cwittie.”
     “Yes, and who bought it for you? And who holds the keys?”
     “Mommy and my Nanna bought it for me, and Nanna and Mommy’th boyfwiend hath the keys.”
     “What else?”
     “Jake bought me thith wuvverwy bonnet.” He patted the flap of the hated pink cribton bonnet on his head.
     “Who chose your pretty frock for you this morning?” Nanny prompted.
     “Unca Jake did!”

     “Yes he did! But you need to say he came into your girly Nursery to choose it for you. While you are at the hairdressers, I want you to be sure to tell Isabell all this, and Gail the receptionist, and whichever junior washes your hair, and the nice ladies who laser you. Is that clear? There are five little snippets of information and at least five people you need to tell. Can you remember that for Nanny? You must try hard, little girl! You can earn twenty points towards an unlock by telling them what you told me, but to make you think carefully - it’s twenty carrots or nothing! So you better make sure you rehearse your story time and time again in your head first, as I shall make sure to ask the girls what they heard from you. If they don’t remember what you told them, it won’t count! Sound really keen and enthusiastic about what you’re telling them, and then the girls will be sure to remember. Okay? Good girl.”

     Emma chortled when he nodded his head, whimpering in fear. “I think twenty carrots will earn you enough time for a quickie-cummie. Wouldn’t baby like that? Or will you save them up for a real treat later?” She laughed at his crestfallen features and pushed him ahead of her into the Nursery. Before he could say anything he was on the changing table, his frock flipped up and holding the backs of his knees while Nanny slipped on the thin latex gloves. Emma took her sweet time wiping and cleaning his bottom and bits, and he had to fight to stay limp. One little trick Emma had mastered was to slip a suppository into his freshly-oiled anus without her baby realising it. Whenever he was changed at home, Nanny always made a fuss of cleaning his back passage properly and oiling his ‘dry’ skin.
 
     Emma made a habit of slipping a well-oiled gloved finger or two deep inside his puckered sphincter during diaper changes - “to make sure baby’s bot-bot is nice and clean, inside and out!” Every now and then she popped in a laxative suppository while she was probing him, and she knew the wriggling sissy usually couldn't tell. Later when his need to void became quite overwhelming and unstoppable, the effect was simply to undermine his fragile adult belief in his ability to control his bowels. Frequently it caused him to dirty himself when he least wanted, often in public. She made him stand up and began the time-consuming task of unbuttoning the back of his pretty green frock.
 
     “Go clean your teeth and jump in the shower,” Nanny commanded when he was naked. “I want you smelling fresh and clean for Aunty Isabell.” He squealed when she slapped his bare buttocks to hurry the child along, and when he returned ten minutes later, his double cloth diapers were already laid out on the change table. Nanny didn’t bother using a toddler disposable as a liner. She put one of his white adult diapers over the top of the two cloth diapers, punctured through the crotch to allow excess pee-pee to drain through to the terry diapers

     The double thickness cloth diaper was pinned over the disposable, followed by his transparent green plastic panties with the floppy lace frills across the seat. While he sat on the edge of the changing table with his thighs pushed wide apart by the bulky diaper, Nanny rubbed baby oil on his hairless arms and legs so they glistened and shined, accentuating his lack of adult hair. She slipped his green frock back over his raised arms and head, tugging it over his slender torso before attacking the many buttons. His pretty bonnet ribbons were freshly tied next, and Emma clipped a clean plastic-backed terry bib around his neck, white with pastel-pink writing. Daphne grabbed the lace-edged bottom and tilted it up so he could read upside-down, ‘Poopy-Pants Baby.’ Would his shame never end?
 

Chapter 16. A Visit to the Salon.
     Yesterday had been the first time he’d been dragged outside dressed like a big baby girl. This felt worse than Sunday. When he was being bundled into the car by Mommy, he was pretty sure they were going to visit Nanna or one of Mommy’s girlfriends. This time he knew Nanny intended taking him out in public in his toddler frock and diapers. He expected Emma planned on walking him into the hairdressing salon from the car park at the rear, as usual. They would have to walk through the whole salon to the reception desk at the front, exposing him to all the customers and staff in the popular, plate-glass fronted shop.
 
     The salon was in a busy section of the main street, and there was a constant parade of passers-by on the sidewalk outside. Like all beauty salons, there was an abundance of mirrors mounted everywhere, so it was always possible to see yourself from any angle - and equally impossible to hide from your reflection. His heart pounded with apprehension and he fell silent as he tried to mentally steel himself for the shame to come.

     Emma felt quietly satisfied as she drove the short distance to Isabell’s salon. Jane had warned the Nanny that she might have trouble dragging the big baby outside dressed in her too-short toddler frock and obvious diapers. But so far - so good! Emma knew Daphne wasn't going to enjoy her visit today! To make sure, Nanny rehearsed him in the revealing ‘conversation points’ he needed to have with the staff. She reminded him that twenty carrot points were available - if he remembered to tell each one his five humiliating talking-points in memorable detail.

     “Don’t forget your curtseys,” Nanny reminded him, glancing at his worried face in the rear-view mirror. “You were a little forgetful last week, and Nanny had to give you a smack! Didn’t I?” He grimaced and nodded, rubbing his left inner thigh at the painful memory. “Do nice neat pronounced bobs, so that everyone knows you are a properly-trained sissy. Otherwise you can wear your tutu for our next visit, and give every woman there a half-dozen Punishment Curtseys.” She peeked in the rear-view mirror again and snickered at the look of horror on the baby’s face. “And keep that nice new pacifier in your mouth. You know how babyish it makes you look when you suck and drool. Anyway, I bet you can’t manage without it, these days! Can you, sweetie?”
 
     Benny shook his head as he sucked his new Avnet silicon pacifier, and silently conceded it was more discreet than his adult pacifiers. He was practically dependent on the firm slippery texture of a treat in his mouth these days. He reached inside his Mac and fondled the other bright-pink Nuk No. 4 pacifier hanging from a baby clip on the collar of his pretty green dress, in case he misplaced the one in his mouth. Once when shopping in the supermarket, he had found a transparent plastic pacifier that he though might be a little less obvious in his mouth. Emma had agreed that he could use it when he was out and about, choosing the largest size they made. Some concession!

     A deep rumble in his lower stomach as the suppository started its infernal work, caused Benny a brief moment of concern. Had he soiled himself this morning? When you spend all night and day, every day in diapers, the days kind of run together. He couldn’t quite remember. Perhaps not. Perhaps he might have to go poo-poos soon. No! That was quite impossible! He never messed himself at the salon - not with all those pretty girls there. The moment passed and a shiver ran through him as he thought of the day to come.
 
     Emma hoped to find a vacant meter outside in the high street. That would be enough to unsettle her nervous baby even before she dragged him into the salon. As luck would have it, she spied someone starting to pull out a few cars ahead, a good block from the salon. “Excellent!” Emma put on her indicator and waited for the slot to become free.
 
      “Nanny? Why are we parking here?” came the worried voice from the back.
     “It’s only a couple of hundred metres to Isabell’s place,” Emma replied with a sadistic smile, looking in the mirror at the anxious face in the rear carseat. The space became free and she deftly reversed the SUV into the slot.

     For Benny this apparently casual decision represented a two-hundred metre stroll through hell. It was a busy high street thronged with people on a cloudy, breezy Monday morning. He cowered back in his toddler seat when Nanny opened the rear door, a squall of rain pattering against her leather jacket. He couldn't do it! She unclipped his seat belts and cold air swirled round his bare legs. “No Nanny! Pweathe no? Pweathe?”
      “The more you argue, the longer it will take - and the more attention you’ll draw to yourself! Hop out now! Stop being so silly!”
 
     She leaned in and held out her huge hand. “Now, baby!” The nightmare was real. He was being taken out in public dressed as a baby girl! In the main street! He wasn't ready for this! He’d been caught off-guard by Nanny’s unexpected change in routine. He found himself clambering out of the car and standing on the pavement as though in a nightmare. He noticed Nanny had his new baby harness and a pair of reins in her hands. The harness was made from solid pink leather by Wilf, in a traditional design, with cartoon drawings of scampering rabbits on the chest strap. Mommy had bought some inch-high diamante-encrusted letters and glued them to the front, spelling out the words, ‘Baby Daphne.’ There were two or three small jingly bells attached to the D-rings either side, over his nipples.

     “Arms out,” Nanny briskly commanded, before slipping the harness over his bowed head and settling the strap around his chest. He felt the buckle being snapped closed at the back, and a further sense of lost control shivered through him as the shoulder straps tightened. Nanny put down the voluminous change bag for a moment and attached the pink webbing reins to the front D-rings. She looped the ends over one wrist, and smiling in sadistic glee, she leaned into the back seat.
 
      Scrabbling briefly, Nanny produced his dolly and her changing bag, and handed Nancy to him with a shark-like smile. “Being forgetful on purpose, sweetie? Don’t forget! Nanny knows all your little tricks. Hold your dolly. Properly. Oh dear, I must feed the meter. Hold on a moment. Don’t run away. Oh, you can’t run away, can you? Nanny is holding the baby reins.”

     She fumbled endlessly in her purse as he stood there with the cold draft swirling round his bare legs, chilling his thighs and causing goose bumps up to leg bands of his shiny green plastic panties. Raising his head, he sheepishly glanced around to see what the people around him were doing. His pounding heart assured him a jeering crowd would swiftly gather, but most people walked past them with barely a second glance; Did they really notice nothing at all? An elderly couple stared, put their heads together and spoke quietly, looked again - then averted their eyes in embarrassment for him. One smartly-dressed middle-aged lady stopped beside them on the footpath and genuinely stared at the big baby girl clutching her dolly to her breast. She held his uncertain gaze for several long seconds and smiled loftily - as if she understood what she was seeing - before she marched away.
 
     A couple of pimply youths with baggy jeans and dirty hooded sweatshirts sauntered past looking astonished. “What the hell is that all about, lady?” was offered to the world in general. “How old is that kid?” Benny turned his back on them and looked the other way, wishing they would go away. They turned back to stare and started laughing loudly, but to Benny’s relief, walked on - if backwards, while still staring at him. He had almost subconsciously spat out his pacifier and he concealed it in his hand under his dolly, too embarrassed to take refuge in its soothing help.

     The meter fed, Jane tugged on the reins and he toddled wide-legged after her. He waddled faster, pulling slightly ahead of Nanny’s tall figure despite her long-legged stride, keen to reach to the relative safety of the salon as quickly as possible. The little bells jingled merrily against his chest, drawing more unwanted attention. He couldn’t see Nanny’s smirking face and her confident swagger which in truth, gave the game away.
 
     Two long-legged girls in tiny miniskirts approached them on the footpath - teenagers, no maybe in their early twenties. They obviously spotted him and slowed down to observe the odd sight. The attractive brunettes started giggling, reduced their pace to a halt, and made no attempt to conceal their amusement. They wore towering high heels and were smartly dressed - if a little provocatively. Exactly the sort of confident, sexy young women who simultaneously fascinated and terrified the Benny of old. He felt his wind-scored cheeks flush with warmth and he tried to hurry past them, but the reins drew tight as Emma held him back.
 
       As he passed them, he saw recognition light up their faces. One woman cried, “Emma! Hi Emma! What on earth are you doing with that!” She pointed at the big baby straining at the end of the tautly-stretched reins.
 
     ‘Oh my God!’ Benny thought in despair, ‘More friends of Emma’s! She must know everyone in town!’ Emma yanked harder on the reins and brought him to a wobbling standstill. He turned to face them, not daring to complain to Nanny. He had to wait there bow-legged, with the cold air chilling his bare thighs, dancing from foot to foot in anxiety. He didn’t realise his behaviour only made him seem more child-like.
    
      “Hi girls! It’s been ages! How are you both?” Emma brightly responded. She pointed at the horrified big baby. “And yes - it is exactly what you see! This young thing here,” she almost sneered the words, “needs me as her Nanny. That’s right, isn’t it Daphne?”

      He could only nod helplessly, giving the tiniest curtsey he could get away with to the two scoffing women. Why couldn’t he be with Mommy? Why was he being dragged down the High Street, being made an object of ridicule? As if to hammer home his baby status, his bladder lost the unequal fight against the cold wind swirling round his legs. A warm flood splashed around his caged privates, and then seeped down between his legs, soaking into the absorbent Abriform diaper. He twitched and bent his knees slightly as he felt the flood pour out, without no resistance from his shrivelled clittie.

      “Oh no!” The involuntary high-pitched squeal caused by the act of wetting so helplessly in public in front of Emma and her pretty friends, immediately gave the game away. He shifted uneasily from foot to foot, leaning forward and staring down as if expecting to see an amber stream of wee-wee hitting the pavement between his feet. His guilt-ridden features made it doubly obvious what he’d done.

     “Had a little accident in our diaper, have we?” Nanny heartlessly enquired, making the girls chortle. She noticed he’d taken out his pacifier without permission. Without hesitation, Emma reached inside his Mac and pulled out the pink Nuk No. 4 pacifier hanging from the clip, and thrust it in his mouth. An action so swift and confident that he was sucking the teat through habit - before he even realised how insane it was for a grown man to suck a pacifier in public. He hung his head in misery, trying to avoid eye-contact with the giggling women, his clear dum-dums still clenched in his fist, his dolly cradled to his bosom.

     Emma, who had learned the trick from Jane, put the tip of her index finger under his quivering chin. She slowly but irresistibly raised his bowed head, so he was forced to look at her - and the grinning girls as well. Nanny knew he could hide his shame by looking at the ground, but when she stared into his rapidly-blinking eyes, she could see his weakness - and he could feel her power. It was if mental strength surged from one to the other. His watery blue eyes darted away in guilt and humiliation, exposing his capitulation.

     The girls looked even more amazed; “What on earth is all this about Emma? Did she really wet herself? They’re diapers and plastic panties I can see, right? My God, a girl her age in diapers? And sucking a baby’s pacifier! How old is she? Twelve? Ten? I can’t believe it! She’s dressed like a baby - and she acts like a baby! So way out! What on earth are you doing out here in public with her, in the High Street? Doesn’t she mind, for Pete’s sake? How old is she?”
     “Not really - and by the way, she is a he!” The girls’ eyes flew wide at this titbit of information. From the stunned expressions on their pretty faces, Daphne thought they looked like they didn’t believe Nanny. Despite her shame, the oversized toddler preened at their mistake, thinking, ‘I’m pretty enough to pass for a girl! So there!’ Emma added, “Look girls, I have to get my little sissy to the salon. She’s booked in for a perm and some laser hair removal.” ‘A perm?’ “Give me a bell later?” She switched on her mobile and started punching numbers. “What’s your number, Gen? Here’s mine by text. I'll be in touch as soon as I can. You can come round and see the baby at home, if you like? I promise, it’ll be a real hoot! Daphne, ask my good friends Gina and Genevieve to come and visit you soon, so they can see what a real baby you are.”

      Benny’s face was scarlet with shame and despite the cold, he felt warm and clammy with apprehension. Perspiration trickled down his hairless chest. He was desperate to run away, but he could only obediently mutter, “Pweathe Mith Gina, pweathe Mith Genevieve, come an’ thee me in my Nurthery thometime?” This produced another cackle of laughter from the girls, which started his eyes glistening. Conscious that he had cried during his last two visits to the salon, he manfully fought back the tears. He really wanted to be brave this week, as he felt that crying like an effeminate sissy cry-baby humiliated him more than anything.
 
     Daphne wanted her Mommy! She wanted Mommy so badly! Whatever happened to her, it never felt as bad when she was with Mommy. Benny loved Jane so dearly and felt comforted and safe in Mommy’s presence. Never mind her affair with Jake. Mommy sometimes let him do spurties! Mommy caressed and loved him and even yesterday, she had made him do a big spurtie cummies in his yucky diaper, while Nanna showed him her new underwear. It was heaven to experience such thrills and even though they may now be rare - as Jake held the other key - they let him forgive her affair with Jake, her constant humiliations and the unrelenting baby treatment. He realised the greater his shame, the better her sex seemed to be with Jake. He forgave her. More than that; he wanted Mommy to have great sex with Jake - if that was what made her happy.

     Nanny used to be nice to him, but she had grown increasingly strict over the months. She seemed to delight in embarrassing him even more than Jane. ‘Why am I crying so much these days?’ he wondered, brushing the tears from his cheeks with the back of his free hand. Hardly a day went by when he didn't find himself reduced to a flood of tears by some shameful treatment or other. He clutched Nancy tighter to his trembling bosom, taking comfort in her presence.

     Tugging gently on the reins to silently indicate his in his desire to reach the salon, he prayed that Emma would finish chatting to the attractive young women. His anxiety increased when he dared to glance around, thinking, ‘Surely Nanny won't keep me here much longer?’ More people were slowing down to peer intently at the little charade being acted out in the street. Thankfully he felt his Nanny relax the tension and she cried, “Off we go, Baby Daphne! Bye girls! Talk to you later.” He moved off towards the salon with a sigh of relief, stretching the webbing reins taut in his haste. As he toddled wide-legged the last fifty or sixty metres to the shop, the warmth continued to work its way around his private parts. He could still hear the giggles of the two young women as they watched the diminutive diapered figure with the flouncing petties waddle down the street.
 
     At last Nanny escorted him through the huge glass front door of the salon. He barely noticed there were twice as many customers in the work stations today, and two middle-aged women waiting in the anteroom grinning in anticipation. Emma had to told the staff to advertise that this was a big day for Baby Daphne, and there were many new inquisitive faces peering his way. Gail the receptionist stood up to greet them. At six-four in her stockinged feet, she was the tallest woman Benny had ever met.
 
     “Hi Nanny Emma! You girls are early today.” Gail was a delightful Jamaican girl of twenty-two, big in the way of some West Indian girls, but in no sense overweight, and always bubbly and obliging. Her skin was so black it was almost purple, and it was shiny like a ripe eggplant. When she smiled - which was often - her large even teeth were startlingly white against her shiny black face. With wide brown eyes she watched Nanny unbuckle his toddler harness and remove it, tossing it and the reins on an empty chair. The waiting women in the seats nearby glanced at the pink leather toddler restraint with sly smiles for each other, then turned to watch the diapered sissy being undressed.
 
     Gail loved to see Benny in his sissy baby clothes, and was privately amused at this example of the weird way some white people behaved. It brought out a mixture of the tease in her and her maternal instincts. Today, knowing that Daphne was coming in for her appointment in a pretty frock, the playful receptionist had dressed more provocatively than usual; leaving her bra at home so her enormous titties were supported only by the tight pink boob-tube top most of the staff wore. Gail normally wore flats, but today she was wearing huge black-patent court shoes with a chunky three-inch heel. She watched the red-eyed sissy toddle in, aware of the way he ogled her well-endowed figure and enjoying his hungry glances.

     “Good morning, Baby Daphne! Look at your pretty bonnet! Come here, baby. Let’s take off that pretty pink Macintosh, shall we?” She waited until he performed a neat curtsey and mombled ‘hello’ before moving closer, then Gail took her sweet time fiddling with the heart-shaped buttons. The stiff bonnet brim meant he had to tilt his head back and crane his neck to look up at her smiling face, although her huge bouncing titties mostly filled his limited field of view. “Good girl That was a lovely curtsey! These buttons are so cute, so little girlish!” Her thimble-sized nipples stood out proudly through the thin material and they had the usual impact on Benny, who started sucking his dum-dums with more purpose. He barely knew he was doing it, but Mommy’s regular breastfeeding sessions had only heightened his nursing fantasies.
 
     The sight of such massive bobbing breasts and visible erect nipples a couple inches away from the guard of his dum-dums, literally caused him to drool over her. Gail draped his pink raincoat over her arm and stood back to admire his outfit. “My o my! That is a pretty frock!” she sang, as she looked him up and down. “And I love the bib! ‘Poopy-Pants Baby,’ huh? ” She chortled at the revealing inscription. “Turn around and show me the back of your frock. Oh, how sweet! I love all those little buttons.” She hung up his raincoat and returned to her desk to confirm his appointment, commenting to Nanny, “You’re actually a bit early.” When Emma carelessly shrugged her shoulders, Gail turned back to Benny - who was obviously staring at her breasts while sucking noisily on his substitute nipple.

     “Hey, little one?” Gail teased him, crouching in front of the sissy baby so her bouncing breasts were level with his face. “What you looking at? Are you getting excited looking at Aunty Gail’s big titties?” She chortled in derision at his guilty expression and cupped her massive breasts in her palms, jiggling them enticingly in front of his wide eyes. She laughed at his awestruck expression and the trail of shiny drool running down his chin. Then he winced and looked away, whimpering too quietly for her to hear. “Sit down over there and play with your dolly, Daphne. Emma, you better give me her feeding bottle so I can give her some milk. Our dribble-puss looks as though she needs something more substantial than that pacifier to suck!” She laughed over her shoulder at his abashed expression as she strolled to the rear of the salon with his fifteen-ounce Avent bottle to fill it with warm milk.

     Gail returned, sashaying slowly through the elegant salon, heels click-clacking on the tiles, holding up the full baby bottle in her hand and smiling broadly, acknowledging a client here and a colleague there. The baby's feeding bottle she waggled, white with milk, was obviously for him. All heads turned to watch as the grinning receptionist approached him. The big baby bottle was destined for the former marketing executive, former golf club member and Porsche owner - who was sitting awkwardly with his hairless little legs splayed helplessly wide, plastic panties bulging over a wet diaper, dressed as a toddler girl and waiting for his perm. He tried to look interested in the magazine Emma made him bring, but it was a Bunty for six-year-olds and couldn't hold his attention. Mesmerised by that bottle of milk in Gail’s hand, headed right for him, right here in this public place, he sniffled unhappily.

     His tummy growled and a heavy churning feeling deep down in his guts brought beads of nervous perspiration to his top lip. ‘No not that! Not here? Surely not? Please no,’ he silently prayed. Emma then dropped her bombshell. “Well Daphne, I'm going to leave you here for the moment. You’re getting a perm, at last! Isabell knows what you need, and there no need for me to hang around for three hours.” Emma scrabbled in her shoulder bag and pulled out the large manila envelope addressed to Jake. “Make sure you show this to the girls, and don’t forget! You have lots to tell Gail and the others.” She made sure Gail heard every word.

     He was horrified, dumbstruck as he clutched the manila envelope to his heaving bosom.. He had never been left alone for that long in the salon before. Mommy or Nanny had always been close by to look after him. He had no money, no credit cards, no transport home - and he was in complete sissy baby outfit he couldn’t remove by himself. This was his worst baby nightmare; to be abandoned without Mommy or Nanny to look after him - to provide that essential moral support, to help ward off the curious and intrusive people he sometimes encountered. It was plain scary! Tears started to well up and then trickle down his cheeks. “No Nanny? Pweathe?”

     Gail turned to Emma and shooed the Nanny towards the door. “Don’t worry, Em! She’ll be alright! Go on! You take off. I can handle a sooky cry-baby! I'm always looking after my sister’s baby girl, and she’s a real sooky-boots! Off you go!”
     “Thanks Gail. Goodbye Baby Daphne. Be a good little girl - or else!” With that Emma vanished, leaving Benny alone. He didn't see her texting Jane on her way out the door.

     Gail held up his bottle and stood right in front of him, waggling it temptingly in front of the snivelling sissy’s face. He spat out his pacifier and it flopped against his gurgling tummy. “Here you are, Sissy Daphne,” Gail sang. “Suck this sweetie, and I'll get a baby wipe to sort out those tears. Okay, little one? What’s in the envelope? Give that to me, then you can tell me all your news, okay?” It was getting worse by the second. Why was he crying? He had to stop, to regain some semblance of normality.
 
     He took a deep long breath, then rhythmically sucked and swallowed. Warm milk felt soothing on his tummy. At least the bottle was comforting. The full-size silicon teats of the Avent bottles were a real pleasure. She took the envelope and he accepted the bottle from Gail’s enormous hand and pressed the wide cushiony silicone layer harder against his face, loving the way it warmed his cheeks like Mommy’s breast. He never wanted a sippy-cup any more, always asking for a bottle. Like his diapers, baby bottles offered him the security and comfort he truly craved.

     The chuckling Jamaican gently wiped his eyes and cheeks with the sweet-smelling Johnson’s wipe. Oh how he loved the soothing smell of scented baby wipes, especially round his face. She tossed the big envelope on her reception desk for the moment and clucked her tongue and chided him. “Stop those tears, you silly thing! What is it you have to tell Aunty Gail? She won’t mind if you keep your bottle in your mouth while you tell her. She understands pacifier-sucking babies. One day she might persuade your Mommy to let you suckle on these instead!” She waggled those gorgeous protruding nipples provocatively in front of his astonished eyes. “Wouldn’t baby love that?” ‘What made me say that?’ she thought, even as her huge nipples stiffened at the cheeky thought.

     He ducked his head with a whimper of pain. The story started to pour out of the freaked-out sissy between noisy slurps on the teat. He tried to avoid looking at Gail’s nipples or the smirking faces of the women sitting nearby in the waiting room. Somehow he needed to tell the motherly receptionist about all the humiliations he’d been forced to suffer over the weekend. He looked up at her tearfully from time to time, hoping that she wouldn’t tease him. Might she understand and offer him some sympathy? He was so nervous, so uncertain.
 
     “Aunty Gail, Mommy maketh me wear a chathtity-cage now, to thtop me pwaying wif my cwittie,” Daphne squeaked. “It’th bewwy naughty for thithies to pway wif their cwitties. You know? My gwandma and Mommy bought it for me ath a pwethent, but Mommy’th boyfwiend Unca Jake hath the key. He’th a big stwong man, and he sweepth wif Mommy, and he makth wovey-dovieth wif her - coz Baby Daphne can’t.” The earnest little girl shook her bonneted head for emphasis.

      Gail giggled, “Oh my! You sweet little sissy!” She patted the bulging front of his green plastic panties in mock-sympathy. “Can’t you play with it anymore? I'm sure that must be good for you, really.” When he stared at the ground and shook his head despondently, she swapped sly grins with the waiting clients. Gail advised the humiliated sissy, “Don’t you get all het up, though! Never mind.” She’d never heard of the word ‘cuckold’ and so continued blithely, “Don’t you mind having another man screw your wife? Hmm? I suppose you don’t. What else must you tell me?” Gail softly stroked his baby-smooth cheek, encouraging the sissy to continue, and she tried to ignore the stream of milk running down Daphne’s chin. Lucky the baby was wearing a bib!
       “Uncle Jake bought me thith wovewy bonnet. It’th vewy pwetty and maketh me wook wike a baby,” Daphne babbled, patting the pink cribton bonnet on her head with his free hand. “Thith morning he did come in my thithy Nurthery while Mommy changed my diaper, and he did choothe thith fwock for Daphne to wear.” He patted his flowing green outfit. “It’th vewy pwetty, ithn’t it? It hath wuvverwy buttonth down the back an- an- an’ I can’t undo them! I can’t take off my dweth by my own thelf. Mommy or Nanny hath to do it for me. An - an Uncle Jake thpent the night wif Mommy all night watht night.” Oh how it hurt to say that! His ears burned when he heard muffled titters from the women sitting nearby. To fantasise about your wife having a lover is one thing. To endure the humiliating reality and report the fact to strangers was something else entirely.

       Gail laughed at this further confession, which only confirmed her suspicions. She was right. No Jamaican man she knew would tolerate such treatment. Indeed they would be seriously revolted by it - but she continued to find it cute. She grabbed the end of his bottle and withdrew the teat slightly so it gurgled loudly, then she pressed the spurting nipple back in his mouth. “Suck hard, Daphne. Drink down your milkies. Good girl. When it’s all gone, you will feel better. By the way, your friend PJ Prettybuttons was booked in earlier this morning, so we now have three sissy fairies we do hair for.”

      The other was Grayson Perry, the sculptor who’d won the prestigious Turner Prize in London a few years ago. In the full glare of the TV cameras, on peak-time news, he received the award dressed as a little girl. Since then his part lifestyle as Claire - his alter-ego in little-girl clothes - had become well known. A TV programme on his lifestyle followed, together with the inevitable book. Benny had watched the programme when it was broadcast, although Jane grew bored and wandered off half-way through. She couldn’t understand his sudden interest in sculpture.

      Gail chattily informed Daphne how cute PJ had looked in his pink satin shortalls, white tights, white patent Maryjanes, and a little white high collared blouse. Daphne had met PJ with his Mama for the first time a few weeks ago, and they got on famously. Mommy had met his Mama, whom Daphne had to call Aunty Pam, via the internet. After much checking and cross-checking, they had agreed to meet at Daphne’s house.

Top of Form
chapter 16 continued...... 
       Benny's mind returned to his first meeting with 'Pretty PJ,' as Daphne thought of him. As usual he hadn't been privy to Jane's plans for that Saturday morning about a month ago, and Mommy was making him show her all the things that Emma had been teaching him all week. After running through the normal routines of walk like a baby, talk like a sissy baby, eat like a baby and so on, he had to demonstrate to Mommy how he could show off like an excited little girl in the presence of strangers or visitors. 
    He would stand in front of Mommy and pull his frock up around his head like a naughty little girl. "Wook! My Mommy makes wear pwetty fwilly baby pantieth! I wove them! Don't you?" When Mommy laughed or nodded in reply, he would scamper out of the room and return a few seconds later with a fresh outburst. "I wear weal pwoper pwathtic baby pantieth, 'cauthe I wet tho much! Thee?" And "Mommy uthes dithpothable diapeeth under my cwoff ones, an they are weally comfy when I do yucky poo-pooth." Or "Wook at my pwetty dweth! Do you wike my fwuffy petticoat'th?" "I have a woverwy dolly an her name ith Nancy. Would you like to meet her?" "I want to be Mommith exthtwa-spthethial baby girl forever and ever!"  It was all part of his training to behave like a normal two-year-old in front of people - in ways that constantly degraded and humiliated him. 
       There had been only a few occasions when he'd been forced to perform like this, and generally he hadn't done well - ending up earning lots of sticks. Of course practising in front of Mommy or Emma wasn't too bad, but the real thing - in front of their friends or strangers? That was a different matter entirely! He hated having to demean himself in front of strangers. The mere thought made him cower and cringe - and usually a little pee-pee dribbled out, mostly unnoticed. 
       When the doorbell rang that Saturday morning and Mommy commanded, "Go and answer it, Baby Daphne! Greet whoever is at the door like a polite little girl, and show Mommy you can behave as you've been taught." Daphne nearly died and remained rooted to the spot. "Go on now!" Jane snapped, pointing towards the hallway and smacking his bulging rear end to hurry him along. "You've already earned two sticks for being uncooperative! Go! Right now! Or the first thing I'll do when the visitors come in, is spank your naughty behind!" 
       He moved so slowly, with such obvious reluctance, Jane impatiently stormed past him to the front door, leaving him wallowing in a welter of shame, doubt, and unhappiness. He was frightened of disobeying Mommy and fearful of the consequences, but he was terrified of meeting whoever might be waiting on the other side of the door. He backed into the lounge room and closed the door, shivering with anxiety. He didn't know what -or who to expect. He suspected Mommy might have invited someone over, because she had dressed up and done a full make-up. She usually didn't bother on Saturday mornings - unless they were going out  - or planning on receiving visitors. 
        Mommy was wearing a tiny brown suede mini this morning, teamed with a fluffy white, scoop-necked lambs wool sweater - which clung like an ardent lover to her magnificent breasts. Her bare legs looked fantastic, her shapely calf muscles accentuated by her matching brown suede ankle boots with the pencil-thin four-inch heels. Her long blonde mane fell loose over her shoulders in silken amber waves. Benny heard two unfamiliar voices - a well-modulated elegant woman's, and another rather strange voice. He thought it might a young girl or a child's voice, but it sounded soft and sweet rather than feminine. 
     The door of the lounge opened and Benny looked up and saw a lovely lady in her mid-thirties, with fine sculpted features. She had jet-black hair tied up in a high loose bun, a smart red jacket over a white polo shirt, a tight mid-thigh washed denim skirt, and tall red heels to match her jacket. She was elegant and good looking, with great legs, but with her was a… Was it a... Another man? A girl? No, surely not a girl, despite the curly page-boy hair and prissy bonnet. The face although pretty, was too masculine. His clothes were too way out, not normal clothes at all. 
       He wore tight pink satin shorts, but they were cut high at the waist. A glimpse of frill, possibly from bloomers, peeked out below the shiny legs, which barely covered the top two inches of his smooth hairless thighs. There were pink heart-shaped buttons down the front, but far too high to be a fly - merely for decoration. The area where the fly would normally be was free of any buttons or zip. They zipped up the rear, like girls' pants. 
       His pretty shorts were complimented by a lovely white top, sheer enough to reveal his lacy white bra, and Benny realised his feminine blouse must button up at the back too. To top it all, he was wearing a pink satin baby's bonnet - an elaborately peaked and frilled affair which made his ensemble pure sissy! It was absolutely the most ridiculous thing a grown man could possibly wear! The red-faced sissy was being ushered reluctantly into the room by his Mama, looking awkward and embarrassed. Benny suddenly registered that he too was sucking a big pink pacifier, nervously chewing on the fat rubber teat. 
     Benny was stunned! He'd never seen another sissy in the flesh. He appeared at once embarrassed and awkward in his sissy clothes, yet at the same time soft and unthreatening. Strangely the sight - despite the shame and shock of meeting new visitors - made Benny's little clittie start to swell in the confines of his warm wet diaper. "Mama please, I'm shy," the sissy whimpered, eyes firmly glued to the carpet at his feet - clad in shiny white-patent Maryjanes. 
     "Now don't be silly, PJ!" Pam scolded her charge.  "Do a nice curtsey to Aunty Jane." PJ bobbed down in a curtsey but found it difficult to look respectfully at Aunty Jane's face, as was required for a properly-executed curtsey. 
       "Hello Aunty Jane. Lovely to meet you." His attention was irresistibly drawn to Daphne standing awkwardly behind her Mommy, wondering what Mommy had planned now. PJ too was stunned, as he'd never met another person who was dressed and feminised and treated like a small child - like him. 
      But this sissy was a baby, and what a baby! A young man - well, what may have once been a man - stood there with his smooth hairless legs splayed wide, showing off a thick cloth diaper and packed rumba panties, poking out beneath a too-short lavender baby dress, resting gently on a fluffy cloud of shimmering white petticoats. Like PJ, he was sucking an adult-sized pacifier, but a shiny stream of drool ran down his chin to stain his pink terry dribble bib, which was clearly drenched. What did it say on the bib? 'Poopy-Pants Baby.' PJ continued to look at him askance, though long fluttering lashes and a loose curl that dropped low over his cheek from his long pageboy cut. 
     He noticed Daphne's abundant platinum tresses were tied up in two high floppy pigtails, the ends brushing the high round white Peter Pan collar of his lace-lavished lavender dress. The baby's thighs were hairless and shone with baby oil to match the shiny white patent Maryjanes, setting off the sheer white socks with lavish lavender frills below the knees. PJ couldn't tear his eyes away and he suddenly realised the sissy baby was equally embarrassed by the sudden and unexpected exposure to new guests. The blushing big baby dropped his chin and stared at his bobbing skirts, and PJ could see his neck flushing red. He couldn't know that inside the sissy's lovely warm wet diaper, an excited clittie was stretching to its tiny maximom. 
      Jane sniffed in haughty disapproval. "I see you've noticed my Baby Daphne! Do I have competition for your attention, Miss PJ?" 
   "Oh! Oh no! No! I'm sorry, Aunty Jane!" PJ whimpered around the pacifier in his mouth. "Oh dear, please, please forgive me?" He half turned to his Mama, flustered and worried at having been so rude, looking to her for support when he realised he'd inadvertently been very disrespectful to Aunty Jane. 
     Mama looked at Aunty Jane and chortled, "I'm sorry, but my sissy doesn't often meet other sissies. And your Daphne is a real sight!" Pam stepped closer to inspect the cowering big baby girl with wide intelligent brown eyes. "So pretty, and so feminine! Really cute, if I may say so. She could easily pass for a young girl." Pam turned to her flustered charge and wagged a finger unde his nose. "My Miss PJ will spend some time in the naughty corner later though, trying to remember her manners when meeting grown-ups and not to be diverted by big babies - however pretty." She said the last with a chuckle in her voice that was clearly directed at Daphne. " But for now, PJ - seeing how you fluffed your curtsey, you obviously need some practise. You can do a hundred curtseys to Daphne and say in your best sissy voice 'Hello little Baby Daphne, I'm Mama's precious sissy and my name is PJ Prettybuttons. Speak clearly, and nice deep ones, please." 
     Jane was so pleased. She had searched the internet for another sissy completely under the control of a dominant Mommy, so she had someone to swap ideas with and share experiences. Also she felt it was time to provide some company for Daphne. A little girl shouldn't spend all her time in the company of adults, and regular exposure to real children presented obvious problems. Pam had seemed like a similar spirit and she was clearly totally in control of PJ, on a permanent basis. From the extensive discussions she and Jane had over the phone and in the sissy chat rooms, it appeared that Pam enjoyed using a similar mix of punishments, humiliations and teases. 
       She seconded Pam's decision "What a good idea! My Baby Daphne always needs curtsey practice. They can do them to each other. Daphne, you can follow each one of PJ's with; 'Hello PJ, I'm a real sissy baby, and my Mommy keeps me in diapers, plastic panties and baby frocks all the time.' Go over there and stand in the window bay, where we can keep a eye on you." Daphne waddled over to the window in a  fluster, wishing the curtains were drawn. The front window was near the front door, overlooking the street and the sidewalk. Anyone walking past the house would be able to see them! (As Jane fully realised.) 
     "Pweathe no, Mommy?" Daphne whimpered, glancing fearfully at the sunny window. 
     "Daphne! You are not going to be naughty again in front of Aunty Pam, are you? I haven't forgotten you've already earned a spanking today, but as a prelude - you can do 100 hundred proper punishment curtseys."
      "Oh no, Mommy! I mean, yeth Mommy! Fank you, Mommy!"
      "That's better. Good girl!"
      The sissies scuttled over in front of the bay window and started their silly humiliating routine. Two grown men who'd only just met, red-faced and embarrassed, staring intently at each other's sissy outfits, sucking earnestly on their dum-dums. The soft sound of lisping effeminate voices drifted across the room. "Hewwo PJ, I'm a weal thithy baby, and my Mommy keepth me in diaperth, pwathtic pantieth and baby fwockth all the time!" followed by, "Hello little Baby Daphne, I'm Mama's precious sissy and my name is PJ Prettybuttons." 
     Daphne was praying the postman wouldn't turn up soon and catch them. PJ sensed his concerns and had trouble concentrating, and distracted Daphne accidentally did two curtseys in a row. Ever-watchful Pam interjected, "Come on, Daphne! You can do better than that, little girl! How many are you up to, PJ?"
    "Seventy-six, Mama." 
    "Well, you will just have to start all over again!" 
     PJ's thighs were starting to burn with the effort, and he shuddered and the thought of doing another hundred curtseys. He hoped this time Daphne would do them properly, and he smiled encouragingly at his new sissy friend from around the pacifier clenched between his teeth.. "Yeth Mama! I'm sorry."  They started again 
      The two mommies chatted away, careless of the shame and pain they were heaping on their submissive husbands, discussing their experiences of bringing up sissies and the strict training they found necessary. Capriciously the women terminated the curtsying as the repetitive sounds started to grate on their ears. Pam asked her toddler, "PJ, are you going to give Daphne a nice kiss hello?" PJ was relieved that his grossly disrespectful behaviour had been so lightly glossed over. 
      Jane addressed Daphne. "Now Daphne, be nice and respectful to PJ. I have heard how well-trained she is, and," she emphasised the distinction, "she doesn't need diapers like you do." 
     "Not yet, anyway," Pam added sotto-voce.
     Daphne stood awkwardly like a shy little girl, feet spread with toes pointed inwards, knees angled together, looking apprehensive. This was the first time he had ever kissed another man - er, no - another sissy. Fortunately Emma had worked out a routine with Jane and she had spent sometime rehearsing him in the very precise technique Jane thought appropriate for sissy-to-sissy kissing. Benny was required to keep his elbows tucked into his ribs but his hands extended out horizontally. With his right hand he was to take the extended left hand of his partner gently and softly, tickling the palms with his curled fingers and with his left hand palm down, accept the light feminine touch of his partner's right hand. 
     Their feet remained some distance apart and the mutual guidance of their right hands should bring pursed lips together. Before touching, each should protrude their tongues ever-so-slightly so the tips peeked out enticingly between softly puckered lips. Tongues should flicker tantalisingly around each others tips on contact, with soft gentle licks to each other's lips. Nothing must be sexual; strictly no slobbering or adult tonguing. Soft chaste sissy touches. To show how sweet they were, they should hold the required pose for at least a three heartbeats. 
    The trouble was, PJ had a slightly different routine. With his hands behind his back, he leant forward to meet Daphne with pursed lips. This flustered Daphne, because PJ didn't extend his hands as he expected. The two anxious sissies, unsure how to proceed, nearly cried in panic - until Mama rescued them from their predicament. Pam ordered PJ to hold Daphne's offered hands while the soft sweet slow kisses were properly exchanged. The two grown men cringed inwardly at this kiss, man-to-man. Neither of them were in any sense gay and their reactions indicated their despairing obedience to their respective Mommies. But as the kiss continued, the sheer sissyness of what they were doing caused little clitties to unaccountably harden. 
     "Now come on, you two sissy girls. Stop flirting with each other!" Jane scolded the kissing pair. They backed away, red-faced with shame, unable to meet each other's gaze. "Sit down and be quiet. Mommy and Aunty Pam need to have a little chat. You sit over there PJ, on that pink chair, and Daphne - go and play with your dollies and toys on the play mat." 
      PJ carefully sat down on a very low pink plastic chair designed for toddlers, glancing discretely at Daphne who had returned to the plastic-backed cribton play mat spread on the floor, littered with a collection of teddy bears, dolls and toys for small toddlers. He was surprised when the diapered sissy started to play in earnest with some Disney numbered cardboard building blocks, and it was apparent she was really concentrating on putting one top of the other. 
     The two mothers chatted away about their novel experiences of bringing up their effeminate sissies and the strict training that was necessary to keep them under control. Every now and again a question was thrown at one or the other child, which they dutifully answered. Jane made and poured the coffee, and made up drinks for the sissies - a bottle of apple juice for baby Daphne, and the same in a huge pink sippy-cup for PJ. Once the little girls were set, the grown-ups disappeared into the kitchen for a private chat, secure in the knowledge that their noisily-slurping 'husbands' would continue to sit quietly until given leave to do something else. Daphne heard Aunty Pam exclaim, "Wow! I love the big highchair!" 
     When they returned to the front room twenty minutes later, Jane noticed the sissies had both finished their drinks and replaced their pacifiers. She collected the empty vessels and PJ raised his hand, asking for permission to speak. Daphne was aware that her new friend was wriggling and fidgeting in his low plastic seat and assumed he must be uncomfortable. Eventually Pam noticed and asked shortly, "What do you want, PJ?" 
    "I need to do a wee-wee, please Mama?" he confessed, his cheeks turning scarlet as he lowered his hand. 
     Pam sighed loudly in resignation before indicating he should stand. "Oh well. Come on then." She turned to Jane and politely asked, "May we use your bathroom?"
     "Of course! Baby Daphne can show you the way." Jane waved her big baby closer and ordered, "Take PJ to the downstairs bathroom, baby girl." 
      The women followed them down the hall and pushed the confused sissies into the bathroom ahead of them. Baby Daphne shuffled into the shower stall to get out of the way and Pam steered her sissy to stand in front of the toilet. "Keep still," Pam instructed PJ, as she unfastened the tiny hook and eye in the waistband, then lowered the rear zip of his shiny pink shorts. She pushed them down till they puddled around his ankles, revealing his pretty white satin bloomers. They were high-waisted and had tight elastic cuffs around the tops of his thighs, with frilly lace trim dangling from them.
     "Turn around, honey," Pam crooned, smiling in approval when he clumsily turned to face her, his back to the commode and his shimmering shorts bunched around his ankles. Daphne looked at the poor man's face, and he was crimson with shame. Pam waited expectantly.
      "Please Mama, will you pull down my panties?" PJ snivelled around his dum-dums. Pam gave the cringing sissy a triumphant smile and turned to Jane to explain.
     "My sissy isn't allowed to touch her own panties any more. Sometimes she has trouble controlling her… urges. You know?" Both women turned and glanced at Baby Daphne, who cringed in guilt at the unspoken accusation in their eyes.
       "Perhaps my little girl can be of some help?" Jane kindly offered. "Baby Daphne? Why don't you help your new sissy friend PJ and pull down her panties for her." Pam grinned and stepped back, waving Baby Daphne into place. 
       "Kneel down in front of PJ and you can pull down her panties, Baby Daphne," Pam instructed, a glint of mischief in her wide brown eyes. 
        Daphne couldn't look at PJ's face as she obediently knelt on the cold bathroom tiles, and she grabbed the waistband of his shiny white bloomers over his hips and began peeling them down. She tried to avert her gaze when PJ's manhood popped into view. PJ was hairless as a newborn down there too, just like Daphne. Even though it was limp, his tool was twice as thick as Daphne's little clittie at it's hardest! She couldn't help staring, and it seemed to thicken and grow as she watched. The watching women exchanged sly smiles. It was difficult to see which sissy was more embarrassed - the one about to use the potty in front of strangers, or the sissy baby submissively kneeling at her feet.
        Pam commanded, "Alright PJ, sit on the toilet for Mama." He sat down with a sigh of relief and spread his thighs wide, looking up at his wife for further instructions. "PJ isn't allowed to touch her clittie any longer, either," Pam explained to Jane. "I usually have to make sure it's aimed into the bowl properly, and not about to spray all over the place."
        "I'm sure my little girl can help with that," Jane offered. "Baby girl? Help PJ point her clittie in the right direction, will you?"
        With a whimper of submission, Daphne reached between PJ's baby-smooth thighs and reluctantly grasped his limp organ, aiming the head downwards. When she glanced over her shoulder at the grinning women, they nodded in approval. Pam instructed her humiliated sissy, "Alright PJ, show everyone how you use the toilet like a big girl." With a groan of relief, PJ let his straining bladder sphincter relax. Daphne was surprised at the forceful stream jetting out of the penis she delicately clutched, and she realised she was flooding her diaper afresh in sympathy with the sissy peeing on the toilet. 
      She kept his penis pointed down and aimed the stream into the water at the bottom of the bowl, and everyone could hear the noisy splashes. Daphne was surprised at how long it took for him to empty his bladder, and she knelt between the sitting sissy's legs trying to avoid looking at anyone's face, holding his thick cock for ages. Finally his stream dwindled and slowed, and Daphne glanced over her shoulder uncertainly. Pam helpfully instructed, "You have to squeeze out the last few drops, Baby Daphne." She held up both hands and made obvious milking gestures. "Get all the pee-pee out - or PJ might end up with nasty wet spots in her pretty bloomers. And that would make her Mama very cranky!"
      Daphne could feel PJ's manhood thickening in her fingers as she delicately milked him, trying to gently squeeze out the last few drops. She couldn't understand why her own clittie was stiffening inside her lovely warm wet diaper. "You have to work harder than that, little girl," Pam scolded Daphne, as if she'd never held a man's penis in her hands before. "Squeeze hard, and give it a few good shakes. That's right. Shake, shake, squeeze and shake. Do it again."
      PJ kept his gaze locked forward, staring unseeing at the tiled wall in front of him, unwilling to look at the watching women or the sissy baby kneeling between his legs. Daphne wrapped her tiny white hand all the way around his thickening tool, marvelling at the silky texture of the slick shaft. It was so hot! The swollen crimson head rose above the level of the toilet seat, the shaft swelling rapidly to fill Daphne's small fist. Daphne noticed PJ was circumcised, just like her. Pam turned to collect some toilet paper from the roll and when she turned back to wipe clean her sissy's clittie, it was fully erect. "Oh!" she cried, as if surprised by the sight. Baby Daphne turned to face her, her little face a picture of guilt and concern, seemingly unable to release the throbbing member in her fist.
       Pam put her fists on her hips and demanded of the sitting sissy, "What are you doing, little girl? Are you trying to show off for Baby Daphne, PJ? You naughty thing!"
       Jane couldn't help thinking, 'What a nice size cock! Lucky girl, Pam!' She chortled and observed, "No wonder you don't let PJ touch herself! She's got no self-control at all!" A glance at her sissy baby's flushed guilty features revealed that her kneeling husband was probably just as excited inside his diaper. 
       "You can say that again," Pam retorted with a sneer of contempt. "Although I think your pretty sissy baby might be partially to blame. Baby Daphne? Did you get out all the pee-pee?" Daphne nodded uncertainly, his pale blue eyes wide. Pam demanded, "Are you sure?"
       "Show us how you did it, baby girl," Jane urged her anxious sissy. "Show Mommy how you got out all the pee-pee." Daphne turned to look back at the erection she grasped, and she began vigorously milking him - which of course, only made him harder. Nothing came out. "Give it another hard squeeze and a shake, baby," Mommy instructed. "A good hard shake! That's right!"
      "Alright, PJ, you can stand up now," Pam ordered. When Daphne naturally let go of his erection and leaned back on her heels, Pam scolded the kneeling baby. "I didn't say to let go, baby girl! Did I?" As soon as PJ was steady on his feet, Daphne reached out and grabbed his jutting tool again. It pounded in her small fist, so hard and hot, and Daphne realised - level with the pacifier bobbing in her mouth. The women could hear the slurping sounds increase in volume and frequency, and Jane wondered if the sissies knew they were unconsciously sucking harder and faster on their dum-dums in their excitement.
       Jane stepped over behind her kneeling baby and leaned down to whisper in his ear, "Spit out your pacifier, Baby Daphne." Benny obediently spat out his soother and it flopped against his tummy, dangling from the clip attached to the Peter-pan collar of his lavender frock. He anxiously licked his spittle-wet lips, unaware his chin was dripping with saliva. "Look at it!" Mommy commanded. "Look at PJ's clittie. Look at how big and hard and long it is!" Daphne stared at the cock in her fist, and she couldn't seem to stop her curled fingers from sliding up and down along the pulsating length of him. "Kiss it, baby girl."
      'I'm not gay! I'm not gay!' Benny mentally screamed to himself as his lips obediently puckered and pursed. The cock in his fist jerked and throbbed as he leaned his face closer, and he had to grip the throbbing shaft tighter to stop it from accidentally poking him in the eye. He gently kissed the crimson head, and it was as soft as the shaft was hard, so hot and spongy against his puckered lips.  The sissy standing over him moaned quietly, and Daphne recognised the wordless sounds of sexual desire. 
      "Taste him," Jane whispered enticingly in his ear. "Go on! Stick out your tongue and lick him. You know you want to." And in a strange way, Daphne did. If someone was kneeling in front of Benny, holding his erection and kissing the swollen head of his cock, he knew he would want more. Daphne poked out her wet pink tongue and delicately licked the crimson head, and it seemed completely natural for her lips to part and form an 'O'. Daphne wrapped her slippery wet lips over the pulsating crown, poking the tip of her tongue into the little opening for a few moments, before licking the sensitive underside and making him tremble. "Suck it, baby," Mommy whispered. "Suck it like it's your favourite dum-dums." Daphne reached under her frock with her free hand and surreptitiously began stroking the tenting front of her rumba panties, praying Mommy wouldn't notice. 
      Pam was standing beside her sissy, one arm around his waist to support him, as the kneeling baby gave him oral pleasure. "Do you like that, darling?" she crooned in PJ's ear. When he tried to groan a reply she cut him off by commanding, "Suck your pacifier, PJ. Let me hear you sucking. Nice and loud now. You know Mama likes to hear you suck nice and loud." The sounds of vigorous sucking only seemed to inflame both sissies, and Daphne's head began to bob up and down as she slid her compressed lips over the pulsating crown and halfway down his shaft, then back again. 
      "That's it! Good girl! Show me how you suck that clittie," Jane quietly encouraged Daphne. "See how much of him you can take in your mouth." Daphne obediently pressed her nose towards PJ's tummy, trying to swallow the pulsating length of him. She felt the swollen head striking the back of her throat, and she gagged, almost choking. 
       Daphne wrenched her head back without letting his jerking cock escape her lips, caught her breath, and then returned to sucking him with more vigour. Her small white hand slid up and down his pounding shaft, slick with her saliva, and she masturbated him as she fellated him. She pressed her warm wet diaper harder against her trapped little tool, her rubbing hand slithering noisily over the nylon-covered plastic panties. His impassioned cries only spurred her to suck harder and rub faster, and she heard the pacifier-muffled wail, "Oh Mama! I need to do a cummie! Oh Mama! Mama!"
      "That's alright, darling!" Pam cooed in approval. "Look down and watch Baby Daphne as she sucks all the badness out of your clittie."
      "Don't you dare stop, little girl," Mommy warned the sucking big baby. "Suck, baby! Keep sucking!"
       "Oh Mama! Mama! Mama!"
       Daphne tried to wrench her face back when she felt PJ begin to ejaculate, but Mommy's hand at the back of her head kept her resolutely in place. The swollen pounding tool in her fist grew hard as teak for a few seconds, then it was like the head exploded in her mouth. Jolt after jolt of creamy salty jism caromed of the back of her throat, and she almost gagged before she was forced to swallow. His pulsating cock kept erupting, and it seemed like gallons of cum covered her tongue and filled her mouth, forcing her to gulp and swallow repeatedly. Even as she performed this submissive intimate act, her clittie pounded with excitement inside her wonderfully warm wet diaper. Benny had tasted his own cum many times, so the flavour wasn't unfamiliar - nor repugnant. Baby Daphne had tasted everything her body could produce at one time or another - just like any normal diapered baby girl going through the oral phase of development. 
 
       "Mama! Oh Mama!" PJ groaned, his body twitching and jerking spastically with the intensity of his climax. The little fist wrapped around his cock seemed intent on milking out every last drop. If not for his Mama's arms supporting him, PJ would have collapsed to the floor on top of the kneeling Daphne. Mommy kept her hand behind her baby's head, watching Daphne's face and listening to her noisily swallow, making sure her sissy baby accepted every drop of PJ's seed.
         "Shh darling," Pam crooned to her trembling sissy. "There, there! That's my good little girl! Suck your dum-dums and stand up straight, PJ. Let Mama hear you sucking, baby. Nice and loud, now! Good girl!"
         "Good girl, Baby Daphne," Mommy purred in her whimpering sissy's ear. She removed her hand from the back of his head and he leaned back on his heels, gasping for breath as the shrinking cock plopped free of his glistening lips. Jane gripped his chin and turned his flushed features towards hers, grinning down with proprietary pride as he delicately licked his salty lips. "Did you enjoy that?" she asked, nodding pointedly towards the hand he still had cupped over his crotch. 
        Daphne snatched her hand away with a guilty start, but she didn't know how to respond. Not exactly enjoyed - although there was a strange feeling of power to have a man - even a sissy - under her control like that. Plus Benny knew how fabulous it felt to have your cock sucked, and he wanted to try and do a good job. Obviously he'd succeeded. 
       He shook his head in the negative, but Mommy gave him a look of disbelief before she popped his pacifier back in his mouth. Daphne sucked automatically on the familiar rubber teat and Jane squatted down beside her kneeling baby. She flipped up his dress and petties in front and slid her hand inside the waistband of his rumba panties, worming her fingers down inside the warm wet diaper, right down to where his stiff clittie revealed his true feelings. She sniggered as she wrapped her fingers around his throbbing damp little tool, and when she began lovingly stroking him, he thought Mommy was going to help him do a squirtie in his diaper. But no. Jane gave him a few quick teasing caresses, then pulled her hand free. "I knew you'd like it," she softly teased him, her smile knowing. She wiped her hand clean on his bib and stood up, moving aside to wash her hands at the sink.
       "Can you pull up PJ's bloomers, Baby Daphne? Now that you've finished with her down there?" Pam requested in a sly teasing tone. Daphne hurriedly collected the fallen satin bloomers and drew them up PJ's shivering legs, over her shrivelling clittie and her bottom. When she thought they were settled correctly around PJ's waist, Daphne picked up his pink satin shorts without being asked, pulling them up like a helpful big sister looking after her toddler sibling who was learning to use the toilet. She still couldn't look PJ in the face. "Thank you, baby girl. Now move out of the way," Pam instructed. "PJ, turn around so I can zip up your shorts and fasten the clasp. Good girl."
       Daphne crawled back on all fours, looking up expectantly at Mommy and waiting to be told what to do. Pam escorted her panting sissy out of the bathroom and Jane indicated Daphne should crawl after them. He remained on his hands and knees, shuffling after the others back to the lounge room. Pam took off her red jacket and tossed it to the floor as she commented, "Well that was quite exciting!" She threw herself on one of the lounges and pointed to the floor between her shiny red heels. "Come here, PJ." The recovering sissy scurried over and knelt between her spread feet, assuming a familiar pose. 
       Jane collapsed back on the other grey leather sofa facing Pam across the coffee table. When Daphne crawled in to the room, she spread her legs and like Pam, pointed imperiously to the carpet between her pretty suede booties. "Come here to Mommy, baby girl," she commanded. He crawled over between her splayed legs, trying not to peep as Pam boldly wriggled her denim skirt up around her hips.
         "I don't know about you, but watching your sissy service my sissy was quite a turn-on for me," Pam confessed, carelessly pulling her pale-blue skirt high around her slender waist. She was wearing red nylon panties with delicate lace panels over each hip - the exact same shade as her sexy high heels and  discarded jacket. She raised her knees and pointed between her splayed thighs. "Kiss Mama, little girl."
       "Me too," Jane admitted, her cheeks flushed pink with arousal. Like Pam, Jane slid her suede mini higher up her shapely thighs, revealing her white silk bikini panties. She slid her bum forward to the edge of the seat, so her prominent vulva poked out at Daphne, leaning back with an expectant smile. Mommy's panties were so sheer, Daphne could see her tiny light-brown curls matted over her feminine slit. Jane let her knees flop wide open as she gently stroked her moist opening through the delicate material. "Spit out your dum-dums and come here to Mommy," she commanded the kneeling sissy. Daphne crawled forward and pressed her face between Mommy's shapely thighs, knowing what was expected of her, and lovingly kissed Mommy's pubic region through her panties. 
       Jane let her excited sissy lick her through her panties for a few minutes, shuddering in delight as she grew wetter and wetter. She could feel her labia engorging and retracting, her swollen clit pulsating like a strobe light. Finally she could stand it no more. She roughly pushed his face away, wrenched the sodden crotch of her panties aside, then grabbed one of his pigtails and steered his sloppy mouth back to her dripping slit. She was so aroused from watching her sissy suck cock, she climaxed almost as soon as he pushed his tongue inside her. As soon as Jane recovered from her first body-jolting release, she opened her eyes to watch the raven-haired beauty sitting opposite noisily orgasm on her slurping sissy's tongue. Jane responded by clutching Baby Daphne's head in both hands, guiding his lips and tongue back to her most sensitive places, and when she climaxed again a few minutes later, her gush of juices almost drowned the poor baby trapped between her clenching thighs. 
        When the women were satisfied, they thrust their husband's faces away, then fell back gasping for breath. The sissies sat back on their heels and turned to look at each other - and the other's mommy. Daphne wondered if her face was all wet and shiny with her Mommy's juices, too. PJ's Mama still had her legs parted and her knees drawn back, and Daphne could see almost inside Pam's pulsating pink kitten. She was as hairless down there as Baby Daphne, and the absence of any stubble indicated she'd had her pubic bush lasered away for good. Pam reached one hand between her legs and gently patted her delicate opening, smiling languidly. Daphne noticed Pam's red panties seemed to have disappeared, but he realised she'd been wearing a red snap-crotch body-suit, and she'd simply popped open the fasteners to allow her sissy easy access to her garden of heavenly delights. 
     "Wow!" Pam exclaimed when she finally sat up. "That was fantastic!" She struggled to her feet and headed for the bathroom. "I need to wash up before I replace my knickers," she explained, wriggling her denim skirt back into place as she left the room. 
     "And I need a clean pair of pants," Jane breathlessly added, before likewise climbing to her feet.  "Wait there, girls. We'll be back in a minute."
Chapter 17. Permanent Solutions.
 
     Benny's reverie was broken by the approach of high-heeled footsteps. Eve the redheaded beautician walked over on her click-clacking high heels, her pale cheeks glowing pink and her pretty painted mouth stretched in a wide welcoming smile. "Hello Baby Daphne!" She held out her small white hand for his. "Come on, baby girl. We're going to get rid of any remaining fur on your legs and diaper area. Come with Aunty Eve." Daphne clutched the dainty girl's hand and waddled after her through the salon, preoccupied with clenching her buttocks, barely aware of the multitude of grinning faces turning her way. A few mobile phones were discretely held up too, recording the moment for posterity - well, for the internet. 
     When Daphne waddled past the reception desk, she didn't notice Gail opening the manila envelope and tipping the contents onto her appointment book. The busty Jamaican opened the pink card after looking at the cartoon, and grinned at the self-portrait in crayon. She giggled at the captions and read the contents, then unfolded the two page letter. As she began to read, she covered her gaping mouth with one hand, her huge brown eyes wide in disbelief as she began to helplessly giggle.
       
       Anna was waiting for Baby Daphne in the narrow room, her dusky features creased in a welcoming smile. The girls allowed the sissy to keep on her cute green frock, as it was short enough not to get in their way today. They laughed at the message on his humiliating bib, but left it on too, to catch the constant dribbles from around his ever-present dum-dums. They removed his black patent Maryjanes and frilly socks, then helped him climb up on the table. He had to put the black mask over his eyes and the girls examined his legs closely, using magnifying glasses. "There's hardly any regrowth," Anna commented, sounding pleased. He could tell their voices apart now, after all these months. While they inspected him, he haltingly broached the subject of his humiliating Sunday at Nanna's and the new changes in his life. 
     Her felt soft fingers stroking his smooth skin near his shin. "There's a bit of stubble here, and a tiny patch there. Do those, check the rest of her legs, then get her to roll over," Eve recommended. Baby Daphne started telling the girls about meeting Mommy's new boyfriend, and they burst into laughter with every fresh revelation, making mocking side-comments to each other. They had to stop work to cackle and snort in amusement when he told them about his clittie-cage. Even with the delays, it only took ten minutes to do the tops, then they made him roll over to do the backs of his legs. 
       Ten minutes later he was on his back again and Eve ordered, "Lift that bot-bot." She pulled down his baby panties, leaving them around his ankles, and unpinned his damp cloth diapers. "What a wet baby girl! Lift that bottom. You've wet through," Eve murmured in amazement, rolling up the damp cloth diapers and stuffing them into a plastic shopping bag. She patted the sodden yellow front of his disposable and noted, "I think we'll need to put a fresh disposable underneath you, baby. This diaper is soaked!"
       They ripped open the tapes and lowered the heavy front, and he heard their collective gasp of astonishment. Eve giggled and Anna snorted back laughter before squealing, "So that's what a clittie-cage looks like!" He was so glad he couldn't see their faces. He had to lift his bum while they slid his saturated disposable from under him and replaced it with a fresh one from his diaper bag. Blind and helpless, Daphne felt his limp clittie being manhandled, turned this way and that as the bemused girls inspected his shiny restraints. 
       He fought the natural urge to get excited, repressing his normal inclinations in an effort to avoid the pain. He heard the door open and whimpered in fear, thinking everyone would be able to see him naked and exposed on the table. But one of the young women had merely opened the door to quietly summon their boss, as requested. Isabell wanted to see for herself how Jane had chastised her sissy baby.
      He heard high-heeled footsteps approach, the door closed, and then Isabell's familiar cackle of laughter right next to the table. "Holy shit! So that's what Jane calls a clittie-cage! How adorable!" Like the girls, Isabell couldn't seem to keep her hands off his tiny tool. She turned him this way and that, examining his restraints as she made disparaging comments, and once more he had to fight to avoid becoming aroused. The biting pain helped. "Can you laser her groin while she's wearing this thing?" Isabell asked her staff.
       "Nope," Eve replied. "But it doesn't really matter this week. She hasn't got much hair left around there now, anyway. See for yourself." There was more pulling and tugging, and Daphne started singing Nursery rhymes in her head. 'Ring-a ring-a rosy, a pocket full of posy. Atishoo, atishoo, all fall down.'
        "Excellent job, girls," Isabell complimented her staff. "Her tummy and crotch are as smooth as a baby's bottom. But there's a couple of hairs I can see between her legs, and you'd better check her back door before you pin her diaper back on."
        "Yes Ma'am."
          They zapped his bottom a couple of times and made him stretch his cheeks wide to make sure his little pink freckle was baby-smooth, but he was used to these indignities by now. The only thing that worried him - his lower gut wouldn't stop gurgling and growling. "Let's tape this diaper on you right away, Baby Daphne," Eve insisted when she heard the warning rumbles. "I don't trust you." He was never more grateful to be taped into a clean disposable, and still blindfolded, he assisted every way he could when they pinned the cloth diapers over the top and pulled up his baby panties.    
      When they led him outside - still barefoot - blinking blindly in the bright salon lights, he was freshly diapered and hairless from the waist down - forever. Eve escorted him to another chair just outside. It was heavily padded and tilted back, with an adjustable footrest. "Sit there sweetie. Kirsty and I are going to give you a manicure and pedicure, paint your nails and fix your eyelashes. But first - let me rub this cream on your lips. Spit out your dum-dums, baby." Eve rubbed a greasy clear ointment all over his lips and wiped her finger clean with a tissue. "Don't lick your lips," she advised him. He watched in disbelief as Eve and an attractive bubbly sixteen-year-old apprentice manicured his finger and toenails, then painted them a pretty pastel-pink shade. His lips started to tingle and go numb, and if he hadn't been commanded to keep his hands still, he would have rubbed his mouth. While the first coat was drying. Eve wheeled over a tray on a stand and leaned over his face. 
       "How do your lips feel?"
       "Numb. I can't feel them," Daphne mombled.
       "Good. Open your eyes. Wider, Now blink slowly. Slower. Okay," the pretty redhead smiled. "Keep your eyes open for twenty seconds. Don't blink until I tell you." She approached his eye holding a pair of tweezers, and he had to fight the natural instinct to blink. Eve pressed something against a single eyelash, cooed, "Keep still. Keep still. Okay! You can blink now. Good. Okay, eyes open for twenty seconds again." She repeated the process about forty times on each eye, top and bottom lids, and meanwhile Kirsty applied a second coat to his nails when the first was dry. 
        "Keep your hands still, and don't move your feet," the cute brunette warned him before moving off to attend to her next client. Daphne blinked slowly, her long fluttering eyelashes moving distractingly in her field of view. 
        Eve picked up a metal device that looked like a space gun, and leaned over his face again. It had an electric cord coming out the handle, trailing to the floor. "Open your mouth a bit. Too much. Like this." The pretty redhead shaped her pink painted lips into the required position, nodding in approval when Daphne mimicked her. "That's better. Now stay like that." She leaned closer and pressed the tip of the gun against his top lip, then pushed a button and made it hum. She slowly traced the outside edge of his upper lip, from corner to corner, then did the same with the bottom lip. Then she returned to the top lip and ran the buzzing tip all over. Eve leaned back and inspected his lips with a pleased smile. "Just a few more minutes while I finish the bottom lip, and then you're done," she informed Daphne. 
        By the time Eve tilted the padded chair upright and helped him stand, his nails were mostly dry. She smeared a layer of the anaesthetic gel all over the inside of his pacifier guard, but he could barely feel it when Eve pressed it to his lips. He sucked on the soothing rubber teat automatically. She escorted him back to the waiting area, helped him onto a seat, and crooned. "You wait right there, Baby Daphne. Don't touch anything, and don't smudge your pretty nails. Okay? Gail can keep an eye on you until we're ready to perm your hair." Daphne placed her hands on her bare knees, fingers spread wide so they wouldn't accidentally brush against each other, avoiding the bemused glances of the many women surrounding her. Benny couldn't believe how feminine his little hands looked with pretty painted pink nails, and he stuck out his bare feet and admired his shiny pink toenails, too.
       Benny glanced up at the busty black receptionist and realised she was staring at him, her wide brown eyes radiating contempt and her full red lips pulled back in a sneer. He rapidly blinked a few times, his long lashes fluttering attractively, and sucked harder on his dum-dums, dribbling uncontrollably as usual. Daphne ducked away from Gail's disdainful stare and examined her pretty fingernails again. She couldn't touch anything - her nails might still be a little wet - so she sat there with her hands on her knees, sucking rhythmically and daydreaming about that Saturday at Mommy's with PJ Prettybuttons. 
       After the women had straightened their clothes and splashed cold water on their faces, they escorted their sissies into the kitchen. Daphne had to sit on the floor while PJ's Mama buckled her little one in the pink steel highchair. Mommy's loaned her one of Daphne's white terry bibs, and Daphne thought the cute sissy looked really pretty with his face framed by a sweet ring of Broderie-Anglaise lace. The pink silk lettering declared to the world, 'I'm A Diapered Sissy Baby !' - which for once, wasn't true.
      PJ obviously didn't enjoy the two jars of savoury toddler pap his Mama spoon-fed him for lunch, although with her vocal encouragement, he manfully swallowed every mouthful without spilling a drop. Baby Daphne wasn't anywhere near as successful. When it was her turn in the highchair, Mommy clipped a fresh bib around her neck which proudly announced, 'Wet and Messy Baby Girl.' Even though Mommy played all the usual games - train in the tunnel, plane in the hangar - Daphne's face and bib were splattered with beige paste and the highchair tray was a mess by the time her plastic Barbie bowl was scraped clean. Pam seemed to think it was a riot, but PJ watched the humiliating feeding ritual with a more sympathetic eye. 
     As Jane scrubbed clean her baby's grubby chin with a warm soapy washer, she turned to her guests sitting at the kitchen bench and suggested to Pam, "Why don't we take the girls outside in the back yard for some fresh air? Then we can sit in the sun and have our lunch, and we can have a little chat while Baby Daphne has her bottle and PJ her sippy-cup." She wiped up the drops of food stuck to the tray top and tossed the washcloth in the sink before unlocking the plastic tray and lifting it to the right. Pam stepped behind the highchair and unclipped the waist strap, feeding it through the metal loop behind the seat so Jane could free her baby from the restraints. "I can't believe how simple that is - or how effective," Pam commented in admiration, holding up the pink webbing strap. 
       Jane smiled and nodded as she helped her baby climb down. "I know. She can't get out of her highchair once she's strapped in - just like any normal toddler."
      "Ingenious!" Pam patted the raised tray and glanced at PJ sitting nearby. "I might have to buy one of these for my little girl." The satin-clad sissy blushed and smiled nervously.
       "I'll show you the website after we put the girls down for their nap," Jane offered. "Here, baby."
       Mommy handed Baby Daphne a sloshing big baby bottle of warm milk and led her out the back door by her free hand. Pam followed close behind holding PJ's hand, his other clutching a full pink sippy-cup to his bra-covered breast. "Oh my God!" Pam trilled, when she sighted the big playpen sitting on the tiled patio outside the kitchen window. "Look at that, PJ!" The pen looked like timber but was actually made of embossed coloured steel. The thumb-thick bars were spaced far enough apart to allow the occupant to poke her arm through, but nothing else. It stood five feet high, with a double railing - the top one apparently covered in a 'teething ring' of slippery white plastic material. The plastic tube enclosed the round steel bar inside and if the occupant tried to grab it for support to climb out, it would twirl uselessly in their hands. 
     The adult-sized playpen was two metres by two and a half metres, (six foot by eight) with a padded, waterproof pink viny floor decorated with skipping Nursery-rhyme characters. Jane crouched down to unlock the low gate, and as she stood she raised the hinged gate in invitation. The opening was only eighteen inches high and the same wide - just enough space for a small adult to crawl inside. Baby Daphne had spent many hours in the playpen playing with her dollies, and she dropped onto all fours and crawled inside the narrow opening without being ordered, carefully keeping her bottle upright to avoid spillages. 
      "In you hop, little girl," Pam cooed to her worried looking sissy, who submissively dropped onto his hands and knees and crawled under the raised gate. His broader shoulders got stuck for a moment until he twisted his body sideways. Jane gave his bobbing satin-covered seat an encouraging wallop to hurry him along, and when PJ lunged forward and squealed in pain, she realised she was used to smacking her diapered baby's well-padded bottom. She glanced uncertainly at her guest's face but Pam merely smiled when her sissy swiftly twirled around and sat on his injured pride, poking out his bottom lip in sulky reproval beneath the bobbing guard of his dum-dums.
        Jane lowered the gate and the locking bolt automatically shot home, sealing their children in their kiddie-prison. She showed Pam how the bars were set closer either side of the gate, to prevent naughty fingers being able to reach the release button - which required pressing a catch with the fingers of one hand while the other slid open the bolt. "Even if one of them could reach it with one hand, they can't loosen the bolt without pressing those bits closed at the same time. See?"
      "Fantastic!" Pam commented, her tone full of admiration. "It must have cost a bomb, though." 
      "It did," Jane admitted as she stood and turned away, leading the way back to the house. "But what price can you put on security?" She glanced back at the sissies sitting in the playpen spitting out their pacifiers, facing each other and raising their respective drinking vessels to suck. "When my little girl is safely locked in her playpen, I know she's not going anywhere!"
          When the women disappeared inside the house, PJ let the sipping spout fall from his lips. He swallowed a mouthful of warm milk, smiling tenderly at his new friend. "Thank you, Baby Daphne," PJ whispered in that soft sweet voice - halfway between masculine and feminine, in tones oh-so dulcet. "Thank you for - for what you did inside. You know?" He tilted his bonneted head towards the downstairs bathroom. 
        "Don't mention it," Daphne whispered in reply, a warm flush of embarrassment colouring her high round cheeks. She stuck the clear silicon teat back between her lips and resumed sucking, looking everywhere except at the grateful sissy's face. 
        "No, really! It was wonderful!"
        
         Daphne plucked out the teat, ignoring the spray of milk over her chin. "I'm not gay!" she spluttered defensively, before resuming suckling.
        "Me neither," rejoined PJ with a dismissive shrug. "That was the first time any guy - except a doctor - has ever touched my junk. But no one - no girl - has ever blown me like that! It was fabulous!" He smiled so winningly that Daphne was forced to smile in return, then she giggled. That set PJ to giggling, and when the mothers emerged carrying sandwiches on plates and glasses of white wine, the sissies were rolling on the padded vinyl floor in fits of hysterics. 
         "It's good to see our girls getting along so well," Pam observed with a pleased smile. 
         "Isn't it just," Jane rejoined, leading her guest down the sandstone path to the lounge chairs set out on the lawn. 'Now that we've set everything up for later, we can sit down and relax, and enjoy our lunches." The white plastic outdoor furniture was about ten metres from the playpen, facing the giggling little girls, and the women set their glasses and plates on small side tables affixed to the recliner lounges. The position allowed the mothers to observe their sissies in the playpen, yet converse freely without the little ones being able to eavesdrop. 
     Jane explained the way she liked to punish Baby Daphne, and Pam eagerly accepted her offer to watch the proceedings. When Pam swallowed a mouthful of delicious chicken and salad sandwich, she asked, "Would you like my PJ to watch, too?"
      "Of course!" Jane replied, taking a sip of wine to rinse her mouth before adding, "I'm sure watching my sissy take her punishment will provide a salutary lesson for your sissy - and let her know what she could be in for, if you decide to let me babysit her one weekend in the future."
       "I agree."
        In the playpen, Daphne was sitting with her back to the watching women. PJ sat directly in front of her with his legs crossed, his white patent Maryjanes tucked under opposite knees, a profusion of white frilly lace either side of his pink satin-clad crotch. Daphne sat with her legs splayed helplessly wide, due to the wad of bulky cloth between her thighs, her frothy white petticoats poking out everywhere under her cute little lavender frock. PJ glanced over the sitting baby's shoulder and wriggled his bottom closer, making sure the right side of his body was mostly concealed behind the smaller, skinnier diapered child. 
       PJ reached out and flipped up her frothy petties in swishing confusion, then reached under the billowing layers of chiffon to hesitantly pat his new friend's padded crotch. "Ooo!" he whispered, "Your panties feel warm!" He ran his palm over the slippery nylon-covered plastic, feeling for the warmest spot - and thrilling the diapered sissy in the process.
        "Do you like wearing diapers all the time?" PJ asked between slurps on the sipping spout, pressing the warm wad of cloth and gel padding more firmly against the sissy's damp groin. 
       Daphne shrugged her shoulders and mombled around the dripping teat, "I gueth tho. I mean, I uthed to fantathithe about it all the time - but in weal wife?" She sucked and swallowed a few times before adding, "Thometimeth it'th a pain in the butt - but mothtly - I need them." She unconsciously began rocking her hips, surreptitiously thrusting her padded crotch against the firm hand pressing against her excited groin.
      "What do you mean? You need them?" PJ softly inquired, locating the sissy baby's trapped stiffie with difficulty and wrapping his fingers around the little bulge - as much as her wet diapers and rustling rumba panties permitted, anyway. He began to rhythmically squeeze and rub, and he looked pleased when the pretty little baby girl let out a muffled whimper of arousal. "Really?"
      Daphne nodded, then raised the base of the bottle high and tilted back her head to suck out the last few drops. That didn't stop her rocking and rolling her diapered loins a little faster, pressing harder against the sweet hand that caressed her throbbing clittie. When she plucked the teat from her lips, air was noisily sucked back in. She likewise gulped in a lungful of air and spluttered, "I weally need my diaperth. I can't contwol my wee-weeth any more, And- and I fink I'm lothing contwol of my poo-pooth - my bowelth, too." She blushed prettily as she placed her empty bottle on the padded floor beside her.
       PJ asked, "How long have you been diapered full-time?"
       "Month'th!" Daphne whimpered, wiping her grubby chin with a dry corner of her bib. She gave a hearty belch and belatedly covered her mouth with both hands. "Oopth! Thowwy! Exthcuthe me!" PJ burped loudly too and they both giggled. 
         When the women finished their lunches - and their conversation -  they took their plates and glasses to the kitchen, then returned to the playpen. The overgrown toddlers looked up innocently at their mommies, their pacifiers busily bobbing in the mouths as they noisily sucked. Jane stood next to the barred railing and she was tall enough in her towering heels to easily poke her right arm over the top, all the way to her armpit. The sissies tried not to stare as her massive breasts were thrust between the bars, compressing the soft flesh and making them bulge oddly. "Pass me your empty bottle, baby, and PJ's sippy-cup, too," Jane commanded. "Good girl." She turned and handed everything to Pam, saying, "Watch this." She crouched in front of the low gate and grabbed the release mechanism with her left hand. "You squeeze together these two bits here," she instructed, using her thumb and index finger, "then you can slide open the bolt with your other hand. Simple." She raised the barred gate high as she stood, waving to the enclosed sissies. "Come on, girls. Out you crawl."
        Pam helped her sissy stand and after Jane clutched Baby Daphne's hand, the women led their charges inside the house, through the kitchen and into the living room. Jane sat on one of the grey sofas and guided Daphne to stand between her knees. Her tiny suede mini rode up and the anxious big baby couldn't help sneaking a peek between Mommy's spread thighs, catching a glimpse of her bright red panties. The diapered sissy's knees began to knock when he spied the paddle lying beside Mommy, next to a fresh disposable diaper. "Hold up your frock for Mommy," she ordered. When Daphne obeyed, Jane pulled down his purple rumba panties to his ankles and unpinned his cloth diaper. It was damp around the crotch and yellowed with urine, but otherwise mostly dry. His disposable on the other hand hung heavily from the tapes over his hips, yellow and sodden.
      "What a wet diaper!" Pam exclaimed, standing on Daphne's left and holding PJ's hand and drawing her sissy beside her so they could both see.
       "Yes, my baby girl is a heavy wetter," Jane agreed with a sigh of long-suffering, gently patting the warm swollen front before ripping open the tapes. She let the heavy disposable fall between Daphne's thighs, and it came to rest on top of the cloth diaper and bunched rumba panties. Daphne shivered in shame when her tiny clittie was revealed to their guests, still semi-stiff after the attention PJ had been giving her in the playpen. 
     "Hold your frock and petties up out of the way for Mommy," Jane commanded. She grabbed him by the hips and steered him shuffling to her right side, then released him to spread the clean disposable over her shapely thighs. "Alright, Baby Daphne. Assume the position." With a whimper of acceptance Baby Daphne let herself be guided face-down over Mommy's lap, her bare bottom perched high and her pigtails brushing the carpet. The plastic-lined panties around her ankles kept her feet from thrashing about too much, and she let the backs of her knuckles rest on the floor. Jane picked up the paddle and stretched her right arm, asking, "Why are we being punished, Baby Daphne?"
       Daphne spat out her dum-dums before replying. "For- for dithobeying Mommy," she snivelled, tears already welling in her eyes. 
      "That's right!" Jane brightly agreed. "Mommy asked you to answer the front door when our guests arrived, but you disobeyed her."
       "I'm thowwy Mommy - WHACK! - Ow!"
       "Naughty baby!" WHACK! 
       "Oww! Oh! I- I'm thowwy Mom- WHACK! Owie!"
       "Bad baby girl!" WHACK! 
       "OWW! Wah!"
       "Baby girls must do - WHACK! - as - WHACK! - Mommy - WHACK! - tells them!" WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! 
       
         "Waah! Waaah! Waaah !" Baby Daphne sobbed her heart out, her crimson bottom cheeks bouncing violently with every savage blow. Despite the blazing pain she was relieved when it appeared Mommy had finished after only ten strokes. Jane grabbed her shoulders and helped her contrite little girl slide sideways off her lap and onto her knees. Daphne knelt there crying and rubbing her battered bumcheeks with both palms, while Mommy took the disposable from her lap and held it up to show their guests the fresh yellow patch. Her arched eyebrows climbed her forehead when she spotted what PJ was doing. Pam's smile froze when her lively brown eyes followed Jane's line of sight to her sissy's crotch. 
       PJ had become so aroused watching the sadomasochistic display in front of them, he couldn't resist sliding his free hand over the front of his shiny pink satin shorts and fondling his obvious hard-on through his slinky clothing. "PJ! Stop that!" Pam snapped, releasing his right hand to reach back and wallop his bottom. "Naughty girl!" The pretty sissy squealed in shock/pain and his hands whipped behind him to rub the injured spot. Daphne could clearly see the outline of PJ's big stiffie through the tight satin shorts, the swollen head poking up towards his belly button.
           Jane stood and turned to her kneeling sissy, holding out her hands. "Stand up, baby girl," Mommy ordered, and she took Daphne's trembling hands and helped her to shakily stand. Jane sniffed in disapproval at PJ as she steered her snivelling sissy to the end of the coffee table, the big baby taking tiny awkward steps due to the infantile underwear trapped around her ankles. Mommy guided Daphne backwards until the backs of her knees struck the end of the narrow wooden table.
       "Oh no, Mommy! Pweathe no, Mommy?" Daphne wailed as Jane forced her to sit, then lie back on the hard top. 
       "Shh, baby! Mommy hasn't finished punishing you yet," Jane informed the frightened child with a wolfish smile. "Bend your knees and lift those footsies!" Daphne snivelled in shame and bent her knees back to her chest and spread her thighs wide, her shrivelled damp bits and pieces on public display. 
        "I might have to borrow that paddle when you're done, to teach my little girl a lesson, too," Pam commented archly.
      "Certainly!" Jane replied with obvious enthusiasm. "A good hard paddling always helps teach sissies their proper place." She peeled off Baby Daphne's rumba panties without removing her white patent Maryjanes, and wrapped the swollen disposable in the cloth diaper before tossing it aside. "Leggies right up!" she instructed the sniffling sissy. Daphne obeyed, acutely aware that her limp little clittie was dangling between her legs for everyone to see.
       Jane tucked the paddle under one armpit and wriggled her tight brown skirt higher over her broad womanly bottom as she straddled the narrow table, standing over her supine sissy's upturned face. "A girlfriend showed me this technique a month or so ago, and it's become one of my favourites," Jane informed Pam. Daphne was staring up between Mommy's splayed thighs, right between her legs, and she was wearing the tiniest red G-string the sissy had ever seen. 
      The crotch piece was like a piece of lace-edged red twine, and despite the tears clouding her vision, Daphne could see Mommy's swollen labia almost engulfed the narrow strip of lingerie. It disappeared completely where it passed between her creamy round buttocks, and although the sight would have normally been arousing, all the sissy baby could think of was the pain searing her buttocks - and the punishment yet to come. Baby Daphne squeaked in alarm when Mommy's beautiful curvy bottom dropped on top of her face, her snub nose helplessly burrowing between those smooth fleshy globes. 
         
       Jane placed the paddle against her tummy for a moment and snatched the wriggling sissy's feet, and she tucked each ankle under her armpits, trapping them in place and making sure the baby's crimson cheeks were perfectly presented for further punishment. She rocked her bottom on the sissy' face, making herself comfortable as she took up the paddle once more. WHACK! The sissy's scream of anguish was barely audible, but the jerking reaction was certainly worthwhile. "Lick Mommy!" Jane loudly commanded. WHACK! "Ahhh!" WHACK! WHACK! "Don't stop! Or Mommy will hit you harder!" WHACK!  WHACK!  WHACK! "Oh yes! Mmm! Yeah baby!" WHACK! WHACK! "Oh! Ohh! Ooo!" WHACK! WHACK! 
       Even though she'd ordered him to stop caressing himself, Pam replaced her sissy's hand with her own as they watched the erotic display of corporal punishment. Pam continued rubbing his tenting hard-on through his pink satin shorts and PJ whimpered in arousal as his Mama fondled him. Pam's other hand reached behind him to stroke his satin-clad seat, pressing her fingertips into the slinky layers bunched between his cheeks and fingering his bumcrack. After Jane's orgasmic cries and frenzied pelvic gyrations slowed to a halt, she gazed up at her entranced audience with a self-satisfied smile, her wide blue eyes failing to focus for a few seconds.
       "Whew!" Jane gasped, tossing the paddle on the lounge to her right and relaxing on her sissy's face for a few seconds. Her blinking eyes came back into focus and her smile grew wider when she saw what Pam was doing to her wide-eyed sissy. "Wow! That was fabulous!" Jane panted as she stood and shakily dismounted. Baby Daphne's legs dropped until her trembling shod feet came to rest on the carpet, and despite the pain and humiliation, her little clittie had thickened and swollen to half-mast. The gasping sissy's chin and nose were shiny with Mommy's juices, her cheeks wet with her own tears.
       Pam politely asked, "May I try?" Jane happily indicated the raven-haired beauty should take her place, but Pam shook her head. "I prefer to use my own sissy." She took Daphne's hands and helped her to her feet, easing the staggering child to stand to one side. The weeping sissy baby shivered all over as she urgently rubbed her blazing bottom. Pam looked at PJ and waved him towards the coffee table, and with a moue of fear, the bonneted sissy backed up towards the indicated end. Pam stopped him with an upheld palm and reached around his slender waist to unfasten the catch in the waistband of his shorts and lower the rear zip. She tugged down the shiny pink shorts and PJ's white satin bloomers too, although the tight elastic waistband caught on the head of his hard-on for a few seconds. 
       When his shorts and bloomers were puddled around his ankles, Pam ordered him to step out of them. Daphne couldn't stop staring at PJ's massive erection where it bobbed about in front of his tummy. It was at least six inches long, and so thick! "Sit down and lie back, honey-bunny." Pam waved in indication and PJ tentatively lay back, the soles of his Maryjane sandals resting on the floor. The submissive supine position only made his erection stand out more prominently, and Daphne wiped the remaining tears from her eyes so she could see more clearly. Pam turned to her handbag lying on the other sofa and took out a thin white latex glove.
      When her fingers were inserted all the way in in the glove, she dived into her handbag once more and produced a small plastic tub of Vaseline. "Lift your legs, PJ, and grab hold of your knees. Good girl. Now stay like that." PJ's bottom was white and baby-smooth, yet too slender and muscular to be considered feminine. Baby Daphne's plucked eyebrows soared when Pam stuck the tip of her gloved index finger into the tub of Vaseline, scooping out a blob of greasy lubricant. Mommy sat on the lounge in front of the supine sissy to watch, an expectant smile on her beautiful face. Pam stepped over to the end of the coffee table, standing between her sissy's spread feet and tossing Jane a shark-like smile. "Open up, honey." Pam ordered. She pressed a wad of lubricant against PJ's puckered opening with the tip of her gloved finger, and it soon dilated at the familiar pressure.
       The submissive sissy closed his eyes and whimpered as his Mama slowly penetrated him, her swirling greasy finger delving deeper and deeper, until it was buried to the last knuckle. Even though he screwed up his face, his bouncing erection only seemed to get bigger. "Good girl," Pam purred, sliding her gloved digit in and out as she twirled it around. "I can't feel any poo." PJ's excited whimpers could easily be heard between his noisy slurps on his dum-dums. "Ooo! Does my little girl like that?" Pam teased him with a cheeky grin. She slowly withdrew and when her slippery finger slid all the way out, she teased him open again with the tips of two fingers this time. "Open wide for Mama, little girl," Pam sang. "Open right up!" PJ's moans grew louder when his Mama penetrated him with two gloved fingers, and when she relentlessly slid them all the way home, the excited sissy responded by pulling his legs back further, spreading his knees wider so she could finger him like a horny schoolgirl slut.
       "Ooo! My little girl really likes that!" Pam observed with a teasing smile. She plucked out her fingers and inspected the glove, but from where Baby Daphne stood, it didn't look dirty. Obviously his Mama agreed. "Good girl," Pam praised him. "Mama told you to do a big poo on the potty this morning, and you seem to have got everything out. But just in case… Jane, could you hand me the diaper you used to protect your lap?"
       "Certainly!" Jane had rolled up the damp disposable diaper and placed it on the floor near her feet, and she reached down and handed it to her new friend.
        "Thanks." Pam unrolled the plastic-backed diaper and commanded, "Lift that bot-bot for Mama." She slid the slightly-used disposable under her sissy's raised bottom, then ordered, "Down." PJ pulled a face when his bum came to rest on the cool damp patch, but he was distracted when his Mama reached into her handbag one last time to produce a latex butt-plug. The flesh-coloured plug was about five inches long - longer than Baby Daphne's erect clittie - but about twice as thick at the widest point, two inches from the tip. Then it narrowed into a slender bottle neck, about the circumference of Baby Daphne's thumb, with a flat round base about two inches in diameter.
       "Are you ready, little girl?" Pam sweetly inquired. "Are you ready to open up like a good girl for Mama?"
       "Oh Mama! Yes Mama!" PJ whispered, "Please- please be gentle, Mama?" 
       "Aren't I always?"
         Pam used the fingers of her left hand to spread his shivering buttocks, and when she had stretched smooth every wrinkle of his puckered anus, she pressed the rounded tip of the plug against his lubricated hole. "Open up for Mama, honey-bunny. Show your Aunty Jane and Baby Daphne how much you want to be a real girl." As she crooned to him in encouragement, she slowly but surely buried the tip of the butt-plug inside his twitching back door. Daphne kept both hands on her bottom, rubbing away the pain - plus it kept her naughty paws away from her stiff clittie. She couldn't understand why it excited her so much to see her new friend PJ being treated like a real girl. 
       Daphne's eyes widened and she sucked harder on her dum-dums when the supine sissy moaned in acceptance, his violated sphincter dilating to receive the fat rubber intruder. "That's it, honey-bunny. Open up nice and wide for me. Good girl!" Pam could feel him relaxing open and she took advantage, pushing the tool all the way inside him, till his ravaged anal sphincter clamped on the narrower bottle neck. The flat pink base came to rest against his bumcrack, and his twitching buttocks almost seemed to be trying to suck it deeper. "That's it, honey. Keep it deep inside. See? You do like it!" Pam pressed her left palm over the base of the plug, holding it in place lest he should try to reject her latex offering, while her other fingers curled around his bobbing erection. She briefly caressed his pounding tool and he groaned in frustration around his dum-dums when she released him.
      "You keep that up there," Pam warned him as she peeled off the glove and tossed it aside. She gave him a swift hard smack across the base of the plug, her open palm managing to strike both quivering buttocks and simultaneously driving home the sex toy. She smiled in satisfaction at her sissy's indignant squeal. Pam tugged her brief denim skirt high around her slender waist, exposing her lacy red nylon underwear.  "Spit out your pacifier, PJ." She reached between her muscular thighs with both hands and there were some tiny popping sounds as she unfastened the snaps of her bodysuit. The elastic crotch pieces slid up out of sight under her raised blue skirt and when she moved her hands aside, it looked like she was naked below the waist. The sight of her childishly-hairless slit only made Daphne more excited.
         The buxom thirty-something straddled the coffee table facing her sissy's feet, and lowered her moist opening over PJ's face. She wriggled from side to side and rocked her hips back and forth for a few moments, making herself comfortable, then commanded, "Lift your feet higher and bend your knees back for Mama, honey." Like Jane, she tucked his feet under her armpits, clamping his forelegs against her torso with her upper arms. His trembling pale buttocks looked so white compared to his tanned legs and the pink latex base buried in his bumcrack. When Pam turned to look for the paddle, Jane was already holding it out handle-first, ready. "Thanks." Jane collapsed back on the lounge, letting her thighs flop daringly wide and trailing her fingers under the hem of her tiny leather mini. 
        Pam gripped the leather-wrapped handle and stretched and flexed her right arm, ordering, " Lick Mama, little girl. And you'd better do a good job - because Mama is going to paddle your bottom until you make her cum!" She sighed in pleasure as he began urgently licking her pulsating opening, and she rocked her wide womanly hips backwards slightly to grant him greater access to her garden of heavenly delights. Daphne noticed the butt-plug was starting to slide out of the sissy's bottom, oozing slowly out like a reluctantly emerging turd. Pam reached between his legs with her free left hand and with the tips of two fingers resting on the base, she slowly but relentlessly pushed it all the way back inside him again, warning him; "Don't you dare spit that out!" WHACK! 
        Daphne heard the trapped sissy squeal when the paddle landed, driving the plug home and striking both cheeks, but the sound was almost completely smothered by his Mama's big round bottom. The standing big baby didn't notice his Mommy was frantically masturbating while Pam violated and beat her sissy, despite the quiet grunting sounds she was making. Daphne's wide blue eyes were glued to the erotic scene on the coffee table. "Put your tongue inside me," Pam breathlessly commanded. "Mmm, That's better. All the way inside me, little girl. Ahhh!" As her sissy focused on his task, the butt-plug started to ooze out again. Pam aimed for the round flat base, a perfectly presented target. WHACK!  
       "Ahh! Mmm!" Pam groaned. "That's better. Push your tongue in and out of Mama. Ohhh!" WHACK! As soon as the fat plug slid out more than an inch or two, Pam slammed it home again with the wooden paddle. WHACK! "Faster!" she commanded in a hoarse throaty voice. Out the plug slid. WHACK!  In it slammed. Out it slid. WHACK! Pam smashed it all the way inside him again, like she was fucking him and punishing him at the same time. WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! Her cruelty only seemed to inspire her submissive husband to greater efforts.  "Oh yes! Yes! Mmm! Now lick Mama's clit." WHACK!  WHACK!  "Lick me! Harder!" WHACK! "Harder!" WHACK!  "Faster!" WHACK! WHACK! "Ohh! Yeah, like that!" WHACK!  WHACK!  "Oh yeah! Yeah baby! Ye-ah-ah-ah-aahh!" WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! "Aieeee!" WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! The noises Pam made when she climaxed drove Jane over the edge too, and when his Mommy simultaneously squealed in orgasm, Baby Daphne didn't know where to look. 
        The raven-haired beauty dropped the paddle as she shuddered and jerked. She grabbed her sissy's knees, clutching them for balance as the throes of her climax swept her way. She moaned and jerked for about half a minute or longer, and when she came down every muscle seemed to relax. Her whole weight came to rest on her sissy's face, and she didn't seem to notice she was suffocating him for a minute. It wasn't until he began to violently jerk and twitch that she realised something was wrong. The greasy plug popped out with an audible 'plop,' fortunately landing on the open diaper. "Wow! That was sensational!" Pam gasped breathlessly. She laughed raggedly as she staggered upright, and when she stepped aside, Daphne could see the red-faced sissy likewise gasping for breath.
        
        Jane giggled as she recovered from her tumultuous orgasm, and when she noticed her naughty baby was peeking at her panties, she demurely wriggled her skirt back into place. She pointed to the hallway to distract her excited child. "Alright, Baby Daphne. Into the naughty corner with you," she hoarsely commanded. Her knees were still trembling when she stood up to make sure her instructions were being followed.
         "I think my little girl should spend some time in the naughty corner, too," Pam suggested. Jane smiled and nodded.
          "I agree. It drives home the lesson more effectively, I think." 
          "Stay there for a moment, little girl," Pam ordered PJ. 
          Jane walked out while Pam was reinserting the slippery plug inside her supine sissy's bottom, and then she tightly taped the used diaper around his hips to keep it in place. She patted his bulging erection through the cold clammy padding and warned him, "Okay, up you hop - but be careful. You keep that plug inside your bot-bot until Mama says you can push it out, PJ. Understand?"
         "Yes Mama," he squeaked through shiny cum-drenched lips. He waddled after her into the hallway, one hand cupped over his padded bottom, the other cupping his throbbing erection. 
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       Benny didn't notice the sixteen-year-old junior until she was standing right in front of him, and he started in alarm when he was rudely ripped from his reminiscences. He recognised the slim brunette plucking at the ribbon ties under his chin, and she removed the hated pink bonnet, tossing it on the seat beside him on top of his harness and reins. Natalie smiled at the dolly sitting up primly on the seat on the other side the diapered sissy. He noticed Eva had replaced his change bag where Nanny had left it, under the seat holding his harness.  "Come on, baby girl," Natalie cooed. "Leave your things here and let's go wash your hair. Leave Nancy right there on that seat. She'll be right for the moment." 
      The bubbly brunette led the diapered sissy halfway through the salon to the row of white porcelain basins on the left. She sat the pacifier-sucking big baby at a moulded basin between two smiling young women, and she clipped a semi-transparent pink plastic apron over his pretty green frock and tell-tale bib. He leaned back till his neck rested on the cool porcelain and tried to tell Natalie about his weekend and everything Mommy and Uncle Jake had done. The water gushing in his ears meant he had no idea how loudly he was speaking. Despite his pacifier-muffled lisping speech, the women either side of him clearly heard every embarrassing word - as did half the salon. Many amused glances were tossed around between the listening women, and after a few minutes of overhearing his humiliating confession, most couldn't stop giggling.
     While Natalie vigorously towel-dried his hair, the pressure inside built. The two suppositories inserted earlier were not to be denied. The junior poured some strong-smelling, thick viscous liquid on his head and started vigorously massaging it into his long blonde locks. When she pressed down firmly, Daphne quietly farted - and followed through! Without warning, without any real resistance, the warm slurry escaped Daphne's straining sphincter and invaded the seat of her damp Abriform maxi. Her bum was firmly planted on the chair and the emerging soft stool had nowhere to escape but up her bumcrack, towards the waistband of her baby panties. All the desperate baby girl could do was rise slightly from the chair in a hurried attempt to stop the mess squirting up her back and leaking everywhere. 
       The act of squatting caused another explosive release of soft excrement, spreading in all directions and pooling in the crotch of his diaper. Daphne moaned in acceptance of her fate, relaxing and letting it happen. "What are you doing?" the apprentice hairdresser demanded. "Sit back down and keep still." Unaware of her predicament, Natalie forced the wriggling child back down in the seat as she briskly massaged in the perm solution, the chemical stink making Daphne's nose wrinkle. "Stop wriggling about." His bottom settled into the squishy mess like sinking into warm sticky mud. He belatedly realised he was peeing as well, adding the noxious mix in his diaper. 
      It was so sudden, so quick - he froze in shock. If Benny retained any hint of adult belief in his ability to control his bodily functions, it ceased from that moment. Completely unaware of Emma's sleight of hand with the suppositories earlier, Daphne honestly believed regular diapering and constant denial of toilet usage were solely responsible her diminishing bowel incontinence. Only yesterday she had messed herself twice in Nanna's house without meaning to, and now - apparently involuntarily - she had done it again while alone here at the salon. From that moment on, Benny/Daphne never regained the will to control herself. In her fractured mind, she needed her Mommy to start potty-training her. She needed to relearn control all over again. 
      Isabell came to fetch Daphne, and she asked Natalie to assist her winding his damp hair in the dozens of tiny rollers. Her aim was to create a bouffant style of platinum blonde curls which looked natural and unforced - but wouldn't in any way seem adult. A style mimicking a four-year-old Shirley Temple's unrestrained shoulder-length curls, and giving easy adaptability between pigtails or bunches or left simply held back with an Alice band. She planned to modify the look slightly so the resultant curls would flow out prettily from under his new bonnets. Temporarily oblivious to the smell of his dirty diaper due to the overpowering perm solution, Isy led the diapered sissy baby through the salon towards her work station. 
      All hairdressers love to chat, and Isabell was no exception. "Your friend PJ comes here now to have his hair done," she informed him, as she and Natalie wound dozens of tiny curlers in his hair. "But he has his in a page-boy style, not all little-girlie like you like. Although that might change - as his Mommy is thinking of putting him back in diapers! Did you know that? Apparently she saw how sweet and obedient you were when you're diapered and all dolled up." 
      Benny blushed as he thought of his new friend perhaps having to wear diapers because of him. He remembered how Mommy had diapered PJ before she locked them in the crib together for their afternoon naps. Perversely he was pleased in a way, as he still felt embarrassed about wetting and messing his diapers in front of his friend, and the frequent changes that always seemed to occur whenever PJ and his Mama came to visit. It would be good to know he wasn't the only sissy toddler in diapers and baby panties.
     He winced when the women shoved metal clips in the rollers to hold them in place, the pointy ends occasionally jabbing his scalp. Trying to the ignore the faces of the many women and girls grinning at him, he began to tell Aunty Isabell about Unca Jake and Mommy and his clittie-cage and everything. Like a good hairdresser she would croon, "Oh really?" or "Is that so?" every now and then, even though she'd already heard most of the bizarre story while he was trying to tell Natalie at the basin. Plus Gail had handed around the letter and card addressed to Uncle Jake for all the staff to read. Isabell didn't bother trying to control her laughter. She and Natalie kept exchanging disbelieving glances and bemused grimaces behind the sissy's back. 
       As soon as they finished rolling the curlers in his hair, Isy removed the pink plastic gown, took his hand, and led him over to a bank of wall-mounted bowl hairdryers. He had to sit under the noisy dryer for about forty minutes while various women strolled past, smiling and winking at him, or giving him friendly little waves. As his head got hotter and hotter, the stench of his poopy diaper grew stronger and stronger. He tried to ignore the yucky smell and whiled away the time sucking his pacifier and recalling what happened on that exciting afternoon a month ago, after Mommy and Pam escorted their little girls to the naughty corner in the front hallway.
       Daphne trotted over to the pole in the naughty corner next to the front door, and crouched down to pick up her punishment pacifier. "Wait a moment, Baby Daphne," Pam commanded, making the sissy pause and look questioningly at his Mommy.
       'You can share the naughty corner with PJ before nap-time, sweetie," Mommy informed her confused baby girl with a sly smile. 'Hold onto your punishment pacifier, but step aside."
      Pam waved her diapered sissy into the corner. "Sit down with your back to the pole, honey-bunny." He obeyed without question, wincing when his diapered rear hit the carpet and the butt-plug reasserted itself. Pam removed his bonnet, tossed it aside and took a pink leather dog collar from the back pocket of her denim skirt. It had a row of sparkling diamantes around it, and a big steel buckle. She leaned into the corner and threaded the tongue end behind the floor-to-ceiling pole. "Lift your chin, honey. Good girl." She buckled the wide pink collar around PJ's neck, binding him to the chromed rod. 
       "Alright, Baby Daphne. Take your place," Mommy commanded, a glint of amusement in her wide blue eyes. The anxious sissy had to straddle PJ's outthrust legs to get her nose in the corner properly, and when she was in the required position, her nose touching the cold pole, she sucked noisily on the fat rubber teat to indicate it was in her mouth where it should be. Daphne's lavender frock and frothy chiffon petticoats billowed around PJ's face, which was almost level with her belly-button. "Alright girls, you can stay there for twenty minutes, and think about what you did to end up in the naughty corner again." To Pam Jane added, "I'll just switch on the movement detector. There! Now they can't move without setting off the alarm."
     
         Pam laughed as she commented, "I swear, you're the best-organized AB-Mommy I've ever met!"
        "So what's that? The best out of two? Not much of a field." Jane giggled to take the sting out of her observation and insisted, "Come and have another glass of wine. I can show your those AB furniture websites…" Their voices trailed off as they disappeared deeper inside the house, leaving the two sissy trapped in the naughty corner.  
         The only sound for a minute or two was the noisy sucking sounds as Baby Daphne rhythmically slurped on her dum-dums. The regular sounds paused for a second before Daphne quietly asked, "Are you okay?"
       "Yes - but I don't have my dum-dums," PJ softly complained, his sweet androgynous voice strangely muffled by the frothy layers of chiffon brushing against his face. 
        'Where ith it?" Daphne asked, her high-pitched baby voice full of concern. She knew how much she hated losing her precious dum-dums.
        "It fell off when Mama was - was riding my face. You know."
        "Oh." Daphne nodded. "I have a thpare one cwipped to my fwock. You can bowwow that, if you want to," she kindly offered. "But you'll have to weach up and take it. I can't move my handy-pandies fwom behind my back"
       "Why not?"
        "It'th not awwowed. Mommy thaid tho. Pwuth - the movement detector. It weally workth, and it'th weally noithy!"
         The was silence for a few seconds. Daphne asked, "Doeth it hurt? The plug up your bot-bot, I mean."
       "Nahh. I'm pretty used to it. Plus my Mama has a strap-on dildo she likes to use on me occasionally. You should see the size of that!" He could see the sissy-baby's frock and petties twitching below his nose, and he knew she was excited.  PJ softly inquired, "The movement detector can't see my hands if they're concealed behind your legs, right?" Daphne squeaked and jumped slightly when she felt warm fingers creeping up the front of each shin, the palms sliding up past her knees and under the mass of petticoats.
       "N-no," Daphne squeaked, her stiff little clittie growing even harder. "I- I gueth not." Even though Daphne winced in trepidation, no alarm sounded when PJ's hands boldly slid under her petticoats, all the way to the tops of her trembling baby-smooth thighs. 
        "And I guess the detector can't see me do… this!" PJ raised the front of Daphne's petticoats with both hands and slipped his head underneath. His nostrils filled with the combined scents of urine and baby powder, the baby-smooth genitals inches away.
       Daphne's rock-hard clittie was like a stiff little finger pointing at PJ's chin, so slender and fragile. Pj couldn't help but feel a rush of sympathy for the ungifted little sissy as he ran his fingers over her trembling hairless tummy. He slid lower down the pole he was bound to, till his mouth was level with the swollen red head of Daphne's bobbing clittie, a bulb about the size of the end joint of his thumb. Knowing what pleased him, PJ pursed his lips and gently blew a warm stream of air over the twitching tool millimetres from his puckered lips. There was enough slack in the collar so he could lean forward an inch or two, and he reverently kissed the soft spongy head of Daphne's swollen stiff clittie.
       The pacifier-muffled whimper of excitement encouraged him to continue, and he rained a host of gentle kisses all over the darkening head and underneath, brushing his puckered lips over that supremely sensitive spot. Daphne's stiff little clittie was jerking so violently with arousal, PJ had to grasp the slender shaft around the base with one hand to keep the head from poking him in the eye. He was extra-careful, as he'd never done this before - and besides, the sissy's pathetic little weiner looked so fragile! He licked the pulsating crown again and again with the flat of his saliva drenched tongue, from bottom to top, making the throbbing clittie all wet and slippery, and enjoying the uncontrollable excited whimpers he could hear from above.
        "Shh, baby. Shhh. Not too loud," PJ cautioned the thrilled little girl. He brought his left hand to his face and licked his middle finger, leaving the tip wet with his saliva. "Unless you want our Mommies to come back and catch us?" That hand then slid between Daphne's parted thighs, the wet finger running slickly across her taint towards her bumcrack. 
        "No, no, okay," Daphne quietly squeaked - although she wasn't certain that her Mommy wouldn't have minded watching. "Pweathe don't thtop." She shuddered and moaned as the hot wet mouth engulfed her and the searching finger probed her delicate wrinkled opening. Daphne couldn't help lowering her bottom and opening her cheeks slightly, moaning, "Oh! Ohh!" Jane rarely gave Benny oral pleasure, and he was no aficionado - but what PJ was doing to him down there felt fantastic! His mouth was like a hot wet vacuum cleaner sucking the life out of her, while the moist finger gently teasing her open was driving her wild!
       Daphne sucked harder on her dum-dums as PJ sucked harder on her clittie, and she gave a muffled groan of passion when the naughty finger penetrated her sensitive little hole. She could help rocking and rolling her hips slightly, opening herself and trying to assist the collared sissy as he slid his suctioning lips up and down the length(?) of her slender shaft. Daphne could feel PJ's nose pressing against her hairless tummy for a few wonderful seconds as he swallowed every inch of her. As he sucked, his agile tongue teased her clittie under the head, tickling the extra-sensitive frenulum and pushing the baby girl closer to the precipice. 
    With each thrust of her hips, the low heels of Daphne's Maryjane sandals rose another millimetre off the carpet, her interlocked fingers clenching and unclenching behind her back, fighting to keep quiet. Under the cover of her shimmering petties, PJ's finger slid all the way home, the palm of his hand cupping and supporting the moaning sissy's trembling body. Slowly - too slowly to set off the movement detector - Daphne rose up on tippie-toes, pressing her face deeper into the corner  as she surrendered to the magical sensations engulfing her.
        "Oh! Oh! Oohh!" she moaned around the fat rubber teat she clenched between her teeth, fighting to keep her squeaky voice down. "Oh PJ! Oh PJ! That's- ohhh! That's incred- incred- incredible! Ohhhh!" Her muffled voice broke into wordless whimpering for a minute, her knees trembling like she was having a fit. "Ooo! Ohhh!" The aroused sissy's throbbing clittie grew fractionally larger for a few seconds in PJ's mouth, then the excited baby girl began to pulsate and spurt. "Mama! Mama! Baba! Ba-ba-ga-ga, ba-ba-ba!" Her anal sphincter clamped down on PJ's finger like a fleshy vise, squeezing violently and trapping him in place while she helplessly climaxed.
      PJ was actually surprised that her cum didn't taste too bad - not that there was much of it. Less than half a teaspoonful, in his estimation, which he manfully swallowed. The sissy baby had done no less for him, and he felt obliged to return the favour. He dutifully kept his lips around Daphne's twitching clittie, gently milking her slender stalk with his thumb and index finger, almost frightened of hurting the delicate child. He pumped his finger in and out of her twitching hole for a few more seconds, making sure the baby girl was completely done. 
        Daphne shuddered and moaned uncontrollably at the exquisite sensations, fighting to stay on her feet as waves of ecstasy threatened to blow her away. If she hadn't had her face buried in the corner, the walls supporting her shoulders, she would have collapsed. She was barely aware that PJ was propping her up with one strong hand under her bot-bot. He withdrew his thrilling finger and slowly pushed her tummy away, till her shrivelling clittie popped free of his lips, and he breathlessly gasped for air. Daphne continued whimpering wordlessly around her dum-dums as her whole body jerked and twitched in relief. She fought to control her shaking knees, desperate to avoid setting off the alarm. 
       Back in the salon, Daphne had to fight to remain flaccid as she recalled the fantastic erotic moment. She could never forget it, although the sharp pain biting the base of her clittie reminded her not to dwell on the pleasant memories. Natalie came back and checked her hair, and she switched off the roaring dryer and announced, "You can go back and sit in the waiting area, little girl. We'll leave those rollers in for another twenty minutes, then pop them out." The grinning apprentice urged her on her way with a crisp swat on the bottom, and Daphne could feel her sticky squishy poo-poos being mashed into fresh areas inside her soiled wet diaper. 
        Ignoring the bemused glances of the women in the reception area, Daphne picked up Nancy and gingerly sat on the padded seat, using her dolly to partially cover her bulging panty crotch. The tight elastic waistband of her baby panties popped when she relaxed, allowing some trapped gas to escape. Daphne didn't notice when the attractive thirty-something woman sitting two seats away wrinkled her nose in disgust. She turned to glare at the diapered sissy, collected her handbag from between her feet and hurriedly moved further away, choosing a seat as far from the stinky big baby as possible and whispering to the woman she sat next to. Both women then turned to stare in disdain at the diapered big baby girl, grimacing in revulsion and shaking their heads in disbelief. 
      
         Daphne couldn't help noticing that, and her cheeks turned pink with shame. She glanced down at the hands in her lap, trying to avoid the stares and whispers. She delicately touched her fingernails, checking the shiny pink enamel was dry and hard, then she stroked the smooth glossy surfaces with her fingertips in admiration. They not only looked lovely, they felt lovely, too! She smiled around the sloppy guard of her dum-dums. She stretched out her arms and spread her fingers and waggled them, the nail polish glittering attractively in the multiple overhead spotlights. And her painted pink toenails looked so pretty, she didn't want to put her shoes back on.
       One of the other women in the waiting area, stood up and shuffled over to the reception desk, leaning close to speak in confidence to the enormous black receptionist. The frowning woman turned to briefly glance over her shoulder at the big baby, and Gail turned to stare at Daphne, grimacing in disgust. The busty Jamaican nodded and said something too quiet to hear. The woman returned to her seat near Daphne with a smug smile, and a frowning Gail hauled her massive frame out of her chair and marched over to Daphne in her click-clacking high heels. She stood in front of Daphne, fists on her broad womanly hips, sneering down at the cowering child.
        "Baby girl?" Gail loudly demanded. "Have you pooped your diaper? 'Sniff-sniff!' It certainly smells like it to me!" Daphne looked up at her, fluttering her long lashes innocently, cheeks blazing, wishing she could reply - but knowing it was forbidden. When Gail received no sensible response, she scowled and waved the baby to her feet. "Stand up and lift up your dress for me," the huge woman commanded with a sigh of annoyance. Baby Daphne clambered to her feet, her cheeks pink with shame. 
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       One of the other women in the waiting area, stood up and shuffled over to the reception desk, leaning close to speak in confidence to the enormous black receptionist. The frowning woman turned to briefly glance over her shoulder at the big baby, and Gail turned to stare at Daphne, grimacing in disgust. The busty Jamaican nodded and said something too quiet to hear. The woman returned to her seat near Daphne with a smug smile, and a frowning Gail hauled her massive frame out of her chair and marched over to Daphne in her click-clacking high heels. She stood in front of Daphne, fists on her broad womanly hips, sneering down at the cowering child.
        "Baby girl?" Gail loudly demanded. "Have you pooped your diaper? 'Sniff-sniff!' It certainly smells like it to me!" Daphne looked up at her, fluttering her long lashes innocently, cheeks blazing, wishing she could reply - but knowing it was forbidden. When Gail received no sensible response, she scowled and waved the baby to her feet. "Stand up and lift up your dress for me," the huge woman commanded with a sigh of annoyance. Baby Daphne clambered to her feet, her cheeks pink with shame. 
       Benny stood in the proper position for a diaper-check, his frock and petties gathered in both hands in front and bunched up over his bosoms, feet splayed wide and knees slightly bent, poking out his padded groin to be inspected. Gail harrumphed as she pulled the waistband of his rumba panties away from his tummy, and she slid her huge right hand inside, cupping the front of his cloth diaper with her palm and probing the crotch with her fingers. 'You're only a little damp - but very smelly," she reported to the whole room. Daphne cringed in embarrassment. Gail ripped out her hand and released the waistband, ordering, "Turn around and flip up the back of your frock, sweetie." She held up one meaty paw and twirled her thick index finger in indication.
     Daphne sighed in resignation as she obediently turned around, spreading her bare feet wide. She bent over and flipped up the back of her frock and petties over her back. She poked out her padded bum and placed her hands on her splayed knees, crouching slightly and poking her bottom right out for a poopy diaper inspection. After Gail peeled back the tight elastic waistband of her green rumba panties, she groaned in dismay at the pungent aroma released by her actions.
      "Oh no! Pooh! What a dirty baby girl!" Gail released the waistband and gave the well-presented stinky bottom a hard full-armed spank. Baby Daphne lurched forward, squealing in alarm, her cheeks blazing with shame when she jerked upright and turned to face her vanquisher, both hands defensively covering her frill-laden bottom. "I guess the warning on you bib is true after all," she observed. One of Baby Daphne's hands tried to cover the tell-tale embroidered message - 'Poopy-Pants Baby.'  Gail snatched up the change bag from under the seat and held out her massive paw to Daphne. "Come with me, Baby Daphne. We need to change you out of that nasty poopy diaper before you stink out the whole salon. Pooh! Come on! Come with me, you disgusting, dirty little girl." 
      She snatched the baby's hand and dragged Baby Daphne snivelling and whimpering the length of the salon. Everyone turned to watch the embarrassed big baby's waddle of shame, and several customers held up their phones, recording the teary little girl's slow progress. Knowing she was about to be changed, Baby Daphne couldn't help squatting slightly as Gail dragged her along, bearing down and trying to empty her bowels completely before her dirty diaper was removed. She wanted to push everything out, so she wouldn't inadvertently soil her next diaper too soon.
       The door to the laser room was closed, and Isabell told the receptionist it was in use. "You can use the staff room to change her, Gail," Isy suggested, pointing to the second door with the bristled end of her hairbrush. 
       "Is there anyone in there?" Gail asked.
        Isy carelessly shrugged her shoulders. "Two juniors, I think. They won't mind."
        When Gail opened the door and barged in with Baby Daphne in tow, the two brunette teenagers sitting at the narrow wooden counter glanced up. Kirsty and Natalie were perched on padded stools, plastic tubs and plastic forks in their hands, finishing their lunch of take-away pasta salad. Baby Daphne's tummy growled emptily at the sight, but then she noticed the pink hand-made card and the humiliating letter she'd written to Jake perched on the bench, leaning against the wall. The young apprentices had been reading her mail! She whimpered in mortification as her stomach lurched and flip-flopped, all thought of food instantly forgotten. 
      "Hello! What's up, Gail?" Kirsty asked, smiling at the sissy's embarrassed expression. 
       The huge Jamaican woman held up the change bag. "Some naughty little sissy baby did a big poo in her diaper, and guess who gets to change her?" She tapped her own chest between her huge swaying breasts.
       "Oh no!" Natalie squealed, tossing her empty container aside to cover her mouth with both hands. "She didn't? Did she? You didn't, did you Baby Daphne?" The humiliated sissy merely dropped her eyes to the floor and sucked harder on her dum-dums by way of reply, and the two juniors burst into fits of laughter. "You poor thing, Gail!" Natalie sympathised, folding up the letter and shoving it and the card in the manila envelope. 
    Gail released Daphne's hand with a curt nod of agreement. She pulled a plastic-backed cribton change mat out of the diaper bag and spread it on the tiled linoleum floor. The enormous black woman waved towards the wetproof mat. "Lie down on your back, baby girl, and lift your dress and petties out of the way." With an anxious glance at the watching juniors, Baby Daphne lay down on the white cribton surface, placing her bare feet flat and lifting her messy bottom to gather her petticoats under her torso front and back, pulling them up high under her armpits and out of harm's way  - and concealing the embarrassing message on her lace-edged bib. When she was satisfied, she let her bum drop, feeling the sticky contents in her rank disposable ooze into new unexplored crevices.
       The busty Jamaican knelt on the mat between the baby's spread feet, taking everything she needed out of the change bag and laying the necessities close at hand. When she had everything ready, Gail turned back to the supine sissy and commanded, "Okay, lift that bum." She pulled down his frilly green plastic panties and when he lowered his bottom and automatically raised his feet, she dragged them over his pretty painted toenails and tossed them aside. "Those will be too smelly too use again," Gail complained with a sneer of revulsion. She unpinned his cloth diapers and lowered the front. They were hardly wet, although there were nasty brown smears along both sides of the crotch. 
       Gail grunted in annoyance when she pulled the stained diapers from under Daphne's compliantly raised rear, and she bundled them up and tossed them in a used plastic shopping bag along with his rumba panties, tying it closed to reduce the smell. She inspected the sodden brown-stained crotch of the baby's disposable, screwing up her face in disgust. "Natalie, will you grab me a pair of disposable gloves, please honey? I think this might get a bit messy."
      "Sure thing!" The cute brunette replied, and dashed out to do her bidding.
        Gail raised a questioning eyebrow at the other junior finishing her lunch. "Are you sure you wanna stick around, Kirsty? This could get a bit stinky." The watching teenager tossed back her long brown curls with a sneer of disdain.
        "I don't mind." Kirsty tossed the empty container in the bin, along with the white plastic fork. "I've got a two-year-old baby brother who's still in diapers, and I've had to change a few smelly diapers. Believe me!" Her can of Diet Coke had a blue straw poking out the top, and she poked it between her pursed red lips and took a healthy swig, her wide brown eyes glued on the big baby on the floor. Daphne shrivelled in shame, wishing she was anywhere but here. 
          Gail grinned in reply. "Yeah - but I bet they're not as messy as this big baby's poopy diaper." She poked the sodded brown-stained crotch with the tip of one finger, grimacing in distaste. Her long red fingernail made a permanent indentation in the plastic shell. "Look at it! What a great big stinky mess!" When Natalie returned and tossed her the thin disposable gloves, Gail slipped them on and ripped open the tapes. Both juniors watched with unconcealed interest when the busty black woman lowered the heavy yellowed front of the huge disposable diaper.
        "Oh my God!" Natalie cried in shock. Look at all that mess!" Her hands rose to cover her face as the noxious smell hit her. 
        "Holy shit!" Kirsty appropriately added, waving one hand under her nose. There was stinky brown excrement smeared all over the baby's crotch and bottom, and a puddle of nasty brown semi-liquid ooze gathered in the puckered crotch piece of the disposable diaper. Her pretty face similarly puckered and she wrinkled her snub nose at the rancid stench.
         "Eww!" Gail cried, likewise screwing up her face in disgust. "What a stinky mess! Yuck! You dirty baby! Natalie, grab one of those diaper sacks and hold it open for me, will you? Thanks." The frowning black woman used the relatively clean front part of the diaper to wipe most of the mess from his shrivelled privates and between his legs, groaning in revulsion every few seconds. "Ew! Eww! You are disgusting, little girl!" she scolded the humiliated sissy. "You should be ashamed of yourself, pooping your diaper here in the salon in front of all those nice ladies. Lift your legs and hold your knees to your chest." Baby Daphne cringed in embarrassment as she obeyed, her cheeks burning. 
          
       The disgruntled Jamaican opened the slim tub of baby wipes, grabbed a handful and wiped most of the mess from Daphne's upturned bottom, using another wipe to scour between his trembling buttocks a few times. She dumped the dirty wipes in the diaper sack Natalie was holding. "Okay, feet down and lift that bottom," she commanded. When Daphne obeyed, her limp clittie thrust in the air like it was demanding the girls' attention, Gail ordered, "Stay like that, little girl. Let me slide another diaper underneath you." She rolled up the badly soiled diaper first, taping it closed and carefully easing it in the diaper sack the grimacing brunette held open and ready. "Tie that closed and dump it in the bin out the back, will you?" she requested. Natalie nodded and speedily obeyed, keen to avoid stinking out the staff room.  
        Daphne remained in that embarrassing position, her cheeks turning crimson when Natalie returned, leaned over her and gaily commented, "So that's what a clittie-cage looks like! Ha!"
        "It's kind of hard to see properly," Kirsty added, leaning closer. "It's still got traces of poop on it." She sniffed loudly in disdain. "Wow! It's pretty tiny. You know? My two-year-old brother is better endowed than that!"
        Gail commanded, "Down baby." When Daphne's trembling buttocks came to rest on the soft fluffy disposable, Gail said to the girls, "I haven't finished cleaning her yet. I know what I'm doing."
        The sixteen-year-old juniors gathered either side of the change mat, staring down in fascination at Baby Daphne's trapped clittie while Gail wiped her limp little tool and wrinkled sack again and again. The poor baby had to fight to avoid becoming aroused, but the biting pain around the base of her clittie encouraged her to remain flaccid. Natalie shook her head in disbelief. "I can't believe any man would let his cock be locked up like that. Even one as tiny as that!"
       "Me neither," Kirsty responded, grimacing at the thought. 
         "But she's not a man - is she?" Gail scathingly demanded. She collected the sissy's ankles in one huge hand and scooped her feet off the mat, bending her knees back to her chest and rolling the tiny adult back on her shoulders. "Baby Daphne is a little girl. Isn't she? She's a sissy baby, and she doesn't need a great big cock." She wiped every inch of the baby's upturned buttocks, all the way to the base of her spine as she callously observed, "She has a sweet little sissy clittie to do wetties in her diapers. That's all a sissy baby like her needs. Isn't that right, baby girl?" The humiliated sissy mombled something indiscernible in reply from around the bobbing wet guard of her dum-dums.
        The other girls snickered in callous agreement as Gail lowered the baby's feet to finish cleaning her tummy and bits. She took her time, making sure the silver rings of the chastity device were shiny and bright. When she was satisfied, the smirking black woman sprinkled a handful of sweet-scented baby powder over his tummy and bits, and gently rubbed it in. She raised his legs with one hand again, squirted powder over his bumcheeks with the other, and rubbed that in too. Gail let his feet drop, removed the thin latex gloves, and dusted off her hands before taping closed his dry disposable, making it nice and tight around Daphne's tiny waist. "Lift that bottom again, baby. Good girl." Gail slid two of his thick terry cribton diapers under his raised rear, made sure they were positioned correctly, then ordered, "Drop that bottom. That's a good baby."
       Gail made sure to pin his diapers really tightly around the slender sissy's waist, used to doing this for her two-year-old niece. Her sister was a staunch conservationist who refused to use disposable diapers on her precious toddler daughter. She scrabbled in the bottom of the voluminous diaper bag for a few moments, and produced a clean pair of baby panties with a sigh of relief. She shook out the noisily rustling plastic panties - pink this time, and completely transparent. As she slid them over Baby Daphne's obediently pointed toes, the little girl knew any observer would be able to see the big pink-capped diaper pins through the see-through panties, not to mention every bump and fold of her thick cloth diapers.
       After packing the change items back in the diaper bag, Gail thrust the plastic bag containing the big baby's soiled cloth diapers on top. Daphne's frilly socks and white patent Maryjanes were lying beside the mat, waiting and ready. Gail slipped them on his feet and buckled the shiny little-girl shoes in place. She stood up, dusted off her hands, then rearranged her massive breasts inside her tight pink boob-tube. She smiled when she saw the red-faced baby staring at her swaying big titties, and crouched down and held out those huge paws for Daphne to grasp. 
       "Up we hop, baby girl. Natalie, have you finished your lunch break?" When the sixteen-year-old nodded, Gail continued. "Take this little girl back to a work station near Isabell, take out the curlers, and start brushing out her hair. Okay?" She collected the change mat from the floor, folding it up to slide it in the diaper bag, too.
       Natalie nodded agreeably. "Sure thing!" She handed the envelope containing the revealing letter and card to the tall woman, then held out her hand to Daphne. "Come on, baby girl. Let's go take those rollers out." She led the embarrassed little girl stumbling out of the staff room back into the salon.
      When they passed Isabell working on a customer, the beautiful blonde boss sweetly crooned, "Is that diaper all fresh and clean now, Baby Daphne? Does that feel better, little girl?" Her client tittered in the chair as she inspected the nodding big baby's downcast appearance in the mirror.
       "Yeth fank you Aunty Ithabell," Daphne politely murmured around her pacifier-teat as Natalie helped her into the next padded chair. The junior wheeled over a set of trays and began unwinding the sissy baby's hair from the tiny plastic curlers, tossing them and the hairclips in the respective containers. Daphne examined her long feminine lashes in the mirror in front of her, fluttering them and batting her eyes at her reflection and making Natalie chuckle. The pacifier-sucking baby's head felt much better after all the tight curlers had been removed, and as she scratched her irritated scalp with her fingertips, she watched her tight bobbing blonde curls in the mirror in disbelief. 
      Isabell stepped behind her and smacked her hands aside. "Leave your hair alone!" she briskly commanded. "I have to brush you out first. Hands in your lap, baby girl." When Daphne whimpered and obeyed, Isabell set to with a barrel brush. The sooky baby winced and whimpered every time the hairdresser ripped through a knot. "Shh! Keep still, honey. We're almost done here." She turned to the junior. "Grab my phone so I can take a few pics, Nat, and bring me her baby bonnet, too."
        "Yes Ma'am."
        Isabell swivelled Baby Daphne's chair around so she had her back to the mirror, and took a couple of snaps of the sissy girl with her phone camera. "Spit out your dum-dums, baby," she ordered, smiling when the sissy instantly obeyed. "Now smile for me. A pretty smile, sweetie. You look so gorgeous!" Daphne smiled at the honest-sounding compliment and Isabell took a few more snaps, crooning, "That's better! What a pretty little baby girl!" Daphne didn't notice the beautiful blonde wasn't the only one with her phone in he hand, snapping pics of the effeminate little sissy baby.
        She placed her phone on the bench, took the bonnet from Natalie's hands, and fitted it over the sissy's curl-covered head. It was tighter fit, and Isabell took a few minutes to ensure there was a ring of cute blonde ringlets poking out all the way around, sweetly framing her pretty face. "So sweet," she cooed as she tied the long satin ribbon sashes under his chin. She took a few more pics of the bonneted big baby, making Daphne smile prettily for the camera. Satisfied, Isabell tossed her a pleased grin and turned the sissy to face her reflection.
        Daphne gasped and blinked furiously, her long black lashes fluttering distractingly above her eyelids. Without the pacifier in her mouth she could see her lips looked swollen, puffy - and pink. Bright pink! Fuchsia pink! In the mirror, a ring of tight little blonde curls surrounded the pretty little girl's astonished face, poking out delightfully from under her sweet stiff-brimmed baby bonnet. Daphne pressed her fingertips to her puffy lips, but they were still numb. She was distracted momentarily by her pretty pink fingernails sparkling in the bright salon spotlights.  She couldn't feel her fingers touching her lips, just vague pressure against her teeth when she pressed hard. She lowered her hand and stared in fascination at her feminine pink mouth. Her tattooed lips looked and felt swollen to twice their normal size.
       "Don't you look pretty?" Isabell crooned with a pleased smile, predicting, "I'll bet your Mommy will be delighted!" Daphne nodded uncertainly, unable to tear her eyes away from the feminine face looking back at her in the mirror. The hairdresser turned her chair around and held out her hands for the sissy to take. "You can hop down now, sweetheart. Natalie will take you back to the reception area where you can wait for your Nanny. Okay? Good girl."
Chapter 18. Hypnotised.
       Baby Daphne drew harder on the silicon teat, sucking down another mouthful of soothing warm milk. She wriggled on her back on the noisily crinkling mattress cover, staring at the fairy mobile twirling slowly above her head and listening vaguely to the Nursery rhymes it played. She was aware that she was wetting her diaper - but content to let the lovely warm stream flow over her tummy and dribble down between her buttocks. She felt safe and protected locked in her barred crib, far away from the embarrassment and humiliations of the outside world. She tried not to dwell on their visit to the lingerie shop this afternoon. The sight of all that fabulous sexy underwear excited her so!
       When Nanny Emma came to collect her from the salon, Daphne prayed they were going straight home - but that was not to be. "Well look at you!" Emma cried when she marched through the front door, beaming in delight. "What a pretty little girl!" Daphne smiled gratefully at the sight of the tall slender woman,  gazing up at her in hope and clutching Nancy to her bosom. The bonneted big baby stumbled to her feet, placed Nancy on the seat behind her, and performed a quick neat curtsey.
 
     "Hewwo Nanny," Daphne mombled politely, desperate to be taken home. She glanced up entreatingly from under the stiff peaked brim of her bonnet at the tall young woman. 
     "Did you have a fun time at the hairdresser's, sweetie?" Emma's smile was shark-like.
     "Yeth Nanny. Fank you Nanny." What other response could she give? She tried to ignore the amused titters from the half-dozen women sitting nearby in the reception area.
     The tall blonde's smile grew broader. "Did you tell the girls here all your exciting news?" When the sissy baby earnestly nodded, Emma chuckled. "I'll just go and check for myself." As soon as she approached the reception desk, the huge Jamaican woman rose to her feet.
     "Hi Emma." Gail's professional smile faltered and she grimaced in Baby Daphne's direction. "I had to change your little girl's diaper while you were gone. She did a great big smelly poo-poo in her diaper, and she was stinking out the whole salon."
     "Oh no!" Emma had to hide her smile and she turned around to briefly glare at the embarrassed big baby. "What a naughty little girl!" She returned her attention to the enormous black woman and apologised. "Sorry about that, Gail."
       The taller woman waved a hand the size of a leg of ham in casual dismissal, her palm startlingly pink compared to her shiny black skin. "Don't worry about it. She's just a baby, right? And babies can't control themselves, can they?"
       "That's exactly right," Emma agreed, nodding sagely. "I think the sooner everyone realises that Daphne is nothing but a useless big baby, the sooner we'll all be better off."  When Gail tried to hand her the manila envelope containing Daphne's humiliating letter and her hand-made card, the Nanny waved it away. "Seal it closed and pop that in the post box for me, will you?' Gail smiled and nodded, and Emma took out her credit card and paid Daphne's bill.
       After a calculating glance at her anxious big baby, Emma walked further into the salon to chat with a few of the hairdressers. Each little group turned to glance at the sissy baby waiting impatiently near the reception desk, her posture and body language radiating concern. They would giggle and laugh, then chat quietly for a minute or two, some customers throwing in a comment here or there. When Emma returned to the sissy cowering near the entrance to the salon, she was all smiles. "Alright, little girl. Let's put your harness on so we can go."
       All the women in the salon stopped what they were doing to watch the tall slender blonde fit the pink leather toddler harness over the big baby's raised arms and bonnet. Daphne's cheeks were crimson as Nanny buckled the harness in place between her shoulder blades, and then Emma attached the matching leather reins to the chromed D-rings on the chest strap over her nipples. Daphne had to carry her dolly and Nanny picked up the change bag, grunting at the added weight of two wet diapers. She tugged gently on the reins. "Come on, little girl. Let's go."
       Daphne stumbled after her Nanny down the High street, assuming they were heading for the car. She kept her face downcast, her eyes glued to the footpath, trying to avoid the bemused glances of the many passers-by. She couldn't help hearing the chortles and titters, and the occasional sniggered comment. "I was pleased to hear you told all the girls at the salon about your little adventure on the weekend - and your new clittie-cage," Nanny chattily informed her silent charge. "Apparently quite a few of the hairdressers and beauticians got to see your pretty little chastity device, too. They told me all about it! That's twenty carrots you've earned already today. Isn't that wonderful?"
       Daphne chewed harder on her dum-dums to avoid saying something stupid in reply. About fifty metres from the salon, Nanny stepped inside another store, and it was only when the diapered sissy glanced up that she realise she was being dragged into 'La Perla,' the upmarket lingerie boutique. 
       Emma paused a few paces inside the carpeted store and scrabbled in her handbag. She took out the broken long-line bra - Mommy's black satin and lace basque - and thrust it into Daphne's free hand. "Here, baby. Give this to the nice lady in charge and ask if they can repair it." Daphne clumsily clutched the feminine underwear and looked up in alarm, seeing for the first time the sea of beautiful lingerie everywhere. There were half a dozen mannequins staged artfully around the store, spot-lit, wearing the cheekiest, sexiest underwear Daphne had ever seen, in every colour of the rainbow. She looked around with wide staring eyes and sucked harder on her dum-dums in wonderment, her long black lashes fluttering girlishly as her high round cheeks turned pink with embarrassment..
       "Hello, ladies. How may I help you?" The tall blonde shop assistant approaching them walked like a fashion model in her towering black high heels. Her beautiful oval face was made up to perfection, belying the simplicity of her short black cribton skirt and white button-front blouse. She wore a red nametag clipped to her blouse with her name - 'Melanie.' Her perfectly-plucked eyebrows climbed her forehead when she saw one of her customers was wearing a toddler harness and baby reins, with a huge pink pacifier stuck in her mouth. She addressed her inquiry to the older customer, of course, and she was surprised when the harnessed child held out a black basque.
      "Go on, Baby Daphne. What do you need to ask?" Emma demanded with a tug on the reins. The blonde assistant's eyebrows climbed another notch when the pacifier-sucking child performed a very credible one-handed curtsey. 
       "Exthcuthe me Mith," Daphne squeaked, the lace-edged brim of her old-fashioned bonnet trembling attractively. "Mommy's boywiend bwoke thith when they were making wuvvy-dovieth last night. Can you fixth it pweathe?"
        The beautiful blonde shook her head in disbelief. She accepted the basque after an encouraging nod from Emma, and her wide brown eyes darted from the broken clasps to the pacifier-sucking child again and again. To Emma she said, "It's only a couple of hooks and eyes broken. We can repair this for you with no trouble." She checked the cup size and glanced at Emma's smaller bosoms. "This isn't yours?"
       "No," Emma chuckled, shaking her head. "I'm not her Mommy - I'm her Nanny."
       "Oh!"
         Nonplussed, the woman twirled around and waved the odd couple after her. "Come over to the counter and I'll write you a receipt." Emma dragged the sissy baby deeper into the den of femininity, and the stunned little girl followed as slowly as she could, staring around at all the gorgeous frilly and lacy items, the silk and satin glistening almost wetly in the bright scattered spotlights. Every time she thought naughty thoughts, the silver ring bit deep, reminding her she was just a little baby girl. Baby girls don't get excited looking at sexy big-girl lingerie. The shop assistant leaned against a chest-high counter, mashing her huge bosoms against the laminated surface and making them bulge in interesting ways to Daphne's wide blue eyes. 
        Melanie asked for the usual information - name, address and phone number - and Emma gave her Jane's details. As she wrote out the receipt, the attractive assistant kept glancing at the oversized toddler standing as far from the women as the reins permitted. "Isn't she a bit old to be sucking a pacifier?" she whispered to the Nanny. "And surely she's too old to need a toddler harness?"  Emma made no attempt to lower her voice when she replied.
       "Of course she's too old to be sucking a pacifier! And to be led around on reins!" The callous Nanny glanced scathingly at Daphne as her little face turned bright red with embarrassment. "She's also too old to be wearing diapers - and yet… Lift up your frock and petties, little girl."
          In a haze of humiliation Daphne gathered up her dress and petties in front with her free hand, bunching them against the infant doll she clutched to her breast. It was only then she became aware that her diaper was warming around her groin, the soothing wetness creeping between her legs to warm her bottom. She didn't realise she was sucking harder on her dum-dums, the noisy sounds filling the quiet boutique for a few moments. The beautiful blonde covered her painted red mouth with one hand as she gasped in shock. "What! She's wearing a diaper and baby panties! Oh my! Look at the size of that diaper! And those big plastic panties! Where did you find baby stuff big enough to fit her?" She read the humiliating message on the little girl's wet dribble bib, shaking her head in disbelief. 
 
      "Most of it online," Emma reported. "Although Daphne's Mommy bought a few items for her here, I believe. Like her frilly petticoats." 
        The woman examined the cringing little girl's outfit with a professional eye. "Yes, I recognise that one. And I think those frilly socks are some of ours, too." She ripped the receipt out of the book and handed it to the Nanny, then stepped over to the harnessed child. Daphne released her petticoats and tried to step back, but the reins held her fast. The attractive blonde crouched down with her hands resting on her bare knees, till their faces were almost level. "You look very pretty, little girl. Next time your Mommy needs to buy you some new socks or undies, tell her to bring you in." Daphne merely stared at her beautiful face with wide eyes for a few seconds, then she numbly nodded. Did Melanie really think she was a little girl? Or was she being sarcastic? Daphne thought the former, but she couldn't be sure.
         Emma sniggered and replied, "I'll make sure to tell her Mommy that. How long till the repair job is finished?"
        "About seven to ten days. We'll call you when it's ready to be picked up. Okay?"
        "That'll be fine. Thanks very much, Melanie. Okay, come on, baby girl. Time to head home." Nanny led the way out of the shop, dragging Daphne along by the reins. 
        The diapered baby could barely remember the long walk back to the car or the return journey home. As soon as Nanny led her inside the house she was locked in the highchair and spoon-fed her lunch. Daphne drained a bottle of warm milk in the highchair, then Nanny scrubbed her off and hustled her into her crib for an afternoon nap. As she raised the side rail and locked it in place, Nanny warned the exhausted little girl; "Have a good sleep, baby. We have an hour of ballet practice after you wake up, plus we still have the rest of the housework to finish. Sweet dreams, Princess."
        The one thing Daphne liked about ballet practice - it was the only time Nanny let her wear just a single disposable diaper. Emma told her a full diaper prevented her unwilling student from performing her dance routines properly, so she permitted the little girl to practice in a slim disposable under her frothy pink tutu. To Daphne, a single disposable felt like normal underwear these days, after months of wearing thick cloth diapers all night and day. And she couldn't help loving prancing around in her gorgeous ballet outfit. It made her feel so little-girly!
         After ballet practice - where Daphne only got the backs of her bare thighs whacked a couple of times with the ruler - Nanny changed her back into a normal diaper - two layers of cloth diapers with a toddler's disposable in between to act as a soaker pad. Emma buttoned her in her green bondage frock and petties, and made her dust and vacuum the house from top to bottom. Nanny left the little girl mostly to herself, busy preparing hors d'oeuvres in the kitchen. After Nanny walked around the house with the big baby inspecting Daphne's work, she nodded in satisfaction. "Good girl! The place looks lovely and tidy. Mommy will be pleased. You're earning so many carrots today! Aren't you?" When the baby nodded Nanny continued, "Now I want you to take the laundry off the line, take the clothes out of the dryer, and sort out the stuff for ironing. You can do that tomorrow morning. Okay? Put away the things that don't need ironing, leave the rest in the basket in the laundry, then come and report to me in the kitchen. Okay? Off you go."
         Daphne had to clean the kitchen benches and the floor before Nanny locked her in the highchair for an early dinner - spaghetti bolognaise - which she had to eat with her fingers. So much mess! It took ages for Nanny to scrub her face clean and wipe down the highchair tray, and her bib was filthy and food-encrusted. There was red sauce and bits of minced meat splattered everywhere. Daphne was finishing her bottle of milk when the front doorbell rang. 
        Emma headed for the hallway but she stopped and turned around when they both heard Helen's voice sing out. "It's only me! I've let myself in." The front door slammed closed and a few seconds later Helen strode into the kitchen. "Hi Em, hello baby girl," she greeted them, dumping her handbag and a full shopping bag on the kitchen bench. "Am I the first to arrive?" 
        "Hewwo Nanna," Baby Daphne burbled wetly without bothering to remove the teat from her mouth, streams of milk dribbling down her chin. 
       Helen grinned at the infantile sight and nodded in approval. Baby Daphne stared at her Nanna, her attractive heart-shaped face made up artfully to enhance her natural beauty. She was wearing a mid-thigh maroon knit dress which fitted her like a glove, low-cut in front to show a generous expanse of flesh and a deep entrancing cleavage. Her dark red lipstick was a perfect match for her outfit, and her delighted smile was entrancing. A necklace of huge freshwater pearls added lustre to her swan neck and elegant appearance. Helen's curvaceous bottom and huge breasts made her narrow waistline look slim by comparison, giving her an enviable hourglass figure. She was wearing the same black court shoes as yesterday, with the platform soles and the six-inch heels, and her long shapely legs looked magnificent. If Daphne hadn't already been drooling heavily, she would have started then. 
       "Jane should be home soon, and the - the 'therapist' is due in about half an hour," Emma reported, checking her watch with an enigmatic smile. "Keep an eye on the baby and make yourself a drink, will you? I'm just going to dash upstairs for a minute and set out baby's diapers and stuff for bedtime. She'll be going to bed a little later than usual tonight."
       "Sure thing," Nanna replied. 'Take your time. I'll keep an eye on our little girl." 
      Helen pulled two bottles of Chardonnay out of the shopping bag, put one in the fridge and opened the other. She poured herself a glass of white wine and carried it over to the highchair, leaning her upper body against the white plastic tray. Daphne couldn't help staring at Nanna's massive breasts. They were inches from her nose, threatening to spill free from Helen's clinging low-cut top at any moment. Daphne didn't realise she was instinctively sucking harder on the teat in her mouth, gulping down mouthful after mouthful of warm milk. Helen reached out and patted one of the baby's tight blonde ringlets back into place.
      "Look at you, curly-top! Your new hairstyle is so juvenile - and feminine! Perfect for our little toddler girl! Aww! Does that taste good, baby girl?" Helen cooed mockingly, tapping the upturned base of the suckling baby's oversized plastic baby bottle with one crimson oval nail before she took an appreciative sip of her wine.
         The big baby nodded and kept drinking, knowing no verbal reply was required. Helen smiled wolfishly and cooed, "That's good. Drink it all up for Nanna, okay? Good girl!" Helen straightened Daphne's damp dirty bib and smiled at the embroidered message she could barely read through the splattered red sauce - 'I'm A Dirty Baby Girl!'  "Your eyelashes look simply gorgeous, sweetie! Bat your eyes for Nanna. Ooo! So pretty. I can't wait to see your mouth. Hurry up and finish that bottle." She stepped over to the kitchen bench and helped herself to some biscuits and dip.
        It was a relief to hear air sucking back through the teat when she finally drained her huge bottle. Baby Daphne's lips were feeling a little sore, and they still felt puffy and swollen. Nanna tsk-tsked, wiped clean her face with a corner of her bib, and then examined the little girl's full pink lips. "Look at those tattooed lips!" she sang, beaming in approval. "Gosh baby! Your lips look so big and puffy, and I love the colour! It's like you're wearing pretty bright-pink lipstick forever! Isn't that wonderful?"
         Daphne pressed her fingers to her puffy lips in confusion. Is that what Eve had been doing to her in the salon? Tattooing? But that was permanent! Before she could mouth an objection she heard the front door open and Mommy's voice call out, "I'm home!" A moment later Jane walked into the kitchen in her smart grey skirt, dumping her matching jacket over the back of a chair. Her black cribton blouse looked a little rumpled, and a few stray honey-blonde tendrils had escaped from her normally neat bun. Helen stepped over and kissed her daughter's cheek. "Hello Mom. Hello baby girl," she greeted them. "Oh, good thinking, Mom. Pour me a glass of wine too, will you?" 
        "Certainly darling."
        Jane marched over and like her mother, leaned against the highchair tray to examine her little girl's altered appearance. Daphne stared hungrily at Mommy's beautiful bulging breasts and whimpered when she felt the bite of the chastity ring. Jane smiled possessively at her feminised little sissy. "Oh my goodness! Look at that gorgeous hairstyle! So cute!" After a few seconds critical evaluation, she beamed and nodded in approval. Daphne's heart melted. Mommy looked so beautiful when she smiled with happiness. How could she not love her? "I love the lips, and those eyelashes look fabulous!" Jane gushed. "She looks like a living doll!" 
        "I know," her mother agreed. "I can't believe how feminine she looks! Or how young!"
         When Emma returned, the grown-ups went into the lounge room to chat, leaving Daphne bound in the juvenile piece of furniture in the kitchen. She grew bored sucking her pacifier, but she jumped in fright when the doorbell rang. She heard Mommy greet someone at the front door a few moments later, and then all the women gathered in the lounge room. Baby Daphne could barely hear the murmur of quiet conversation as Jane made the introductions
       "Mom, you know my friend Fiona, and this is Francine, the hypnotherapist I told you about. Francine, my mother Helen, and Emma, our Nanny."
        "Hello Helen, Emma." They shook hands and the visitor corrected Jane. "I'm not a qualified hypnotherapist. If I was, I probably couldn't do what you're asking me to do. Professional ethics, and all that. No, I just studied hypnosis for fun, and found I had a gift for it." She explained to Helen, "I perform at parties sometimes - buck's nights and hen's nights predominantly - and that's where I met Jane and Fiona." She asked, "Has our subject been prepped?"
       Jane looked to Emma, who nodded and reported, "I crushed up two Panadeine tablets and put them in her bottle of milk, as you instructed. She finished it about twenty minutes ago."
       "Perfect," Francine replied.
       "Are you sure two tablets are enough?" Jane asked. The young woman nodded. 
        "More than that and she'll probably fall deeply asleep - too deep for what we want," Francine replied. "A small amount of opiates - codeine - will lower the subject's inhibitions and make them more susceptible to hypnotic suggestion." Emma nodded like she already knew that fact. "Is it true you've got her locked in a chastity device?"
         Jane nodded. "Her clittie-cage - it stops her clittie from getting excited."
         Francine had to laugh again. "I can't wait to see it! But as we discussed, we'll have to remove it if you want me to teach her to respond the way you want."
        "I understand," Jane replied. "Although I'd rather keep her in a diaper during the entire session. Otherwise my hopeless baby will probably wet all over my furniture."
         "Okay," the hypnotist chuckled. "then let me meet the big baby."
 
         Fiona led the way into the kitchen, and Daphne saw the plump redhead was dressed in her navy security uniform - minus the chequered cap. Her drab navy skirt was knee-length, and she wore shin-high black Doc Martin boots on her feet, with huge chunky soles. "There's our baby girl!" she cackled in greeting. 
        The new visitor was a woman in her late twenties, with short mousey-brown hair and an averagely pretty oval face, and a figure mostly concealed by her baggy black sweatshirt and loose navy jeans. There was nothing impressive about her - until you looked into her arresting golden eyes. They seemed to ensnare yours, and Daphne found she couldn't look away until Francine broke eye-contact.  She was carrying a laptop in one hand, her handbag slung over the other shoulder. As soon as she caught sight of Daphne locked in the highchair, she burst into laughter. 
      "Oh! I'm sorry," she apologised between chortles to Jane, her pleasant tenor voice cultured and attractive. "I know you told me she was a big baby - but it's one thing to hear about it - another thing entirely to see it for yourself. And it's difficult to believe that pretty thing could be a male." The brunette read the message on the big baby's bib and cracked up again. Baby Daphne could feel her cheeks getting warmer when the visitor wouldn't stop giggling for several minutes.
        Emma busied herself loosening the restraints and unlocking and raising aside the white plastic tray, helping her embarrassed charge climb down from the highchair seat. "Baby Daphne, this is Mommy's friend Francine," Jane introduced them. "Say hello, baby girl." Emma stepped aside so Daphne could perform a quick curtsey, then returned to unfasten her little girl's bib. The efficient nanny replaced it with a clean pink bib bearing the legend, 'Mommy's Wet Baby Girl.' Like all of Daphne's absorbent terry bibs, this one had oodles of frothy white lace around the collar and outside edge.
        "Hewwo Aunty Fwanthine," Daphne lisped girlishly around her dum-dums, straightening her clean bib across her breast to cover her embarrassment. "Hewwo Aunty Fiona." That caused a fresh outburst of laughter and Daphne's cheeks turned a darker shade of pink. 
        "Francine is a special therapist who has come over to try and help us understand why you love being a sissy baby so much," Mommy explained to Daphne like she was speaking down to a two-year-old. "She's just going to have a quiet little chat with you. Okay sweetie?" Daphne nodded uncertainly.
     
       When she had herself under control, Francine suggested to Jane, "Let's take the - the baby into the lounge room so she can sit down, then maybe lie down on the lounge. Okay?" 
       "Sure thing," Jane replied, snatching Daphne's hand and leading the way. The others trooped after them, but Francine stopped to turn back and hold up her hand. "To start off with, I need the subject alone by himself - herself, I mean. It'll take about ten or twenty minutes to get her started, then you can come in. Okay?"
         "Fine," Jane agreed, releasing Daphne's hand, turning around to sweep Fiona, Emma and her mother ahead of her back towards the kitchen. "We need to make fresh drinks anyway. Don't we, girls? Can I pour you a glass of white wine, Francine?"
         "Maybe afterwards," the hypnotist replied. "Could I have a glass of water, though? This can be thirsty work."
         Daphne perched nervously on the edge of nearest grey leather lounge and the visitor placed her laptop on the coffee table in front of the worried sissy. Francine opened her computer and switched it on, then thanked Emma when she brought in a glass of water and placed it nearby. "Thanks Em. So, Daphne, is it?" The diapered sissy nodded apprehensively. "Your- your Mommy tells me you like wearing diapers and behaving like a little girl. Is that right?" Another tentative nod. The therapist's voice reminded him of a radio announcer's voice - smooth, warm, slightly sexual - and difficult to ignore. "Do you know why that is?" The little girl shook her head, the pink guard of her dum-dums bobbing busily against her snub nose. "Would you like to know why?" Daphne carelessly shrugged her shoulders and Francine chuckled. "Well, even if you don't want to know - your Mommy does. So I'm going to ask you some questions. But first we need you to relax." 
         Francine switched on the program and the laptop screen came alive with a rainbow of swirling colours. "I want you to keep your eyes on the screen," she commanded as she sat on the lounge opposite. Daphne cautiously gazed at the swirling patterns on the screen, her eyes narrowed in suspicion, but the display was very eye-catching. "Just relax and watch the pretty patterns," Francine suggested in that silken commanding tone. As Daphne stared at the colourful array she thought, 'Her voice is the most attractive thing about her.' It was a sweet melodious voice, clear as crystal. "Relax, Daphne, and let your eyelids grow heavy So heavy. So heavy that they need to close." The therapist's voice seemed to get louder in Daphne's ears as her eyelids started to droop. 
        Twenty minutes later Francine walked into the kitchen where the women were seated at the bench with their glasses of wine. "Okay, she's under," she reported. "Well and truly under, I must say. Your sissy baby is a great hypnotic subject."
        "Really?" Helen's tone indicated her disbelief. Francine smiled and nodded.
        "You can come in and see for yourselves. But you mustn't talk," she warned them, her expressions serious. She held up a foolscap sheet of paper with notes written on it. "I have the questions you want answered here in my hand, plus the suggestions Jane and I discussed. Only Jane is allowed to speak, and then only to deliver the post-hypnotic triggers we rehearsed earlier today. Understand?" The women nodded and climbed to their feet, eager to see the mystical display.
       In the lounge room, Baby Daphne was lying full-length on one three-seater lounge,  eyes closed and breathing deeply, her head propped up by a pillow and her dum-dums bobbing in her mouth. Emma, Jane and Helen quietly sat on the opposite lounge while Fiona stood behind them, leaning one hip against the back of the lounge and grinning from ear to ear. Francine produced a spray can of Evian water from her handbag, then a sewing needle from her wallet, holding them up with a theatrical gesture. "Watch this," she silently mouthed to the watching women.
      In that soft but penetrating voice Francine said to her sleeping subject, "Daphne, I'm going to spray your arm with anaesthetic. This will make your arm completely numb." She liberally sprayed his right hand, wrist and forearm with a mist of water, then tossed the can to Helen so she could assure herself it was nothing but expensive mineral water imported from France. "Your fingers are going numb, your hand is going numb, all the way up your forearm, wherever the spray touched. Do you understand, Daphne?"
        "Yes Mith," the sleeping child mombled around her dum-dums.
         Francine nodded. "As every second passes the numbness sets in, until you can't feel anything below your wrist. Is that right, Daphne?"
        "My hand feels wike it'th gone numb," the little girl sleepily reported.
         "You can't feel me touching your hand, can you?" she prompted, tapping his wrist lightly with the tip of one finger.
         The apparently-sleeping sissy shook her head. "Nuh-uh." Francine picked up the sewing needle and showed it to the watching women sitting opposite. 
         "Can you feel this?" She demanded, shoving the needle into the back of Daphne's hand. The hypnotised child didn't even flinch. Helen and Jane gasped, but Emma and Fiona merely grinned and nodded.
          "No Mith, I can't feel anyfing," Daphne reported in a soft dreamy voice. 
            Francine shot the open-mouthed women a triumphant smile, plucked out the needle and replaced it in her wallet, satisfied she had proved her subject was deeply under hypnotic control. "Alright Daphne, I want you to breathe deeply and relax. The anaesthetic is wearing off. The feeling is returning to you hand and fingers. I'm in control. You're perfectly safe here in this place with me. You can tell me anything. Anything at all. I want to ask you some questions, and I want you to answer them as honestly as you can, to the best of your ability. Do you understand?"
         "Yeth Mith."
         "Will you do that for me?"
         "Yeth Mith."
 
            Working from the notes she'd jotted down earlier, Francine started quizzing Baby Daphne about her love of diapers and baby girl outfits. The women were surprised to learn the sissy had had a fascination with diapers and girls' clothes ever since before Benny was five. Jane already knew about the time Daphne's real Mommy dressed her son up in frocks and diapers, when he was twelve. He'd written about it in some of his posts to the sissy baby sites he liked to frequent. 
           When she felt they'd exhausted those avenues of investigation, Francine asked, "Daphne, is your diaper wet?"
          "Yeth Mith."
          "Then it must be time for Mommy to change your diaper. I want you to lie perfectly still and have a little sleep while Mommy changes you, okay?" When the baby obligingly nodded, she added, "You're going to fall fast asleep now, and you won't hear a thing or wake up till I tell you to wake up. Three, two, one, sleep." Francine tapped Daphne's shoulder and then turned to the women with a pleased smile. "Okay, you can talk now. She won't hear a thing."
         "Really?" Helen demanded incredulously, and the smiling woman nodded with absolute certainty. 
         "I told you - she's a great hypnotic subject, and the dose of codeine you gave her earlier only makes my job easier."
 
chapter 18 continued....     
         Jane produced Daphne's diaper bag, and slipped a change mat under her sleeping baby's limp body with some difficulty. She pulled down her plastic panties and unpinned her wet diaper, and tossed it in a used plastic shopping bag she took from the change bag. Jane shook out another plastic bag in readiness and ripped open the tapes of Daphne's swollen yellowed disposable. When she peeled it away, the therapist leaned over for a closer look. Francine burst into laughter and shook her head in disbelief, and Fiona had to walk around and see for herself. The chunky redhead had seen such things before, and she merely smiled and nodded in approval. 
          "I've never seen a chastity device for a male before," Francine commented, "- well, for a sissy-boy like yours. And he's so tiny! It's a wonder you bother locking him up!"  she scoffed, as Jane rolled up the sodden disposable. "I mean - what woman would be interested in that?" The hypnotist disdainfully pointed at the limp little organ under discussion. 
        "It's not to keep her away from other women - it's to stop my baby constantly playing with herself," Jane explained, stuffing the well-used diaper into the shopping bag and tying it closed. She slid a fresh disposable under her baby's bottom before proceeding. She held out her hand to Helen. "Mom? I need the key. We have to take off her clittie-cage for this next bit."
        "Oh. Okay, darling." Helen unclasped a sliver chain from around her neck and handed her daughter the small silver key looped on it.
        "I love that you call it a clittie-age?" Francine chortled. "It's hilarious!" She watched closely as Jane unlocked the two tiny silver padlocks, then produced the special key to loosen the restraint. In moments she slid it from the sleeping child's flaccid tool, then she cleaned him with baby wipes and sprinkled on some powder. She taped the clean diaper around Daphne's hips and with some effort, wormed the same pink plastic panties up her unconscious baby's legs. 
      "There!" Jane panted in satisfaction, "My baby girl is ready for the next bit." Fiona tossed her friend a sadistic grin as she returned to her place behind the lounge.
         Francine waved Jane back to her seat, asking, "You know your lines?" Jane smiled and nodded, and so did Francine. "Okay let's do this." She tapped the sleeping baby on the shoulder. "One, two three. Wake up, Baby Daphne." The unconscious child immediately stirred. "I want you rest, Daphne. Lie back and relax, keep your eyes closed, and listen only to my voice." Francine referred to the sheet of directions before continuing. "You love your Mommy, don't you Daphne?" The supine child nodded, and chewed harder on her pacifier teat. "I want you to respond verbally - but use your best little-girl voice. Now tell me. Do you love your Mommy?"
        
       This time Daphne nodded and sleepily replied, "Yeth Mith. I wuv my Mommy."
       "Good girl! And you love to make Mommy happy, don't you?"
       "Yeth Mith. I wuv to make Mommy happy."
       "When you're a little girl in diapers, keeping Mommy happy is the most important thing in the world! Isn't it?"
       "Yeth Mith!" Daphne fervently agreed, nodding her head
       "It's very important that you always remember that fact. Keeping Mommy happy is the most important thing in the world for you. Will you always remember that fact?"
         "Yeth Mith."
         Francine shot the watching women a triumphant smile before continuing. "Now we're going to take a little trip back through time. I'm going to count backwards from twenty-five, and as we go backwards, you will get younger and younger. Twenty-five. You are the age you are today. Twenty-four. You are one year younger. Twenty-three. Another year younger. Twenty-two. Another year younger." In her melodious commanding voice she lowered Benny's mental age until they reached, "Three. You are now three years of age. Let's go back two more months. You are now two years and ten months old. How do you feel?"
        Daphne smiled sleepily around the sloppy guard of her dum-dums. "I peel good, Mith." Helen shook her head in amazement. Daphne actually sounded like a small child! 
        "That's good, Daphne," Francine purred. "Very good. Now Daphne, tell me. Are you a little girl or a little boy?"
        The happy smile instantly disappeared. "I- I'm a widdle boy," Daphne whispered, frowning in distaste.
        "What's wrong? Don't you want to be a little boy?"
        Jane looked on in amazement. Benny's face had changed completely, softening to a more innocent, child-like expression. The sleeping child shook her head. "I don' wanna be a boy. I wanna be a widdle girl," Daphne confessed, wriggling in embarrassment. 
       "Shh. Relax," Francine soothed her troubled subject. "Shh! Everything is alright, Daphne. I have magical powers. I'm going to grant your special wish. When you feel me touch your groin and snap my fingers, your ugly male genitals will instantly turn into beautiful female genitals and you'll be a little girl forever. Are you ready?"
         "Oh yeth! Yeth pweathe, Mith!"
          The watching women had to fight back their chuckles when Francine leaned over his diapered crotch and pressed her hand against the front of his plastic panties. She pressed down firmly into the soft padding till she was sure she was touching his genitals before snapping her fingers loudly. Everyone else in the room jumped. "You now have a beautiful little puffy slit instead of an ugly male penis and that hideous wrinkled ballsack." She watched the diapered sissy beam and squirm with joy. 
          "Oh fank you Mith! Fank you!" Daphne wetly burbled from around her dum-dums. 
          "Shh! That's alright, little girl," Francine calmed her. "Shh! Relax and listen. Relax and listen. Are you relaxed now and listening?"
         "Yeth Mith." 
         "Good girl. Whenever you hear your Mommy say the words -" she pointed at Jane.
          "Baby-time, baby-time, baby-time," Jane parroted in a loud clear voice.
          "- you will revert back to how you feel right now. You are a diapered little girl not yet three years of age, with no control over her bladder or bowels. I have removed that control from your mind. You are a happy, content little girl who loves her Mommy. You are a small child, under the care of your loving Mommy, your Nanny or your Nanna - or which ever woman they put in charge of you. Do you understand this command?"
          
         Baby Daphne nodded. "Yeth Mith," she dreamily responded. Francine likewise nodded and continued.
        "You are a little girl named Daphne, who can only think, walk and talk like a two-year-old. You must behave like a good little girl to the best of your ability. Understood?" 
        "Yeth Mith."
         "Whenever you hear your Mommy give you an order preceded by the words -" 
        "Mommy says you must -" Jane piped up.
         " - you will be compelled to obey whatever order is given to you, to the best of your two-year-old abilities. Do you understand this command?"
         "Yeth Mith."
          Francine glanced at the next two items before continuing. "When you hear your Mommy say the words -"
        "Pumpkin, pumpkin, pumpkin," Jane filled in.
      "- your bladder will instantly empty. You will have no control over when or where this might happen. When you hear your Mommy say the words -"
       "Potty-time, potty-time, potty-time," Jane sang.
         " - your bowels will instantly move until they are empty. Do you understand these commands I have given you?"
       "Yeth Mith."
       "Because I control your mind, you must obey every command I have given you. You have no choice. You are compelled to obey me. Is that correct?"
        "Yeth Mith. I muth't obey."
         Francine consulted her list, checking the last two items. She needed to return her subject to his real age before proceeding. "Alright Baby Daphne, I'm going to count from three up to twenty-five. Each time I count higher, you will feel yourself growing older. "Three, Four. Five. You're growing up. Six, seven eight, nine, ten. You're a big girl now. When you hear your Mommy say the words -"
        "Big-girl time, big-girl time, big-girl time," Jane repeated.
        "- this is the age you will be. How old are you, Daphne?"
        "I'm ten," the sleeping child mombled around her dum-dums.
         Francine smiled in approval and you could hear it in her throbbing voice. "Yes, that's right. You're ten years old. You're a ten-year-old little girl named Daphne - but you still have no control over your bowels and bladder. Remember? I've taken away that control forever."
      "Oh!" Daphne's expression became troubled.
       "But that's okay," Francine reassured her worried subject. "Your Mommy loves you and she keeps you in diapers all the time, so you don't have accidents in your panties. Doesn't she?" Daphne nodded enthusiastically and smiled happily.
      "Yeth! My Mommy wuvs me!"
       "And even though you know you're too old to be wearing diapers and baby panties - you secretly love wearing them. Don't you, little girl?"
       "Uh-huh," Daphne mombled, nodding and smiling contentedly, her eyes still closed. Even in her somnolent state she reached down with both hands and pressed her plastic panties against her diaper, fondly cupping her padded crotch against her genitals.
        Francine smiled at her hapless subject before she continued. "We're going to grow up a bit more now. As I count upwards from ten, you will feel yourself ageing. Ten, eleven, twelve…" The hypnotist counted up to twenty-five, then left Daphne at that age. "You are twenty-five again, and when you hear your Mommy say the words -"
        "Grow up, grow up, grow up," Jane added.
        "- you will return to this age. You will still be unable to control your bladder or bowels. Remember; I have removed that control from your mind forever." Francine reached down and brushed the baby's hands aside from her diaper crotch. Cupping his panty crotch with her palm and fingers, she turned to Jane and nodded. 
        Jane leaned forward and parroted, "Pumpkin, pumpkin, pumpkin." A few seconds later Francine's oval face creased in a pleased smile and she nodded to her audience. 
        "Baby Daphne is wetting her diaper," she quietly reported. "Good girl!" She held her hand in place for a minute or two, waiting until she was sure Daphne's hot stream had trickled to a halt. Then she began caressing the front of her baby panties, reaching down to probe between the baby's legs and under her bum. "Ooo!" she crooned. "What a warm wet diaper!" She smiled at the sissy baby's thrilled reaction and patted her panty front. 'Thwack-thwack-thwack-thwack-thwack.' She located Daphne's swelling clittie and rubbed the wet gel padding against her naughty bits. Daphne smiled and gurgled in pleasure, gently thrusting her stiffening clittie against the hand that caressed her panty front, a warm stream of drool running down one cheek.  Francine nodded for Jane to take over.
        Jane stepped around the coffee table until she was standing over her recumbent child, and when the therapist removed her hand from Daphne's panty crotch, she replaced it with her own. 'Thwack-thwack-thwack-thwack-thwack.' Jane's palm and fingers cupped the plastic panties, rubbing and massaging the warm wet wadding against her baby's recently-freed clittie, and she could feel her little girl responding. Daphne's clittie grew hard and stiff, and she wriggled and moaned in excitement on the lounge, sucking noisily on her dum-dums. 
        "Does that feel nice, little girl?" asked Francine. She nodded to Jane, who rubbed harder and faster.
        "Oh yeth!" Daphne wetly burbled, writhing in apparent ecstasy. 
        "Would you like to do cummies in your lovely warm wet diaper, Daphne?"
         "Oh yeth! Yeth pweathe, Mith!"
         "I want you to start counting from one to ten. One means you feel lovely, two is better, three is wonderful, and so on, all the way up to nine. Nine is when your about to do your cummies. Ten is when you know you can't stop cumming. Understand?"
          "Yeth Mith."
           Jane wrapped her fingers as far around Daphne's throbbing clittie as the plastic panties and clinging wet diaper allowed, rubbing up and down in a steady regular rhythm. Francine commanded, "Using the number code, how do you feel now, Daphne?"
          "Wonderful! I mean, fwee, Mith!"
          "Three?" Francine indicated Jane should rub harder and faster. "How about now?"
          "Ooo! Four, Mith! No, five! Ohh, ooo, thix!" Daphne gasped around her dum-dums.
           Francine let the excited little girl get all the way up to "nine" before she nodded to Jane. Just as the thrilled sissy was about to scream "Ten!" and explode, Jane loudly interrupted.
           "Potty-time! Potty-time! Potty-time!" 
           "Ten!" Daphne squealed, and then she snatched a deep breath and held it. The jerking child's little legs flew into the air, knees drawing back to her chest as she noisily farted. As her throbbing clittie erupted in her warm wet diaper, so did her bowels. To Daphne it felt like everything was coming out of her all at once, from both ends, and her whole body thrashed and shook with the intensity of the sensations which threatened to overwhelm her. Fiona, Emma and Jane watched on in amazement as the thrashing sissy obviously soiled herself while she was climaxing.  Helen gasped and clutched her pearls against her throat.
            Even as the little girl jerked and bucked in orgasm and she simultaneously filled her diaper with a load of squishy excrement, Francine kept imprinting instructions on the mind of her hypnotised subject. "Every time you poo your diaper you will feel like this," she instructed the writhing groaning sissy. "Filling your diaper with a big load of poo-poo will feel like an orgasm to you. And every time you climax, you will automatically soil yourself, whether you are diapered or not. Do you understand these commands I have given you?"
         "Yeth Mith," The trembling baby breathlessly panted, before she returned to sucking noisily on her big baby soother. Her whole body twitched occasionally with the aftershocks of her tumultuous climax. 
         "When I wake you up, you will be compelled to obey all the commands I have given you. However, you will not remember any part of our conversation here this evening. Is that understood, Daphne?" Francine demanded.
         "Yeth Mith."
           "Very good." Francine smiled in satisfaction, then turned to face her audience. She indicated they should leave quietly, pressing a finger to her lips to urge them to remain silent. She waited until the grinning women had returned to the kitchen before proceeding with the wake-up routine. "I'm going to count from one to ten, Daphne. Each time the number gets higher, you will feel more awake. When I reach ten, you will be fully awake and quite refreshed, although soon ready for a good night's sleep. You will feel calm and relaxed, even though you will not remember any part of our conversation. Let's begin counting. One, two, three…"
        Daphne heard "Ten" and her eyes flickered open, her long black lashes fluttering distractingly in her field of view for a few seconds. She was feeling quite relaxed and calm - until she caught a whiff of her stinky diaper. She raised her head and glanced down at her diapered loins, cringing in shame. She jerked in alarm when Francine asked, "How do you feel?" She'd completely forgotten the woman was there. 
        "Okay - I gueth," Daphne replied, her little round cheeks colouring with shame as she sat up. There was a big squishy lump in the seat of her diaper, and she felt the warm turd mashing under her weight, smearing moistly over both cheeks. The foul poopy smell suddenly grew much stronger, and she brushed down the front of her green bondage frock cringing in shame. "Sowwy. I fink I did a poo-poo in my diaper," she apologised, one hand reaching down to cup the front of her pink plastic panties. She didn't notice she was sitting on her change mat. 'When did I poop my diaper? I don't remember doing that!' Daphne asked herself in confusion. She was surprised to find she was wearing only a disposable diaper under her normal baby panties, and it felt warm and saturated, too! 'That's strange,' she thought. 'I'm sure I was wearing a cloth diaper when Mommy brought me in here. When did Mommy change me? When did I dirty my diaper? What happened?'
         Her train of thought was interrupted when Francine held out one hand to her. "Come on, Baby Daphne. Let's take you back to your Mommy so she can change you out of that stinky wet diaper." She led the confused toddler waddling back to the kitchen, where the gathered women greeted her appearance with cries of joy. 
         "Here she is! How do you feel, baby?" Mommy cooed. When the befuddled sissy nodded in reply, Jane said to the hypnotist, "Come and have a glass of Chardonnay with us, Francine."
        "Did you enjoy that, Baby Daphne?" Emma asked with a sly teasing smile.
         "I bet she did!" Fiona cackled. 
         "I'm sure she did," Helen rejoined, then her eyes dropped to Daphne's drooping crotch. "Although it looks like our little girl is well overdue for a diaper change."
         "I'll take care of her," Emma volunteered. "I am the Nanny, after all."
         Jane saluted the Nanny with her glass of wine. 'Thanks, Em. I appreciate it."
         "I'll change her and put her to bed, if you like? It's already past our little girl's bedtime."
        "That would be great. Thank you. Call me when she's clean and fresh, though. I need to lock my baby's clittie-cage back on before we diaper her for bedtime. We don't want our precious baby girl staying up all night in her crib playing with her clittie. Do we?"
         "No we don't," Helen heartily insisted.
        While Emma escorted the dirty wet baby upstairs, the others bombarded Francine with questions. "How effective are your post-hypnotic suggestions?" Helen demanded. 
          "Very effective," Francine replied with a confident smile. She took a sip of chilled white wine and smiled in approval. "Of course, the commands will probably only last a few days - unless they are reinforced."
          "Reinforced?" asked Fiona, refilling her own glass with wine.
            Francine nodded and tilted her head towards her hostess. "I've already told Jane all about it. We've booked weekly sessions every Monday evening for the next month. Plus she's paid me to make up a subliminal recording of my normal routine to put someone under, as well as reinforce all the post-hypnotic suggestions I've implanted in Daphne's subconscious this evening." She took out her mobile phone and held it up. "I already have Jane's verbal commands recorded on my phone, which I'll add to the mix. It'll be about an hour long, then repeat ad nauseum until you switch it off - or for as long as the memory chip lasts. Probably about forty-eight hours, then it automatically loops back to the beginning and starts all over again."
          
          Helen turned to Jane and asked, "How are you going to make Daphne listen to it?"
          "Her fairy mobile," Jane replied with a wicked grin. "The one over her crib. It has an inbuilt sound system with a USB port, so you can make it play any music you like. Baby listens to it every night, and Emma and I turn it on at nap-time, too. The current chip plays Nursery rhymes."
          "The new one will contain subliminal hypnotic commands," Francine added. "All the baby will hear is the usual Nursery rhymes the mobile normally plays. I'll make it up tomorrow and get the memory stick to you before the end of the business day, Jane. The sooner you start regularly reinforcing the commands, the more effective and longer-lasting they'll be." Jane, Fiona and Helen nodded in understanding. 
        "I must buy one of those mobile's for Daphne's crib at my place," Helen decided. "And you can make up a copy of Daphne's special mix for me, too. Do you have a business card, Francine?"
         Francine handed Helen a card and asked Jane, "Do you have any friends with little girls around two to three years old?"  She looked confused by the question and nodded.
        "A few. My sister has two daughters, five and three."
        "Borrow some recordings of them playing, if you can," Francine suggested. "Even better if it's two or three little girls playing together. Put them on the TV when your sissy is playing with her dolls and things in the lounge room, put her in her toddler-girl state and give her the command - 'Mommy says you must study these little girls on the TV and learn to act more like them.' Do you understand?"
          Jane laughed and clapped her hands in delight. "That is just brilliant, Francine!" she squealed in admiration. Fiona's grin almost split her pug face in two.
        Helen volunteered, "I have some recordings of my granddaughter Jessica playing with some of her same-age girlfriends when she was around two or three, at birthday parties, and hours of tape of Jessica and her baby sister Zoe playing together. Would they do?"
        "That would be perfect," Francine replied with a wicked grin. "Make Daphne watch them for an hour or so every day, and see what effect it has on her behaviour."
          They heard Emma call Jane from upstairs. "Excuse me. I'd better go chastise my baby girl," Jane apologised with a quiet snigger. She slipped off her stool and trotted out of the kitchen, collecting Daphne's clittie-cage and the keys and locks from the lounge room before heading upstairs. When she walked into the Nursery, Jane was pleased to see Emma had cleaned her baby girl from head to toe before popping her in her red-and-white polka-dot Minnie Mouse shortie nightie. Daphne was lying back on her change table, little feet waving in the air, naked from the waist down with her clean night diapers lying open underneath her freshly-scrubbed bottom.  
        Daphne was surprised to learn her clittie-cage had been removed without her knowledge, and she gazed up at Mommy in confusion when Jane walked in holding up the silver restraint. "Look what I've got for my baby girl!" Daphne didn't remember Mommy or Nanna unlocking her clittie-cage and removing it - and she felt sure she would have remembered something like that! "Keep still, baby girl." Unusually for Daphne, her limp clittie didn't react at all to Mommy's intimate handling, as Jane efficiently clipped the chastity device around her sack and locked it in place. 'It's almost as if I'd cum only a little while ago,' the confused sissy thought, shaking her head in befuddlement. Mommy threaded Daphne's limp little nub into the smaller silver ring and soon it too, was securely locked around the base of her slender shaft. 
          Satisfied her little sissy was safely under lock and key again, Jane wished her baby, "Goodnight sweetheart," and lovingly kissed Daphne's cheek. 
        "Ni-ni Mommy"
        "Sleep tight. I'll leave you finish up, Nanny. Come and join us when you've finished putting the baby down for the night, Em. I'll pour you a glass of wine. Okay?"
         "Thanks, Jane. That would be great!"
          Emma made short work of diapering Baby Daphne, pulling a clean pair of pink plastic panties over the little girl's bulky night diapers. "Alright little girl, climb down from the change table and you can hop into your crib. Good girl." As soon as she raised and locked the side of the crib, Emma passed the supine sissy a bottle of warm milk through the bars. She placed another oversized baby bottle of water in the cup holder attached to the headboard. While the sissy baby lay back and thrust the dripping teat between her lips, Nanny attached her pacifier clip to the lace-edged collar of her silky nylon nightgown. Emma grinned down at the slurping sissy baby sucking rhythmically on her bottle teat. "Goodnight, Baby Daphne," she wished her, "Sweet dreams, Princess. See you in the morning."
         "G'night Nanny."
         As Daphne drained her bottle she tried to recall her conversation with Francine. She felt sure they'd been chatting for a while, but she couldn't seem to remember a word.  There was a vague memory lurking somewhere in the back of her mind, but every time she tried to reach for it, it slipped from her mental grasp. Tiredness overcame desire and she was fumbling the teat of her dum-dums between her milk-stained lips even as sleep claimed her. She woke a few times during the night whe
         When Helen realised Jane's friends intended staying for a while, she politely made her excuses and headed off home. She'd wanted to have a chat with her daughter about her plans to potty-train Baby Daphne, but Helen didn't want to raise such a delicate subject with an audience present. She promised herself she'd broach the subject with Jane soon.

Chapter 19.  A Spanking From Uncle Jake
 
       The next morning was a little different for Baby Daphne. She woke as usual when her smiling Mommy waltzed into the Nursery and threw back the curtains, letting in the early morning sunshine. "Good morning, baby girl! Did you have a good sleep?" Jane inquired as she unlocked the side of the crib and lowered the barred railing. She reached up and switched off the warbling fairy mobile, the circling winged fairies gradually slowing to a halt.  
      "Good morning, Mommy," Daphne mombled politely in reply around the sloppy wet guard of her dum-dums. "Yeth fank you Mommy."
        "Climb out and Mommy will change you, sweetie." Jane poked the droopy crotch of Daphne's pink plastic panties as she shuffled over to the change table. "Such a wet baby girl this morning," she observed with a muffled snort of derision. Jane patted the pink padded surface in invitation. "Up you hop, sweetie. Let's get you out of that wet, wet diaper!" She pulled down the glistening plastic panties and tossed them in the bucket, wrinkling her nose at the ammonia stench released. Jane unpinned Daphne's sodden night diaper, and both thick cloth layers were drenched front to back, heavy and yellowed with urine. "Ugh!" Jane groaned in disgust when she lowered the front flap. "Oh no! Stop that!"
       As soon as the supine baby's limp clittie had been exposed to the cool morning air, her bladder instinctively cut loose. Daphne squealed in alarm when she realised what she was doing, a fountain of golden urine arcing up from her crotch. It sprayed against the front of Mommy's chenille dressing gown momentarily, before Jane could hastily cover her baby's squirting genitals with the drenched diaper front again. "No baby! Bad girl! Bad Baby Daphne! You peed all over Mommy's dressing gown! Didn't you? I guess we both know who will be washing that later?" Jane kept the wet diaper front pressed against Daphne's crotch with one hand while she brushed drops of urine from her dressing gown with the other, clucking her tongue in remonstration.
      Daphne tried to halt the flow and frowned in confusion when her sphincter muscles refused to obey her commands. The hot wee-wee kept pouring out of her even as she strained and squeezed, and she bit harder on her pacifier teat in effort. Nothing happened. Mommy raised the wet diaper front enough to take a quick peek, then hastily covered Daphne's crotch again, frowning and shaking her head in disapproval. "You can't stop it, can you?" Jane's tone made it more of an accusation than a question. Daphne shook her head, making her platinum ringlets bounce attractively, a look of anguish on her pretty little face. The stream slowed and dwindled only when her bladder began to empty, although a few more drops accidentally leaked out when she wriggled about in embarrassment.
    "What a silly baby you are!" Jane teased her confused little girl. She shook her head and smiled to take the sting out of her remonstration. "You really can't control yourself. Can you?" Inside she was thrilled to witness her sissy-baby's apparent loss of bladder control. 
       "No Mommy," Daphne whispered in reply. In her mind she was screaming, 'It's not my fault! I'm just a little baby !' 
       "Are you finished doing pee-pees, baby girl?" Jane asked after waiting another minute. When Daphne hesitantly nodded, her expression a mixture of guilt and uncertainty, Mommy had to ask; "Are you sure, sweetie? Let Mommy check." She cautiously lowered the front flap till she could peek at Daphne's limp caged clittie again. "Good girl! You're all finished!" Jane sang, like she was encouraging a slow toddler. "That's better!"  She lowered the drenched front all the way and removed the sodden toddler's disposable from between the two cloth layers, and it was dripping-wet. She daintily rolled it up and taped it closed, then dumped it in the garbage bin. It landed with a solid wet 'thud!' 
     The drenched diapers went in the diaper pail and Mommy helped her embarrassed baby sit up. Jane wiped her damp fingers clean on the front of Daphne's nightie before proceeding. She unclipped her baby's pacifier and plastic chain, dropped them clattering on the change table, removed her Minnie Mouse nightie, and gave her clumsy charge a hand climbing down. "Go shower and brush your teeth, baby girl." Jane sent a naked Daphne scurrying off to the bathroom with a sharp loud swat on her bobbing damp posterior, making her squeal and jump. "Put on your shower cap before you hop in the shower, sweetie. You can't get your hair wet for a couple of days," she called after her squealing little girl in warning. 
          Daphne admired her feminine appearance in the bathroom mirror with mixed feelings. She loved her new curly hairstyle, and she admired the way the tightly-coiled ringlets fell around her face like a pretty frame before she stuffed them under the frilly white shower cap with the big red polka dots. Mommy and Nanna were right. Her new hairstyle did make her look much younger - and prettier. The tight curls softened her jaw line, making her face look more feminine than ever. Her glossy painted pink fingernails caught the light and glistened brightly, and she waggled the ends of her spread fingers to admire the effect.
     She paused to gaze in open-mouthed wonder at the flat-chested little girl brushing her teeth in the vanity mirror above the basin. She ducked and spat, then straightened up to wipe her fuchsia-pink lips. Her mouth looked huge, too - all puffy and swollen still, and so pink! Daphne poked and prodded her distended lips with her fingertips, and they still felt a little sore. She turned her head from side to side, twisting her mouth into contorted shapes and examining her stained pink lips from every angle. Shocking pink! It looked like she'd painted her lips with bright fuchsia lipstick - and done a fabulous job of it, too.  
         She rinsed her mouth, spat again, and then leaned into the mirror and girlishly batted her eyes at her reflection, stunned by her long fluttering black lashes. They made her pale-blue eyes look huge and doll-like, and together with her artfully-plucked eyebrows, gave her the innocent wide-eyed appearance of a sweet toddler girl - or an expensive China doll! Under the hot running shower it was funny washing her naughty bits with the silver rings locked in place, but it wasn't too difficult. She loved soaping her silky-smooth limbs and hairless tummy and groin. It felt so lovely! She didn't notice a tiny stream of urine trickling out under the hot running shower, splashing between her feet to mix with the water circling the drain. All she noticed when she glanced down was the pretty pink polish on her tiny toenails. Her little feet had never looked so feminine!
       Mommy helped Daphne dry off as usual, and then hustled the big baby back to the Nursery. Her fresh diapers were laid out waiting on the change table - an Abriform disposable on top of two thick cloth diapers. Daphne didn't realise Mommy had already pierced the front and crotch of the disposable with a pair of sharp scissors multiple times, to allow any excess urine to easily leak through to soak into the thirsty cloth layers. Jane intended this diaper to last her baby all morning. She perfunctorily powdered Daphne's clittie and bottom, carelessly rubbed it in, then taped closed her disposable. The thick cloth diapers were pinned tightly around her slender waist and again over the tops of her thighs, forcing the sissy baby to waddle bow-legged as usual. 
      Transparent yellow plastic panties were drawn over the top, then Mommy helped Daphne sit up so she could dress her little girl for the day. "It's sunny and warm outside already, so I think just a simple play frock is best for today, sweetie," Jane decided, opening a canary-yellow cribton sleeveless frock and lowering it over Daphne's bowed head. It had a narrow band of pretty white lace across the yoke bodice and on both sides of the shoulder straps, with a matching frill of wider matching lace around the flared hem.  "Nanny will be here soon to make sure you do your little chores." Mommy fed Daphne's limp hands through the armholes without the little girl's help, accustomed to dressing her useless big baby by now, straightening out the wide lace-edged shoulder straps over her slender bare shoulders. 
       Her sheer white cribton anklet socks had a wide layer of pretty yellow lace around the ankles to match her frock, which Mommy turned down and made sure were even. Daphne smiled at the cute effect as Mommy tied her pastel-pink sandshoes in place with the hot-pink ribbon laces. Jane brushed Daphne's platinum curls out, clipped her pacifier chain to the lacy yoke collar of her frock and popped the teat in her mouth. "There you go! Okay, down we hop, sweetheart. Let me hear you sucking that dum-dums, baby. Nice and loud, now! You know Mommy likes to hear you sucking. Good girl! Okay, you know what you have to do. Off you go, baby." 
       Daphne performed her normal morning duties, emptying the wet and soiled diapers from the diaper bucket into the laundry tub with some bleach to soak, then collecting the rest of the laundry and dumping it in the washing machine. Mommy handed her little girl her damp chenille dressing gown to throw in the wash with a tolerant smile, enjoying the sissy's downcast appearance and her guilt-ridden expression.  The wide pink guard of Daphne's dum-dums bumped rhythmically against the bottom of her nose as she performed her menial chores, a shiny stream of drool trailing unnoticed down her chin as she unconsciously slurped and sucked on the satisfying rubber teat. Daphne emptied the garbage bin from her Nursery, wrinkling her snub nose in distaste when she dumped the smelly contents into the wheelie bin outside. 
          Mommy had tied her white shortie satin robe around her waist and brushed her honey-blonde locks into a neat ponytail by the time she joined her baby downstairs. "Oops! Look at my little dribble-puss! The front of your frock is a bit damp, sweetie. Mommy forgot to put a bib on you first thing this morning, didn't she? Silly Mommy!" She popped Daphne in the highchair, buckled her in and clipped a lace-edged white terry bib around her neck This one read; 'Princess Potty-Pants.' Jane lowered the tray till it locked in place and plonked down a bowl of warm porridge, unclipping Daphne's pacifier chain from under her bib and lobbing her oversized pacifier on the bench nearby. 
      "You can eat your own brekkie like a big girl while Mommy has a shower and gets ready for work. Okay baby?" Jane tossed her trapped baby a winning smile before she danced out of the kitchen, heading upstairs. Daphne watched her beautiful swaying bottom till it disappeared from view, then glanced down at her highchair tray in dismay. Mommy had forgotten to give her a spoon. Or had she forgotten? Daphne was hungry anyway, so she dug in with her fingers.
          A little later Daphne jumped when Nanny Emma crowed, "Oh look at you! What a messy baby girl!" She hadn't heard the tall blonde let herself into the house, and she wiped her filth-encrusted lips and cheeks with the back of one hand with a grimace of remorse. Her fingers were covered in creamy goo, and there was mess splattered all over the white plastic tray. The chortling Nanny marched into the kitchen and dumped her handbag on the bench, her eyes never leaving the face of the embarrassed baby girl bound in the highchair. "Have you finished, Baby Daphne? Have you finished making a great big mess of yourself, little girl?" Emma didn't bother waiting for her response, cackling, "Look at that grubby face!" She click-clacked closer and snatched up the empty plastic bowl. "Good girl! Stay there while I make up your bottle." As if Daphne could go anywhere?
       
        The tall blonde was dressed very smartly today - 'for her,' considered Baby Daphne. Emma wore a cute denim miniskirt matched with skin-tight knee-high denim boots, which seemed to exaggerate the muscular swell of shapely calves. The jeans-stitched boots even had a chunky two-inch stacked Cuban heel! Her legs looked so long and there was a huge expanse of lean muscular thigh to admire. Daphne had never seen her Nanny in high heels before. Emma was a shade over six feet tall, and usually didn't bother wearing heels. When she returned clutching one of Daphne's 20 oz. plastic bottles full of apple juice, the little girl admired Nanny's simple pastel-pink cribton blouse. The snug-fitting top had the top four buttons daringly unfastened, showing off her tanned chest, and when Daphne peeked, she couldn't detect any hint of a bra. 
        Even though Nanny had a modest - but attractive - set of B-cup breasts, Daphne knew she rarely went braless. The lightweight cribton blouse must have irritated Emma's nipples when it brushed against them, because Daphne could discern two visible bumps at the crest of each swaying mound, slightly darker than the surrounding pale flesh, constantly drawing her hungry eyes. "Here you go, baby. Open wide." Daphne opened her mouth automatically when the dripping teat approached, and she mindlessly sucked on the Nuck 4 nipple until Nanny crooned, "Hold your own bottle for me, sweetie. That's it. Good girl!"
       When Daphne's raised her eyes from her Nanny's breasts, she noticed Emma was wearing make-up, too! Lashings of mascara lengthened and thickened her eyelashes, making them long and lustrous, and her recently-plucked eyebrows had been well defined with pencil. Her huge mouth looked soft and moist, almost kissable, painted with rich glossy red lipstick, and a hint of rosy rouge coloured her high sharp cheekbones. She was even wearing eyeliner and pink eyeshadow, Daphne realised, thinking, 'What is going on? Is Nanny dressed up to go somewhere?' The little girl started to fret that her cruel Nanny had plans to take her out today. She couldn't have been further from the truth. Preoccupied with these thoughts, Daphne didn't realise as she grasped her bottle with both hands and tilted the base up high, that she was smearing bits of sticky porridge all over the plastic vessel too. 
          
       Daphne was just draining her baby bottle when Mommy skipped into the room fully dressed for her day at work. "Oh good, Em. You're here. Good morning. You look nice! Hmm. Oh gosh, look at the time! Sorry girls, I really have to run!" Jane looked beautiful with a face full of make-up and her long tawny locks clipped back stylish chignon, dressed in a tailored navy pants-suit with a fluffy white lambs wool sweater underneath to soften the severe look. Her towering black, stiletto-heeled court shoes click-clacked attractively across the tiled kitchen floor, and she tilted her head to the side and clipped on her second diamond stud earring as she approached her bottle-feeding baby in the highchair. 
        "Mommy has to go to work, baby. You be a good little girl for Nanny today, and do everything she tells you. Okay?" Jane insisted.
        "Yeth Mommy," Daphne breathlessly gasped as she let the empty plastic vessel crash against the tray.  She burped loudly and then belatedly covered her mouth with both grubby paws. "Oopthie! Pardon me," the little girl apologised , her grubby cheeks turning pink.
        Mommy laughed and air-kissed the space either side of Daphne's dirty face. "What lovely manners, baby girl! Good baby! Bye-bye, sweetie." She turned to the smiling Nanny. "Em, walk me out, will you? I just want to go over a couple of things with you before I go."
         "Sure thing."
        When Nanny returned to the kitchen a few minutes later, she snatched the empty bottle from the tray and tossed it in the sink. Porridge stuck to her fingers and she grimaced in disgust as she washed her hands in the sink. She took a hot soapy washcloth and roughly wiped down her baby's filthy face and hands, scouring off the hard lumps of dried porridge. "Keep still!" Emma admonished the whimpering child, when Daphne tried to turn her face aside from the harsh scrubbing. "And don't complain! If you didn't make such a mess of yourself, I wouldn't have to rub so hard to get it off." She grabbed the back of the little girl's head with her free hand, held her in place and scrubbed even harder. Daphne whimpered in pain and scowled in displeasure at the unfairness of it all.
      Emma unclipped Daphne's filthy bib, tossed it to the floor, and replaced it with a fresh pink terry bib. The clean plastic-backed dribbler bib read; 'Mommy's Little Potty-Pants.'  She attached Daphne's pacifier clip to the lace-lavished collar of the bib and then unlocked and raised the tray. She loosened the waist belt and threaded it through the crotch strap, freeing her big baby. "Down we hop! Good girl!" Nanny grabbed the ring of Daphne's pacifier and wriggled the guard against her puffy pink lips. "Suck and drool, baby. Suck and drool! That's better! Good baby! Now go and empty the washing machine, put your dirty diapers in instead," she pointed to the floor, "- and that filthy bib - and then go and hang the washing on the line. Off you go!"
         When Daphne returned she had to clean the kitchen from top to bottom, although it didn't require too much work this morning after she scrubbed the floors only yesterday afternoon. After her normal morning chores were completed, Nanny made her diapered sissy bring the ironing board into the sunroom and set it up between the TV and the cane lounge, but off to one side. Emma flopped down on the padded lounge and grabbed the remote, switching on the TV and searching for something interesting. The pink plastic laundry basket was full of clothes to be ironed, and the bossy Nanny wanted her little girl doing her chores where she could keep an eye on her. Emma knew Daphne usually soiled her diaper an hour or so after breakfast, and she wanted to see if the post-hypnotic suggestions Francine had planted last night had produced any fruit. Nanny switched the channel to the 'Real Housewives of Hollywood' and settled back to watch, keeping one eye on the baby ironing a few feet away.
        Daphne was about halfway through her load of ironing when she noticed something was wrong. She was crouching down to pick up a white cribton blouse of Mommy's from the plastic basket when she accidentally farted. Except this fart felt lumpy! She went to stand - but only made it halfway. Caught in a semi-squat, feet spread wide and knees flexed slightly, poking her bum out like a helpless toddler, Daphne felt a huge bowel movement surge out of her anus without any effort on her part. There had been no warning - no premonition of disaster. It just happened.
        She groaned and bit harder on her pacifier teat as she was forced to inhale deeply, hold her breath and bear down for the instinctive second push. As she thoroughly soiled her diaper, Daphne was astounded by the wonderful feelings engulfing her as she helplessly filled her panties. Even though she knew her limp little clittie was safely locked up in its clittie-cage, Daphne felt like she was about to do a big grown-up squirtie in her poopy wet diaper. "Oh! Ohh! Ohhh! Ooo!" she breathlessly moaned, her whole body jerking and twitching as it felt like she was climaxing again and again. She grabbed the edge of the ironing board for support and almost knocked it over. Frightened of disturbing the dangerously steaming iron, Daphne released the ironing board and collapsed onto her hands and knees, trembling with the aftershocks of her massive orgasm.
         "What's wrong, Daphne? Little girl? Is everything all right?" Nanny sat up and inquired solicitously, not bothering to hide the amusement in her voice. Kneeling Daphne turned to look over her shoulder at the grinning teenager seated on the sofa, her fluttering eyes brimming with tears and a look of anguish on her face. Even though it must have been enjoyable, the little girl was obviously frightened and confused by what had just happened to her. Emma didn't give the distraught toddler time to dwell on her misfortune. "Stand up, sweetie, and get on with the ironing," she scolded her whimpering charge. "We haven't got all day, you know?"
         Emma grinned when she saw Daphne slowly kneel up and then reach behind her with both hands, feeling the seat of her tautly-stretched plastic panties and seeing if the bulge felt noticeable. It certainly was! Emma could see it from where she was sitting and her smile had a malicious edge. Daphne shakily clambered to her feet, picked up the blouse she'd dropped, and stretched it over the ironing board before picking the steaming iron out of the metal holder. Nanny noticed the baby seemed to be poking her bottom out a little more, as if Daphne was trying to distance herself from her messy accident. Or was it just a big poopy log in the seat of her diaper making it seem that way? 
        Daphne's hands were shaking as she continued the ironing, her mind a whirl of confusion. She's just soiled herself in front of Nanny Emma, without warning or control. Like a baby! And it felt so good! Like she was cumming while she was pooping! What? How? When she squatted to pick up one of Mommy's wrinkled cribton skirts, the mush in her diaper crept into new nooks and crannies, and the sticky wet warmth felt wonderful! She didn't stop to wonder why her clittie didn't stiffen as usual. It normally did after she filled her diaper with lovely squishy poo-poos. But the chastity ring didn't bite at all.
        When Daphne finished the ironing, she had to hang up her laundered diapers and baby panties outside in the back yard, plus a few of her embroidered bibs. After she'd pegged everything up and checked to see if the items she's hung out earlier had dried, Daphne stood back and admired the display of little-girl finery hanging on the rotary line amongst Mommy's grown-up things. So many pretty frocks and petticoats, so many feminine baby panties - and all for her. She couldn't help smiling contentedly around her dum-dums, thinking, 'Mommy is so good to me! I wuv my Mommy!'
         She soon grew accustomed to the over-ripe spoiled-fruit aroma of her stinky diaper, and she knew better than to ask Nanny for a diaper change. She was disappointed when Emma led her into the kitchen and lifted her into the highchair for lunch without bothering to change her first. The poop had cooled and was sticking to everything down there, and it became increasingly uncomfortable as it dried and hardened. Daphne wriggled in discomfort on the high padded seat as Nanny buckled her in, shifting from cheek to dirty cheek. Lunch in the highchair consisted of two jars of savoury toddler food, which Emma heated in the microwave and spoon-fed the big baby. They were bland and tasteless pap, but Daphne knew better than to complain. She eyed the two jars of banana custard and chocolate custard Nanny had selected for afters, keeping her eye on the main prize.
      Nanny took her upstairs to the Nursery after her bottle of warm milk, and she subjected the poor baby to another embarrassing dirty diaper change, making the usual scathing comments and mercilessly belittling the hopeless baby girl for having no control. Daphne was grateful to be left alone in her locked crib with another warm bottle of milk, and she didn't realise she drenched her clean diaper even before she fell asleep. The fairy mobile was whirring overhead, the pleasant sounds of a woman singing familiar Nursery rhymes soothing to her ears. The plucked the teat of the empty bottle from her lips with a whimper of annoyance and let it fall against the wooden bars. She rolled onto her side and, even though deeply asleep, her hand still scrabbled for the pacifier clipped to the collar of her bib. When Daphne's fingers found it, she raised the amber rubber teat to her mouth and popped it between her lips with a muffled sigh of relief. 
       
        Emma punched Jane's mobile number on her phone as soon as she reached the bottom of the stairs. "How did it go, Em?" Jane asked by way of greeting.
       "Fabulous!" the tall blonde gushed. "Daphne was doing the ironing when she pooped her diaper, and you should have seen her!"
       "Why? What happened?"
           
         Emma's laugh was evil. "It was just like last night, on the lounge. She looked like she was having an orgasm while she soiled herself! I tell you, she collapsed onto her hands and knees before it was over! She nearly knocked over the ironing board and the iron!"
        "Is everything okay?"
        "Of course! No worries!" the Nanny carelessly replied, chortling as she added, "I made her stay in her poopy diaper until after I fed her lunch, as usual, then I changed our little stinker before I put her down in the crib for her nap. That's where she is now."
        Jane chuckled. "That's great, Em! It sounds like those post-hypnotic suggestions really took."
       "Yes, well… We'll see," the Nanny diffidently replied.  
       "Alright, Em, call me if anything else noteworthy happens. Otherwise I'll speak to you tonight when I get home. There's a courier on the way home right now, with  a memory stick of compilations of videos of my nieces when they were little. Make sure Daphne watches an hour or so this afternoon. Alright? And don't forget - Jake is coming home with me tonight."
       "Oh that's right! I'd forgotten all about that!" she lied. "That should be fun!" Nanny crowed, patting her straw-coloured locks into place and licking her lips. "I'm looking forward to that! Talk to you later."
       "Bye Emma."
         After nap-time Nanny let her charge out of the crib and changed Daphne's diaper, tossing the wet things in the appropriate receptacles and taping her into a single disposable and some clean pink baby panties. She lifted the little girl down and dressed her in her frothy pink tutu, then led her little ballerina downstairs for an hour of ballet practice. It was the only time she was allowed to take out her pacifier, too, although Daphne was in two minds about that these days. She had grown used to the ubiquitous presence of the soothing rubber teat in her mouth. 
       Afterwards when Nanny undressed her and peeled away the disposable, Daphne was surprised to find she'd wet herself without noticing - and from the look and feel of her diaper, more than once. She felt a pang of concern for a few moments, thinking, 'That seems to be happening an awful lot lately!' Daphne was dressed in her yellow frock again and her normal thick diapers, and Nanny clipped a fresh dribble-bib around the little girl's neck and attached her pacifier clip to the lacy collar. This bib told the world she was 'Mommy's Wet Baby Girl.' After lacing on her pink sneakers, Nanny made Daphne collect the dry things from the clothesline before sending her to scrub the bathrooms. 
        After cleaning both bathrooms, she had to take the remaining clothes and diapers off the line, and toss the diapers in the dryer to soften them before wearing. She was grateful for the rest when Nanny lifted her into the highchair for dinner. She noticed Emma had freshened her make-up, and her glossy red lips looked full and inviting. She'd even put gel in her hair, and her straw-coloured locks looked attractively spiky. Daphne's meal consisted of sausages, mashed potato, peas and pumpkin - except Nanny put it all through the blender first, turning the tasty meal into a disgusting-looking brownish-green paste. Then Nanny spoon-fed her baby the pureed concoction, making sure her little girl's face was soon covered with goop. Even so, it still tasted okay - and Daphne was hungry - so she ate up every bite she could - except for the usual drooled spillages, and the occasional spoonful Nanny 'accidentally' smeared over her cheeks. She was halfway though her after-dinner bottle when she distantly heard the front door unlock and open. 
        "Hello! We're home," Jane sang out from the hallway. Daphne's heart gave a leap of joy as she swallowed another mouthful of warm milk. Mommy was home!
          Emma hastily wiped her hands clean and checked her reflection in the window over the sink, patting her spiky locks into place before she turned to scamper out of the kitchen. The excited baby heard her Nanny call, "Hi Jane, hello Jake!" A mouthful of warm milk sprayed from Daphne's pursed lips, splashing over her hands and splattering on the highchair tray. She plucked the dripping teat from her mouth, gasping breathlessly in fear. Uncle Jake was here? She placed her bottle upright on the tray and wiped clean her messy chin with trembling fingers. 
 
Chapter 19 continued.....
         "Hello Emma," Jane greeted the Nanny. Daphne heard Mommy distantly insist, "Jake, go into the kitchen and make yourself a drink. Emma knows where everything is. Look after him, will you Nanny? I want to jump in the shower before I watch you deal with my naughty baby." 
         "Sure thing, honey." The hairs at the back of Daphne's neck prickled when she heard Jake's unmistakeable baritone voice.  
          Jake was dressed in a smart dark-grey pinstripe suit, his usual black lace-up shoes on his enormous feet gleaming with polish. His wide crimson silk tie with the thick generous knot was like a huge phallic symbol beneath his tanned chiselled chin. His luxurious dark-brown hair was neatly swept back with a side part, and his wide brown eyes twinkled in sadistic anticipation. "Hello Baby Daphne!" he called in greeting. "There's Mommy's little girl!" He strode into the kitchen like he owned the place, although his cruel smile faltered when he approached the wide-eyed baby girl with the Shirley Temple hairstyle sitting in the big pink highchair. 
       "I got your letter, little girl - and the card. Very cute!" Daphne's little round cheeks blushed rosily in shame when she remembered the humiliating letter she'd written him, and her rapidly blinking  eyelashes glistened with unshed tears.  Jake's pace slowed and he squinted his eyes and shook his head as though to clear it, then he stared fixedly at Daphne's face as he shuffled closer. He rested the fingers of his right hand on the front edge of the grubby tray and turned to Emma, frowning in confusion. Jake demanded, "What's going on here?"
         The slender blonde moved to the side of the highchair and leaned her torso against the tray, pushing up her firm little breasts till they bulged attractively between the unbuttoned collar of her pink cribton blouse. It actually looked like she had a cleavage. Her shoulder accidentally rested against Jake's for a moment as she batted her long mascara-darkened lashes at him and coyly asked, "Whatever do you mean, Jake?"
         "She looks… different. Her face," he replied uncertainly, stabbing a finger at Baby Daphne's pensive features. "Is she wearing make-up?" Like most men, he hadn't noticed either girls' new hairstyle. 
         "No. I don't think so," Emma replied, her green eyes wide and her expression innocent. "What do you mean? Like lipstick and stuff? Let me check." She ignored the milk dribbling down the baby's chin and rubbed the ball of her thumb against Daphne's plump bottom lip, pressing firmly, then inspected her unstained thumb and showed him the proof. "Nope. No lipstick - just milk. Our little girl is far too young to be wearing make-up, anyway. Why do you ask, Jake?"
          He shook his head like a confused bear as he turned away and headed for the fridge, muttering, "I need a drink." Jake took out a green bottle of Heineken and unscrewed the cap, tossed it in the garbage and took a long pull of beer. He glanced at the little girl in the highchair, shuddered and looked away, and took another longer swig, gulping noisily till he drained the bottle. He lowered the empty bottle, sighed in satisfaction, burped, then helped himself to a fresh beer. 
         Emma's eyes followed him around the room, a bemused smirk tugging at the corners of her glossy red lips. When he didn't seem inclined to reply to her question, the Nanny asked again; "Why did you ask if Daphne's wearing make-up, Jake?"
         He pointed accusingly at the blushing baby in the highchair with the freshly-opened bottle. "She looks pretty!" he spat, like it caused him physical pain to say the words. Daphne's heart swelled with girlish pride for a second before Jake's next statement brought her crashing back to earth. "I mean, Benny was an effeminate little pansy - everyone knew that! But I never thought he - I mean, he wasn't -" Jake looked like his brain was hurting, and he paused to take another soothing mouthful of beer. "I would never have called Benny pretty," he concluded lamely, looking and sounding disturbed.
         Emma took pity on him. "But there is no Benny any longer, remember," she softly reminded him, stepping closer and placing her hand reassuringly on his forearm. 'There's only Baby Daphne, Mommy's sweet little diaper girl." 
         "Harrumph," Jake grunted, glancing from the slender hand on his forearm to the smiling red mouth of the tall young woman standing intimately close to him. Jake was six-four and they were almost at eye-level, and he found himself gazing into a pair of brilliant fluttering green eyes. Nothing was said for a minute, and Daphne's noticed her smiling Nanny's bosoms were heaving noticeably inside her unbuttoned pink blouse. Jake's expression softened and he smiled, his narrowing brown eyes dropping from her innocently-batting eyes to her luscious red lips, to the exposed expanse of her tanned chest. Daphne watched the grown-ups' interaction with wide staring eyes, wishing for the comforting presence of her dum-dums. Was Nanny flirting with Uncle Jake? 
          "What's going on here?" Jane asked as she quietly stepped into the kitchen in her bare feet, her acid tone just short of an accusation. She held her transparent Perspex mules with the pink fluffy vamps in one hand. Her long tawny locks had been brushed out, falling loose over her shoulders in silken waves of gold. Jane had her short white satin robe tightly cinched around her tiny waist and her pink cheeks looked flushed and moist after her hot shower. From the way her enormous bosoms heaved and swayed, it was obvious she was braless - although Daphne noticed Mommy had taken the time to re-do her make-up. Lashings of mascara made her sapphire eyes look huge, and her full glossy red mouth looked so kissable, even when she was frowning in displeasure. Mommy looked stunning, and so desirable! Daphne stared at her beautiful Mommy, entranced. 
         Emma immediately stepped away from Jake and retreated to the far side of the highchair. "Jake was just telling me he thought Daphne looked pretty," the Nanny reported with an innocent smile, tilting her head at the big baby. 
         "Of course she's pretty!" Jane retorted sharply. "She's my little girl, after all - and she takes after her Mommy." Feeling at a height disadvantage, Jane slipped her fluffy mules on her feet, grateful for the added four inches. 
         "Naturally," Jake sensibly concurred, before concentrating on his beer.
          
           Jane threw Emma a quick frown, then it vanished in a heartbeat - to replaced by a beguiling smile "Nanny, will you take the baby upstairs and give her a lovely hot bubble-bath? Make sure our baby girl is all lovely and clean for Mommy and Uncle Jake to play with afterwards, will you?"
          "Certainly Jane," the Nanny readily agreed. 
          
          Jane took a memory stick from the pocket of her shimmering white robe and discreetly handed it to the Nanny, instructing her quietly, "Pop that in Daphne's fairy mobile when you go upstairs, will you? Toss the old one away." The Nanny nodded in understanding and slipped it in one of the back pockets of her tiny denim mini.            
        Emma took away Daphne's almost-empty baby bottle and removed her filthy bib, using the only clean spot to scour her milk-stained lips and chin one last time. She clipped Daphne's pacifier to the yoke collar of her frock and shoved the teat between her puffy pink lips with a sniff of contempt. Nanny loosened the restraints, unlocked the highchair tray and lifted it aside, then helped her big baby climb down from her high padded seat. 
          Before Emma could release Baby Daphne's waist, Jane stepped over to the entwined couple and whispered, "Potty-time, potty-time, potty-time," in her little girl's ear. The sissy baby collapsed against her Nanny squeaking in alarm, her knees spread wide as she squatted and pushed, helplessly filling her diaper with hot squishy poo-poos. As the excrement uncontrollably surged out of her anus, Daphne began to moan and shudder in her Nanny's arms, clinging to the slender young woman for support. To Jane's experienced ears, it was obvious her diaper-pooping baby was having an orgasm as she helplessly soiled herself, and she grinned in delight. 
         Emma shot Jane a glare over the head of her whimpering, bucking charge, unable to release herself from this unwanted embrace, and Jane smiled innocently in return. 'That'll keep you busy for the next twenty minutes - and give you something to think about!' Jane thought in smug satisfaction. Jake reeled back in horror as he demanded, "What the-? Did Daphne just shit herself?"
        "Yes, I think so," Jane responded with a resigned sigh and a tolerant smile. "She's just a baby, Jake. She can't help it! Check her diaper for me Nanny, will you?"
         Emma grimaced as she peeled Daphne's trembling arms from around her waist. She turned the shuddering baby around and flipped up the back of her yellow play frock. A panting Daphne bent forward and squatted slightly, grabbing the highchair seat for support, her knees still watery. Nanny pulled away the tight elastic waistband of Daphne's baby panties from the small of her back, and when the whimpering little girl crouched lower and obligingly poked out her bum, Emma peeled back the layers of cloth. There was no inner disposable lining. Nanny hadn't expected her little girl to soil herself twice in one day. She knew it wasn't necessary to bend down and sniff, even as she completed the humiliating ritual. She could smell Daphne was dirty. Plus both women knew the effect the post-hypnotic trigger would have on their submissive little sissy, and the Nanny wasn't looking forward to changing her second poopy diaper of the day. 
       "Yep. She's dirty," she dully reported, sighing heavily at the unpleasant task confronting her, muttering to herself, "Godammit!" The mess was always harder to clean up when it was in a cloth diaper. Emma lowered Daphne's frock, twirled the embarrassed little girl around and snatched her hand. "Come with me, you dirty little girl! Nanny needs to give her smelly poopy baby a lovely hot bath. Come on!"
        Daphne grimaced at her Nanny's rougher-than-usual handling as she cleaned her messy bottom and bits on the change table, before making her crawl on all fours into the bathroom and climb into the tub. Emma had turned on the taps, put in the plug, and squirted in some strawberry-scented bubble bath before she undressed her stinky baby girl, so the bath was already half-filled with sweet smelling bubbles. The water was too hot for Daphne as usual, but Nanny seemed to be in a rush this evening as she turned off the taps. She forced her reluctant charge to hop in anyway, squealing and dancing in pain. The hairless little girl was shocked when a spray of pee-pee squirted from her limp clittie as soon as she had both feet in the hot water, and Nanny gave her a crisp hard smack across the bottom before she could hide her disgrace under the bubbles. CRACK! "Owie!" Nanny had a large strong hand.
         "Bad baby!" Emma gruffly scolded the little girl. "Naughty girl! You know you're not supposed to pee-pee in the bath. That's naughty!"
         "Thowwy Nanny," Daphne apologised, blushing in shame. She tried to stem the flow and failed, then gave up. Her hands searched through the suds, patting her chest and tummy, unconsciously seeking the comfort of her missing dum-dums. It was so soothing to suck on the familiar rubber teat at times like this. One hand rose to rub her chin, and Daphne surreptitiously let the tip of her thumb slip between her puffy pink lips. She spat out some bubbles and tried again.
         Nanny's hands seemed unnecessarily rough when she hurriedly scrubbed every inch of Daphne's hide, from her eyebrows down to the soles of her feet. She was careful not to get her thumb-sucking charge's pretty platinum curls wet, though. When Emma washed Daphne's bot-bot and clittie with a hot soapy washer, the little girl couldn't help getting excited, and she screwed up her face and twitched in pain as the tiny silver ring bit deep. It wasn't until Daphne whimpered in agony and plucked her thumb from her lips, both hands dancing in the suds around her tummy and hovering uselessly over her groin, that the cruel Nanny relented and moved on the another part of her hairless little body.
        Daphne was surprised when after lifting her out and roughly towelling her dry, Nanny led her out of the bathroom and towards the stairs with only the damp towel wrapped around her narrow shoulders. "Wha- what about my diaper?" she asked in confusion. She'd seen her night diapers laid out ready on the change table in passing.
       Emma held up one of Daphne's disposable diapers as she rudely ushered her little girl down the stairs ahead of her. "I've got one right here. Don't you worry your little head about it, Baby Daphne. You just get downstairs into the lounge room. Everyone's waiting for you."
         Jane and Jake were sitting on one of the grey leather lounges together, drinks in the hands that weren't clasped together in Jane's lap. Jake had taken off his suit coat and removed his tie. The collar of his white business shirt was unbuttoned and his sleeves rolled up, revealing the tight black curls at the top of his manly chest and his muscular hairy forearms. Emma smiled knowingly at the tenting bulge in the front of Jake's pinstriped trousers, and she couldn't help licking her parted red lips. It was easy to see he was well-endowed. "Ah! Here they are!" Jane cried, sitting up and placing her crystal tumbler of Scribch and dry in front of her on the low wooden table. The ice cubes tinkled like wind chimes in a sultry breeze. She released Jake's hand and demurely rearranged the flaps of her shiny white robe to cover herself, her smile unreadable. 
        Jake placed his almost-empty bottle of beer on the coffee table too, and he tossed Emma and Daphne a broken smile of greeting. Pink-cheeked and moist from her hot bath, with a huge fluffy pink bath sheet draped around Daphne's slender shoulders, her tight platinum curls bobbing merrily with her every hesitant step - Jake couldn't believe how small and feminine his ex-boss looked! Or how juvenile! Especially standing next to the tall, attractive young athlete in charge of her. Beside her slyly smiling teenage Nanny, Daphne looked like a pretty pre-pubescent little girl. A frightened little girl! Jane seemed to sense her lover's mounting hesitation and she smoothly interjected herself into the action, sliding a foot away along the leather lounge from the broad-shouldered hunk and waving her little girl forward. 
          "Daphne, come over here and stand between Uncle Jake and Mommy, sweetheart." Nanny released Daphne's moist little paw and pushed her forwards, and she shyly shuffled around the coffee table to stand in the indicated spot, between the knees of the two seated adults. "Good girl. Give the diaper to Jake, please Emma. Thank you." When the Nanny obeyed, Jane imperiously waved her back to stand on the other side of the grey leather lounge facing them. Jake held up the folded diaper, glancing at his girlfriend in confusion. "You have to put it over your lap before you spank her," Jane explained. Daphne's hand flew to cover her mouth as she gasped in fear, her pale blue eyes wide and her long lustrous lashes fluttering girlishly. In a tone dripping with contempt Jane continued, "My little piddle-pants baby can't be trusted not to pee all over your lap while you're punishing her naughty bot-bot!"
         "Oh." When Jake dithered about, Jane snatched the huge white diaper from his hands, unfolded it, and lay it over his lap, taking the opportunity to briefly caress her man's faltering erection at the same time. 
         With his pinstripe trousers safely covered by the puffy white disposable, Jane ripped away her whimpering sissy's damp towel, carelessly tossing it towards the Nanny. "Here, Nanny." Emma collected it from where it landed on the other lounge, scowling at her employer in disapproval. Jane barely noticed. Daphne was standing on Jake's right, her slender naked body mostly turned towards her Mommy, pink and steaming from her hot bath. Jane grabbed her snivelling child's hips and turned her to face Uncle Jake, making her boyfriend face reality. 
         Jake's eyes automatically dropped from the little girl's frightened feminine face, over her smooth hairless chest, down to her bare crotch - where it all went horribly wrong. There was a tiny little penis at the junction of the little girl's trembling baby-smooth thighs, shattering the illusion and making Jake feel somehow betrayed. The silver rings twinkled brightly in the lights, irresistibly drawing his eyes to her useless miniscule equipment. Daphne noticed the direction of his burning gaze and she demurely covered her bits and pieces with both cupped hands, blushing rosily like any shy little girl. Her manicured pink nails glistened in the lights, her pale hands so tiny and feminine. Jake shook his head to dispel these weird thoughts and looked down at the floor. Daphne's tiny pink toenails looked so cute and girly. She was trying to trick him! To make him feel sorry for her - no, him ! It was so confusing! 
          When Jake made no move to assume control, Jane grunted in chagrin and took over, forcing her terrified little girl to bend forward at the waist and lean over Jake's lap. The big burly man caught her featherweight body before she tumbled to the floor, and he automatically rearranged the whimpering little girl on his lap as he would for any of his tinier masochistic girlfriends. This wasn't his first rodeo, by any means! Daphne's plump curvaceous little cheeks poked up temptingly in the air, still damp and rosy from the hot bath, wobbling attractively as she wriggled about. Once again Jake was stunned by how feminine Daphne looked, especially from this angle. She had a tiny waist and her slender hips were almost girlish by comparison, her pale-pink shivering buttocks generous and well-rounded. The complete lack of any visible body hair on her shapely little legs only enhanced the illusion of femininity. With her mass of tight blonde ringlets and her dainty painted pink finger and toenails, she looked exactly like a little girl from this angle - a naughty little girl about to be punished! 
        His erection surged at the sadistic thought, but then Jake felt confused again. He shouldn't feel turned-on. This was a man over his lap. A poor excuse for a man, but a man nonetheless. But his sexy girlfriend was whispering seductively in his ear, "Do it Jake, do it! Spank her good and hard!" Jake knew the only way he could resolve his inner conflict was to treat Daphne like a real girl. A naughty little girl who had begged him to give her a good, hard, bare-bottomed spanking! One she well and truly deserved! His erection surged to new life, rising up to pulsate madly against the soft body pressing against him.
        Daphne gave a soft cry of alarm when she could feel the head of Jake's huge erection poking into her tummy, despite the padding of the puffy disposable between them. She wriggled about on Jake's broad lap for a few moments, trying to make herself more comfortable - and becoming increasingly aware of how big and hard he really was! Jake held on to the image of Daphne as a bad little girl and with a growl he raised his right hand high, stretching his powerful arm in readiness. Jane caught hold of his wrist.
         
         "Remember, Jake - all the hours you wasted in dozens of airports, waiting for this naughty sissy to collect her suitcases full of fetish stuff?" she demanded, spurring on her lover.
        "I remember," he sourly replied. 
        "Remember how pissed-off you were with Benny's incompetence in the office? The way he took credit for your sales figures, and tried to undercut you?"
        "That bastard!" His flushed face turned crimson with anger.
           
        Jane didn't bother trying to hide her pleased smile. Daphne could hear it in Mommy's voice and her fluttering eyes filled with tears as Jane egged him on. "You read that grovelling letter from Baby Daphne? She deserves to be punished. She wants to be punished! She needs to be punished - by you !"
         Jake nodded emphatically. "You're right! I agree - but I want to hear her beg for it, first." He raised his deep booming voice slightly. "You heard me, Daphne. Beg me to give you a spanking!"
         The tears that always lurked close to the surface suddenly welled in Daphne's eyes. "Oh thir! Yeth thir! Pweathe Unca Jake? Pweathe thir, will you thpank my naughty bot-bot? Sniff-sniff! Pweathe gib me a good hard thpanking, thir? I've been bewwy bewwy naughty!" In answer Jake's huge meaty palm came hurtling down on her perfectly-presented posterior, his hand large enough to easily cover both buttocks. WHACK! "Ow!" Daphne squealed in anguish as her body was driven forward momentarily. Jake's bare hand fell with more force than Mommy's arm when she used the paddle! WHACK!  "Ow! Owie!" WHACK! WHACK! WHACK!  "Oww! Wah! Waah! Waahh!"
         It hurt even more on flesh still warm and damp from a scalding-hot bath. There was no sexual pleasure for Daphne in submitting to Jake. There was only pain and suffering. Baby Daphne didn't even think about her limp little clittie, trapped as it was in its silver prison. Her whole world was focused on the savage beating to which her poor little bottom was being subjected. Every powerful blow made her body jerk with the force, and her high-pitched screams turned to an endless ululation of agony. She wasn't even aware when her bladder cut loose, the wet warmth puddling in the diaper under her tummy and crotch.
           Emma leaned her hips against the corner of the lounge, surreptitiously pressing her groin against the padded leather backing through her denim miniskirt. The teenager was so turned-on watching big handsome Jake spank Baby Daphne, her damp panties were in danger of being overwhelmed. She'd been attracted to the tall, well-built executive from the first time she'd laid eyes on him, although she was careful to give her possessive employer no sign of her true feelings. Jake was so damned tall and good-looking, and she loved a man with a real physique. Watching this Adonis beat the submissive little sissy's bum black and blue made Emma's sadistic little heart beat with new intensity, and she couldn't control the moist wanton feeling between her legs. 
       With all eyes fixed on the sado-masochistic performance on the lounge opposite, no one was looking when Emma let her left hand cover her right breast, cupping and squeezing gently, her index finger and thumb tweaking her sensitive erect nipple through her lightweight cribton blouse. Electric jolts of sensation shot from her nipple to her clit, making her throbbing bud stiffen inside its little pink hood. Emma gasped quietly and her large top teeth covered her plump red bottom lip, biting down as she fought to keep herself silent. She bent and straightened her knees slightly, sliding her puffy moist crotch up and down, pressing harder against the corner of the lounge and making it caress her sweet spot. She was grateful the sounds of the vicious spanking and the baby's loud cries drowned out her muffled moans of passion when she started to helplessly climax. 
        Jane was so excited watching her lover beat her husband, she wanted to throw the flaps of her robe apart and ram her fingers inside her damp panties and strum her tingling clit -  but she felt inhibited with the attractive young Nanny standing nearby and watching. "That's it, Jake," Jane hoarsely urged her lover, her voice husky with arousal. "You teach that bad little girl a lesson. That's it! Beat that bad baby's butt!" Her hands gradually crept into her lap, her fingers unable to stay away from her steamy crotch. 
       Even though Jake knew he was punishing his old boss - and he sure as hell deserved it! - the person over his lap looked, sounded, acted, and felt like a little girl. She even smelled like a little girl, hints of sweet strawberry scent wafting up to his nostrils from her flaming red cheeks as he dried them with his hard palm. Her whole body jolted with the force of each blow, and he had to use his huge left hand to stabilise her slender body over his lap. Her little feet thrashed about in pain and she wailed like a contrite little girl, but Jake was pleased to see at least she had been well-trained enough to keep her hands out of his way. 'Or else - she really wants this!' he speculated, and he increased the force of his blows. After about twenty or so more really vicious spanks, Daphne began wailing and keening like a penitent little girl, her little body collapsing over his lap as she surrendered completely to her punishment. 
         Jake's pounding hand gradually slowed to a halt, and he rested his tingling palm against her blazing crimson buttocks for a moment, enjoying the heat emanating from those battered little cheeks. He was aware of a spreading patch of warmth against his upper thighs, and he was pretty sure the wailing little girl had wet herself during her spanking. Jane watched him unconsciously caress the tender burning buttocks of her crying little girl, and she grimaced in annoyance. 
        "Do you think she's learned her lesson?" Jane demanded provocatively, poking Jake's side with her elbow when he was slow to respond. Her throaty voice carried the sound of sexual promise. 
         'I think so. Just to be sure…" He gave Daphne's bruised bottom one more good hard wallop, and the little girl jerked and shrieked in agony before collapsing again in her usual wailing and crying. 
         Jane had to cough delicately, clear her throat and swallow before she spoke again. "Alright, Baby Daphne, your punishment is over. You may get up now," Mommy crooned in her sugary toddler voice. It took Daphne's a few seconds to collect herself, and she slid off Jake's lap onto her knees, hiccupping back the sobs, tears and snot staining her pretty face. Her hands leaped behind her back, briskly rubbing her stinging cheeks with both palms to ease the throbbing pain. Jake picked up the diaper from his lap and showed the women the distinct yellow patch. Jane grinned in triumph and reached past her kneeling baby to pat Jake's thigh, surreptitiously reaching up to check the state of his erection, pleased to find him harder than ever. "I warned you she was a hopeless little panty-wetter," she reminded Jake with a winning smile. He tossed aside the used diaper with a grimace of disgust and Jane waved to Emma. "Take care of that, will you Nanny? And you can put our little cry-baby to bed now."
        "Yes Ma'am."
         As the Nanny led the naked sobbing child from the room, Jane leaned over and grabbed at Jake's tenting crotch. She clutched his swollen manhood through his trousers, curling her fingers as far as possible around his hot hard shaft. "Mmm! Good," she murmured in that deep sultry voice, squeezing him rhythmically and making him even harder. "I'm glad punishing my baby excites you! I can feel you're all ready for me!" Jake brushed the flaps of her satin robe apart and cupped her heavy meaty breasts, gently squeezing the fleshy orbs with his strong thick fingers and plucking at her stiffening nipples.
        "I want you," he gasped, lowering his head to kiss her crinkled russet cap. "I need you, Jane. Right here, right now!"
       "Not yet, honey," she replied, grabbing his hair and lifting his face so she could kiss those wonderful full sensual lips. She released his erection and he turned his body so he could press the hard swollen length of it against her. His tongue gently forced her lips apart, caressing the sensitive inner folds and making her wet kitten tingle madly. 
      "Wait, Jake! Please wait?" Jane breathlessly begged her ardent lover, pulling her face back. "Wait till the Nanny puts the baby down for the night in her crib. She'll leave then, and we can go to my bedroom and make love where our chastised sissy can hear every cry of passion, every scream of ecstasy." When Jake didn't seem discouraged, Jane rolled away from him and leapt to her feet. "Let me get you a fresh drink," she suggested. "I need a top-up, too."
        Even though she'd been able to bring herself off by masturbating against the lounge, Emma was still horny! She thought Jake was unbearably handsome, and watching him enthusiastically punish her naughty little sissy had been cream on the cake for her. She imagined herself locking Daphne in the crib, racing downstairs and jumping on Jake's lap, burying his cock inside her dripping pussy. She envied Jane's planned night of passion with him. She ignored Daphne's tears as she helped the crying child climb onto the change table, whimpering in pain from her searing buttocks. Nanny powdered and diapered her, and she pinned her in the usual two thick cloth diapers for night time. 
       She helped Daphne crawl into her crib and she rolled onto her right side with her head on the pillow, straightening her silky white nylon baby doll nightie over her tummy and staring sightlessly at her Nursery. Her eyes were still awash with tears. Daphne's battered bottom throbbed painfully inside her soothing fluffy diaper, and she wasn't sure if she wanted to lie on her back. Emma turned to pick up Daphne's bedtime bottle of warm milk and her pacifier from the dresser, but then paused in thought. 'What the hell!' she thought defiantly. 'Every adult in this house is getting off tonight - except me!' The horny teen replaced the items on the dresser and slid her hands under her tiny skirt. Emma ripped down her tiny black nylon knickers, the sodden cribton gusset peeling away from her sensitive spot like a sticky band-aid and making her gasp. She unzipped and kicked off her high-heeled boots, reefed her denim mini up around her hips, and marched back to the crib. 
        Daphne gave a little squeak of surprise when instead of raising the railing as usual, Nanny climbed into the crib on all fours. She forcibly rolled Daphne onto her back, manoeuvring her long lanky frame until she was kneeling astride the astonished sissy's face, facing the headboard. Emma had a half-inch-wide landing strip of light brown curls either side of her nether lips, but other than that, she was smooth and hairless as a newborn down there. Her moist aromatic crotch loomed over her face and Daphne could see all the way inside her Nanny, and the musky aroma of Emma's excited pussy filled her flaring nostrils. She smelled so different from Mommy! Emma curled her long strong fingers in Daphne's tight blonde ringlets and used the little girl's curls like a handle to steer her mouth towards her dripping opening. "Lick my pussy, little girl," Emma hoarsely rasped, lowering her steamy crotch onto her baby's upturned face. "Lick me!" 
         Daphne obediently poked out her wet pink tongue and began lapping at Emma's juicy slit. It took the little girl a few seconds to locate Emma's hard little clit and peel away the tiny hood with the tip of her tongue, but once the sensitive little bud of woman flesh had been exposed, she set to with gusto. The biting pain in her own clittie warned Daphne that this wasn't about her pleasure. The sooner she made her Nanny happy, the sooner she would be left in peace and quiet. After a few minutes of enthusiastic lapping, Emma gasped in ecstasy and grabbed the top of the headboard with her free hand, fighting to remain upright as she began to noisily climax. Daphne let Nanny's swollen clit scrape against the flat of her slick wet tongue as Emma ground her pelvis against her face, the dominant woman whimpering and moaning at the intensity of her orgasm.
         When she was satisfied, Emma breathlessly dismounted and slid down from the crib. She smiled raggedly at the gasping little girl's shiny cum-soaked face, raised the barred railing till it locked in place, then handed the baby her bottle of warm milk. "Good girl," she praised the panting sissy, smiling in approval when Daphne thrust the dripping teat between her lips and started lustily nursing. The little girl rolled onto her side holding the bottle to her face, watching her Nanny as she collected her dum-dums from the dresser. With a sly smile for her noisily-slurping charge, Nanny lowered the oversized soother to the steamy junction of her thighs and slipped the amber rubber teat inside her dripping opening. She made sure the substitute nipple and the wide plastic guard were heavily anointed with her fragrant juices, then reached between the wooden bars to clip the little girl's pacifier to the lacy collar of her baby doll nightie.
         Daphne watched her Nanny pull her tiny black panties into place and demurely smooth down her denim mini, then she lowered one hand from her sloshing bottle and clutched the moist soother teat in her curled fingers. The Nanny knew her little girl would fall asleep with the taste of Nanny's pussy on her tongue and the smell of her excitement filling Daphne's little nostrils. Emma smiled and nodded in satisfaction as she switched on the fairy mobile, watching the twirling little fairies for a minute while she listened to the familiar Nursery rhymes with the subliminal hypnotic commands. All she could hear was the sound of a sweet young woman's voice warbling the same old Nursery rhymes, accompanied by a tinkling piano. The Nanny couldn't tell the difference, and doubted her little girl could either. She affectionately patted Daphne's shiny damp cheek, not bothering to wipe away her copious juices as she wished her, "Goodnight, Princess. Sweet dreams."
       "Ni-ni, Nanny," Daphne wetly burbled.
         When Emma walked into the lounge room, she found her boss sitting on her lover's lap facing him, straddling his hips on the leather lounge, holding his face against one of her heaving breasts. Jane heard the Nanny walk into the room, and she didn't bother trying to conceal what was going on. She glanced over her shoulder at Emma and tossed her employee a victorious smirk. "You can leave us now, Nanny," she commanded, dismissing her with a casual flick of her tawny locks. 
 
         "Right. Fine," the tall teenager muttered ungraciously before heading to the kitchen to collect her handbag. Emma didn't bother wishing the amorous couple goodnight. They were already heading upstairs arm-in-arm as the Nanny let herself out the front door, hearing it lock behind her with a final solid 'thunk.' Emma bit back the feelings of jealousy and envy as she climbed into her Mini and drove home. 
        Jane checked the Nursery door was left wide open before she let Jake hustle her into the bedroom. He occupied himself tearing off his clothes while she disrobed and peeled down her pink satin bikini panties. Jane lay back on the king-size bed dressed only in her fluffy Perspex mules and spread her legs slightly, reaching down to finger her dripping-wet slit. She was so horny, her fragrant juices were almost trickling down her thighs! She collected some excess lubricant on her fingertips and brought them to her lips, tasting her juices and loving the flavour. She covered her full red lips with her slick clear juice, till her pouting mouth glistened moistly like freshly-applied lip gloss. Jake threw himself on top of her and kissed her passionately, and she couldn't help spreading her thighs wider and wrapping her arms around his thick muscular trunk. 
        Jake pulled his face away after a minute, their lips parting with an erotic wet sucking sound. He raised himself up with his arms straightened so he could glance down between their bodies, the underside of his massive shaft pressing against the molten core of her womanhood. He could feel how wet she was, and he rocked back and forwards, sliding the length of his shaft up and down, riding over her puffy swollen lips until her slick juices liberally coated the purple crown and the underside of his cock. She groaned and clutched him harder, tilting her pelvis up so his swollen cock-head was rubbing against her dripping opening. Her engorged labia had already retracted and her juicy walls were opening in readiness, waiting for him, wanting him - needing him!
        "Ohh Jake," she moaned, making sure her voice was pitched loud enough to carry to the baby in the next room. "I love that huge cock of yours! Please put it inside me?"
       "Are you ready, baby? Are you sure?" Jake loudly demanded. "Then open up for me. Come on. Open up like a good girl. Ahhh! Mmm! Oh yeah! Ohh, that's better!"
        "Oh God! Oh God! Yes Jake! Yes! Oh Godogodogodogod! Ohhh!" Jane couldn't believe he could make her cum before he was all the way inside her! Of course watching him beat the shit out of her submissive little sissy had been great foreplay. Her legs wrapped all the way around his slamming body and she clutched him to her as she shrieked and bucked in orgasm. 
        Jake rode the wave with her like he was riding an earthquake. He let her slide down from the crest  and then pounded her into another noisy, gut-wrenching, spine-tingling climax. He took his time after that, riding Jane to a leisurely, longer-lasting third orgasm, before he allowed himself to relax and concentrate on his own pleasure. He buried his face in her perfumed neck, biting the tender sweet flesh there as he pounded her pelvis with a violence similar to that he'd delivered to her shrieking toddler's behind. When he climaxed he threw back his head and roared like a lion, bellowing his relief and gasping breathlessly at the intensity of his release. 
         
        In her crib, Daphne tried to ignore the rude sounds she couldn't help hearing from Mommy's bedroom. When her bottle was finished, she threw it through the bars in frustration. It clattered against the floor, but she didn't think Mommy heard it. Daphne had forgotten the baby monitor was on, and the couple in the next room could hear her every whimper and wriggle. Her trapped clittie would get excited and hurt, making her moan piteously - and driving the couple in the next room to new heights of passion. Daphne tried to concentrate on the tinkling Nursery rhymes and the soft sweet voice coming from her twirling fairy mobile. Her fingers scrabbled for the pacifier clipped to her nightie, and as she pressed the soothing rubber teat between her lips, her nostrils filled with the scent of Nanny's vagina. Daphne started to sing along with the Nursery rhymes in her head to block out the sounds of passionate lovemaking, sucking her tasty dum-dums in accompaniment, and before she knew it, she had drifted off to dreamland.  
Chapter 20. Baby Under Control
 
 
          The next morning when Mommy unpinned Daphne's saturated night diapers, Jane was prepared. She slowly lowered the sodden front flap, took a quick peek, then hastily covered her little girl's spurting clittie. Jane gave her embarrassed little girl a smile of long-suffering and shook her head in apparent disbelief at Daphne's uncontrollable baby ways. "What a silly baby!" she teased her pink-cheeked child. She held the front of the drenched diaper against Daphne's limp clittie till she was sure she was finished wetting, then cautiously lowered the flap and removed the sopping disposable liner with a snigger of contempt.
        After the little girl cleaned her teeth and showered, Mommy diapered Daphne and dressed her in one of her bondage play frocks. This crotch-length toddler frock was made from a patchwork of huge purple and white satin patches, heavily flounced and falling from a high Empire bustline. It had a high rounded collar with wide flaps of thick white satin and a big floppy purple bow in front, and it zipped up the back. Mommy fiddled with the back of Daphne's frock at the collar for a few minutes before announcing herself satisfied. 
       The slider body of the zipper has an unusually large opening, and there was a slender silver chain running all the way around the floppy collar of Daphne's bondage frock, sewn inside the folds of luxurious satin material. The chain had an open loop at one end, poking out of one side of the collar at the rear, which could be threaded through the slider and attached to a tiny eyelet hook at the other end - hidden inside a flap sewn into the opposite collar flap. It was difficult to loop closed even when you could see what you were doing, and once it had been tucked behind the little flap, difficult to see or locate -  especially if you didn't know it was there. It was virtually impossible to unclasp - unless you could see what you were doing. Closing the chain meant Baby Daphne wouldn't be able to remove her pretty satin toddler frock without a grown-up's help. She was trapped in her sissy-baby outfit - like a good little bondage-Princess should be! 
        Nanny Emma arrived while Daphne was finishing her breakfast in the highchair, and she read the embroidered message on the baby's mucky bib with a snigger of contempt. 'I Love to Wet and Poop My Diapers.' When Mommy came downstairs dressed for work, the women seemed a little short with each other this morning. Emma was dressed in her usual style - jeans and an athletic sweatshirt, and her worn old sneakers, her long angular face bereft of make-up  - while Mommy looked elegant as usual with her face artfully made-up to enhance her beauty and her long tawny locks styled in an attractive neat chignon. 
       Jane's tight brushed-cribton, high-waisted miniskirt and unbuttoned matching battledress jacket were fire-engine red this morning, a perfect match for the high-heeled patent-leather court shoes on her feet. Sheer tan stockings made her long shapely legs glisten under the kitchen lights and her meaty breasts wobbled attractively beneath the gleaming front of her white satin blouse. Daphne's face lit up at the sight of her beautiful sexy Mommy - but then she remembered Mommy was going to work with Uncle Jake. Her smile faltered and she didn't realise her plump pink, porridge-smeared bottom lip began to obviously poke out.
         "Where's Jake?" Nanny asked a shade too casually, making Mommy frown for a moment. She concentrated on locating her keys in her handbag. 
        "He had to leave early. A business meeting this morning out of town," Jane replied shortly, although she wondered why she bothered explaining herself to the hired help. Daphne was pleased to hear Mommy wouldn't be working with mean old Uncle Jake today, although she was relieved when Mommy soon bid them goodbye and departed for work. The baby girl could feel the tension in the air ebb away as she drained her bottle of juice. 
          After Nanny let her out of the highchair, Daphne had to hang up her freshly-laundered diapers and baby panties, and some of her frocks and nighties and bibs, and some of Mommy's clothes. Her fresh dribble-bib told the world she was a 'Little Miss Squishy-Britches!' While those things were drying on the line, Daphne had to mount her little step-stool in the laundry and hand-wash all Mommy's delicate lingerie. The sissy baby fought to keep herself calm, trying to avoid being bitten by the cruel silver clittie-ring as she soaped the fragrant crotches of Mommy's sexy silken panties and scrubbed out the odd yellow stains from inside the cups of her white satin bra.  
         She was crouching over the sink scrubbing at a really stubborn mark with the soft nail brush, concentrating and pressing hard when it happened. Daphne felt the bowel movement beginning, felt her anus dilate unasked, and the first sloppy log started to force its way out. She moaned in shame and snatched a deep breath, held it, squatted slightly and began to bear down as she clutched the edge of the laundry tub for support. Nanny must have heard her little girl's orgasmic moans because she silently stepped over to the laundry door in her rubber-soled sneakers, leaning her shoulder against the jamb and grinning while she watched her helpless big baby poop her diaper while simultaneously climaxing. 
        When it appeared to be all over, Daphne was squatting down all the way on her haunches on the top step of the step-stool, her little fingers curled over the edge of the steel tub, clinging to it for dear life while she trembled like a leaf in a gale. Nanny crooned, "Ooo! Look at you, baby! Did you enjoy that, little girl?" Daphne jerked upright with a whimper of surprise, one hand diving down to cup the bulging seat of her plastic panties as she turned to her Nanny with a guilty expression. Her cheeks were rosy with shame and her wide blue eyes glistened wetly as she rapidly blinked, her long black lashes fluttering girlishly. Her other hand clutched the laundry tub to maintain her balance as she sucked harder on her dum-dums, at a loss for a reply. Nanny grinned at Daphne's lack of response and urged her, "Hurry up and finish that washing, and go out and hang everything on the line. Then come and find me in the lounge room. Understand?"
        Daphne looked confused for a moment. "Pweathe Nanny, can I hop down when I'm pinished here?" she lisped in inquiry, holding up a pair of Mommy's dripping knickers from the tub in indication. Emma's smile was cruel as she shook her head in denial 
       "No baby. You must always call out to Nanny when you've finished your assigned task, and ask for permission to climb down from your step-stool. You know that!"
        "Yeth Nanny. Thowwy Nanny."
         It was only mid-morning and Daphne had already finished all her allotted chores. She found Nanny in the lounge room relaxing with a coffee and watching TV. Emma sent her outside to check if the any of the washing was dry, before telling her little girl to collect her Barbies and her infant dolly and take them out to the sunroom. After folding the dry clothes in the basket, Daphne rushed up to her bedroom to collect Nancy and then down to her playroom for her Barbie dolls. When she returned to the sunroom, Nanny was opening a wetproof play mat on the floor in front of the TV. "Leave your dolls here and go and get Nancy's diaper bag, sweetie," Emma instructed.  "And fetch some dresses to change your Barbies, too." 
        While the baby was absent, Emma took a memory stick from her pocket and plugged it into the flat screen TV mounted on the far wall. She grabbed the remote, switched on the TV and found the correct setting to access the memory stick, and set it ready to play. When Daphne waddled into the room with the doll's change bag looped over one forearm, her other hand clutching her tiny pink suitcase full of Barbie accessories, Nanny threw her a pleased smile. "Good girl! Come and sit down on the mat here and you can play with your dollies while you watch TV." 
         Daphne sank down onto her messy bottom on the wetproof play mat, perversely enjoying the way the squishy sticky contents of her warm wet diaper smeared unevenly over both cheeks. She wriggled about in the icky mess, her bumcheeks settling into the thick layer like sinking into delicious warm mud. Daphne couldn't help smiling at the naughty but nice feeling as it squished up in front to surround her bits and pieces with fresh warmth. She sucked noisily on her dum-dums, a thin stream of drool trailing unnoticed from her sloppy wet chin onto her damp bib, watching her Nanny pull Nancy's bottle from the diaper bag. "I'll fill this up for you," Nanny suggested, waggling the empty plastic doll's bottle in indication. "Then you can give Nancy a lovely bottle-feed. Okay sweetie?"
       "Yeth Nanny. Fank you, Nanny."
        Nanny pointed the remote at the TV and it flared into life, drawing Daphne's eyes.  The image of Sheila's daughter Jessica lit up the screen, taken when she was three years old. The beaming little girl was obviously dressed for a party in her sweet little white frock, her pale-blonde hair neatly brushed back and bound in place with a white satin-wrapped Alice band. She looked so pretty, and so happy! Emma made sure Daphne was staring at the screen when she crouched down beside her and whispered in her ear, "Baby-time, baby-time, baby-time." The Nanny smiled as she watched Daphne's body slump and her expression soften, till she looked much more child-like - 'and feminine,' Emma caught herself thinking. Aloud she continued to deliver the next post-hypnotic trigger. "Mommy says you must watch the little girls on the TV, and study them so you know how you should act. Mommy says you must learn to behave just like them. Do you understand?"
       "Yeth Nanny," Daphne dreamily mombled.
       "Good girl."
           Someone off-screen - probably Simon - prompted Jessica to speak. "Tell everyone how old you are today, darling," Daddy lovingly urged his darling daughter.
        Jessica looked down at her right hand, holding it palm up, frowning in concentration. She curled up her ring finger and closed her thumb over it, trapping it in place. With a triumphant smile, she looked up at the camera and held up her hand palm facing the camera, three fingers awkwardly sticking out. ""I'm this many!" she squealed excitedly. When she held up her arm her little frock rode up, and it looked like she was wearing a puffy disposable diaper under her white satin rumba panties. 
     
       You could hear the proud smile in his voice when Simon asked, "And how many is that, baby?"  
       Jessica's wide smile instantly vanished, to be replaced with a severe frown. "I'm fwee!" she shrieked indignantly, repeatedly thrusting the raised fingers at her chuckling father. "I'm this many! This many, Daddy! I'm not a baby! Zoe's the baby!" 
       Emma chortled to herself as she walked out to the kitchen to fill her baby's bottle - both bottles, actually.  Daphne's eyes remained riveted to the screen, her pacifier bobbing busily in her mouth. When the Nanny returned, she had filled both bottles with watered down apple-juice - the oversized plastic bottle for her big baby girl, the undersized one for the infant dolly Daphne clasped unthinkingly to her bosom.  The screen was filled with images of laughing squealing little girls, all gathered together for Jessica's third birthday party. 
       Daphne let Nanny slip the teat of her bottle between her lips without removing her eyes from the screen, although the little girl had to temporarily release Nancy and let the doll slide from her lap when she passively accepted the heavy vessel with both hands. She raised the sloshing base high but tilted the bottle to one side so she could keep watching the TV, and Emma noticed her little girl's dedication with a pleased smile. The Nanny placed the filled doll's bottle upright on the mat next to the entranced Daphne, knowing her little girl would need it soon enough. 
       Someone with a modicum of skill had edited the video recording at some stage, so there were dozens of scenes of cute interaction between two or three little girls at a time, all dressed up like little Princesses as they happily played together. Daphne watched in helpless fascination, compelled to study the way the little girls spoke to each other and behaved towards each other, and how they interacted with the parental figures at the birthday party. Lessons were learned, mannerisms memorised, the information being stored deep in the little girl's subconscious mind. 
        Satisfied her baby girl was safely preoccupied, Emma returned to her TV in the lounge room to continue watching her criminal investigation shows. She strolled back to the sunroom during a commercial break about twenty minutes later, noticing that Daphne had finished her bottle and cast it aside. The scene on the television was obviously gift-opening time, and Jessica was squealing and jumping about in delight every time she opened another gaily-wrapped birthday present. The little girl struggled with one cumbersome parcel, finally ripping away the pink ballerina wrapping paper with a high-pitched growl of annoyance. 
        What Jessica found inside made her look up the camera and beam in joy. "Daddy!" she squealed. "You bought me a Betsy-Wetsy doll! Oh thank you, Daddy!" She jumped to her feet and looked to her left. "Thank you, Mommy!" The camera tracked her as she dashed across the lawn to throw her free arm around Sheila - the one not clutching the new doll. Jessica begged, "Mommy, can you fill up her bottle so I can give her one right away? Please Mommy? Please?"
       "You're welcome, darling! Yes, of course I can! Her bottle must still be in the wrapping paper."
        Jessica dashed back to the discarded wrapping, held it up and shook it out, and she squealed again in delight when not only a plastic doll's bottle fell out, but some disposable infant diapers and two pairs of tiny pink plastic pants. She had to tuck her doll under one arm to gather up all the fallen stuff, and she dashed back to her mother holding out the tiny bottle. "Here Mommy! Here!"
        "Alright, darling," Sheila chuckled, taking the bottle and turning away. "You wait right here. I'll be back in a minute."
        Jessica occupied herself showing off her new dolly to her envious friends, lifting the infant doll's little pink gingham frock and showing everyone she was already safely diapered underneath. Simon filmed it all. Daphne reached down and picked up Nancy, cradling the dolly to her bosom in imitation of the cute little girl onscreen. She checked - Nancy was wearing a diaper and plastic panties under her pink satin frock, of course. Daphne preened. She was a good Mommy to her little baby. Her Nancy was safe - just like Jessica's baby. When Sheila returned to the back yard on the screen and handed Jessica the filled plastic toy bottle, the little girl fumbled for a few second, trying to insert the stiff plastic teat into the hole provided in the doll's mouth.
         Emma smiled to herself as she watched Daphne blindly reach for the doll's bottle beside her on the play mat, and the fascinated little girl tore her eyes from the screen for a few seconds to likewise fumble the tiny teat into the little hole between Nancy's painted pursed lips. As soon as she was confident the fluid was going into her baby's tummy, Daphne's wide eyes returned to the flat screen TV. When Jessica cooed encouragement to her feeding baby and stage-whispered compliments in her shell-like plastic ear, Daphne bowed her head to the infant doll at her bosom and lisped the same words. The bemused Nanny covered her mouth to stop herself from laughing, and she controlled her giggles until she could dash from the sunroom into the kitchen, where she could safely explode with laughter. 
       When Jessica discovered her new infant dolly had wet her diaper, the thrilled little girl wanted to change her baby straight away - and so did Daphne. She placed Nancy on her back on the play mat, glancing at the screen and mimicking the movements of the excited little girl playing 'Mommies and Babies.' Every time Jessica sang instructions or explanations to her Betsy-Wetsy, Daphne echoed her. She reassured her baby and pushed Nancy's little frock up over her head, and then dived into the change bag for the necessary supplies to change her wet infant dolly. Wipes, powder, a fresh diaper, baby pants, diaper sacks. Daphne was just as clumsy as Jessica when she unevenly taped the dry disposable around her dolly's powder-coated rubber loins  Like Jessica, she struggled to pull up her baby's plastic panties properly, too, and Daphne beamed with maternal pride when she finally succeeded.
        Emma let Daphne watch about an hour of the recording. She wandered into the sunroom every now and then and observed the sissy baby playing with her Barbies when the little girls on the screen were playing with theirs, mimicking their actions and speech. Like them, Daphne chatted to her plastic fashion doll like she was a real girl, asking her opinion of various outfits and pretending to listen carefully to Barbie's nonexistent replies. Emma switched off the TV but left Daphne playing with her Barbies on the play mat like a happy, content little girl. The Nanny took great delight in leaving Daphne in her toddler state until lunchtime, when she bent down and whispered in her ear, "Grow-up, grow up, grow up."
        Daphne looked down at the half-dressed Barbie doll in her hands in some surprise. Emma noted her confusion and spoke if she was answering a question from the little girl. "Alright, sweetie. You can finish dressing your dolly. But then Nanny needs to put you in your highchair for lunch. Okay?"
       "Yeth Nanny. Fank you Nanny." Daphne slid the tiny sequined blue frock over Barbie's shoulders, settled it correctly and closed the little Velcro patch at the back. She slipped some plastic navy high heels on her doll's pointed feet, straightened Barbie's frock and held her up for Nanny's approval, beaming in self-satisfaction.
        "Very good, Baby Daphne!" Nanny purred, smiling in approval. "She looks lovely!" She leaned down and held out her hand. "Alright, baby. Leave Barbie there. Up we hop!"
        As the day before, Nanny didn't bother changing Baby Daphne's poopy diaper before feeding her lunch in the highchair. She had to eat her meal with the rank smell of her hardening poo-poos wafting up to her nose - although Daphne was getting used to it.  The little girl was grateful when Nanny helped her climb up on the change table for her pre-nap diaper-change. Even though Emma made the usual belittling comments, Baby Daphne was growing accustomed to the endless torrent of verbal abuse and mentally switched off. She sucked contentedly on her dum-dums and mindlessly obeyed Nanny's barked instructions, lifting her bum, spreading her legs and raising her ankles when commanded. 
         When Nanny reached between the pink-painted bars to pass her little girl her bottle full of warm milk, Daphne spat out her dum-dums and replaced it with the teat of the oversized baby bottle. Even though she wasn't really thirsty, Daphne knew she had to finish her nap-time bottle. She didn't really mind. The warm milk tasted yummy and it was very soothing on her tummy. Emma smiled at how willingly Baby Daphne took to the bottle these days, sucking noisily on the fat rubber teat as she gulped down the contents. The little girl watched the twirling fairies overhead, listening to the soothing Nursery rhymes. For a few minutes Daphne thought she could hear a vaguely-familiar woman whispering seductively in her ear, but when she tried to concentrate on the attractive melodious voice, she drifted off to sleep.
       After lunch it was ballet practice as usual, and Daphne tried really hard to perform her exercises properly today, desperate to avoid the cut of the wooden ruler across the backs of her thighs. This time when she wet her disposable diaper, she was aware of it - the first time. She was in the middle of doing a plie, but she gave no sign of what was happening and continued the exercise. The sudden blossom of almost-scalding heat took her by surprise, but she loved the way the soothing warmth soon crept between her legs to warm her little bottom. She wet her diaper again during the session, but she didn't even notice. Daphne was surprised when an hour Nanny later led her into the cool-down stretches, and she hadn't been reprimanded even once. 
      "That was quite good today," Emma conceded with tight smile, always parsimonious with her praise. 
      Daphne's rosy cheeks stretched taut with pleasure as she performed a lovely deep curtsey for her teacher, fingers plucking neatly at the sides of her bobbing tulle skirts. "Thank you, Nanny!"
      Emma couldn't help tossing her beaming charge a wider smile in return. "Upstairs with you now! Let's get you out of that tutu and properly dressed, then I want you to bring your tutu down to the laundry and hand-wash the bodice in the tub. I noticed a couple of dribble marks on the front, you silly baby! Off you go!" The Nanny's smile turned to a grin as she watched her little pupil scamper out of the room ahead of her in a flurry of flying pink tulle. 
       Emma followed her sissy baby upstairs at a more sedate pace, and when Daphne was freshly diapered, the Nanny drew a pair of lavender rumba panties over her thick cloth diapers, with three floppy rows of frilly white lace decorating the seat. The hints of white lace looked really cute peeping out beneath the flounced hem of her purple and white satin frock. Her white cribton socks had purple lace frills above the ankles, too, and Nanny buckled Daphne's black patent Maryjanes on her tiny feet before lifting her down.  Her fresh dribble bib told everyone she was a 'Potty-Pants Princess.'
       Daphne had to hang her freshly-washed tutu on a hanger in the laundry so it would dry overnight, and then Nanny sent her into the back yard to collect the things from the clothesline. The sun was still high in the sky and the day quite warm. The little girl skipped outside and unpegged everything, folded each item neatly and tossed it in the laundry basket, then carried the huge pile of dry clothes inside. She had to sort out the stuff for ironing and toss her cloth diapers in the dryer to soften them, then put away the clothes she could. The little girl reverently carried a handful of Mommy's delicate lingerie upstairs, but paused at the threshold to Mommy's bedroom. 
         Daphne turned around, shuffled over to the balustrade and called down, "Nanny! Nanny? I need to go into Mommy'th bedwoom to put away her fingth. May I have permithion pweathe?"
        "Yes baby! Good girl!" Nanny yelled in reply from the lounge room. "Good girl for remembering to ask for Nanny's permission! You're storing up quite a few carrots today, baby girl!"
       Daphne could help smiling at the news, sucking contentedly on her dum-dums as she folded up Mommy's delightfully sheer panties and tiny lacy G-strings and put them away in the proper drawers. Mommy liked her support bras laid out with the cups folded together, one inside out and tucked inside the other, laid out neatly in the drawer in rows.  She could help running an envious finger over some of the satin cups, loving the feeling but jealous that they cradled a part of Mommy's anatomy Daphne adored so much.
        
        When the little girl traipsed back downstairs, Nanny was walking into the hallway holding up one of her baby bonnets - the pink and white satin one. "Come here, baby," she called to her little girl. Emma could tell Daphne was pouting as she fitted the shiny bonnet over her tight blonde curls, despite the wide guard of her adult-sized soother. "I know we normally do the supermarket shopping on Thursday mornings, but you won't be here tomorrow. Will you? Remember? You're going to Nanna's tomorrow morning. So we need to go to the supermarket this afternoon. Okay?" 
         Daphne meekly nodded, knowing she had no choice in the matter anyway. She saw her Nanny already had her shoulder bag looped over one shoulder, and she dug inside it for the keys to the SUV. Emma located the keys, snatched Daphne's paw with her free hand, and steered her towards the front door. "Come on baby," she urged her obviously reluctant charge. She opened the front door and practically had to force the little girl over the threshold. "Do you want to wear your toddler harness and baby reins to the supermarket?" Emma demanded. "I can get them - if you want?"
          Threatened with being dragged around the supermarket in a toddler harness at the end of a pair of baby reins, Daphne gave up resisting and let herself be ushered outside and into the back seat of the Mercedes SUV. Nanny made sure she was safely buckled into her toddler car seat before climbing behind the wheel. Even though Daphne was frightened of being led around the supermarket in her toddler baby outfit, she wasn't as terrified as the day when Nanny took her to the hair salon. 
         Daphne knew the feminine alterations to her features made it easier for her to pass as a real girl in public, and her diminutive stature and slight frame always made people assume she was much younger than her actual age. If she properly acted the part, hopefully no one would notice - or care, if they did. When Daphne accidentally caught sight of her reflection in a mirror at home during the last couple of days, even she had been fooled for a second, thinking, 'Who is that pretty little girl?' - before realising she was unwittingly admiring her own reflected image. Her purple and white satin bondage-frock was also a little longer than most of her baby dresses, falling almost all the way to her droopy nylon-covered crotch. Daphne knew if she was careful, most people wouldn't even see her bulging frilly baby panties - or if they caught a brief glimpse, they would never suspect she was in diapers. . 
        "I'll let you take out you dum-dums while we're shopping," Nanny conceded as she loosened the carseat restraints in the carpark, "provided you behave yourself for Nanny. Remember - you're just a little girl. Otherwise you can keep your pacifier in your mouth for the entire trip."   
        "I'll be a good widdle girl, Nanny," Daphne promised, grateful to have the domineering teen remove the obvious facial symbol of her permanent baby status. With a gin of triumph Emma plucked out Daphne's dum-dums and popped in her handbag, pleased she didn't have to coerce Daphne out of the car or forcibly drag her little girl into the supermarket. The tall blonde even smiled when Daphne seemed to forget herself and she started skipping alongside her, clutching her Nanny's much larger hand for support as she tried to skip properly like a little girl - albeit one still in thick diapers. The Nanny suspected watching the little girls on TV while under hypnotic suggestion had actually rubbed off on her big baby. Emma selected a trolley and wheeled it through the entrance, and Daphne released Nanny's hand and clutched the metal side of the trolley the way she'd been taught. 
 
Chapter 20 continued.....
       For once as they trawled up and down the supermarket aisles, Daphne didn't feel frightened or embarrassed. Yes, many people were glancing her way, most of them middle-aged women, some even stopping to stare - but their smiling faces universally radiated approval. Nanny watched her little girl being watched, and she smiled when she saw the changes in Daphne's body language and posture. Instead of cringing and cowering in shame, Daphne seemed more relaxed, giving off an affected air of unconcern even as she preened like a little Princess. As she artlessly gazed about her, basking in the warmth of those strangers' smiles, she was like a real little girl soaking up the approval of the world around her, confident of her place in society, feeling carefree and attractive.
       She was a good little helper for Nanny, loading the cart with powder, wipes and disposable diapers, plus the usual dozen jars of toddler food. They did a full tour of the aisles, even though Nanny had already picked up all their shopping. Emma just wanted to show off her big baby girl. Everything seemed fine - until they reached the checkout. There were six cashiers working, and most had two or three customers waiting - almost all women. One line abruptly shortened to one customer and Nanny shoved the trolley forward, almost knocking Daphne from her feet. A dozen women turned their heads to watch the odd pair and most smiled when the bonneted little girl clutching the side of the trolley squealed in alarm and stumbled, almost falling. 
          "Careful, baby!" Nanny chided her clumsy toddler as she became the next customer in line. There was a plump forty-something woman ahead of them, and all her shopping was loaded on the moving tray. While Daphne and Nanny stood and patiently waited, Emma glanced at the racks of lollies and sweets set there exactly to tempt sugar-craving youngsters like Daphne. She meaningfully tilted her head towards the confectionary display. The little girl caught Nanny's expectant look and she nodded obediently, her little round cheeks turning pink with anticipated embarrassment. 
       "Nanny?" Daphne warbled in her best little-girl voice, fingering one of the colourful cardboard boxes containing 'Snickers' bars.
       "Yes baby?"
       "Nanny, can I have a tweat?" Daphne smiled at Nanny entreatingly and batted her long lashes, twisting her body from side to side endearingly, like a normal toddler pleading for treats from her carer. Her flounced satin frock flew up around her waist as she twirled, unintentionally giving everyone a clear view of the little girl's well-packed rumba panties. 
       "That's 'May I have a treat,' you silly baby!" The supercilious Nanny corrected her charge in a voice loud enough to draw the attention of not only the older woman ahead of them and the twenty-year-old checkout chick serving her, but the dozens of bored women waiting in lines to be served.
         
        All the women turned to look at the little blonde Princess with the bright pink lips asking for a treat, batting her long black lashes in childish entreaty. The checkout chick and the customer ahead of them couldn't help smiling at her charming performance. When Nanny corrected her grammar, the little cutie frowned in frustration and danced from one black-patent Maryjane to the other, making the high stiff brim of her juvenile satin bonnet dance attractively. "Ohh! May I have a tweat, Nanny?" Daphne implored.
        "Where are your manners, little girl?" Nanny scolded her, wagging her upraised index finger in remonstration. "What about a 'please' and 'thank you'?"
        "Oh Nanny!" The little girl stamped her heel in annoyance and shrilly added, "Pweathe Nanny, may I have a tweat? Pweathe? Pweathe and fank you, Nanny?"
        The tall slender blonde drew herself up to her full height and glared down at her petulant demanding charge. "Don't take that tone with me, young lady! No, you may not have a treat! It's too close to dinner time." Instead Emma scrabbled in her handbag and produced Daphne's oversized pacifier on the white plastic chain. "Here baby." She stepped closer to her blushing little girl and stuffed the amber rubber teat between her puffy pink lips. "If you want something to chew on, you can chew on your dum-dums! That should keep you quiet for the nonce!" Nanny clipped the dangling chain to the floppy bow decorating the collar of Daphne's satin frock and the little girl fell silent - and then she noisily began to suck. Daphne could hear women around them tittering and quietly swapping observations, but it was all a blur in her pounding red ears. 
         The checkout chick sniggered in amusement and Daphne's watering eyes dropped to the floor, her face burning with mortification as the wide plastic pacifier guard bobbed against her chin. She automatically let out a little drool, shifting the fat teat from side to side to better lubricate her puffy pink lips. The older customer grinned and shook her head in admiration at this impressive display of public discipline. "If only it was that easy to keep mine quiet!" she commented enviously. When Emma looked to her for clarification, the woman explained, "My kids are twelve and ten. Too old to be shut up with a baby soother."
       "My little Daphne is too old to be needing a baby pacifier, too - but I still make her use one, anyway," Nanny callously informed them. "There's nothing like a bit of pacifier-discipline to teach a naughty child a lesson." She stuck her finger through the pink plastic ring of Daphne's bobbing pacifier and gave it a gentle teasing tug. "Isn't that right, Baby Daphne?" She used the ring to force Daphne to nod her head up and down, like she was agreeing with her cruel Nanny. "Yes Nanny," she parroted for her silent charge, imitating Daphne's sissy-baby voice. The embarrassed big baby bit down and sucked harder on the soothing rubber teat, anxious not to lose her comforting dum-dums now that everyone had already seen it. 
       "That's certainly shut her up," the checkout chick observed with a mean giggle, nodding in approval. She didn't take her eyes off the cowering little girl the whole time she was scanning their shopping, although the expression on her face made it clear to Daphne that she knew for whom all the baby items were intended. The humiliated baby sucked harder on her dum-dums, trying to avoid the teenager's contemptuous gaze as she bagged their groceries. 
        
        As Daphne was helping Nanny wheel the trolley out to the car, Emma beamed at her downcast sissy baby in delight. "Good baby! That was quite a convincing performance you gave at the checkout today, little girl! Good girl! Nanny is very impressed! I think I'll give you an extra ten carrots for that! I'll mark it on the board when we get home, alright?" The little girl's frown vanished in a heartbeat and she beamed up at her tall Nanny in gratitude. 
      
          When they returned home, Daphne had to bring in the bags of groceries from the car and put everything away, as usual. She was quick as a fox when she darted out to the car Nanny left parked in the driveway, grabbing some bags from the boot  and scurrying inside - hopefully before any of the neighbours caught sight of her. It was almost five o'clock and the first wave of commuters were making their way home. Daphne gave a sigh of relief when she took the last bags from the car and slammed the boot. As she carried them up the front path, a neighbour's car drove into her street and turned into the driveway opposite, the bright headlights lighting up the opening garage door and reflecting across the road. Daphne leapt inside to avoid the beams like they were lasers. She slammed the front door behind her with her heel, clutching the shopping bags to her bosom and squeaking in terror. 
        Daphne unpacked the groceries and put everything away, and when she backed out of the pantry Nanny was standing there. "Are you wet, baby," she solicitously inquired. Emma didn't bother waiting for a response and slipped her hand under the front of Daphne's slithering frock. She felt the front and crotch of her rumba panties first, checking for the tell-tale patches of warmth. Unsure, Emma reached her other hand under Daphne's flared frock and pulled aside the waistband of her baby panties. The little girl spread her feet wider for balance as she helpfully flexed her knees slightly and poked out her padded crotch at Nanny.
        Emma smiled at her well-trained charge as she slid her fingers down the front of Daphne's diaper inside her baby panties. The outer cloth layer was only a little damp between her thighs, so the Nanny was fairly certain this one should last her hopeless little panty-wetter until after dinner. She decided to make a healthy salad for both of them, and feed her little girl her din-dins as a treat for being so good. 
       Jane arrived home from work while Nanny was finishing feeding Daphne in the highchair. "Hi girls!" she cried in greeting as she let herself in. "Mommy's home!" 
       "Mommy!" Daphne squealed excitedly, accidentally spraying Nanny's athletic sweatshirt with masticated lettuce, avocado and cream dressing, and making the tall teen snarl. "Oopthie! Thowwy Nanny!"
         "There's my special little girl!" Jane sang as she strode into the kitchen on her click-clacking high heels. Her beautiful face lit up at the sight of the excited little girl in the highchair, despite her avocado-encrusted smile. It was obvious Daphne was thrilled to see her Mommy. Rather than risk dirtying her face, Jane stepped to the side of the highchair and kissed her excited little girl on top of her curl-covered head. "Careful, sweetie! Don't touch Mommy's work clothes." Jane backed out of the baby's limited reach and went to the fridge to pour herself a glass of wine. "How are you, Emma?" she politely inquired. "And how's my little girl been today? Did Baby Daphne behave herself?"
          "I'm fine," the Nanny replied shortly, knowing her employer was less than interested in her welfare. "Your big baby girl has been very good today, as a matter of fact."
         "Is that so?" Jane inquired with a pleased smile, and Emma nodded. 
         "She did all her chores today, and she was such a good little helper for Nanny at the supermarket this afternoon."
          Jane's arched eyebrows climbed her forehead in astonishment, and she patted one of Daphne's satin-clad shoulders. "You took Daphne to the supermarket this afternoon? Dressed like this?"
         "Well, she wasn't wearing her bib for the trip - although she was wearing her pretty pink-and-white satin bonnet." Today's bib simply read; 'Mommy's Baby Girl,' the inscription barely discernible through the layers of hollandaise sauce, mashed egg and avocado. "I didn't put her bib on her till we got back to the car - and I only made her suck her pacifier while we were waiting to check out," the Nanny reported, smiling at the memory.
         Jane shook her head in disbelief, even as her red-lipped smile grew impossibly wide. "Did my baby girl put up much fuss, Nanny?"
          Emma grimaced and shook her head. "Nope. She was pretty good, actually - and she gave a charming little performance at the checkout, too, let me tell you!" Jane looked intrigued and couldn't help glancing at the whiteboard. She looked impressed with the number of carrots Daphne had earned. .        "Were there many other people there?" 
         "Dozens! Mostly women, but a couple of guys were waiting in line, too," the Nanny clarified. "And everybody got to see her clinging to the side of my trolley as we did a complete tour of the supermarket." 
          "Did anyone comment? What did other people say?" Jane asked, intrigued. "Did anyone in the supermarket say anything?" 
         Again Emma shook her head in denial, shrugging her shoulders. "Not really. A couple of women thought it was a great idea making her suck a pacifier to shut her up, though. I think most people tended to see Daphne as a pre-teen girl - admittedly a very juvenile pre-teen girl, but a little girl nonetheless." She reached under the tray and flipped up the front of Daphne's satin frock. "Her bondage-frock is long enough that most people couldn't see she was diapered. Most people, anyway. It was pretty anti-climactic, really."  
       "Oh." Jane actually sounded disappointed. Then she shrugged her shoulders dismissively. "Oh well. I'm going upstairs to shower and change. When you've finished feeding the baby, clean her face and hands and you can head home, Em. Okay?" 
         The Nanny looked both surprised and pleased to be given an early mark, asking, "Do you want me to give her a bottle first, and change Daphne for bed?"
         "No, I'll take care of it," Jane generously offered. She hadn't let her little girl nurse on her teats for days - since last Sunday, as a matter of fact - and her breasts felt much bigger than normal, and unusually firm. Her sensitive nipples stiffened at the thought of Daphne sucking on them, and they felt oddly tender and puffy brushing against the satin cups of her bra. Mommy tossed her grubby-faced little girl a fond smile. "I want to spend a bit of time tonight with my precious Baby Daphne, Nanny. Remember, I'm taking her to Mom's tomorrow morning, and I'm going to be away all weekend." She pointed to the tall teenager. "I won't see you again till next week, Em."
          The Nanny smiled and nodded. "That's right. Okay, you go and shower. I'll say goodbye now. I'll finish up here and let myself out, and I'll catch up with you on Monday evening. Okay?"
         "Sounds like a plan. I'll see you next week. Bye, Nanny. Back soon, little girl." Jane marched out of the kitchen in her towering red stilettos and headed upstairs.
         
          When Emma finished spooning the messy chicken and avocado salad into her little girl's mouth, she wiped up the inevitable smears of green goo and cleaned the messy tray. She tossed the soapy washcloth in the sink, wiped her hands dry, and unclipped Daphne's filthy bib. She relaced it with a clean one immediately, and the little girl self-consciously straightened it over her bosom. This one told the world she was 'Mommy's Little Diaper Girl.'  Nanny smiled at her little girl's unconsciously feminine actions as she collected her handbag and her keys. "Right, I'm off," she told the little girl in the highchair with the shining pink cheeks. "I'll be coming over to your Nanna's on Sunday morning to pick you up and bring you home. Alright, Baby Daphne?"
         "Yeth Nanny," the little girl replied. "G'bye, Nanny."
          "See ya!"
           Daphne heard Nanny let herself out and lock the door behind her, and she settled back in her highchair to wait for Mommy. She eyed the oversized pacifier lying on the kitchen bench nearby - but out of reach - wishing she'd asked Nanny to give it to her before she left. She missed the comfort of a satisfying teat filling her mouth, and she aimlessly plucked at the Broderie Anglaise lace around the outer edge of her bib. 
         Jane wandered downstairs about twenty minutes later looking pink-cheeked and glowing after her hot shower, her short satin robe belted about her waist. She was barefoot and her tawny locks were tied back in a simple high ponytail, and she smiled at the big baby in the highchair as she prepared one of Daphne's oversized bottles of milk. Daphne thought Mommy looked gorgeous, even without a scrap of make-up, and she smelled delicious! Jane heated the plastic bottle in the microwave, opening the door when the whirring box went 'ping.' Jane held up the full bottle, pinching the Nuk No. 4 teat closed and turning the vessel upside-down, shaking it to evenly distribute the warmth. She placed the bottle on the bench, picked up the pacifier and chain and attached it to the baby's fresh bib. She raised the tray to the side, unfastened Daphne's restraints and helped her clamber down. 
        "Come with Mommy, baby," she crooned, holding her little girl's hand and leading her upstairs. Daphne stuffed the adult-sized rubber teat between her lips and sucked on the satisfying baby soother with obvious pleasure as she followed Mommy upstairs. Jane released Daphne's hand when they reached the landing and she padded into her bedroom without glancing back. Daphne of course paused in the doorway to Mommy's room. 
         "Pweathe may I come into your bedwoom, Mommy?" she politely asked, making Jane smile and nod in approval. 
         "Good girl! Come in, sweetie. Come here to Mommy. Put your foot up here, sweetie." She made her little girl put one foot after the other on the chair in front of the vanity unit while she unbuckled her glossy black patent Maryjanes, and Daphne slipped her feet out of the shiny little-girl shoes and thoughtfully slid them under the seat out of Mommy's way.
      Jane turned away from her baby and loosened her satin robe, letting it slither from her shoulders as she approached the king-size bed. It fell to the floor in her wake to reveal she was wearing a tiny pair of red satin bikini panties, the shimmering rear stretched taut over her curvaceous big bottom. Daphne felt a gush of saliva spurt from her lips, making the back of the pacifier guard sloppy and wet. Out of the baby's sight, Jane cupped and cradled her firm teats in wonder, weighing them in her palms They'd never felt so heavy, swollen and tender. Her thimble-sized nipples practically ached to be sucked! 
         Daphne watched Mommy climb onto the bed and crawl up towards the stacked pillows at the head end with hungry eyes, sucking harder on her dum-dums as she watched those delectable fleshy cheeks wobble and sway. Then Mommy turned around and leaned her back against the pillows, and Daphne forgot all about Mommy's beautiful bottom. Her massive breasts swayed and jiggled attractively, flattening slightly and parting to the sides as Jane lay back. Daphne thought Mommy's gorgeous titties looked bigger than ever, so round and full and ripe! Her stiffening russet caps were crinkling erect in readiness and Mommy smiled enticingly at her little girl and patted the doona beside her. 
         "Come here, baby," Jane urged her excited toddler in syrupy tones. "Crawl up here beside Mommy and you can have a lovely nurse from Mommy's breast." Daphne felt the silver clittie-cage bite as she obeyed, climbing onto Mommy's high bed and crawling up next to her voluptuous frame. 
         "Mommy?"
         "Yes baby?" 
         "Mommy, may I pweathe pway wif my cwittie tonight? Pweathe Mommy? Pwetty pweathe?" Daphne begged in her politest little-girl voice. Her purple and white satin frock slithered liquidly around her waist, the flowing folds falling between her outstretched arms as she crawled up the big bed towards Mommy.
          Jane looked startled, then her face split in a wide grin. "I don't have the key, baby," she reminded her hopeful little girl, chuckling when Daphne's face fell. "Only Uncle Jake and Nanna have the keys, sweetie. Remember? Jake is away till tomorrow night, and I'm not calling your Nanna now to ask her to race over, just so my silly baby girl can masturbate! No way! Come here to Mommy, darling." Disappointed, Daphne lay sideways across the bed, resting her head in Mommy's fragrant lap, her smooth shapely thighs so warm against her cheek. From this position, Mommy's huge breasts filled Daphne's entire field of view. Jane massaged the heavy orbs with both hands, stroking the firm flesh down towards her prominent nipples and complaining, "My tits feel a bit sore tonight. And hard! Feel them, baby."
         They looked even larger when Daphne's little hands replaced her Mommy's, and she gently massaged the hard flesh, stroking downwards like Mommy showed her, softly kneading the full heavy globes and making the thimble-sized russet caps stick out even more. The sight made Daphne's mouth overflow with saliva. "You've got lots of carrots saved up on the board, sweetie," Jane cooed. "If you make Mommy happy tonight, I'll ask Nanna to let you out of your clittie-cage tomorrow at her place. Alright? Then you can have a lovely long play with your useless little clittie, and do lots of big-girl squirties in your nap-naps. Wouldn't you like that?"
        "Yeth Mommy. Fank you, Mommy." Despite the cutting pain in her groin, Daphne couldn't wait to get her lips around one of those succulent buds. Mommy shifted about for a few seconds, making herself comfortable - and making her massive breasts jiggle enticingly inches from Daphne's drooling lips. The hungry baby spat out her dum-dums in readiness, her puffy pink lips opening and closing hungrily, puckered and waiting. She sighed in relief when Mommy cradled her right breast in her cupped right palm and steered the thick bumpy nipple between her little girl's eagerly-parted lips. 
         "Mmm! Ohh!" Jane moaned in arousal when her baby greedily latched on, drawing hard on the sensitive tip. "Oh baby! Mmm! Good girl!" It was like there was direct connection from her swollen nipple to her clit, and a surge of sexual electricity flashed from one to the other. Jane rubbed her upper thighs together under her baby's head, enjoying the moist slick feel of her lubricating kitten. She released her heavy breast and Daphne wrapped both her little hands around the huge fleshy orb, her curled fingers gently pummelling and kneading the firm tissue in an accurate imitation of a breastfeeding infant. 
      Mommy's skin was silky-soft despite the unusually turgid tissue beneath, and she smelled (and tasted) delightfully fresh after her recent shower. The little girl snuffled and mewled in pleasure as she sucked the swollen nipple halfway down her throat, her tongue repeatedly laving the bumpy tip and her jaw rhythmically pumping against the underside of the cushiony  mammary. "Mmm! That's it," Mommy encouraged her nursing child in silken tones. "Have a good feed, sweetie." Jane's head fell back on the pillows and she let her eyes drift closed, sighing in pleasure. "Mmm! You suck nice and hard, baby. Mmm! Good girl!"
           
         Daphne loved nursing from Mommy's magnificent breasts, and she had to continually fight against becoming aroused. She tried to suppress her sexual feelings, concentrating on nursing properly like a good little baby should. Suck, suck, suck and swallow - suck, suck, suck and swallow. Her little fingers kept pumping and kneading, pressing more firmly against Mommy's sensitive flesh as the feeding child gained confidence. Despite Daphne's best intentions, the clittie ring kept biting. She whimpered in pain, her suction grip faltering for a moment and making her slobber noisily against Mommy's beautiful boosie. "Keep nursing, sweetie," Jane throatily commanded, but when she opened her eyes and glanced down at the oversized infant vigorously suckling at her breast, she noticed a stream of watery milky liquid leaking from the corner of the baby's mouth. It was running down between her baby's cheek and her full heaving breast. 
        "What!" Jane rudely ripped her nipple from the baby's mouth to examine the bumpy red tip. It looked like it had swollen to twice normal size, and Daphne stared at the tip in astonishment. She whimpered and screwed up her face in disappointment when Jane roughly pushed her face away, letting her head fall back in Mommy's lap. She watched in fascination as Mommy wrapped her fingers and thumb around the base of her meaty breast and she squeezed hard, milking the pliable tissue towards the swollen red nipple. She squeezed the tender sensitive mammary much harder than Daphne would ever have dared. A few drops of watery milk seeped out of the bumpy tip and a spellbound Daphne hungrily licked her lips. 
        "Shit!" Jane exclaimed in consternation. "Is that milk?" She moved her hand and milked the breast tissue towards her nipple again, and this time a thin squirt of milk erupted from the russet tip. Daphne watched Mommy collect some droplets on her fingertips and bring them to her lips, tasting it and confirming her suspicions. "It is milk! Holy shit, I'm lactating!" 
         Daphne licked up the droplets of milk Mommy had accidentally squirted across her face and puckered her lips hopefully, aiming for the seeping red nipple. Jane defensively covered her leaking teat with her cupped palm. "Wait! Wait a minute! How long? Since when have you been getting milk out of my breasts?" she demanded.
         "I don't know, Mommy," Daphne hesitantly replied, looking puzzled. "I didn't weally know you had any milk." She whimpered in pain and screwed up her face when the cruel ring savaged her swelling clittie again. The thought of sucking breastmilk out of Mommy's beautiful titties had always been a favourite fantasy of Daphne's.
        "Couldn't you taste it?" Jane demanded incredulously, and she was surprised when Daphne shook her head in denial. Her tight platinum curls bobbed femininely around her earnest little face. 
       "I wathn't sure," the little girl cautiously admitted. "Thometimeth there'th tho much thaliva in my mouth when you let me nurthe, I'm not sure what I'm thwallowing," she tried to explain. 
         Jane shook her head in wonder. "Well I'll be buggered," she muttered to herself as she eased the dripping teat back between her little girl's writhing lips. "Mom was right!" She gave a cry of pleasure/pain at the renewed urgency of Daphne's suckling, but Jane could have sworn she could feel the milk letting down this time, squirting from her nipple and filling her baby girl's suctioning mouth. Despite her trepidation, Jane felt a surge of maternal pride - as well as a warm glow in her juicy kitten. She was actually breastfeeding her baby from her body, from her breasts - like all good mothers are supposed to do. Her nipples tingled in pleasure and her kitten grew hotter and wetter.   
        She let Daphne nurse for about fifteen minutes on her right breast before sliding the tip of her index finger between the little girl's lips, her red oval nail breaking her suction seal. Jane used the finger in Daphne's mouth to steer her little girl's slobbering lips to her left nipple, and she was amazed to see there were a couple of drops of milk beading the swollen tip before the baby hungrily latched on. The stimulus of having her right breast sucked nice and hard had caused her supply of milk to let down in the left. She helped massage the milk towards her throbbing nipple for a minute before letting the baby take over, and her right hand slid down between their bodies towards her dripping kitten. 
        Having Daphne suckle on her nipples always excited her, but knowing she was actually feeding her overgrown infant was an added turn-on for Jane. She stroked her dripping slit through the slick satin front of her tight red bikini panties, and when her fingertips ventured between her thighs, she could feel the cribton gusset getting wetter and wetter. She let Daphne feed for about ten or twelve minutes, but finally she could stand it no more. Jane forced Daphne's lips away from her tender throbbing nipple and she pushed the gasping little girl off her lap, forcibly rolling Daphne onto her back on the bed. Giving the submissive sissy no time to object, Jane tore off her damp red knickers and flipped onto her hands and knees, straddling the milk-stained cheeks of her gasping little girl.
        No instructions were required. Daphne already had her wet pink tongue fully extended as Mommy's steamy opening covered her face. Jane's fragrant juicy lips pressed against her mouth as Mommy let her weight rest on her face, and she slid the tip of her tongue inside her fragrant garden. "Ohh!" Jane moaned, and she twined her fingers in Daphne's tight ringlets. When she had a secure grip, she pulled up hard, cramming the little girl's lips against her swollen labia. 
       Daphne plunged her little tongue inside Mommy's wetness, as far as she could reach, then she tried to widen her tongue as much as possible, stretching apart the dripping pink walls. She was pleased when Mommy shuddered and groaned in pleasure, then the little girl returned to lapping at her swollen hard clit. She alternated between plunging her tongue inside Mommy's steamy wetness for a few seconds with furiously lapping Mommy's engorging clit, until Mommy shifted her weight backwards slightly, rolling her hips forward and down, and forcing the little girl to focus her energy on her throbbing love-button. Obeying the unspoken instructions, Daphne vigorously massaged Jane's sensitive clit with the flat of her wet pink tongue, although her manoeuvrability was limited by the crushing weight of Mommy s jolting pelvis slamming on top of her face.
       Jane squeezed and massaged her teats as she rode her baby's face, and she was pleased the heavy orbs felt much softer now - more normal - although she spied droplets of watery milk seeping from both nipples. The sight of her leaking tits actually thrilled her, driving her to greater heights of passion. "Yes! Oh Yes! Yes baby! Yeeesssss!" She slammed her pubic bone so violently against Daphne's face, it was a wonder she didn't break the little girl's top front teeth. Caught up in her climax, she unintentionally squeezed her sensitive breasts extra hard, and Jane gasped in amazement at the milk squirting from her swollen red nipples, like it had been shot from twin water pistols. 
       "Oh God! Oh God! Oh Go-o-odddd! The sight of her lactating teats visibly squirting triggered a second, noisier, more intense orgasm, and Jane rode poor Daphne's face like a jockey determined to win at any cost. Mommy threw back her head and howled in ecstasy, bouncing and jerking on top of her little girl's tongue for a minute or two, before sliding down from the glorious peak and letting her weight slump on Daphne's face. Jane sat there panting breathlessly for half a minute or so, her eyes closed in wonder and her whole body twitching and jerking from the aftershocks. 
       It was only when Daphne began to jerk and shake, whimpering in muffled protest, that Jane realised she was suffocating her little one. With a reluctant sigh she knelt up, separating her dripping opening from her little girl's sticky cheeks and swollen lips with an erotic wet sucking sound. Daphne lay there open-mouthed, panting for breath as Mommy dismounted and crawled back up the bed, rolling onto her back and flopping back against the pillows for a moment of well-deserved rest. Jane couldn't believe the intensity of her orgasms, and she wondered if her milking breasts had anything to do with helping her reach new heights of ecstasy.
       Jane wiped up the twin trails of watery milk dribbling down her belly with a grimace of distaste. She didn't really want to be bothered with the unpleasant side-effects of breastfeeding. She'd heard all about the inconveniences of leaking nipples, cracked nipples or mastitis from her sister and a few friends. She didn't want to have to stuff absorbent pads in the cups of her sexy bras. But she loved the way her firm tits currently stood up and out, so full and round and heavy. She knew her magnificent mammaries drew the eyes of every man she met, and Jane had noticed they'd been getting a lot more attention lately. Plus her orgasms recently had been absolutely mind-blowing! "Is it something to do with my tits lactating?' she wondered. 'Perhaps breastfeeding alters my hormone levels?' She promised herself she'd look it up online as soon as she'd put her baby down for the night. Speaking of which….
        "That was lovely, little girl," Mommy praised her panting baby in saccharine toddler tones. "You made Mommy very happy. Good baby! Such a good little girl for Mommy!" Despite the pain in her clittie, Daphne had to smile in appreciation at Mommy's kind words of praise. She licked up the tangy juices coating her lips and chin, as far as her little pink tongue would reach. Jane smiled at the sight as she levered herself off the pillows and rolled to the side of the bed. She stood up on legs that were still trembling and pulled on her damp red knickers with a grimace of distaste. She wanted to jump straight under a hot shower, but she slipped on her shortie satin robe instead and turned back to the little girl lying on her back on the bed, her rosy cheeks glistening with Mommy's juices. "Up we hop, baby," Mommy crooned, holding out her hand. "It's time for Mommy to change that wet diaper and put her little girl to beddy-byes. Come on!" 
Chapter 21.  Potty Dreams
        "Buckle baby into the carseat, please Rose." The pink plastic carseat looked weirdly out of place on the cream leather rear seat of Helen's maroon Rolls-Royce. The attractive chauffeur tried to keep her expression neutral as she helped Daphne climb into her high seat - but failed. She buckled the restraining straps in place, pulling the overgrown infant's dribble-bib free when it got caught under the H-straps. Rose was a mid-twenties Filipino woman of mixed heritage, with dark olive skin and dark-brown almond eyes, her dead-straight jet-black bob usually tucked neatly under the brim of her grey peaked driver's cap. She said not a word to the pacifier-sucking sissy as she obeyed Helen's instructions, but her scornful brown eyes and sneering red lips spoke volumes. Helen slid into the roomy back seat beside Daphne's carseat and waited until Rose climbed behind the wheel before speaking.
        "You have the address, Rose. Pause at the entrance to the street, and let me make a call first. Okay?"
       "I'll let you know when we're a block from our destination, Mrs Baxter," Rose replied. Her voice carried a faint hint of American twang, but not enough to annoy the fussy aristocrat. The chauffeur adjusted the rear-view mirror so she could keep one eye on the embarrassed sissy in the oversized toddler's car seat. She grimaced and shook her head in disbelief at the big pacifier bobbing in his mouth. Rose was the one who took the Rolls to the shop a few weeks ago, to have the pink car seat installed in the back - the largest child seat they made. It was easily big enough to fit Baby Daphne. 
       Rose thought she knew who the car seat was for. She'd overheard Helen and her daughter Jane chatting in the back seat on a couple of occasions a few months back, plotting the downfall of Jane's cheating husband. She knew some of what the conniving women were up to, and when she overheard the silly sissy actually enjoyed being diapered, disciplined and humiliated, she found it hard to believe her ears. But then Rose finally met Baby Daphne. She couldn't believe how feminine he looked, especially with his head covered in a mass of tight platinum Shirley Temple ringlets. He had high delicate arched eyebrows, plucked into fine thin lines, and huge fluttering lashes like a porcelain doll. And on the few brief occasions she'd seen him without that oversized pacifier in her mouth, his shiny drool-covered lips looked huge and pink and puffy - like he was wearing smudge-proof fuchsia lipstick. If she hadn't known there was a male under the cute toddler frock and frilly rumba panties, Rose would have assumed she was looking at a girl - a pre-teen girl, for sure - but no way would she have ever mistaken the diapered sissy for a grown man! 
       Daphne sucked on her dum-dums, trickles of drool running unnoticed down her chin to dampen her white terry bib. It had purple running-writing spelling out the humiliating words, 'Mommy's Potty Princess.' No one was paying her any attention, and she reached down and patted the bulging front of her baby panties. Daphne slid her palm over the slippery nylon covering until she found the warmest spot, and she pressed the damp warmth inside against her clittie. It stiffened in response and she sighed in delight.
       Her day had started out normally enough when Mommy woke her up in the morning. Jane threw back the curtains and lowered the side of the crib, but instead of ordering Daphne to crawl out, she climbed in. Jane took Daphne's pillow from under her head and pressed it against the wooden bars on the far side, at the head end. "Lift your head, baby," she commanded, and she turned around and sat up with her back resting on the pillow. Mommy was wearing a shortie pyjama set made from pale green nylon, and the top had delicate ribbon lacing down the front, tying the sides together.
        Mommy unfastened the lacing and pulled aside one side of her slithering nightie, exposing her right breast. It looked hard and swollen like the night before, and when Mommy massaged the turgid flesh towards the stiffening russet cap, a couple of tiny droplets of watery milk appeared at the tip. Daphne inhaled sharply at the sight and sucked harder on her dum-dums, suddenly dissatisfied with the substitute nipple in her mouth. Her nostrils filled with the delicious scent of Mommy's body, redolent of sleep, and the faintest trace of sour milk. She lay back expectantly with her head in Mommy's lap, her legs curled up under her as she turned her face adoringly towards Jane's beautiful full breast. 
        "Here sweetie. Have a lovely suck, baby." Jane ripped out her baby's dum-dums and replaced it with her tingling nipple, sighing in pleasure when her baby greedily latched on. It was confusing for Jane - the feeling of maternal care warring with the normal sexual arousal she always experienced when Daphne nursed on her breasts. "Mmm. Good girl," she whispered in Daphne's ear. "Suck hard, baby. Mmm, that's right! Mommy needs you to suck out all the milk." Her crooned words only encouraged her feeding baby's efforts, and the intensity of her suckling increased, making Jane sigh in pleasure.  
      Daphne concentrated on feeding properly, milking Mommy's beautiful breast with her curled fingers as she urgently sucked and swallowed, fighting to avoid becoming aroused. Suck, suck, suck and swallow, suck, suck, suck and swallow. Now that she was aware Mommy was lactating, she could taste her milk. She tried to pretend she was a real baby, an infant being lovingly fed by her beautiful Mommy, but the normal sexual excitement she felt whenever Mommy let her nurse fought for dominance in her head. Daphne whimpered into the full warm breast pressed against her cheek when the clittie-cage cut into her, forcing her to suppress her normal masculine urges in an effort to be more feminine, more baby-like - the way Mommy wanted her. 
      Jane let Daphne suckle for about ten minutes on each breast, only letting the little girl stop when her massive mammaries had softened and felt more normal. They stopped aching too, and Jane wondered if that was a normal part of breastfeeding real babies. She realised she had a lot to learn, and decided to do some research - when she had some free time. When she slipped a fingertip between Daphne's suctioning lips and pushed her mewling little girl away, Mommy couldn't help smiling at the streams of milky dribble seeping from the corners of the panting baby's mouth.  
    "That's enough, baby. Sit up. Move out of Mommy's way." She tucked her breasts back inside her nightie and when Daphne sat up and moved aside, Jane slid out of the crib. She turned around and held out her hands to help her little girl climb down, then led her waddling baby to the change table where she removed Daphne's drenched night diaper. As usual, Jane had to pause and rapidly re-cover Daphne's caged clittie when it helplessly started spraying urine, the moment as it was exposed to the cool morning air. Jane simply shook her head and rolled her eyes in contempt, her smile tolerant. The embarrassed little girl's cheeks turned pink with shame, despite the fact that Mommy didn't bother commenting on her unending lack of control. 
     After Daphne cleaned her teeth and showered, Mommy diapered her for the day as usual - two thick cloth diapers with a disposable liner. "Upsy-daisy," Jane sang, and when the diapered sissy lifted her bum, Mommy slid some white satin rumba panties over the top. They had three rows of dark-green lace across the tushie, and tight wetproof leg elastics which Mommy safely tucked under the crotch of her thick diaper.  Since she was taking her little girl to Nanna's, Jane had decided to dress Daphne in something special this morning - a bottle-green velvet toddler frock with a broad white lace bib sewn to the front, with row of decorative pearl buttons in the centre. It was made in the classic little-girl style, high waisted and heavily flounced, the brief hemline failing to cover the shiny white crotch of her rumba panties. Daphne's pacifier chain was temporarily clipped to the lacy bib front, until Mommy could clip a bib around her neck. Her lace-trimmed anklet socks were plain white this morning, and Mommy buckled Daphne's shiny black patent Maryjanes on her little feet. 
    Mommy used a green Alice band to help keep her little girl's blonde ringlets off her heart-shaped face, then turned her sissy baby to face the mirror. Daphne gasped around the teat of her dum-dums. She couldn't believe how feminine she looked - or how juvenile. Her Alice band kept her tight blonde curls sitting up in a frothy mass on top of her head, looking so little-girly. Despite the big pink pacifier in her mouth, she actually looked like a little girl - although still too big to be diapered and sucking a pacifier like a useless toddler. Jane smiled at the vain little Princess admiring her reflection, then encouraged her to get on with her morning chores.  
      When she was buckled in her highchair as usual, Mommy didn't offer Daphne any breakfast. She still had to have a bib clipped around her neck, bearing the usual humiliating legend. '"Nanna asked me to make you skip breakfast this morning, baby girl," she explained to the confused child, handing Daphne a huge baby bottle full of watered down apple juice instead. "Here, have a drink from your bottle. I think Nanna wants to feed you something special later on. Besides," she added, dimpling at the memory, "you already had a lovely little feed from Mommy's boosies this morning, didn't you?" She grinned at the blushing baby's abashed expression and she couldn't help pinching one rosy pink cheek. "So you won't starve, baby girl," she giggled.
       When Jane returned to the kitchen after showering and dressing for work, she was carrying Daphne's pink leather mittens and the reel of hot-pink satin ribbon. She was wearing her tailored black pants-suit with a black satin blouse underneath, her black patent stiletto court shoes adding four inches to her impressive stature. Her honey-blonde hair was bound in a tight chignon, pulled back severely from her beautiful face. The rear-fastening top had a low round neckline, which allowed Jane to display her magnificent mammaries to great effect. A fresh stream of drool trailed down Daphne's chin as she watched Mommy toss the empty baby bottle in the sink. She hungrily watched Mommy's big bouncing breasts as Jane scrubbed clean her hands and face, whimpering in pain when the clittie-cage pinched.  
      Before Mommy let her out of the highchair, she ordered Daphne to hold out her hands. The little girl frowned in confusion as she let Mommy slip the tight leather mittens over her hands, the fat rubber balls inside forcing her thumbs and spread fingers to curl uselessly around them. "Nanna wants you wearing your mittens for your visit today, baby. I think she plans on letting you out of your clittie-cage sometime this morning! Aren't you a lucky baby girl?" Daphne nodded eagerly in agreement and Mommy chuckled as she buckled the straps around the baby's slender wrists, then tied them closed with short strips of hot-pink ribbon.
        Daphne glanced up at Mommy, a concerned frown marring her pretty features. "Mommy? You'll wemember to tell Nanna today I've earned enough cawwots to pway wif my cwittie, won't you Mommy?"
       "Of course I will, sweetie!" Jane reassured her concerned sissy with a condescending smile. "I told you I would - and you know Mommy always keeps her promises. Now gather up Nancy and her change bag. I've packed it already, and I put in one of your Barbies, too. Take everything out to the car and wait for Mommy. Okay? Good girl!"
         Despite the mittens binding her hands into useless puffy balls, Daphne collected her infant doll and the change bag and awkwardly carried them down to the front door. Fortunately Mommy had left it open, when she went out to pack some of Daphne's other belongings in the SUV. There was no way Daphne could open a doorknob wearing her mittens. She waddled out to the driveway, threw her things in the open boot, and then dashed back inside - hopefully before someone caught sight of her. Five minutes late Mommy dragged her back outside again and buckled her in the toddler carseat. 
       When Jane let Daphne out of the car at her mother's place, she was already in a rush. The twenty minutes she'd devoted to relieving her aching breasts by breastfeeding her overgrown infant had already put her behind schedule. It had been necessary. Jane didn't think she could concentrate on work while her tits were aching and hard. Plus the office had called her at home to say there was a problem with the Los Angeles bureau, and there was a dispute over contractual liability. She needed to race in and ring them from her office, when she had the contracts in front of her to confirm the details. 
      It annoyed Jane both personally and professionally that her useless sissy baby had been the one to organise the deal and oversee the signing of the contracts - when Baby Daphne was still pretending to be a man. It was the last contract Benny had organised for the family company, during his final trip to the States. 'My silly baby was probably too preoccupied organising her visits to that dominatrix in New York to properly concentrate on business,' Jane thought with sneer, shaking her head in disgust at Daphne's incorrigible baby ways.
        When they arrived at Nanna's, Helen wanted to broach the subject of toilet-training her sissy son-in-law with her daughter, but she found it difficult to get a word in edgewise this morning. "My tits are leaking! Leaking milk, I tell you!" Jane vociferously complained, cupping her magnificent breasts in her palms and practically shoving them at her mother's face by way of greeting.
         "And good morning to you, too, darling! I did warn you," Helen reminded her frazzled daughter, eyeing the full outstanding bosoms with a tinge of envy mixed with admiration. She pulled her fluffy white terry-towelling robe tighter around her slender waist, unconsciously poking out her own generous DD-cup bosoms. 
         "I know," Jane replied sourly. "Sorry Mom. Good morning. I've got a folded tissue stuffed in each bra cup to catch the dribbles. I don't have time for this, Mom!"
       "Then you'll just have to stop nursing her," Helen sensibly advised, glancing pointedly towards the figure in the carseat. "Stop at the pharmacy on the way to work and buy some breast pads."
         Jane bit her plump red bottom lip with her top front teeth in anguish and looked woebegone. She gazed down at her prominent bosom and shook her head in regret, making her tight chignon barely wobble. "I guess I'll have to give up breastfeeding my baby! Dammit! Wait a second." She opened the back door, leaned into the back seat and unbuckled Daphne's harness, and helped her little girl climb down. 
        "Good morning, Nanna," Daphne politely mombled around the sloppy pink guard of her dum-dums, performing a neat curtsey. The women smiled at the bowing little girl's pretty performance. 
        "Ooo! Look at you, Princess! What a gorgeous frock!" Nanna crooned, straightening the velvet dress over her diapered hips and smoothing out the bib clipped around her neck. Today Daphne's plastic-backed dribble bib read, 'Mommy's Potty Princess,' making Helen chuckle. 'How apt,' she thought. Aloud she said, "You had a dress exactly like this when you were about three or four, Jane."
      "I know, Mom. I remember. It was one of my favourites - although I don't remember wearing it very often."
        Helen rubbed the luxurious green fabric between her thumb and forefinger. "It was too dressy to wear too often," she explained to her daughter, "and it needed to be dry-cleaned. That's why you only wore your velvet frock to Sunday school. It was your best dress."
        "That's right," Jane recalled, nodding and smiling fondly at the memory. 
        "But now you're the mother, you can dress your little girl any way you want," Helen reminded her daughter. "I'm no longer responsible for the laundry."
        "Neither am I," Jane rejoined with a gay laugh. 
        She took Daphne's wheeled pink Barbie flight bag from the back seat and dumped it on the drive, extended the plastic handle and then reached inside the SUV to draw out Daphne's tutu on a hanger. She thrust the frothy ballerina dress at her little girl, ordering, "Take this inside for Mommy and hang it up somewhere, sweetie, and leave this bag inside the front door. Then hurry back here and get the rest of your stuff." The big baby clumsily clutched the tutu to her bosom with one mittened fist, and awkwardly hooked her other pink leather mitten under the extended handle of the flight bag. The women watched the oversized toddler struggle to wheel the bag down the path, grinning in amusement as she waddled towards the house to do Mommy's bidding.
        As soon as Daphne was out of earshot, Helen demanded in confusion, "What's the problem? If you want to stop lactating, just stop letting her suck on your tits!" It seemed like the logical solution to her. Jane waited until her waddling baby girl disappeared inside the house before attempting to explain. 
       "I love the way she sucks on my boobies, Mom!" When Helen looked sceptical, Jane added, "She does a better job than any man - or woman - I've ever met! She sucks my nipples really hard, just the way I like it, and when she's nursing… Well, it's kind of hard to explain."
        "Try," her mother dryly suggested. 
        "She's totally dedicated! It's like her whole world is focused on you! On me," Jane clarified. "On my tits, at least. It's like they're the sole reason for her existence. As though her only reason for living is to nurse from my beautiful big breasts." She possessively cupped her heavy orbs and mashed them against her body, then glanced down at the bulging fleshy mounds with a rueful smile.  "Without these, she'd die!"
        "Just like any normal infant," Helen huffed, grimacing in contempt.  
         Jane looked askance at her mother as she unloaded Daphne's doll pram from the boot, making sure Nancy's full change bag was also packed inside. "Did you enjoy it, Mom? Breastfeeding us, I mean."
        "Of course," Helen reassured her daughter, her frown vanishing to be replaced by a fond smile. "It's meant to pleasurable - to encourage us to do it. It's not all about the baby, you know?"
         'I don't mean just pleasurable - I mean sexually stimulating ! Did you find it sexually arousing to breastfeed me and Sheila, Mom? Did it turn you on?"     
         "Well, it was an awfully long time ago," Helen demurred, her cheeks turning pink. She swiftly twirled around when she heard Baby Daphne shuffling up behind them. "We can talk about it later," she promised her inquisitive daughter, deftly avoiding the embarrassing topic. 
        Jane had acknowledged her mother's lack of response with an enigmatic smile and a farewell wave. "I have to run anyway, Mom. I'll talk to you later. Although I probably won't get a chance to call you today." She kissed her mother's cheek and squeezed her shoulder. 
       "Okay, honey. Good luck sorting out the contract dispute, and enjoy your long weekend with Jake." Helen stepped aside so Jane could crouch down in front of her sissy baby.
       "Okay Daphne, Mommy has to go to work. I want you to be a good little girl for Nanna, and do whatever she tells you over the next few days. Alright?"
      "Yeth Mommy," Daphne fervently agreed, but then she screwed up her little face. "But Mommy - you pwomithed!"
        Jane gave her desperate child a farewell peck on the cheek, wiping away the lipstick smear with an indulgent chuckle. "Yes baby! Alright! Mommy hasn't forgotten."  She climbed behind the wheel and closed the door, smiling mischievously as she watched her worried little girl dance from foot to foot in anxiety. She switched on the engine and revved it into life, then the window slid down with an electric hum and Jane called out; "By the way, Mom! Daphne has earned enough carrots to have her clittie-cage removed! She can have it off for one whole session between diaper changes today, Nanna." 
       "Really? What a lucky baby girl!" Helen retorted with a sly chuckle, turning to gaze down at the hopefully nodding sissy. "Wave bye-byes to Mommy, Baby Daphne."
           
       Nanna - true to her word - had unlocked and removed her clittie-cage during Daphne's first diaper change that morning at her place. Daphne didn't think her diaper was very wet, but if Nanna wanted to change her now - and remove the horrid clittie-cage - who was she to object? Daphne had been lying back on the change table in Nanna's Nursery upstairs, a clean diaper already laid out underneath her before Nanna pulled down her rumba panties. Helen already knew about their baby's lack of control. Sure enough, as soon as Nanna lowered the damp front flap, Baby Daphne's bladder cut loose. Uncertain of Nanna's reaction, the helpless little girl cringed in embarrassment and fear.
       Instead of being annoyed, Helen merely laughed as she swiftly covered the baby's spurting genitals once more. "My Sheila was like that when she was a baby," Nanna commented airily as she held the diaper front over Daphne's leaking pee-pee. "She was a regular little fountain at diaper-changing time! Just like you, little girl." She chuckled at the memory and kept Daphne's diaper in place for another minute, just to be sure. Helen insisted on wiping clean every smelly square millimetre of the little girl's glistening bits and pieces before she would deign to unlock the silver rings. 
       Daphne had been so excited, her hands instinctively reached down to caress her freed organ - despite the restrictive leather mittens still buckled around her wrists. Nanna slapped her useless hands aside. "No baby! Don't touch!" she scolded the desperate child. Daphne tucked her mittens under her chin, sucking noisily on her soother and looking aggrieved. Helen had to laugh at her appropriately child-like sulky expression. "Ah-ah-ah! Remember? You have to ask Nanna first, if you want to play with your clittie. Just like you do with Mommy," she reminded the pouting baby girl.
       "Oh pweathe, Nanna? Pweathe can I pway wif my cwittie? Pweathe?" Daphne begged, her wide blue eyes pleading for permission. She smiled hopefully around her dum-dums and batted her long black lashes endearingly, and Helen chuckled as she shook her head in denial.
       "What do I get in return, baby?" Nanna demanded, her expression sly. 
       "I- I -I-" she stammered uncertainly.
       
        Helen's white terry robe had become untied while she was cleaning the baby, and the front flaps gaped open, revealing a hint of her generous bosoms. She didn't seem concerned by her wardrobe malfunction - or Daphne's hungry gaze. "I want to take you on a little trip this morning, to meet a friend. Don't worry. It's someone you know. Someone who's already met Baby Daphne. Plus my bridge group is coming over this afternoon. It's Thursday, remember? I've already told them all about you, little girl. They're dying to meet you! If you agree to let me take you out for a few hours and introduce you to my friends this afternoon, I'll give you a special treat this morning," Nanna promised with an enticing smile.
        Daphne's hands were shaking with the effort of keeping them away from her uncaged genitals. She raised her eyes from the glimpses of Nanna's bare bosoms and looked up at her smiling face instead.  "Oh Nanna! If- if I thay 'yeth,' can I have my cwittie-cage off all day? Pweathe Nanna? Pwetty pweathe?" She batted her long black lashes at Nanna again in feminine entreaty, and Helen had to laugh. The silly sissy was trying to bargain with her! But Nanna knew she held all the cards. 
        "If you promise to be a good little girl for me this morning, and agree to meet Nanna's friends - and do everything Nanna tells you to do all day today - you can have it off for a few hours this morning - until your next diaper change - and maybe during nap-time this afternoon, as well," Helen bargained. "Okay?"
        "Ooo!" Daphne loved the way her excitable little clittie stiffened at the thought of leisurely playing with herself in her crib at Nanna's this afternoon. It was so good to be free!
          Helen rubbed the powder into Daphne's thickening genitals, being careful not to stimulate her sissy baby too much. After hearing the post-hypnotic suggestions, she suspected what the end result would probably be, and she wanted the big baby girl safely pinned in a diaper before that happened! "What do you say, sugarplum? Are you going to be a good little girl for Nanna today, and let her show off her precious baby to a few of her friends?" Nanna insisted. "Then you can play with this silly little thing for hours!" She curled her fingers around the slender shaft, feeling it swell and throb as she gently stroked her baby, coaxing the submissive sissy to agree. 
         "Oh Nanna! Yeth Nanna!" Daphne squeaked around her pacifier teat. It felt so wonderful to be free of the restrictive restraint, and her stiffening clittie revelled in the temporary freedom. If only Nanna would take off her mittens, too!         
         Helen massaged the powder along the length of her slender shaft, milking Daphne's tiny tool with her fingers as she demanded,  "Do you promise to be a good baby girl?" 
         "Ooo! Oh Nanna! I pwomithe, Nanna! I pwomithe!" the sissy fervently guaranteed. "Weally-twuly!"
        "Good girl!" Helen released her throbbing stiff clittie with a grimace of distaste and swiftly taped a disposable around Daphne's slender hips, then wrapped the double-thickness terry diapers around her tiny waist and pinned them closed. She re-tied her robe before she slid the same plastic-lined rumba panties over the top, the satin ones with the green lace frills across the seat. 
        
         Nanna took the sissy baby downstairs and locked her in the white wooden highchair with a bottle of water while she went to shower and dress. Daphne wasn't thirsty, but after ten minutes of sitting in the tilted-back highchair with nothing to do but rub her stiff clittie against the fluffy front of her dry diaper, she spat out her dum-dums and stuck the bottle teat in her mouth without thinking about it. It wasn't easy gripping the slippery plastic vessel using her leather mittens, but she'd had enough practice to master the infantile art. She'd drained the big baby bottle before Nanna returned, wearing a calf-length cream mink coat over some towering black high heeled boots. The raised collar was high enough to mostly conceal her honey-blonde hair, and the buttoned fur was bulky enough to conceal any hint of her voluptuous figure.
       Daphne thought Nanna was wearing more make-up than usual, although her heart-shaped face did look gorgeous. She was wearing long fluttering false eyelashes to rival Daphne's own salon-lengthened lashes. Nanna's eyebrows seemed heavier and darker, lengthened out to her temples, and black eyeliner top and bottom made her sapphire eyes look huge. Her full shapely lips were painted crimson to match her manicured oval nails, Daphne noticed. Funnily enough; the heavy darker make-up made Helen seem older - closer to her real age -  but nowhere less desirable in Daphne's adoring eyes. It was the sound of Nanna's click-clacking stiletto heels which made the baby focus on her feet. 
      Nanna was wearing glossy black boots with unbelievable spiked six-inch heels and tiny platform soles. They disappeared under the flowing hem of her luxurious fur coat, which covered her from her chin to her calves. Helen's honey-blonde bob was pulled back in a severe high short ponytail, darkened and slick with gel to keep the straying locks in place. 
        "Are - are we going out somewhere, Nanna?" Daphne nervously asked, as Helen removed the tray and unfastened her restraints. She spied the familiar packed pink vinyl diaper bag leaning against the doorframe. 
         "Yes we are, baby girl!" Nanna brightly replied. "I told you I was taking you out this morning, to meet an old friend -  somebody you've already met. Down we hop! Let Nanna take you out to the car and Rose can get you sorted."
           It was embarrassing being helped into the back seat and into her toddler car seat by the attractive chauffeur. Rose's grey uniform skirt seemed daringly short to Daphne, although her matching jacket was always demurely buttoned over her healthy bosoms. The naughty little girl couldn't help peeking whenever the chauffeur looked like she was about to bend over, hoping for an accidental panty-flash. And she didn't understand how the woman could drive in those stiletto-heeled knee-high black boots. Daphne had no idea where Nanna was taking her, until the driver took the exit to a small suburb close to the city.  She vaguely recognised the area. The little girl's trepidation grew as Rose drove them closer to their destination. When Rose announced, "We're a block from the street, Madam," Daphne felt certain she knew where they were going.
        The little girl's tummy flip-flopped in alarm, thinking, 'Is Nanna taking me to visit Aunty Amanda? How does Nanna know about Aunty Amanda? What does she know? How much does she know? Does Mommy know?' These alarming thoughts flashed through her troubled mind in rapid succession, and she was unable to think clearly. She didn't even notice she was drenching her diaper. Daphne knew there was only one reason to visit Aunty Amanda's. Potty-training! Had Nanna learned about that perverted side of her bizarre sexual desires, too? She cringed back in her high padded toddler seat from a combination of terror, embarrassment - and uncontrollable sexual arousal.  
       Daphne had some idea from where her perverse fascination stemmed. The initial 'trigger' was all due to a silly accident. When Benny was seventeen and still living with his Aunty and his cousins, he tripped over in the (only) bathroom and knocked down one of the shelves attached to the wall opposite the toilet. It was all his own fault. He'd been peeing in the toilet - he always sat to pee like a girl - but he'd been in a hurry not to miss any of the Friday night TV show he loved. 'Buffy' was about to start. He jumped to his feet when he heard the familiar opening refrain from the lounge room, and he tried to run out of the bathroom before properly pulling up his pants. He tripped, stumbled and fell - smashing into the shelves opposite. He knocked down the lowest wooden shelf holding spare rolls of toilet paper and cleaning supplies. Everything flew to the floor and Aunty Betty stormed down the hallway and threw open the bathroom door.
       "What was all that noise?" she demanded, standing over the prone boy with his shorts and underwear around his ankles. She frowned at the mess on the floor. "Oh no! Look what you've done!" Benny was torn between rubbing his bruised shoulder and pulling up his pants. Embarrassment won and he turned his back on Aunty Betty as he clumsily climbed to his feet and pulled up his tangled underwear and shorts. His frowning Aunty thought to ask, "Are you alright, child? Did you hurt yourself?" 
       "No Aunty," Benny mombled, his cheeks blazing with shame.
       Aunty Betty pursed her lips and sniffed in disapproval. "That's good. That means you can clean up this mess." She pointed to the broken shelf. "And I want that fixed before the end of the weekend. Understood?" 
       "Yes Aunty Betty."
        
         The wooden shelf itself was undamaged, but one of the brackets had broken free from the wall, leaving two small triangular holes in the plasterboard, one a few inches above the other. Benny decided to simply move the bracket in an inch to one side, and screw it back on the wall. But that meant he had to drill some new holes. Aunty Betty didn't own a drill, so he borrowed an old electric drill from their elderly next-door neighbour. Benny took the bracket with him, to match the holes to the drill bit. Unfortunately, the only steel bit the old man had in the right size was about eight inches long. "It'll do," he assured the novice handyman, as he used a chuck to fix the unwieldy bit in place. He handed the drill to a hesitant Benny, warning him, "Just be careful."
       Benny wasn't careful. His first timid effort barely made an indentation in the plasterboard panelling, so he pressed really hard. The whirring drill bit went straight through the panelling but missed the wall stud, and when a kneeling Benny accidentally fell forward into the movement, he drilled right through the wall - into his bedroom. He switched off the drill and ripped the bit out of the wall, but there was only minor damage- a small smashed hole on his side, not much larger than the drill bit. When he checked the other side of the wall in his bedroom, he found a spray of plaster dust on his pillow and a slightly larger jagged hole in the plasterboard, big enough to slide his index finger inside. He hurriedly cleaned up the mess on his bed before Aunty noticed what he'd done, returned to the bathroom, and his next attempt was more successful. 
      He drilled another hole between the original hole and the messy one he'd made, and this time he managed to hit the stud. He stopped when he guessed he had drilled an inch or so into the solid timber. He drilled a second hole three inches below that one, in line with the original jagged holes. He screwed the bracket in place, fitted the shelf on top, cleaned up the mess and replaced all the bathroom items before returning the drill to the neighbour. "How did you go?" the elderly gent inquired. "Get everything fixed?"
       "Yes thanks," Benny replied. "Thanks for the use of your drill and stuff." 
       "Good, good."
         Aunty Betty seemed pleased when he showed her he'd cleaned up everything and repaired the broken bottom shelf. It was a good thing she didn't look too closely - although the minor damage to the bathroom wall was hidden under the low shelf. Because it was level with Benny's knees, he assumed his overweight Aunty wouldn't check under there too often. She'd have to be down on her hands and knees on the bathroom floor with her face almost on the tiles to notice the broken patches, and he doubted she'd be doing that very often. 
         Benny forgot about the hole he'd accidentally drilled in his bedroom wall until after he climbed into bed that night and turned out the light. He was settling in for his usual nightly wank, wrapping an old bath towel around his loins like a diaper - to catch his uncontrollable ejaculations, he rationalised. He didn't know why it felt so wonderful to pretend to be diapered like a toddler while he frantically masturbated. He sometimes used a pair of large safety pins to hold the folded towel in place, the better to catch his spurties, wishing he could be brave enough to actually try wetting his makeshift diaper.  His infantile musings were disturbed when one of his relatives went into the bathroom next door and closed the door. When she switched on the bathroom light, a tiny beam of light illuminated the darkness of Benny's small bedroom.
        He tilted his head back on his pillow, searching for the source of the beam, and he realised it was the hole he'd unintentionally drilled in the wall over his head. He sat up and rolled onto his hands and knees to check the extent of the damage, and his eye was caught by a flash of movement. With a start he realised he was looking straight at the porcelain toilet fixed to the wall opposite, and his cousin Lily had moved in front of it, her back to the white bowl. The slender teen lowered her lavender cribton pyjama panties to her knees, obviously with the intention of using the commode. 
       He leaned closer to the wall, pressing his right eye against the hole, trying to move silently. Benny could only see her from the waist down, but he recognised Lily's smooth shapely thighs and her slender hips. He knew he shouldn't look. He knew it was wrong to peep on his younger female cousin - for so many reasons! But he'd never seen a woman naked, and fourteen-year-old Lily had matured at lot over the last eighteen months. In many ways, she was much more mature than him.
       He knew the cute blonde wore bras these days - real grown-up ladies' bras, with proper cups and everything. He'd surreptitiously inspected his cousins' pretty underwear while her 'unmentionables' had been hanging on the line - as he often did - and Benny knew how much Lily had developed. But further evidence of her recent maturation was suddenly on display, and he couldn't tear his eye from the peephole. Lily had a sparse upside-down triangle of pale-brown curls at the junction atop her slim legs, and when she raised the front of her matching lavender shortie nightie out of harm's way before sitting, he could see the fair curls petered out over the lower curve of her smooth pale tummy, not even reaching halfway to her belly button. 
       Lily plonked down on the toilet seat and sighed loudly as she began to urinate. He could see her from her shins to the tops of her shoulders, the wooden bathroom shelf cutting off everything above that. He admired the shifting swell of her braless B-cup breasts beneath the lightweight cribton top, rising and falling with her breathing. Benny could barely hear the sound of her water splashing into the bottom of the bowel, but his vivid imagination filled in the details. Lily carelessly let her knees drift open and closed as she peed, unaware she had an audience. Benny strained to see any details, but her crotch was mostly hidden in shadow and the details remained a mystery. He wished he was closer - underneath her - so he could see everything!
      That was the first time Benny ever wished he was a toilet. A lady's toilet! He wanted to see everything! He wanted an uninterrupted view of every gritty little detail of a woman's beautiful body, and he imagined that would only be possible if he took the place of the toilet bowl. He didn't realise he was still masturbating as he perved on his peeing younger cousin - not until his tiny erection exploded in his jerking fist. He fought to keep quiet his uncontrollable grunts of excitement, and luckily the makeshift diaper was still pinned around his hips. It managed to catch every drop of his bad baby juice. As he imagined himself looking up at a woman trying to use the toilet, his climax was mind-blowing. His eyes lost focus and he collapsed back onto his bed, the loud sounds of the flushing toilet covering the noisy panting sounds he was making. 
 
chapter 21 continued.....
      Ashamed of his depraved behaviour, the next morning Benny covered the hole with a small magazine poster - one he cadged from his twelve-year-old cousin Jasmine, showing the Spice Girls in smiling array. This one featured Baby Spice posing in front, and Benny secretly thought the busty blonde looked adorable with her high floppy pigtails and her cute pastel-pink baby-doll mini-dress and shiny white patent Maryjanes. She even wore fluffy pink hair ties and gorgeous frilly anklet socks, like a pre-schooler! Benny was envious that a grown woman could dress like a little girl in public, and everyone thought she was cute. 'But if I wore something like that…?' 
      Benny shuddered in terror and didn't allow himself to finish the thought.  He wished his pretty younger cousins were inclined to emulate the gorgeous blonde girly-girl from the all-girl band, but they usually preferred to dress like Posh Spice - or even Sporty Spice! Eww! He used Blue-tac adhesive putty to fasten the poster in place, which also meant it could be easily removed - and replaced - without any trouble. 
      He tried to restrain himself from using the accidental peephole - but it was hard. Hard as hell! Hard as the boner in his pants! It was one thing to dimly hear the bathroom sounds from next door. It was another thing entirely to know you could watch a female performing some of the most intimate acts of her life - and she had no idea! He felt like a disgusting pervert, but he couldn't stop himself from peeping when he heard his Aunty shuffle into the bathroom early the following morning. 
      Benny didn't consider his Aunty Betty at all sexually attractive. She was old - at least forty or forty-five - and quite overweight, with an unattractive pear-shaped body. Even so, she was a real grown-up woman - and Benny had to see. He had to! He still had his crusty towel pinned around his hips when he knelt up on his bed, his face pressed against the wall, watching his Aunty pull up her knee-length floral-print nightie and drop her matching panties, both in lurid shades of purple and hot pink. Her pale plump thighs were dimpled with cellulite - "hail damage" Aunty Betty called it. She had a big floppy belly hanging halfway over her groin, and he couldn't believe how hairy she was! A mass of dark brown curls concealed practically everything from his prying eyes, rising up all the way to her navel. 
       He watched Aunt Betty sit on the commode to perform her normal morning toilet routine before using the shower - peeing first, then grunting quietly and straining to empty her bowels. He heard the splashing sounds as her turds hit the water in the bowl and like the night before, he climaxed in his makeshift diaper within seconds. The orgasm had been mind-blowing, and it took him several minutes to recover his breath! After that - despite his best intentions - he replaced the Spice Girls poster and never repaired the jagged hole. Not until just before he was ready to leave his Aunt's place, almost a year later. His conscience prevented him from using it daily, but not a week passed when he didn't take advantage of his unintentional peephole.
       The second memorable 'trigger' was the discovery of a soft-core porn novel in a second-hand thrift shop, shortly before his eighteenth birthday. During his last year of high school, he used to wander around the local charity stores on the odd Saturday morning. He liked to check out the range of cheap second-hand female clothes available, even if he lacked the courage, the availability of space or the funds to indulge his secret transvestite fetish. That was where he came across the tattered paperback book - 'The Happy Hooker,' by Xaviera Hollander. It was the autobiography of a pretty Dutch prostitute who became famous in the 70's for being a Madam in New York. Benny vaguely recognised the title of the book and after reading a few pages, decided on a whim to buy the well-thumbed paperback. It was only 50 p, and if he didn't purchase something occasionally, the volunteer staff usually grew suspicious of his loitering. 
     The book was full of graphic descriptions of naughty sex scenes - involving lesbian and straight sex, plus the odd reference to bondage and discipline. Benny devoured stories about men - transvestites - who paid women to force them to dress like girls, and he wondered if any of those men wanted to be little girls - even baby girls - like him. Xaviera's enthusiastic descriptions of receiving oral sex and how much she enjoyed anilingus drove him wild, and he wondered if any girl would ever let him lick and suck on her wee-wee hole or her bottom. It sounded so dirty! So filthy! So thrilling! Benny hid the naughty book on a shelf in his bedroom stuffed amongst a row of his textbooks, and it provided him hours of private masturbatory pleasure. 
       It took him months to slowly work his way through the 370 page novel, but it wasn't till he was two-thirds of the way through before he hit the chapters ! Chapter 12. 'Whipped (S)Cream.' It and the following chapter contained details about men with masochistic fetishes - men who liked being spanked, paddled or whipped - or preferred 'golden showers' - being peed on, or even drinking a woman's urine. His peenie exploded in his fist when he read those paragraphs, imagining it was him serving as a gorgeous woman's toilet.
      There was even a description of one of Xaviera's clients - 'Mr Filthyrich' - a young, handsome Hollywood producer who paid beautiful young women to spoon-feed him their freshly-excreted shit! He gasped in arousal when he read that bit, his tiny erection like a molten steel pencil in his jerking fist as the hot jism squirted out. Later when her re-read that exciting part, he wondered if the beautiful blonde dominatrix strapped Mr Filthyrich in a big baby's highchair to force-feed him, and his shrivelling post-orgasmic erection surged to new life.
        He read those naughty chapters again and again, holding the paperback in one hand whilst furiously masturbating into an old towel pinned around his hips. He fantasised that he was the dirty masochist being diapered and dressed like a sissy baby and forced to undergo the indignity of serving as a receptacle for a gorgeous woman's waste. He imagined being forced to drink her piss from her vagina or eat her shit straight from her puckered arsehole, and he would cum and cum and cum - although after each glorious masturbation session, he would vow never to think such vile thoughts again. But the depraved mental images were never far from his mind. 
       After Benny left his Aunty's home and moved into his shared digs near the University, he was old enough to visit the seedy dirty bookstores in town - provided he showed them his ID. They contained a treasure trove of fem-dom B&D material, including sissy-baby porn. One of the copies of 'Dominated and Diapered' or 'Tales from the Crib' he found featured a cartoon drawing on the back cover - the third 'trigger.' It featured a gorgeous, plump, voluptuous woman kneeling astride a young man's face, facing his feet. She was naked except for her exotic stiletto heels, which were pressed together under the male's head, keeping his face in place.
      The young man in the drawing was wearing a bulky cloth diaper pinned around his slender hips, and there were thick leather cuffs binding his ankles together and trapping his flailing wrists to the wide black belt buckled around his waist. He was trapped, helpless, totally under her control. His nose was buried between the buxom woman's massive round buttocks and in Benny's imagination, his open mouth was sealed against her wrinkled anus, ready to receive her precious gift. The woman on top was sitting back comfortably and smiling in delight at the artist, obviously enjoying using the lips and tongue of her toilet-slave. The perverted image was often foremost in his mind when Benny masturbated, usually triggering a violent orgasm.
      From reading 'The Happy Hooker,' Benny had learned that bizarre sexual services were sometimes available at some houses of prostitution. When he purchased his first laptop and logged onto the internet, he found there were a dozen or more brothels scattered all over the city, and some advertised that they catered for the more 'unusual' requests. Several websites displayed a list of possible services, and 'golden showers' featured in a couple. Too ashamed of his weird fetishes to ever confess them to a girlfriend, it was only a matter of time before young Benny sought out the services of a professional dominatrix.
      It took him years to work up the nerve. Benny had turned twenty before he made an appointment to see one of the Mistresses at a professional bondage and discipline 'dungeon' called 'The Sisters Of Dominance.' It was located in a rather normal-looking house in an average street in one of the inner-city suburbs, with a low brick fence and a slightly-tatty front yard. Benny was shaking with fear and excitement as he walked up the concrete front path to the front stoop and rang the bell, carrying an overnight bag of supplies in one hand. He's briefly discussed his needs on the phone the day before with the parlour receptionist, and he hoped they wouldn't be too disgusted with him when he turned up in person.
      The pale brunette who greeted him at the door was only averagely pretty, and despite the heavy make-up painted on her sharp triangular face, she looked barely a day older than Benny. She was quite slim - almost bony -  and only a little taller than him in her four-inch heels and black leather miniskirt. Her tightly-laced red satin corset pushed her little titties high under her chin, making them almost bulge over the tops of the stiff padded cups. "You must be Daphne," she greeted him with a wide red-lipped smile, taking in his feminine face and long blonde hair in a single glance and thinking, 'What a pretty little thing!' "I'm Mistress Barbara. Come in." 
     The front sitting room was set up like a waiting room, with overstuffed green lounge chairs and a matching two-seater leather lounge, with a low glass-topped coffee table in front of it. On the table were tooled leather menu folders - and when Barbara encouraged him to examine one, they contained explicit descriptions of the services available - and the accompanying pricelist. Barbara noticed the blushing boy's hands were shaking and she asked, "First time?" He nodded and she asked, "How old are you?"
       "Twenty," Benny replied - although she didn't believe him. No one ever did. It was both the curse - and the blessing - of his youthful complexion and slight build. He remembered having to pull out his wallet and show her his driver's license before the young Mistress would believe him.
 
       "Sorry. I had to check," she apologised. She seen enough fakes to know his license was genuine. But the ID photo he showed her looked more like a young girl than a boy. "You barely look fifteen, and I won't have anything to do with underage kids," Barbara explained. Privately she thought, 'You skinny little thing! You barely look twelve! No wonder you can't get laid! But what a cute baby face!' Aloud she said, "I'll leave you to go through the menu and choose what you like, then when I come back you can tell me what you want - and we can sort out the payment. Okay?"
       "Yes, fine," Benny squeaked nervously, his high-pitched voice rising with tension.
        Benny paid the young Mistress 150 to dress him up like a little girl - or more importantly, to force him to dress like a baby girl! The money bought him one hour of her time. She happily agreed to his pleas to dominate and diaper him, and Barbara smiled at his shivering excitement when she led him into the parlour's 'Sissy Room.' It was a large bedroom decorated in pinks and creams, with a big four-poster bed dominating the space, covered in a mushroom-pink silk coverlet. Barbara giggled at the big white disposable diaper he produced from the overnight bag, but willingly took it from him. She ordered him to strip and made him climb up on the high bed and lie on his back, naked, excited, afraid. 
       Barbara powdered his genitals and taped the puffy diaper around the excited sissy's hips while he was lying back on the four-poster bed, gazing up at his reflection in the overhead ceiling mirror. She didn't mention his lack of equipment, and actually felt sorry for the poor little tyke. His erection was so tiny and slender! He had his own plastic panties, too - pink ones, naturally - but he was eager for her to dress him in a couple of frilly girly frocks she produced from the built-in wardrobe. Most of them were too large for the tiny sissy - they had been bought with more 'robust' men in mind. But Daphne was in sissy-baby heaven and she didn't care. 
       He masturbated while Barbara pretended to breast-feed him, and even though she had small bosoms and tiny child-like, pale-pink nipples - privately very disappointing for Benny - he climaxed in a couple of minutes regardless. After that, he was so ashamed of himself, he had to shower and change immediately and then flee the place. "You've paid for the full hour," Barbara advised him as he hurriedly dressed. "You can dress up again and we can do the other things you've paid for - you know? I can spank you and do the queening session and stuff."
      "No, no!" the embarrassed boy protested, stuffing his rustling baby panties in the overnight bag. "It's okay. I'm fine! Thank you for a wonderful time! It was fantastic!" 
       He sped from the house of ill-repute only twenty-five minutes after he'd entered, and most of that time he'd spent in the waiting room. Even so, he returned to the brothel several more times, each time booking in with Mistress Barbara - and each time revealing a little more of his secret taboo obsessions. During his second visit, he managed to delay his orgasm by not touching himself while Barbara breastfed him, but it was sheer agony! When the skinny brunette lay him back and sat on his face, she was still wearing her tiny black panties - and he climaxed as soon as he wormed his hand inside his warm wet diaper. One again he was forced by shame and embarrassment to flee immediately afterwards, although Barbara couldn't stop giggling at his flushed features or his mortified behaviour while he was dressing. 
       The kind-hearted Mistress reached under her tiny black mini and pulled it up around her hips, revealing her lace-edged black nylon bikini panties. While the poor boy watched, Barbara used to fingers to push the cribton-lined gusset an inch or two inside her steamy opening, moistening it with her fragrant juices. She was surprised at how open and wet she was, although the way the sissy-boy sucked on her nipples really turned her on. When she'd made sure the crotch of her panties was moist and sodden with her juices, she pulled down her knickers and kicked them over to him with a sympathetic smile. "Take those with you," Barbara offered. "You can smell my pussy while you're having a wank later. That way you can imagine I'm sitting on your face, watching you do it!"
        Benny gratefully accepted the silken treasures and as Barbara predicted, her fading aroma became a focal point of his nightly masturbation fantasies from then on. He had to be careful not to fall asleep with Barbara's unwashed black knickers wrapped around his head, the aromatic cribton gusset stretched over his nose and mouth.  He didn't want his flatmates catching him.
      On his fourth visit to the B&D parlour he was surprised to find Mistress Barbara had left the brothel. The receptionist hadn't bothered to tell him they'd booked him a session with a different girl - Mistress Lisa. She was a tall, fair-skinned blonde in her late twenties or early thirties, of robust Nordic heritage. At five-eight in her stockinged feet, the voluptuous blonde towered over the tiny lad, and she certainly better suited his fantasy ideal of a stern dominant Mistress in her black leather corset and matching thigh-high leather boots. 
      Mistress Lisa loved high heels, and her exotic platform boots had skinny six-inch heels, making her well over six feet tall. With her big bosoms and heavy caboose, she outweighed the slender sissy by a dozen or more kilos. Benny loved the way she loomed over him at the front door, intimidating him with her physical presence, making him feel tiny and helpless. "Come in, Baby Daphne," she cooed to the slender sissy, her painted red smile indulgent. "Mistress Barbara couldn't make it today, so I'm in charge of you. Come in! I'm Mistress Lisa, and Mistress Barbara told me all about you, you naughty little girl! Now get inside!" She shook her head in disbelief as the worried little boy shuffled down the hallway ahead of her clutching his overnight bag. She'd been warned Baby Daphne was a diminutive adult male - over 18 - and effeminate - but nothing had prepared her for the sight of the pretty, petite little sissy. With his shoulder-blade length, straight platinum locks and tiny heart-shaped face, Lisa thought he looked more like a pre-teen girl than an adult male. 
       It took only a few minutes of conversation in the waiting room for Benny to relax with the new Mistress. Lisa had years of experience dealing with sissies like him, and deftly steered the conversation to reveal his innermost desires. Despite being more attractive than Barbara, and much more womanly - and thus intimidating - Benny felt he could tell Mistress Lisa things he could never tell the younger Mistress. The beefy blonde seemed more mature - more experienced - more daring - more open to his perverted suggestions. 
      After explaining what he wanted, Lisa took him to the Sissy Room and stripped him down to his diaper and baby panties. He always wore a disposable diaper to his sessions these days, and it was usually wet on arrival. She inspected the contents of his overnight bag - his diaper bag - and offered to change him into a clean diaper. She chuckled when he hastily demurred. It was obvious the sissy baby liked being wet. Instead Lisa dressed him in one of the pretty lace-lavished baby doll nightgowns from the collection of girly clothes in the wardrobe, put up his long platinum locks in sweet fluffy pigtails, and then she produced the shiny pink mittens. 
     "Mistress Barbara told me how quickly you cum," she explained as she fitted a puffy satin-covered  mitten over his right hand and buckled it around his wrist. "She told everyone how fast you were! These mittens will help slow you down a bit, baby girl." Mistress Lisa buckled the second mitten around the embarrassed boy's slender left wrist and Benny discovered the slippery satin mittens had cribton gloves inside, the palms and fingers glued to a stiff plastic piece bigger than his spread fingers, and filled with dense stuffing to make his trapped fingers almost useless. He couldn't close his fingers to grasp anything, and he was thrilled to feel more like a helpless little baby. 
      He perched on the end of bed and watched the tall buxom blonde loosen and slip out of her boned leather corset. Lisa still had an amazing wasp-waist (from years of corset-training, he'd later learn.) Her full round D-cup breasts sagged and swayed under their own weight, her russet areolae the size of half-dollars. He could see a faint tracery of fine blue veins through her alabaster skin, either side of her nipples. Those darker-red nipples were already stiffening - either from cold or excitement, he couldn't tell - and they were larger than thimbles. Benny licked his suddenly-dry lips in anticipation.
      Lisa smiled at his hungry expression and slipped off her brief red leather miniskirt, too. She was wearing a tiny pair of lace-edged black nylon panties underneath, perfectly sheer, with a matching black satin suspender belt edged with narrow black lace. It held up her shimmering silk stockings, the lacy tops barely visible above her exotic thigh-high boots. His eyes roamed from her plump milky thighs above the stocking tops to the shadowed crease of her hairless vagina, barely concealed by the see-through black knickers, then up to those magnificent jiggling orbs. Lisa sat on the bed at the head end, leaning her back against the many stuffed pillows, and swung her booted legs onto the mattress. She patted her leather-clad thighs and indicated Benny should lie over her lap.
      "Come here to Aunty Lisa, baby girl," she crooned, cupping her meaty breasts and pressing them against her chest. Soft feminine flesh bulged around her spread fingers in all directions, impossible to ignore  "I'm going to give my little girl a lovely feed from my breasts. Come here! Good girl." She settled him across her lap facing her, arranging his head so she was comfortable, then steered her stiff nipple between his pouting lips. Lisa sighed in delight when the baby latched on, and in gentle mothering tones, the dominatrix taught him how to worship her breasts and nurse from her nipples the way she liked - to her total satisfaction. "Gently, baby, Gently - to start off with," she crooned in his ear. As a true dominant, she took great pains to educate the ignorant sissy-baby. As a devout submissive, Benny adored being told what to do by a strong maternal woman, and responded accordingly. 
      Lisa smelled different to Mistress Barbara and her skin tasted different, too. Her breasts felt softer, the skin smoother and silkier. Benny didn't know if she smelled better. Not worse. Just different. The only trouble for Benny was - he couldn't play with himself while Lisa was feeding him from her big round cushiony titties. Unlike Barbara, Lisa had large womanly nipples - beautiful big russet caps that stiffened and lengthened and grew to fill his slobbering mouth when he sucked on them. They made him feel more like a real baby and he grew so excited, but when he reached down to play with his hard peenie, the stiff puffy mittens prevented him from worming his hand inside his plastic panties. He could only clumsily caress himself through his baby panties and clinging wet diaper, the slithery satin mittens slipping and sliding too easily over the tenting front of his plastic panties.
      The Mistress chortled at his frustrated attempts to caress his genitals. "See?" she crowed. "My little girl can't play with her clittie, can she? She has to wait until Aunty Lisa gives her permission." Despite his frustration - or perhaps because of it - Benny was more aroused than ever! The voluptuous beauty was dominating him the way he had always dreamed about, and he wondered how far she would be prepared to go. "Stop playing with yourself, Baby Daphne! That's naughty!" She smacked his useless hands away from his diaper crotch and he whimpered against her warm soft teat in frustration. "Bad girl! Bad baby girl!" She replaced his mittened hands with one of her own, pressing the warm wet diaper against his slender stiffie and rubbing her palm over the slick front of his baby panties. Lisa gently patted his sodden diaper crotch with her cupped fingers, making that 'thwack-thwack-thwack' sound beloved by all infantilists.   
      "If you're a good girl and suck nice and hard on my titties - after I've given you a feed, you can play with your clittie while you're licking my pussy and bottom. Okay baby?" It was a good thing she'd stopped rubbing the crotch of his baby panties when she suggested this - otherwise Benny might have exploded untouched inside his lovely wet diaper. Lisa loved bossing men around, and she enjoyed teaching Daphne how to please her. She took her time instructing him on how to lick and suck her nipples at the same time, how to pleasure a woman's nipples with his lips and tongue, and she coached the inexperienced sissy through the techniques of squeezing and fondling a woman's breast, gently milking her titties without hurting her - even with his satin mittens in place. Lisa let him suckle for about twenty wonderful minutes - ten blissful minutes on each big bouncy breast - before she announced herself satisfied. The sissy baby was doing such a good job of nursing on her sensitive nipples, it was actually turning on the experienced Mistress. She could feel her pussy getting wetter, and she was eager to proceed to the next phase. 
        She pushed him away and rolled off the bed, and she lay out a disposable baby's change mat over the silk coverlet. It was about three feet long and two wide, and it had an absorbent upper layer and a plastic backing in case of any accidents. The experienced Mistress placed a folded towel on top of the change mat in the middle, then patted the crinkling mat, smiling in invitation. "Crawl over here and lie down on your back, baby girl," she commanded in syrupy toddler tones. Daphne eagerly obeyed, and she made sure the back of the sissy's head was centred on top of the towel. 
      "Good girl." Lisa peeled down her tiny black panties and climbed onto the bed on all fours. She straddled the sissy baby's head, facing him, and when she glanced down he was staring right up between her legs, fascinated by the glorious sight of her exposed womanhood. He could smell her naked sex, the faintly fishy-musky aroma mixed with the thrilling bathroom smells of her vagina and bottom. His tiny erection pounded in excitement inside his warm wet diaper. 
        "Have you ever gone down on a woman before?" Lisa asked. She thought she recognised the glint of fear in the excited novice's pale blue eyes. Benny licked his dry lips and shook his head in denial. 
       "No," he whispered.
       "Then Aunty Lisa will teach you. Stick out your tongue, baby girl - and don't touch your clittie until Aunty says you can."
        True to her word, Lisa taught Baby Daphne how she liked to be licked and sucked. She taught him to free her erect clit from the pink fleshy hood with the tip of his tongue, and how to lick a woman's most sensitive spot, massaging the delicate bud with the wet flat of his tongue. She taught him how to lap at her opening cunt until it was puffy and swollen inside, and she made him stick the pointed tip of his tongue inside her urethra, teasing her piss-hole open in readiness. She made him eat her to orgasm twice before she would agree to free his hands from his mittens, but she wouldn't let him touch his 'clittie' during the teaching phase. She could see how much it excited him when she referred to his tiny masculine organ in female terms. Lisa rode the sissy baby's tongue to a third glorious climax while he played with himself through his baby panties, and he managed to cum without even touching himself - well, not properly, anyway. 
          He spent almost the entire hour with Mistress Lisa, and she insisted on diapering him and dressing him in his plastic panties before he would let him dress and leave. She was so strict! So firm! So dominant! So wonderful! He actually had another erection by the time he walked out of the B&D parlour, and he'd never been so satisfied - or so happy! A couple of months later when he returned, he asked to see Mistress Lisa a second time. She seemed pleased to see the tiny sissy boy again, and was happy to fulfil his stuttered request for a golden shower. The session proceeded much like the one before - except this time after she breastfed him and made him eat her pussy to orgasm, she raised her dripping pussy from his swollen puffy lips and stared down at him haughtily.
        "I need to pee," she informed the gasping sissy, "and I couldn't be bothered moving. So you're going to be my toilet! Open your mouth!" Daphne mewled in excitement as she meekly opened her lips wide, until her mouth was gaping open under the beautiful blonde's steamy opening. It took Lisa several long agonising minutes to relax her bladder sphincter enough to start the flow. Even though she'd done this many times before, it was sometimes difficult to perform such an intimate personal act in front of a stranger - let alone on top of a waiting client's mouth. She used the time to tell Daphne what a naughty, dirty little girl she was, and how Aunty Lisa was going to teach her a valuable lesson.
      The buxom young Mistress sighed in relief, gazing down between her spread thighs as she felt the first few drops trickle down between her puffy nether lips, dripping off her perineum and missing the baby's wide-open mouth. The hot amber drops splashed uselessly against his quivering chin, but then the force of her stream rapidly increased, till it arced from her pussy lips straight into Daphne's gaping mouth. The submissive sissy coughed and choked for a second, almost losing a mouthful of his Mistress's golden wine. Her urine didn't taste very nice - sort of acrid and bitter - but Benny was so aroused at having his dirtiest darkest fantasies fulfilled, he didn't care.
       "Swallow it!" Lisa barked. "You wanted to be toilet-trained? Swallow my piss!" She smiled and nodded in sadistic approval when the sissy baby noisily swallowed, gulping down her salty-sweet urine as he furiously massaged the front of his baby panties. "Good girl! Now open wide! Aunty has lots more pee-pee she needs to do in her special little potty-mouth." She filled his gullet again and this time when he noisily swallowed, she could tell he was climaxing. Even though he was only rubbing himself through his diaper and baby panties, the sissy had been so excited serving as her toilet, he'd cum already. He turned his face away as he squealed and jerked to completion, twisting aside from her spraying vagina. She clamped down with her sphincter muscles, cutting off the hot flow.
      'No sense wasting it,' Lisa thought with a sly smile. She had another client booked in this afternoon who loved pee-play, and he always preferred her to have a full bladder. "Did you enjoy that, Baby Daphne?" she crooned to the panting sissy as she dismounted. "Did you like Aunty Lisa potty-training you?"
      "Yes! Oh yes!" Benny breathlessly gasped. Even though his cheeks were flushed with sexual arousal, they turned a darker shade of crimson when he made his embarrassing confession. "I loved it!"
       Lisa patted the shrinking tent in his plastic panties with teasing chuckle. "So I noticed! What a lucky baby girl you are, having Mistress Lisa teach you how to be a potty! That's how we potty-train naughty little baby girls like Baby Daphne! Isn't it?"
       "Yes Aunty Lisa! Thank you Aunty Lisa!" 
       Once again after he showered and dried himself, Lisa took over. Despite his objections she insisted on diapering him before he left. "You're just a baby!" she scolded him, overriding his half-hearted protests. "You can't wander around without a diaper on! Get on that change mat!" He was already hard again as she massaged in the powder, but Lisa stopped short of providing her thrilled sissy-baby with another release. She taped the clean puffy diaper over his throbbing erection and made him lift his feet for his baby panties. "Point those widdle toesies," she crooned in loving maternal tones, "like a pwetty ballerina! Good girl!" She could tell by the adoring look in his big blue eyes that the little sissy was falling in love with her, and Lisa wanted her well-paying client to return sooner rather than later. 
       
       During his next visit two months later, the buxom blonde Mistress was dressed like a naughty schoolgirl in a too-small white cribton blouse and a tiny pleated tartan miniskirt, high-heeled black-patent Maryjanes on her feet combined with frilly white anklet socks, Benny thought she looked adorable! He became more adventurous, asking if he could perform anilingus on the voluptuous blonde after she potty-trained him. Lisa nodded but gave him a doubtful look. "You want to lick my arsehole? Sure!" She reached behind her back and gave her broad womanly bottom an affectionate loud 'smack!' with the palm of her hand. "I can sit this on your face and make you stick your tongue in my butthole - but you'll probably cum before I get the chance to enjoy it properly." She cut off his red-faced protestations with a wave of her hand, promising, "Don't worry, baby girl. I'll fix everything." 
        She fastened a wide transparent plastic belt around Benny's skinny waist after she had him diapered and dressed properly, and when she buckled on the pink satin mittens, Lisa attached the D-rings sewn to the mittens cuffs to little steel rings riveted either side of the belt. Benny could barely touch the tip of his erect clittie through his diaper and baby panties, no matter how much he strained and tried to reach. It reminded him of the drawing of the trapped sissy-baby in that naughty cartoon he loved. "There," Lisa cooed, patting his tenting baby panties in satisfaction. "Now my little girl can't play with her silly little clittie until Aunty says so."
        The session proceeded much like the one before. Lisa released his mittens from the belt, then removed her white button-front schoolgirl blouse to reveal a proper feeding bra made from white cribton. It was a size too small and her enormous breasts bulged out from all around the thick white cups. Benny was so excited when he lay his head on her lap and she opened one of the top-fastening cups, freeing her big bouncing breast to his worshipping gaze. She wouldn't let him touch his baby panties while she breastfed him for twenty delirious minutes, making him gently paw her heavy teats with his satin mittens instead. She let him fondle and nuzzle her beautiful big breasts, worshipping her sensitive nipples with his lips and tongue until her pussy was dripping. Horny as hell, Lisa then lay him back with his head on a disposable change mat and a towel. 
      She clipped his mittens to the plastic belt, pulled up her tiny tartan miniskirt and ripped down her shiny white nylon knickers. She knelt over his face, commanded, "Stick out that tongue!" and she rode his lips to two glorious orgasms. She lifted her pussy from his face after she calmed down and made him drink her urine, telling him what a good little toilet he was as she watched him obediently gulp and swallow. It wasn't until he'd swallowed the entire contents of her bladder and licked her hard throbbing clit to another gut-wrenching climax that she deigned to unlock his mittens from the plastic waist belt.       
        Lisa climbed off his face and knelt to the side to stare down at the supine sissy baby while she released his mittens, but she didn't free his hands. His flushed lips, chin and cheeks were glistening wet from a combination of her urine and pussy juices, his little nose slick and shining. "You're not good enough to lick my pussy," she snarled at the flush-faced sissy, despite the fact that her cornflower-blue eyes were bright and her cheeks and lips were flushed and rosy after her noisy climaxes. Still on her knees, she straddled his head facing his feet this time, and Baby Daphne gazed up at Aunty Lisa's big round bum with awestruck eyes. "Lick my arse!" Lisa roughly commanded. "That's all you're good for, little girl! Lick my dirty bum hole clean!"
        Even though she was scrupulously clean - Lisa had showered immediately prior to the session - she knew making the act as degrading as possible would only inspire the masochistic sissy baby to greater heights of pleasure. She sat heavily on his face and then used her hands to spread her plump curvaceous cheeks, opening her bumcrack as wide as possible and giving the submissive sissy underneath her greater access to her sensitive back door. She watched his mittened hands clutch his wet diaper against his stiffie, trying desperately to caress himself through the multiple bulky layers.  
      "Lick me!" she ordered, her voice throaty with passion. "Lick my bum hole!" She sighed in pleasure as he lapped at her wrinkled back door with the flat of his hot wet tongue. "Ahh! That's it. Good girl! Keep licking! Mmm! Just like that!" She felt her anal muscles relax after a minute or so of this delightful oral massage, her wrinkled hole dilating like a puckered mouth preparing to accept his sweet kisses. "Use your lips to gently open me up," she raggedly commanded. "Like you're opening your girlfriend's mouth, ready to receive your tongue. Mmm! Ohhh! Oh yes! Lick me at the same time! Ohhh! Keep doing that! Mmm! Good girl! More! Ohh! Open me up, baby!" 
      After enjoying a few minutes of glorious anilingus, Lisa gruffly commanded, "Stick your tongue inside me! Stick it up my arse!" Baby Daphne still had her restrictive satin mittens buckled around her wrists, but she frantically massaged the tenting front of her slick baby panties, whimpering in desperation. "Ohhh yess!" Lisa groaned, then snapped, "Taste me, baby! Taste what's inside me!"
        
       When Benny obeyed Mistress Lisa's barked commands and shoved his stiffened pink tongue inside her slick wet bum hole, Lisa brushed his useless hands aside and took over, caressing his erection through his warm wet diaper as his hips bucked and jerked in excitement. "More!" she gruffly commanded, her voice thick and throaty with passion. "Stick it all the way in! Ohh!" She loved the feeling of his thick wet tongue spreading wide her sensitive opening. Even though Lisa was clean and fresh down there, there was a dark rank taste when he stuck his tongue as far as humanly possible inside her wrinkled pinky-brown anus, delving deeply into her bowels. The thought that he was tasting this beautiful woman's shit drove Benny over the edge. He was naughty, dirty, disgusting baby - and he wanted more! 
       "Push some out!" Benny pleaded, the words muffled because his lips remained plastered to her saliva-drenched  arsehole. "Oh please Mistress? Can you feed me?"
       "What?" Lisa demanded. It was difficult to understand his muffled words. She raised her bottom slightly to give the struggling sissy room to move his lips.
       "Can you push out some poo-poos?" Even as he made the disgusting perverse request Benny began climaxing. Lisa could feel his tiny stiffie jerking and spurting under her hand, even through the wet diaper and thick plastic panties. She responded by savagely dropping her womanly bottom onto his face again, ripping apart her plump bumcheeks with the spread fingers of both hands. 
       "Suck it out!" she snarled as she sat heavily on his face. "Suck out Aunty's poo-poos!" She inhaled noisily, held her breath and pushed down hard, bearing down with her tummy muscles like she was trying to push out a big fat turd - but in fact, Lisa knew her bowels were empty. "Suck it out baby!" she cried, and gasped at the strength of his suctioning lips on her straining anus. 
       The professional dominatrix had already sat on the toilet this morning and completely emptied her bowels. She had no interest in scat play, but she didn't mind mentally indulging the more extreme fantasies of her clients. She pushed and noisily grunted and groaned like she was doing a great big poo, watching the sissy baby underneath her cum and cum and cum. She gave his twitching tool a quick rub through his baby panties at the end of his convulsions, making sure the sissy was finished. When she judged he had no more left to give, Lisa raised her sweaty bottom from his slobbering mouth and climbed off the panting sissy's flushed red face. 
     "Well, that seemed to work!" she teased the gasping baby twitching helplessly on the bed. He nodded, smiling raggedly in appreciation. 
      "Thank you Aunty Lisa," he burbled wetly between noisy gasps for breath. "Thank you!
     "You're welcome, baby girl! What a good little potty-girl you were for Aunty! Such a good toilet!" The expression on his shiny face was torn between pride and shame, and she had to giggle. 
         After Benny showered and Lisa was taping him into a clean diaper - at her insistence - he dared to timidly ask, "Have you ever really done it, Aunty Lisa?"
        Lisa frowned down at the tiny boy in confusion. "Done what, baby? Lift those footsies and point those widdle toesies! Good girl!"
        "Done a - done a poo-poo on someone? In someone's mouth?" His face turned red with shame as he asked the embarrassing question.
        Lisa grimaced in revulsion and shook her head, making her long blonde locks dance about her shoulders. "No. I don't do scat play. That's too extreme, even for me! We send our shit-loving clients to Mistress Amanda's dungeon, on the other side of the city." She gave the mortified sissy's obvious tenting erection a quick reassuring rub through his plastic panties and diaper. 
         That was the first time Benny ever heard of Mistress Amanda. He couldn't wait to return home and look her up on the internet. He found her website and thought the tall brunette Mistress looked very attractive in all the pictures she posted. Like Mistress Lisa, she was a big-breasted, big-bottomed woman with a tiny corseted waistline. He loved the pics of her statuesque figure in her black latex corset and matching shiny tights, and she had a fabulous collection of exotic high-heeled boots. She looked older too - probably in her mid to late thirties, although there was something strangely appealing about being dominated by a more mature, experienced woman - a more motherly woman. A few months later he built up the courage and made an appointment to meet Aunty Amanda at her Nursery/Dungeon for the first time. It was his birthday present to himself on his 21st birthday. 
 
 
Chapter 22.. Aunty Amanda's Nursery
        Helen pulled out her mobile, punched a number and pressed it to her ear. When someone answered, she quietly spoke. "We're coming up to your street now." She listened for a moment, said, "Thank you," and hung up. She instructed her driver, "Turn right here and drive down this street, all the way to the end, Rose. It's the last house at the end facing the street, the grey one, and the garage door should be open. Drive straight in." Helen glanced at the big baby beside her, relishing the looks of horror and excitement fighting for dominance on the sissy's feminised features. She knew Daphne recognised the street and she must have realised they were going to Aunty Amanda's house.
        Nanna smiled wolfishly at her frightened baby girl as she pinned a full business envelope to Baby Daphne's breast. Rather than risk marking the sweet velvet frock, she pinned it to her terry bib, and Daphne watched her Nanna's busy fingers with an expression of mounting horror. "I believe this is the way you prefer to do things when you visit your Aunty Amanda?" she informed her worried sissy baby with a sly smile. Daphne looked from the heavy envelope pinned to her bib to Nanna's grinning face and back again, wondering 'How does she know? How much does she know?'
       Rose headed for the enormous two-storey grey-rendered house at the end of the street and drove up the paved driveway into the empty two-car garage. She switched off the purring engine as the door swung down behind them. The driver jumped out and opened the door for Mrs Baxter, then helped her Mistress alight. Helen held her handbag in one hand and accepted the vinyl baby bag from the chauffeur with the other, and then the young Filipino climbed into the back of the car and knelt on the back seat to unclip the baby's harness. She helped Daphne climb out too, holding her little hands as the terrified toddler seemed unsteady as a real two-year-old. 
      There was a door leading to the house at the end of the garage, and they all turned towards it as it swung open. A pool of light illuminated the swept concrete floor of the dimly-lit space, and Helen rearranged the folds of her mink coat and with the diaper bag in one hand, marched through the open doorway and vanished from sight. Daphne stood beside the car dithering nervously, pawing the full envelope pinned to her bib with one puffy pink mitten. Nanna reappeared a few seconds later with both hands free and waved to Daphne to follow her inside.  The electric garage door started opening again. 
        "You can go now, Rose," Helen crisply commanded her driver. She glanced down at her diamond-studded watch. Right on time. "Come back at one p.m. - but don't wander too far. I might need an earlier pick-up."
       "Yes Ma'am, certainly Ma'am." Rose touched the peaked brim of her cap and ducked behind the wheel, and she backed the saloon out of the garage without even glancing at Baby Daphne.
         The little girl shuffled after her Nanna in terror - despite the erection tenting out the front of her rumba panties beneath her short green velvet frock. The leather soles of her black patent Maryjanes clip-clopped noisily across the concrete floor, echoing off the concrete blockwork. She sucked harder on her mouth-filling soother, seeking the comfort it usually provided. Baby Daphne had visited Aunty Amanda's Nursery/Dungeon at least half a dozen times over the last four years - her last visit about six months ago. But Daphne had never been this nervous - not even before her momentous first visit. 
         The doorway led into a spacious brightly-lit kitchen, and Daphne found Nanna a few metres inside - talking to Aunty Amanda. Helen was surprised to find the Mistress was at least a decade older than her photos on her website, and she'd dyed her cropped brunette bob to the colour of ripe wheat. Helen could see salt-and-pepper roots in her centre part, and a curled blonde fringe covered most of her forehead. She'd put on a few kilos, too - at least twenty or so, by Helen's critical eye -  a shade to heavy to be called merely voluptuous. 
        Amanda was tall - about five-eight or nine, similar in height to Helen - but she appeared much shorter in her flat-heeled black-patent Princess slippers. She wasn't wearing much make-up. A little mascara around her squinting blue eyes, and splash of vivid red lipstick on her cupid's bow lips. The Mistress was dressed very simply, her mammoth breasts on display in a stretchy black cribton/lycra sports bra. It left her plump belly exposed, her navel hidden by the rolls of pale flesh. Below she wore a pleated flared red miniskirt, although on closer inspection it was made of shiny latex, skin-tight across her wide child-bearing hips and flaring out below, falling a few inches below her crotch. Below the brief hemline her legs were pale and pudgy, with dimpled knees and thick calves. The voluptuous blonde greeted her guests with a bright smile, reaching out to shake hands with Helen. 
        "Lovely to meet you, Helen," Amanda murmured, "Or would you prefer me to call you Nanna?" The big-breasted bottle-blonde had a pleasant cultured voice, and she sounded reasonably well-educated. Helen was a hopeless snob!
        "Helen is fine," the older woman replied, smiling cautiously, "although I'm always Nanna to the baby." 
        "Aha!" Amanda cried. "Here's our Baby Daphne! Oh my goodness! Look at you, baby girl!" The nervous little girl offered her grinning Aunty Amanda a quick curtsey, but she was unable to draw her skirts aside properly as her hands were still trapped in the leather mittens. The first thing the Mistress noted was the sissy's complete lack of body hair. Daphne's limbs were baby-smooth, and her little legs looked so sweet and feminine, especially in those frilly anklet socks and black-patent Maryjanes!
       "Hewwo Aunty Amanda," Daphne shyly greeted the professional dominatrix, her high round cheeks pink with embarrassment. 
      "Is it really you, Daphne? Look at you! What a pretty little girl! Your hair is different. So pretty! And I love that dress on you! It's gorgeous!" Amanda ignored the shiny streams of drool trickling down the little girl's chin from the bobbing guard of her big pink dum-dums, and smiled in appreciation even as she shook her head in disbelief. "You look like a real little girl!"
       "Fank you, Aunty Amanda," Daphne lisped, dropping another quick curtsey. She fluttered her long lashes girlishly, her pleased smile obvious around the wide guard of her dum-dums. Her round pink cheeks turned a rosier hue - from pleasure or embarrassment, Daphne wasn't sure.
        Amanda stepped closer to the shy little girl and plucked at the envelope pinned to her damp dribble-bib. "Is this for me?" When Daphne looked questioningly at Nanna and then nodded pensively, the Mistress unpinned the envelope, opened it and checked the contents. Apart from a wad of cash - which she put aside on the kitchen table to count later - there was a folded letter addressed to Aunty Amanda. The Mistress opened the letter as she read the embroidered words on the nervous little girl's bib, smiling at the humiliating message. 'Mommy's Potty Princess.'
       The letter was a printed copy of one Baby Daphne had written to his former Mistress about a year ago, purporting to come from 'Daphne's Mommy.' It even had a blank place at the end for a signature - 'Baby Daphne's Mommy' - which Daphne usually penned in by hand. Helen had printed out a copy from Benny's old computer files, outlining her dirty little baby's specific requests in full detail. The dominatrix quickly skimmed through the letter. She'd read the like before - Baby Daphne's requests didn't vary very much. She came to Aunty Amanda for extreme potty-training.
        Dear Aunty Amanda,
           I'm afraid my naughty little Baby Daphne has been misbehaving again. No matter how hard I try to get her to stop soiling her diapers, she won't learn! I think she likes her wet and poopy diapers. It seems to excite her, being stinky and dirty! She must like smelling like a toilet - so maybe she needs to be treated like a toilet? I would like to ask for your help in potty-training my little girl. Teach her the consequences of peeing and pooping in her pants. Make her your toilet, and make her consume everything your body puts out. Make her drink your wee-wees and eat your poo-poos! Make it as humiliating and embarrassing as possible for my wicked baby! Maybe that will teach her where her wee-wees and poo-poos are supposed to go. In the potty! Thanking you in advance for your help, Aunty Amanda.
        Signed, 
       Baby Daphne's Mommy
            Amanda smiled wolfishly at the blushing little sissy-baby cringing before her. "I see," she harrumphed, letting her smile fade - to be replaced by a menacing glare. "You've been a bad little girl again! Haven't you, Baby Daphne?" She folded up the letter and tossed it on the table with a angry gesture.
         "Yeth Aunty Amanda! Thowwy Aunty Amanda!"
          "I'll show you sorry!" She plump blonde stepped to one side and pointed theatrically to the doorway leading into the rear of the house. "Get in there, you naughty baby! I think we need to change you out of that good frock before Aunty Amanda starts potty-training her dirty little girl all over again!"
           Helen smiled and nodded in approval at Daphne's cowed posture and cringing haste to obey the strict dominatrix. Amanda smacked his bum viciously hard to encourage him on his way, knowing the bulky padding would absorb most of the force. She followed after the waddling baby, motioning Helen to follow. "Come in, Helen," she invited her guest. "Baby Daphne has a locker here where she keeps some of her things. Although you'll probably have to remove her mittens so she can get dressed properly." 
         "A locker? Baby Daphne has some things stored here?"
         The Mistress nodded, admiring the fall and sway of the taller woman's expensive mink coat. "Yes, I rent lockers to some of my more… privileged clients. They keep the only keys." She led Helen down a dimly-lit hallway to the room at the far end, which opened up to a huge white-tiled space with floor-to-ceiling bi-fold sliding glass doors along the left and right hand sides. They both overlooked lush, green, high-walled gardens. It was a bright, airy, sunny space - quite unlike what Helen imagined a B&D 'dungeon' should look like.
      Against the far wall stood a strange contraption sticking out of a floor-to-ceiling, two-metre wide mirror. Two parallel one-inch diameter steel pipes protruded about sixty centimetres from holes in the mirror at knee height, set about  thirty centimetres apart. Mounted on top of them at the end was a transparent Perspex toilet seat, with a cut-away front - except it faced the wrong way. The toilet seat faced the mirror - so the seated user could watch what was happening between her legs. The odd arrangement drew Helen's eyes like a magnet, and she practically ignored the impressive collection of whips, canes, paddles and leather straps hanging from the walls either side of the doorway behind her. 
       "I'd prefer to keep Daphne in mittens until she's been - until you've finished… using her?" Helen suggested distractedly, looking around the vast room with wide incredulous eyes.  In the left near corner stood a black-painted cubical steel cage - about five-foot on a side, with a hot-pink padded vinyl floor and a scattering of toddler toys lying about inside. In the far left corner stood a huge white wooden highchair, with a variety of leather restraining straps hanging from various key points - similar to the one in Helen's home, but larger. A full-length rectangular Cheval mirror stood next to the highchair, and the short stubby legs ended it little wheels, so it could be easily moved about. The only furniture on the right was a black leather three-seater lounge in front of the closed glass doors, and Helen noticed the seat cushions were covered with black towels. 
        "Until I've done my business?" Amanda joked. "Okay," the Mistress readily agreed. "Mittens stay on. She usually has her hands restrained until I'm ready to do 'number twos,' anyway. Okay then, she'll need some help getting changed." There was another open doorway a couple of metres to the right of the mirror, leading to another room - and Daphne lingered there, looking crestfallen. 
       "I'm thowwy, Aunty Amanda. I don't have my key!" she snivelled apologetically, kicking the toe of one shiny black Maryjane against the wide white porcelain tiles. 
         "Did you mean this?" Helen demanded, fishing a keyring from her handbag and holding it up triumphantly. It was Benny's old keyring - stripped of all it's keys - bar one. To Amanda she explained, "When Daphne's Mommy and I went through her keys, this is the only one we couldn't place. We wondered what it was for - and I had my suspicions - so I brought it with me today!"
          "Aren't you a lucky baby girl, having such a clever Nanna?" Amanda insisted with a chuckle for Daphne's astonished expression. "What do you say?"
        
         Remembering her place, Daphne squeaked, "Yeth Aunty Amanda. Fank you, Nanna!"
         "Good girl!" Amanda took the key from Helen's hand and led them into the next room. One wall was lined with two built-in rows of wide wooden cupboards, one above the other, and each had a small numbered keyhole in one corner. At the end was an open tiled bathroom. The space reminded Helen of the change room a the golf club. Amanda headed straight for the bottom left locker - number two - the same age Baby Daphne wished she was, so it was easy to remember. She unlocked the cupboard and threw open the door, stepping back and returning the key to Helen with a flourish. 
         The cupboard was wider than Helen's shoulders and over a metre and a half deep, with a hanging rail across the top and a low wooden shelf on the bottom. It were roomy enough to contain two large, well-packed suitcases - which several of the lockers actually contained - but Daphne's cupboard was practically bare - apart from a shiny pink and white latex outfit hanging from one of the two lonely plastic hangers. Helen pushed the blushing baby aside to lean down and pick up a small glass jar from the low shelf. She shook the transparent jar full of pills and it rattled noisily. "What's this?" she demanded, looking questioningly at Baby Daphne.
        The little girl's face was flushed and rosy with fear - or excitement - and she hoped it concealed her guilty blushes when she tried to trick her Nanna. "Magic Fwuit pillth, Nanna." she haltingly replied.
       "What?"
       "Magic Fwuit pillth."
      Helen shook her head in confusion, frowning in annoyance. "Spit out your pacifier, baby! Nanna can't understand you!"
         
      Amanda reached out and took the jar, unscrewed the lid and poured a few pills into the cupped palm of her other hand. "They're called 'Magic Fruit' pills - from South America," she helpfully explained. "It's this odd fruit that contains a natural chemical which tricks your tastebuds into thinking what is sour, is actually sweet. It's really weird! I've tried some. You chew up a tablet and let it dissolve on your tongue for a few minutes. You can eat the most bitter lemon a few minutes later, and it tastes like the sweetest orange!" 
      She offered the handful of pills to Baby Daphne, who after a cautious glance at Nanna for permission, opened her mouth wide. The Mistress obligingly popped one of the speckled pink pills in Daphne's open mouth and the sissy baby made a big production of chewing it up. Daphne wanted to make sure every tastebud in her tongue was saturated with the taste-changing chemical. Amanda noticed Daphne's puffy pink lips for the first time and admired the little girl's feminine fuchsia mouth as she visibly chewed, wondering why her lipstick hadn't been smudged by her constant pacifier-sucking. When Helen still looked doubtful, Amanda suggested, "Try one, if you like? The effect only lasts about forty-five minutes to an hour - and I've got a lemon in the kitchen you can try."
      Intrigued, Helen agreed to try one later. She inspected the speckled pink tablets, then poked one of the pills with her long crimson nail. It was smaller and cream-coloured, unlike the others. She demanded, "What's that one? That's a different tablet." When Amanda held up the cream pill in question and looked to Daphne for an explanation, Helen's eyes followed hers. The sissy's cheeks were scarlet with shame - or guilt.   
      "Well baby?" the Mistress demanded. "Tell Nanna and Aunty Amanda what this one is for?"
        "It- it'th a thtomach-thettler," Daphne squeaked nervously in reply, forgetting about her mittens and reaching for the pill. Amanda shook her head slightly and withdrew her hand. 
       "No baby. You can't chew this one. You need to swallow this one with a drink, remember?"
       "A stomach-settler?" Helen questioned. Daphne nodded and lowered her gaze to her frilly bib, pawing at her dangling dum-dums with her mittens, trying to get a grip on the sloppy soother. 
      "Yeth Nanna" she lied. "To help thettle my tummy and thtop me from fwowwing up."
      "They stop you throwing up? Vomiting? An anti-emetic? Ohh!" Helen's sapphire eyes widened at the implications of that statement. 
         Amanda poured the rest of the pills back into the bottle, replaced the lid and stuffed the skinny jar inside her bra, in the cleavage between her mammoth breasts. "We can deal with that later. For now, we need to change our baby girl's outfit. Do you want to do it, Nanna? Or should I?"
        "As I've never done this before, I'd appreciate the chance to watch and learn," the aristocrat politely demurred.
        Amanda twirled her upraised index finger at Daphne. "Turn around, sweetie, and let Aunty help you out of that gorgeous frock. Good girl." The Mistress unclipped Daphne's frilly bib and tossed it to the floor, and the attached pacifier and plastic chain rattled against the white tiles. She unzipped the back of the green velvet frock and drew it over Daphne's head and compliantly-raised arms, and hung it on the spare hanger, murmuring, "What a beautiful dress! It's gorgeous! I'm sure I had one just like it when I was about five or six."
     "Yes, it's a classic little-girl, Sunday-best dress, isn't it? And I love the colour!"
     "Me too!" She hung it in the cupboard on the rail and returned to the half-naked sissy.
       Amanda made a fuss of Daphne's rumba panties, too. She knew how much it excited her sissies when she went into detail over their precious girly outfits. "Ooo! Look at those gorgeous frillies!" She ran her fingers through the floppy rows of dark-green lace decorating the seat and affectionately swatted the baby's protruding padded posterior. "So pretty!" The experienced Mistress stood right behind the tiny sissy and slipped one arm around his skinny waist, making him start in alarm. She trailed her fingers down over his smooth hairless tummy, laughing inwardly at his trembling flesh, and over the front of his bulging baby panties. 
      She leaned her red lips close to his ear and whispered, "Ooo! So soft and smooth! I love the feel of your satin panties, baby girl!" Amanda caressed his slippery padded crotch for a few tantalising seconds, her palm moving in a gentle circling massage, teasing him - but not too much. She knew how premature this sissy could be! "Such a lovely thick diaper,' she cooed in Daphne's ear. "It must hold lots of wetties and poo-poos, baby girl!"
      She stepped back abruptly and the whimpering sissy gasped and stumbled for a moment. Amanda removed the latex dress from the hangar, and there was a white hood dangling underneath. She let the dress fall to the floor while she removed the hood and replaced the hangar. She took off Daphne's green Alice band and handed it to Nanna, advising, "She won't need this for the moment." Amanda shook open the white latex hood and made sure the zipper was lowered, and when she had it sorted, offered the bottom opening to Baby Daphne. "Pop your head in here, baby," she commanded, like she was giving instructions to a shy toddler. 
      Daphne crouched forward and inclined her bowed head towards the Mistress, who with some difficulty wormed the slippery rubber hood over her mass of tight platinum ringlets. "That's it. Good girl." The little girl whimpered in pain when some hairs got caught and were ripped out by the roots, but sadistic Aunty Amanda was relentless in her task. With much wriggling, twisting, grunting and groaning she worked the tight latex hood all the way over Daphne's head.
      Helen was pleased see the oval cut-out front left the little girl's flushed features exposed. Her mass of blonde curls was completely concealed, but the absence was compensated for by her feminine, fluttering, doll-like lashes and her perfect fuchsia-pink rosebud mouth. She still looked like an anxious little girl. The shiny white hood covered Daphne from her shoulders to the top of her head, but had an oval opening from her forehead down to just below her pointy little chin. When Amanda closed the rear plastic zipper, it tightened around the little girls head and throat, till it was skin-tight. 'Like an old-fashioned nun's hood,' Helen mused, 'only made from wetproof latex. How clever!' 
     Amanda picked up and shook open the slithering pink-and-white latex frock, and Helen could see it was just as short and babyish as all of Daphne's toddler frocks. The plump Mistress held the frock open and up for Daphne to step into, and when the little girl's white hood popped through the wide round collar, she helped thread her pink leather mittens through the long cuffed sleeves. Amanda rearranged the sit of the slithering dress, making sure the brief flounced hem sat evenly before raising the rear zipper and sealing the baby girl in her sweet latex outfit. The high-waisted, Empire-style toddler frock barely covered the droopy crotch of her rumba panties, but the round pink collar came up to the base of her white latex-covered throat. The little girl's body was covered in a protective layer of shiny latex from the top of her little head to her crotch - except for her face. "Okay, you're all ready, baby girl!" Amanda announced with a self-satisfied smile. The Mistress wrapped her hand around one of Daphne's mittened fists. "Come with Aunty and you can sit in the highchair and have a lovely drinkie-poo, while I have a little chat with your Nanna. Come on!"
       Daphne was led from the room but her longing backward glances at her dum-dums convinced her Nanna to crouch down and pick up the discarded bib and attached adult-sized baby soother. Nanna knew how much Baby Daphne needed her dum-dums these days. The white wooden highchair was much larger than the ones Daphne sat in at home or at Nanna's. It was designed to accommodate the biggest adult-baby in Mistress Amanda's stable of clients, not dainty Daphne. The seat was wider and deeper, the arms too high for Daphne's comfort, and there was no footrest. Amanda kicked over a low pink plastic stool, positioning it in front of the highchair for the baby to climb onto.
       Daphne stepped up onto the low stool, her baby-pink latex skirts swirling and swishing over her satin rumba panties. She turned around and let the hefty bigger Mistress half-help half-lift her into the high padded seat. Amanda kicked the stool out of the way and adjusted the waist and crotch straps to Daphne's smaller dimensions, then buckled the little girl into the oversized piece of kiddy furniture. Helen thought she looked smaller and more infantile than ever in the oversized highchair, and couldn't help smiling at the sight. When she was certain the baby couldn't escape, Amanda picked up the white wooden tray sitting behind the chair and slotted it over the arms. The cut-out half-moon top stopped several centimetres short of the little girl's rubber-clad bosom, but that didn't matter. Strapped in, she wasn't going anywhere. 
    Amanda watched Helen clip the frilly terry bib around the little girl's neck and straighten it over her bosom. When she looked questioningly at the older woman - the latex outfit didn't need protecting, after all - Helen smiled and shrugged her shoulders. "Baby always wears a bib when she's in the highchair at home," she explained with a small smile. She stuffed the big pacifier in her little girl's gaping mouth and Baby Daphne sucked gratefully on her pacifier. Amanda had to smile again at the portentous message on the bib, thinking, 'Mommy's Potty Princess' indeed! My Potty Princess today!'
        
       "Come out to the kitchen and I'll make us a cup of tea and get a bottle for Daphne," Amanda suggested to Helen. "Our little girl isn't going anywhere." Helen followed the beefy blonde back to the kitchen where she filled the kettle and switched it on. Amanda picked up the envelope lying on the table and in front of Helen, counted the notes. "Fourteen, fifteen hundred. Excellent! Thank you, Helen." She slipped the cash into a top drawer and then locked it, using a key hanging from a bracelet on her left wrist. "How do you like your tea?"
      "White with two sugars, please." Helen unfastened her full-length mink coat and shrugged it from her shoulders, draping it over a spare chair.
       Amanda's eyebrows climbed her forehead and she gave a low appreciative whistle. "Wow! Sensational outfit!" Taking her cue from Mistress Amanda's photos on her website, Helen had visited a specialist latex and rubber wear firm in the city the day before, and splashed out on a whole new ensemble. Her black latex sleeveless top had a low round neck, exposing a wide expanse of heaving feminine flesh. Her shiny top was so snug, her bra-less meaty breasts actually bulged over the top a little. It had a zipper running down from the nadir of her shadowed cleavage, all the way to just below her belly-button. 
      The way her thimble-sized nipples poked out through the thin material, it was obvious Helen wasn't wearing a bra - but the black rubber top was so tight, it mashed her big round titties against her chest, keeping them high and proud. Her cheeky high-waisted little miniskirt was made from red latex, similar to Amanda's, but underneath Helen wore skin-tight black latex stockings, tucked into knee-high black latex high-heeled boots. Her brief skirt barely covered her stocking tops, and the tight latex stockings gave definition to her shapely thighs. With her beautiful face, hourglass waist, big bosoms and wide-child-bearing hips, Helen looked like a gorgeous fantasy dominatrix from some expensive porn film.
        Helen glanced down at her outrageous outfit and tossed the experienced Mistress a self-deprecating smile. "You don't think it's too much?"
        Amanda adamantly shook her head in denial. "No way! You look fantastic! Actually, I had a few outfits similar to that, but I couldn't fit into them anymore. I gave them away half a decade ago." She gave her bare shoulders a careless shrug. "But the clients I see these days don't need me to be young and slim anymore. In fact, most of them prefer a mature woman on the heftier side." She cupped her massive bosoms in her hands and lifted them up as if displaying ripe fruit to Helen, then let them drop with a chuckle. The meaty orbs bounced and swayed heavily for a few moments, despite her massive underwired sports bra. "And they love my big tits!"    
       When they were both seated at the kitchen table, steaming mugs before them, Amanda asked, "How long have you known about Baby Daphne?"
       "About nine or ten months," Helen replied. She admired Amanda's delicate China mug, which was twice the size of a normal coffee mug, thinking, 'This Mistress must be a thirsty woman!'  
       "How did you find out?" Amanda delicately inquired. "I can't imagine that terrified little sissy ever volunteered the information?" She took a few long swallows of tea, keen to top up her bladder. Having a constantly-full bladder was almost considered one of her job requirements. 
       Helen chuckled and took a cautious sip of her tea - hot, sweet and strong, just the way she liked it. "No, my daughter found out what our sissy baby was up to when she grew suspicious and searched Daphne's computer."
       "Oh! That must have been quite a shock?" The experienced Mistress guessed with a sympathetic smile. She knew of many marriages where the unsuspecting wife had no idea what perverted dark fantasies turned on their twisted husbands. 
  
       Helen's return smile was shark-like. "It was - to my daughter. Not so much to me." 
      "You suspected?"
      "You just needed to look at him - her, I mean. I guessed he was a sissy-boy - I didn't realise he was a big baby, too." Helen grimaced and shook her head in disbelief. "I couldn't believe it when my daughter brought home the little pansy - and when she decided to marry him?" She shrugged her shoulders and sighed in despair.
       The Mistress put down her half-drained mug and climbed laboriously to her feet. "Hang on a second. I have to make up a bottle for the baby, and give her one of her stomach pills." She took a clear plastic Avent, fifteen-ounce baby bottle from the cupboard over the fridge, and Helen noticed it had an amber rubber Nuk 4 adult-sized teat, like all Daphne's baby bottles at home. Amanda unscrewed the pink-capped teat and asked her guest, "Would you like to watch? After all, you've paid handsomely for the privilege."
       Intrigued, Helen followed the hefty woman out of the kitchen and back to the rear sunroom. Daphne was still locked in the highchair where they'd left her. The big baby couldn't stop staring at Nanna in her exotic latex outfit, almost losing her sloppy dum-dums when her jaw dropped open in astonishment. To Benny's eyes, Helen looked like a rubber dominatrix fantasy come true. Amanda captured Daphne's attention when she thumped the empty bottle and teat on the wide wooden tray and hoisted up her flared red latex skirt around her chunky waist. She tucked the rubber hem under her bra strap front and back, and Helen standing behind her could see every inch of her big pale bumcheeks through her sheer white nylon knickers. Without a trace of embarrassment or false modesty, the woman pulled down her flimsy panties and kicked the size eighteen underwear aside, then picked up the wide-mouthed plastic baby bottle. Amanda's pale buttocks were fleshy and doughy, dimpled with cellulite, and to Helen's eyes - rather unattractive. She wondered what the sissy baby saw in the overweight bleached-blonde Mistress? 
       "Would Baby Daphne like a drink?" Amanda coyly inquired. The little girl glanced anxiously at her smiling latex Nanna before she hesitantly nodded. Amanda waggled the empty bottle in front of the embarrassed baby's face. "Ask Aunty properly, baby."
      "Pweathe Aunty Amanda, can I - may I have a dwink?" Daphne squeaked in her little-girl voice, her eyes darting from the bottle in Amanda's hand to the amused face of his rubber Nanna.
      "Would you like some of Aunty's special drink?" Amanda stepped back a couple of metres so Daphne could see she was naked below the waist, and lowered the bottle to her hairless groin as if her meaning might be unclear.
        The baby gulped nervously and nodded, her eyes glued to the thrilling sight - her expression torn between excitement and guilt. "Yeth pweathe, Aunty Amanda," Daphne blurted. "May I have thome of your thpecial dwink, pweathe?"
       "Of course, baby girl! Since you asked so politely."  The woman spread her tree-trunk legs and squatted slightly, carefully placing the wide-mouth vessel between her beefy thighs. "Watch, baby. Watch as Aunty makes a special drink for her dirty little potty-girl. Ahhh!" 
        Standing directly behind the squatting woman, Helen could see her pressing the upright baby bottle against her vagina, covering her hairless slit from her perineum to her urethra. After the Mistress sighed loudly, Helen spotted a tiny trickle, but then the urine gushed out of Amanda's urethra like she'd turned on a tap. Helen could see the amber torrent swirling and foaming slightly in the bottom of the bottle, and she could hear the hiss of her forceful stream. It looked like pale apple juice to Helen, although she was certain the pungent urine tasted and smelled nothing like fruit juice. She was amazed at how casually the woman urinated in front of Daphne and herself, how relaxed the dominatrix seemed performing a private bodily function so publicly. She didn't realise Amanda had done this a thousand times or more, but guessed she'd had a lot of practice. 
         The fifteen-ounce baby bottle was almost half full by the time Amanda's hissing stream slowed, and she kept the bottle between her legs for a few more seconds, squeezing out the last few drops. Satisfied she had finished, Amanda raised the bottle to her eye-level and inspected the swirling amber contents, taking a sniff like a sommelier checking a fine wine. "Mmm! Lovely! Nice and fresh," she sang in approval as she stepped closer to the highchair tray and screwed on the teat. She placed the sloshing vessel on the tray, took the glass jar from her cleavage and unscrewed the lid, then shook out some pills. She selected a cream pill, cooed, "Open wide," and placed the pill on the baby's tongue like she was giving him a sacrament. 
        Daphne accepted the tablet and eagerly opened her mouth for Amanda to slip the rubber bottle teat between her pink-stained lips. She sucked hard and noisily swallowed, the warm urine washing the Ecstasy pill down her throat. Helen looked on in amazement as the little girl greedily sucked on the bottle teat, gulping down Amanda's fresh urine like it was the finest nectar. "Can you hold your bottle with your mittens on?" Amanda asked Daphne. "Try for Aunty, baby. Show me if you can."   
       The little girl awkwardly clutched the slippery round plastic bottle with both pink mittens, the fat rubber balls inside making every movement clumsy. She managed to grasp the slick object and pushed the teat more firmly between her puckered pink lips, and she tilted the base of the bottle up high, sucking noisily. "Good girl!" Amanda praised her, smiling and nodding in approval as Daphne thirstily gulped down her precious gift. "Good baby! Mmm! Yum-yums," she sang to the slurping baby in encouragement. "Does that taste nice, Baby Daphne?" She smiled in delight when the suckling sissy baby nodded enthusiastically without removing the bottle teat from his lips. 
       
       The Mistress casually lowered her red latex skirt as she turned around and picked up her discarded panties. She collected the bottle of pills from the highchair tray, gave Helen a sly wink and suggested, "Another cup of tea, Nanna?" The Mistress led the way out to the kitchen and dumped the pill bottle on the table, commenting, "I need to refill my bladder." Helen was pleased to see the beefy blonde wipe her genitals clean with a hand towel and replace her knickers, then wash her hands before she filled the kettle at the sink. 
 
 
Chapter 22 continued....
 
       Daphne sucked on the oversized bottle teat, swallowing down Aunty Amanda’s revolting gift. Even the Miracle Fruit tablets couldn’t overcome the pungent taste of fresh urine, but the excited sissy kept drinking, knowing she would be severely punished if she didn’t finish her bottle. The fact that Nanna knew she was a dirty little potty girl made her stiff clittie throb inside the folds of her warm wet diaper. Daphne rocked and rolled her hips in the restrictive leather restraining straps, as much as the tight bonds permitted, rubbing the sensitive underside of her stiff clittie against the puffy swollen wadding. She recalled the first time she met Aunty Amanda, and how excited she’d been to meet a Mistress who not only understood her perverse fascination, but enjoyed her work. She was prepared - for a hefty fee - to indulge Daphne’s dirtiest, darkest desires. 
 
      Mistress Amanda was happy to take Daphne’s booking, although she charged more than the other place. 200 per hour. Daphne hoped it would be worth the extra cost when she made the booking with the Mistress over the phone. Once Amanda understood Daphne was a sissy-baby looking for full toilet-training, she wouldn’t let the excited baby go into too much detail on an open line, instead suggesting  Daphne bring a letter from “˜her Mommy’ explaining exactly what she wanted. Benny remembered massaging his stiffy through his trousers when he hung up, grateful his wide work desk hid any sign of his uncontrollable arousal. 
 
        Benny had been impressed when he approached the huge mansion at the end of a street full of similar expensive homes. He stepped onto the wide front porch, the huge dark panelled front door deep in the shadows, and his hand was trembling like a leaf when he rang the bell. When Mistress Amanda opened the front door, Benny was surprised to see she was a bit older than her website pics, and a few kilos heavier - but he didn’t care. The fact that she was almost old enough to be his mother fitted in perfectly with his twisted fantasies. He’d arranged for a two-hour session with the voluptuous smiling brunette.
 
      The big-busted, wide-hipped Mistress wore a heavy black, steel-boned leather corset which nipped in her waist to breathtaking proportions, and her massive pale breasts almost exploded over the tops of the shaped, steel-reinforced cups. Her enormous titties heaved and swayed, wobbling like soft pale jellies every time she inhaled and exhaled. She wore a tiny black latex skirt over her wide child-bearing hips and enormous bubble butt. Her meaty pale thighs disappeared into a pair of thigh-high, skin-tight, black leather boots with six-inch heels and three-inch platform soles. Amanda was five-foot-nine in her bare feet, but six-three in her exotic platform heels. She towered over the tiny lad, who couldn’t keep his wide eyes off her mammoth bulging breasts, heaving right in front of his little snub nose.
 
        “You must be Baby Daphne? Come in, darling!”� She beckoned him inside with an enticing red-lipped smile, her eyes narrowed in thought. The dainty little thing looked like a pretty petite young girl, despite his faded baggy blue jeans and floppy yellow University sweatshirt. “How old are you, sweetheart?”� she asked, closing and locking the front door behind him, silently admiring his long platinum locks. “I don’t mean your fantasy age. I mean your real age. And can I see some proof?”� After congratulating him on his 21st birthday, she led him into the kitchen and seated the nervous little boy at the table. “Do you have something for Aunty Amanda?”� she crooned, holding out one palm. She accepted the envelope from his trembling hands and opened it, counting the money and putting it away before unfolding the two-page letter. 
 
     Dear Aunty Amanda,
 
         First let me thank you for offering to wet-nurse Baby Daphne and help potty-train my naughty little girl. Baby Daphne is two years old - almost three - and long past the point where she should have mastered the art of potty-training. Unfortunately, my wicked baby girl loves doing lots of wee-wees and poo-poos in her diapers, making lots of yucky messes for Mommy to clean up. Sometimes my naughty little girl even likes to put her hand in her diaper and have a play with her clittie when she’s all wet and messy. Obviously it excites her! How disgusting! Don’t you agree?
 
         Please check her diaper on arrival at your home. She’ll probably be wet - or even a bit messy - she always is. If so, reprimand the useless sissy, and make it as embarrassing and humiliating for her as possible. But don’t bother to change her until she’s desperately in need of a change. Let my revolting baby wallow in her smelly filth for as long as you can stand it! 
 
         If my disgusting little girl wants to smell and act like a dirty toilet - I want you to use her as a toilet! Potty-train my little girl - by teaching her how to be your potty! Make her drink down your urine and eat your shit, right from your body! Don’t let her try and talk you out of this. This is what Mommy wants - and Mommy is prepared to pay for! Of course, you have my permission to use corporal punishment on my wicked child if she objects to any part of her potty-training, or if she fails to satisfy you in any way, Aunty Amanda. 
 
         I would suggest starting off with a bare-bottomed hand-spanking - if required - then if necessary, escalate to the paddle or the strap, and finally - in extreme need only - a few cuts of a nice whippy cane! That should really sting - and convince Daphne you are serious about potty-training my vile child! By the way - please don’t let my little girl play with her clittie - at least not until after she’s been successfully potty-trained. Once she does her bad baby squirties in her diaper, she’ll want to pretend this is all a mistake and want to leave. Do not let her! I am paying for two full hours of babysitting - no more - no less! I cannot return to pick up my little girl until after the designated two hour period, regardless - so I guess you are stuck with her till then. Please do your best to return my disobedient child to me fully potty-trained - if possible. I realise full training may take some time, and if we have any success today, I will assuredly book her in for monthly - if not weekly - training sessions.
 
         One day I would like to take my little diaper-girl out somewhere in public, and I worry that I might be “˜caught short’, a long way from a public lavatory.  I think how useful it would be to have a well-trained, portable potty - one I could lead around in her toddler harness and baby reins, ready for me to use at a moment’s notice. Of course baby would have to be fully potty-trained to be truly functional.  She would be required to swallow the entire contents of my bladder in one “˜sitting,’ so to speak - but also to eat up a healthy bowel movement without flinching or complaining - or throwing up a perfectly acceptable used meal. 
 
         While I’m sure Baby Daphne will require many lengthy training sessions over months, if not years, I assure you there will be a substantial bonus payment should you succeed in finally potty-training Baby Daphne to my outlined requirement and my complete satisfaction. Thanking you in advance for your kind efforts, I remain
 
        Baby Daphne’s Mommy.
 
 
       Amanda grinned at her cringing red-faced charge and tossed the letter on the wooden kitchen table. She indicated he should slide the packed overnight bag across the table to her, and she took her time inspecting the contents. The pink plastic panties with the delicate lace edging the waist and leg bands made her smile, then she said, “Before we go any further - the standard dungeon rules apply. Alright?”�
      “The rules?”� Benny bleated in confusion.
 
        Amanda smiled forgivingly as she shook her head at his ignorance. He was obviously a real novice. “We use the traffic light system. Green means “˜go,’ orange means “˜slow down,’ - you’re approaching your limit - and red means “˜stop.’ Understand?”�
        “Red means stop,”� Benny parroted, nodding his head. 
 
        “That’s right, baby!”� Amanda crooned with a wide smile of approval. “Good girl! That’s what we call our “˜safety word.’ Okay?”� Benny nodded again and beamed at her in reply. He loved it when she spoke to him like he was a silly toddler. It made his stiffening clittie tingle delightfully inside his warm wet diaper. “But if for some reason you can’t use your safety word - if your mouth is too full, for instance - you can always tap out.”� Amanda leaned across the table and tapped his forearm with her stiffened fingertips; once, twice. “A double tap like that means “˜red.’ You follow?”� He nodded again. It seemed pretty simple. She picked up his pacifier - a recent purchase from the internet. It was a Nuk No. 4 pacifier, plain white - but it the first soother Benny ever owned where the pliant rubber teat actually felt the right size in his small adult mouth. 
 
       Amanda watched his wide blue eyes open even wider as she brought the adult pacifier to her own lips, and she popped the amber rubber teat in her mouth and had a few quick loud sucks. She popped it out and inspected the teat, and Benny saw she had left it dripping with her saliva. Unsatisfied, she also licked the inside of the pacifier guard, thickly coating it with her spittle before reaching over and pressing it between his lips. He automatically sucked the familiar rubber teat into his mouth, the dripping-wet guard pressing against his lips like a sloppy kiss from an old maiden Aunt. She gave him a tight smile when she heard him sucking, ordering, “Keep that in your mouth until Aunty takes it out.”�
 
      Finally Amanda tossed the remaining sissy baby items back in the bag and she gazed at Benny, frowning in contempt. She stood and stepped around to the anxious client, leaning menacingly close to the frightened sissy. She grabbed him by one ear, using the tender appendage to haul the squealing sissy to his feet. Amanda grabbed his butt, squeezing his puffy wet disposable through his baggy jeans and plastic panties. Her other hand snaked around to his front, her curled fingers pressing against his diaper front until she could locate his little erection. He twitched and jerked in her grasp, his eyes wide as his breathing accelerated.
 
      “You’re wet!”� she announced with the certainty of long experience, massaging the sodden diaper against his straining clittie. “Very wet! You bad baby!”� She released him and stepped back, pointing to the doorway leading to a dimly-lit hallway. “Get in there, you naughty little girl!”�
 
         As he shuffled past her with sly smirk, she walloped his padded bottom good and hard, almost lifting the tiny lad off his feet. He squealed and jumped forward in alarm, almost losing his dum-dums. That certainly wiped the smile from his face! “You’re a naughty girl!”� Amanda scolded him, sounding completely sincere when she irritably demanded, “How old are you, Daphne? Two? No, almost three! And still you’re wetting and pooping your diapers like a silly baby! Well - enough is enough!”� She brushed past him to throw open a door on the right, halfway down the hallway. “Get in there!”�
 
       The room reminded him of the Sissy Room at the “˜Sisters of Dominance’ dungeon - all pinks and creams - but this room looked like a big baby Nursery! There was an adult-sized crib against the far wall, made of white-painted wood, a hip-high padded change table against the wall to his right, and an open built-in wardrobe displaying a feast of feminine finery. The wide vanity mirror sat above a bench littered with an assortment of wigs on foam heads, in every possible hair colour - plus a few pale-pink and hot-pink fantasy wigs. There were bottles and trays of make-up, a huge red glass tulip jar full of capped lipsticks, and a stunning array of spray-on perfumes.
 
        While Benny glanced around the AB-fantasy room in open-mouthed delight, the experienced Mistress was stripping off his sweater and unbuttoning his jeans. “We need to get you properly dressed. Stand still, little girl! Do as you’re told!”� He timidly let her unzip his pants and watched as she crouched down to untie and remove his sneakers. When he was naked but for his droopy diaper and pink plastic panties, Amanda stepped over to the wardrobe and flicked through the many coat hangers. She would pull out an adorable girly outfit, hold it up for inspection, turn to look at him thoughtfully - then shake her head. Rejected, it would be hung back up and another chosen. Then another.
 
       ”Could- could I pick something out?”� he hesitantly asked, eyeing the fabulous collection of sissy-baby outfits with wide hopeful eyes.
       ”No darling,”� Amanda swiftly replied. “I’m in charge of you, little girl - and I will decide what you wear!”� It was always best to establish dominance quickly, and she could tell the submissive little sissy craved the guidance of a firm maternal hand. She cried, “Aha! Here’s the one!”� It was pink - of course, made from brushed cribton, and so little-girly! Puffy elbow-length cuffed sleeves ended in an elaborate spray of gorgeous white lace, the same lace edging the short flounced hemline. There was even a slightly longer petticoat sewn in, just one layer of lace-edged tulle to make the skirts flare out crazily. One of the smallest frocks in Amanda’s extensive collection, she estimated it would fit her little girl perfectly.
 
         ”Hands up, darling. Good girl!”� She slipped the Empire-waist dress over his head and raised arms, settled it about his narrow shoulders and zipped up the rear. “Hold your hair up out of Aunty’s way, baby. Good girl!”� As the bodice tightened around his torso, Benny felt a thrill of arousal. He realised it was a perfect fit - although when he glanced in the vanity mirror, he could see his toddler frock was too short to cover the shiny pink crotch of his baby panties. Perfect! Amanda made him sit on the change table while she took his frilly anklet socks and his black patent Maryjanes from his overnight bag. She slid the white cribton socks on his tiny feet and buckled on his gleaming shoes for him like a loving mother, then helped the baby climb down. 
 
       She held out her hand and he took it instinctively, and she gave him a quick smile of approval before she led him from the room. Amanda took him down the hallway to the sunroom at the end, his Maryjanes clip-clopping noisily across the white ceramic tiles. Benny barely had time to glimpse at the weird collection of big baby furniture scattered about the huge room before Amanda dragged him over to a black leather three seat lounge in front of a row of floor-to-ceiling glass doors. She sat him in the middle of the lounge, and he noticed he was sitting on a thick black towel stretched over the leather cushions. “˜Probably to protect against wet little bottoms like mine’ he thought as his sodden diaper squished wetly under his bum.
 
         Mistress Amanda stood right in front of him and in her towering platform boots, her crotch was almost level with his little snub nose. He stared up at her with adoring puppy eyes as she unzipped the side of her black leather corset, peeling the stiff garment from her voluptuous curves with a sigh of relief. Her waistline spread a few inches but all Benny could see were her humongous milk-white breasts. Each one was almost the size of his head, and he’d never seen such large prominent nipples or such expansive areola. The bumpy russet tips were already stiffening, from the change in temperature or anticipation, he couldn’t tell. 
 
         Benny watched in open-mouthed amazement as Amanda massaged her mammoth titties with surprising ferocity, squeezing the soft flesh hard between her thumbs and fingers, always working towards the swelling russet buds at the end. He sucked harder on the substitute nipple in his mouth as drops of milk beaded both bumpy tips. She smiled knowingly at his hungry expression as she stepped aside and sat down at the far right end of the lounge, her huge breasts flopping either side of her broad chest. Amanda patted her broad lap, patting both fleshy thighs in invitation. “Lie down with your head on my lap, baby. It’s time for Aunty Amanda to give you a little feed.”�
 
      He lay in the usual position, his feet curled under his bum and his cheek resting against one warm plump thigh. Her massive mammaries filled his field of view, and the sight of her milk letting down caused a gush of saliva to spurt in his mouth. He had to rapidly swallow to prevent himself from drooling. Amanda adjusted her position slightly, making herself more comfortable, then she curled her 
Right arm under his head. She raised him slightly and steered his face towards her right breast, plucking out his pacifier with her left hand and dropping it on his tummy. She cupped her right teat in her left hand and steered the swollen russet cap towards his slobbering mouth. She gave a cry of alarm when he greedily latched on, sucking furiously. Benny was shocked when she slapped him across the cheek hard enough to really hurt!
 
       ”Ow!”� Amanda cried. “Too hard!”� She uncurled her arm slightly and Benny’s face fell away from her breast, and he gazed up at the Mistress, cringing in fright. “˜She saw she’d really frightened the poor thing and changed tack. “No darling,”� she continued in a more soothing tone. “You have to suck gently to begin with. Aunty’s nipples are very sensitive. Once you’ve been nursing for a few minutes, I really enjoy it when you suck really hard - just not at first. I’ll tell you when. Okay?”�
       ”Yeth Aunty Amanda. Thowwy Aunty Amanda.”�
 
         She had to smile at his contrite expression and wondered if he knew he was lisping? “That’s alright, baby. All women are different, and they like different things, It’s best to start off gently though. Here baby.”� She guided his lips back to her dripping teat, and he latched on more cautiously this time. “Ahh! Good girl. Suck a little harder, baby. Mmm. Not too much! Gentler, gentler. Mmm! Ooo! That’s better.”� She noticed him massaging the tenting front of his baby panties and smacked his hand aside. “Ah-ah-ah! No touching!”� she scolded him. “Good little girls don’t do that!”� 
 
       Instead Amanda guided his hands to her breast, using syrupy baby talk to encourage the suckling baby to use her fingers to help squeeze out her milk. Benny became lost in an adult-baby fantasy land as he tasted and swallowed her breastmilk. Although thin and watery and sickly-sweet, it was the gift of life to him. A baby’s prime - nay, only source of nourishment. He had to suck for half a minute or so, taking several snuffling breaths through his flared nostrils before he had a decent mouthful to swallow, but he was so aroused! Especially when a few minutes later Amanda crooned, “Suck harder, baby. Mmm! Ohh! Oh, that’s better! Mmm! You can suck harder than that! Come on, baby girl! Show me how hungry you are! Have a lovely big feed from my titties like a good little baby girl!”�
 
       She wrapped her hand around his tentative fingers and made him squeeze her breasts harder, milking the contents towards her nipple and filling his mouth with a burst of sweet nectar. “Suck, baby! Suck!”� she throatily urged him, and Benny could tell by the sexual throb in her voice that the Mistress was getting excited. Her already huge nipple had swollen and lengthened even more, thickening to fill his mouth, and he sucked with such ferocity, the squirting teat was halfway down his throat. Warm sweet milk gushed down his throat to fill his little tummy, and Benny had never felt so baby-like - or so loved! 
 
       Amanda let him suckle for about ten or fifteen minutes on her right breast before slipping one bright red nail into the corner of his mouth, breaking his suction seal. His lips parted with an audible “˜pop!’ and Benny fell back, gasping for breath. The grinning Mistress used the finger in his mouth to steer his slobbering lips towards her left nipple, already leaking a thin trickle of milk. “Gently, baby,”� she softly cautioned him. “Just like the other side. Start of gently for a few minutes, then you can have a lovely good hard suck! Okay?”� 
 
        He answered her with his adoring puppy-dog eyes and he was gentle as a lamb when he initially latched on. With her crooned words of encouragement she taught him how she loved to be sucked, and a few minutes later she was encouraging him to suck for all he was worth! “Suck harder! Harder, baby! Mmm! Oh yeah, that’s better.”� He obeyed her explicit instructions, even though he was frightened of hurting her. Although by the changing timbre of her voice, he could tell the buxom Mistress was also becoming aroused.  He squeezed her titty ruthlessly hard, forcing the contents towards the tip halfway down his throat. 
 
        “Did baby enjoy that?”� Amanda coyly inquired after she peeled his sweaty face away from her sagging left teat. His head rolled drunkenly back on her lap as he panted noisily, gasping for air. His lips were coated with milk and the cloying sweet taste covered his tongue. He could only nod and raggedly smile in reply before she stuffed his pacifier back in his mouth. “Good girl! Now sit up, honey. It’s time for Aunty Amanda to begin your potty-training.”� As soon as he sat up she climbed to her feet and snatched his hand. “Come with me, baby girl.”� She led him over to the right hand end of the room, to a strange Perspex toilet seat suspended on two chromed steel poles extruding from a floor-to-ceiling mirror. 
 
         Amanda released his hand to spread a black bath towel on the tiles below the suspended toilet seat. When she saw in the mirror that Baby Daphne was pressing her diaper front against her groin, she whirled around and smacked her right hand away. “Bad baby! Naughty girl!”� she scolded him, frowning and shaking her head in disapproval. “You really can’t keep your hands away from your clittie, can you? Well, we’ll soon see about that!”� She pointed to the towel. “Sit down there!”�
 
          Benny’s droopy bottom fell like a stone, squishing wetly when it hit the hard tiled floor despite the plush towel covering. He watched the voluptuous Mistress select a pair of pink latex cuffs from a wide selection on the far wall, and she approached him with an enticing smile. He tore his eyes from the scary collection of punishment implements he could see hanging from the wall when she loomed over him.  ”Handy-pandies in the air, baby!”� she sang. “Stick “˜em up!”� 
 
       She buckled a shiny pink cuff around each wrist, then steered the bemused sissy onto his back, the top of his head towards the mirror. The tight cuffs were about two inches wide, with a couple of steel D-rings riveted to opposite sides. There was a pink aluminium carabineer dangling from the D-rings on the outside edge of his wrists, and Benny wondered at their purpose. “Slide under the potty, darling, That’s it!”� Amanda crooned. “Wriggle backwards a bit further. Stop there. Good girl! Now give me those handy-pandies.”�
 
       There were two steel rings welded to the bottom of the steel rods, near the ends either side, to which Amanda efficiently clipped each carabineer. His hands were trapped, a few inches above his chest, about a foot apart. He twisted his wrists from side to side, as far as his bonds permitted, trying to reach the carabineers to free himself - but they were tantalisingly just out of reach. He felt trapped - helpless - horny! “There!”� Amanda sang, satisfaction evident in her tone. “Now my little girl can’t play with herself! Can she?”�
       ”No Aunty,”� he whispered, gazing up her with an expression torn between fear and adoration.
 
        Amanda leaned over his upturned face, perfectly framed by the transparent toilet seat, and his eyes grew wider as her huge sagging teats abruptly approached his nose. “Lift your head up and slid back and inch or two more,”� she commanded. “Higher, higher. That’s better, now rest your head on this strap. Perfect!”� The rubber strap behind Benny’s head was stretchy enough to give a little when he pressed his head back firmly, but not much. The back of his head was about a foot from the floor. The front of the toilet seat had been cut away, leaving a face-sized opening at the mirror end. Benny found the smooth rounded edges of the seat touching his cheekbones, his mouth below in the perfect position for the seated user. 
 
       He barely had time to admire the fantastic set-up before his attention was captured by the sight of the voluptuous brunette standing close beside him, pulling her tight black latex skirt high around her waist. Amanda wore a black pair of full-cut nylon panties, completely sheer, so Benny could see almost everything! Her loins were completely baby-smooth - she was completely hairless down there, after months of laser electrolysis. He could clearly see her puffy slit, the shadowed crease leading his eyes down to the impenetrable cribton-lined gusset. She unzipped her thigh-high boots and peeled them down her long white legs, her thick calves bearing the imprint of the seams in the leather. Barefoot, she kicked her sexy boots aside and turned to her sissy toilet slave. 
 
      Amanda smiled briefly at his hungry expression as she casually peeled down her tight black panties and lazily kicked them aside, then wiped the smile from her face like it never existed. She frowned down at the trapped sissy, shaking her head in sorrow. “You’ve been a bad baby girl, haven’t you?”� He shook his head in denial, his mouth opening and closing, but no words came out. “Don’t try to deny it! I read that letter from your Mommy!”� she roared at him. She had to fight not to smile when he visibly cringed. “You’ve been wetting and pooing your diapers with gay abandon - and then playing with yourself! I know! Mommy knows! We know all about it!”� 
 
      Benny whimpered in wordless denial but she rode roughshod over his feeble objections. “You need to be potty-trained! And your Mommy has assigned Aunty Amanda the task of training you, little girl!”� She straddled his body and stepped over the toilet seat facing him, and Benny could see right up inside her, into the pulsating pink core of her womanhood. As she lowered her bottom onto the seat her labia gaped even more, but then the intimate vision of her secret place became secondary as her hot moist opening pressed against his face. She was wet and juicy with arousal, her scent strong and tinged with an ammoniac hint of stale urine. “Open your mouth, baby,”� she commanded in a sultry throaty rasp. “Open nice and wide! Ahh!”� 
 
        He was surprised by the force of the flow jetting into his mouth, and he had to swallow rapidly to avoid drowning. Her pungent salty-sweet urine poured down his throat and his hands writhed in their bonds, fingers straining to reach his erection. “Drink up, baby!”� Amanda loudly encouraged him. “I want to hear you gulping it down! Ahh! Good girl! Drink up, sweetie! Swallow my hot piss! Show Aunty what a good little potty you are! Ahhh!”� After the initial forceful stream, her flow slowed to a more manageable rate, so Benny could keep swallowing steadily without fear of drowning in her urine. 
 
      As Amanda’s flow began to slow to a trickle, he pressed his lips harder against her sweet moist flesh. He inhaled deeply, sucking hard, drawing the fluid from her bladder with the force of his suction and making her gasp in arousal. “Ohh! Good girl! That’s it, baby! Suck hard, darling. Suck all the piss out of Aunty. Ohhh! Good girl! Oh! Ohh!”� When he could draw no more from her bladder he began tonguing her urethra, the tip of his tongue trying to burrow inside her as though thirsty for more of her precious fluid. Amanda reached down between her splayed thighs and grabbed his head, twirling her fingers in his silky platinum locks. She took a tight grip and then pulled his mouth harder against her pulsating opening.
 
      “Lick me!”� she huskily commanded. “Lick Aunty’s pussy! Ahh. That’s right, baby. Lick me clean! After you’ve been my potty, you can be Aunty’s toilet paper, too. Can’t you? Ohh! Good girl! Lick it all up.”� She used his hair like reins on a horse, guiding his slobbering lips and tongue to her most sensitive places. She spread her meaty thighs wider and rolled her hips forward, forcing her toilet-slave to concentrate on her pulsating clitoris. “Oh yeah! Yeah, baby! Lick me there! Harder! Faster! Ohhhh! Ohhh! Aaaarrrgh!”� Benny thought she was going to rip his hair out by the roots when she noisily climaxed, but he was distracted by some pulsating bursts of fluid exploding into his mouth. It felt like it came from her urethra, but it tasted different from her pee. As Amanda shuddered and jerked to completion, a few more spoonfuls of watery fluid jetted against the back of his throat. 
 
       Benny kept swallowing regardless, knowing that it was his job as her toilet to accept anything and everything Amanda’s luscious body could put out. She rolled her hips backwards with a sigh of contentment, gazing down at the sweat, piss, and cum-drenched face of her submissive with a languid smile. “Gently, baby. Lick gently, now. Aunty feels a bit sensitive down there now. Just lick the outside edges. You know? Along my pussy lips. Clean me properly! Ooo! Mmm! Oh, that feels lovely! Mmm! Good girl!”�
 
        When she judged he’d cleaned her sufficiently, she abruptly stood up. “Is there any room left in your tummy, baby?”� she demanded. “Is my little girl still hungry?”� He tore his  eyes from the amazing sight of her gaping pink love-tunnel, peering up between her pendulous breasts to look at Amanda’s face. He nodded as he noisily swallowed one more time, but she could see both arousal and terror in his wide blue eyes. “I hope so! Because Aunty needs to do a big poo-poo! And do you know where big girls do poo-poos?”� She didn’t wait for his response, singing, “They do it in the potty! Don’t they? Big girls do wee-wees and poo-poos in the potty - not in their diapers!”� She was lecturing him like he was a slow-learning toddler, and he’d never felt more aroused.
 
       Amanda stepped backwards, turned around and backed up towards the toilet seat, her bare feet shuffling either side of his torso. She had an enormous bottom, big and round and pale, the fleshy cheeks wobbling apart as she began to sit down. He caught a momentary glimpse of her wrinkled pinky-brown freckle before her womanly buttocks slid over his face, his nose nestling deep in her bumcrack. “Lick me!”� she barked. “Lick my arsehole! Use the flat of your tongue! Sread it out more. Mmm! You need to make it all slippery and wet. Ooo! Mmm! Ahh! That’s better, baby. Ahh! Long slow wet licks to start off with. Ahhh! Ooo!”� She made it clear she was enjoying his oral attention, which only inflamed Benny’s passion.
 
      She reached back and raised her bottom slightly, and with the spread fingers of both hands, pulled her massive fleshy buttocks as wide apart as she could. Before she could seat herself again, Benny wetly gasped, “Aunty Amanda? Will you release my hands for this part?”�
      “No baby.”� She sat down heavily, her anus stretched so wide most of the wrinkles had vanished, the pinky-brown hole sliding purposefully backwards towards his open mouth. “You have to be potty-trained first before you can play with your clittie. Lick Aunty’s bottom. Do as you’re told! Ahhh! Good girl!”� After enjoying another minute of delightful anal lapping, Amanda huskily commanded, “Put your tongue inside me, baby. Stick your tongue up my shit-hole! Ahh! Good girl!”� She enjoyed his first tentative attempts to probe her bowels with his tongue, but she quickly tired of his inept technique. 
 
      “Push your tongue inside me!”� she commanded hoarsely. “Stick your tongue all the way out, and make it as stiff and hard as your little clittie!”� She raised one foot and clumsily massaged the tenting front of his plastic panties, massaging the sodden gel wadding against his straining erection with her toes. “Now push that sucker all the way inside me!  Further! Further!”� she barked. “You can do better than that! More! More Ahhh! That’s better!”� As her anal sphincter relaxed she opened wider for his probing tongue, until suddenly it was all the way inside her steaming bowels. She gasped at the intensely pleasurable sensations and pressed down harder against his sweet wet mouth.
 
      At first it wasn’t much different for Benny than sticking his tongue inside a tight wet vagina - except no vagina ever tasted this bad! He could taste her shit, the bitter flavour harsh on his tongue and  scaring him - even as his throbbing clittie jumped and jerked under Amanda’s playful foot. As he extended his tongue as far as possible the tip made contact with something rounded and firm - yet pliant. He whimpered in arousal and shame when he realised his tongue was touching another human’s excrement. It darted back towards his mouth, but excitement overcame revulsion and he tried to touch it again. He did it! He was licking Aunty Amanda’s turd!
 
        Amanda could hear him whimpering in excitement, his whole body trembling with arousal, and she knew he was ready. “Use your lips to open my bottom hole, baby. Ahh! That’s right, stretch my arsehole open so it’s easy for me to push out your lunch! Open me up, nice and wide. Good girl! Now stick that tongue all the way inside my bottom again. Aunty needs you to make it all slippery and wet down there, so it’s easier for her to push out the poo-poos! Ohh! Ooo! That’s right! Good girl! Ahhh!”� She inhaled noisily through her nostrils, clamped her lips shut, held her breath and began to bear down.
 
       Benny felt the malleable bumpy turd pressing against his tongue, sliding down towards her anus before the pressure forced his tongue from her bowels. “Open your mouth!”� Amanda barked with an explosive release of breath. She stopped caressing his stiffie with her foot and placed it back on the towel on the floor, needing it to balance and bear down properly. “I hope you’re ready, baby - “˜cause here it comes!”� She inhaled loudly again, filling her lungs, then began to bear down once more. Benny inhaled sharply through his nose, his parted lips sealed against Amanda’s wide-stretched anus. He kept his tongue pressed against her delicate rosebud, massaging it open, keeping it moist and slippery - the way Aunty insisted.
 
       That’s when he felt it. The sudden blossoming of her anal flower as the pointy end of a turd began to slowly emerge, pressing softly yet irresistibly against his tongue. Benny moaned in excitement as his deepest darkest fantasy was about to be fulfilled! If only he could touch himself! Amanda’s shit log widened as it emerged, forcing his tongue back into his mouth until his puckered lips wrapped around her gift. Amanda grunted, “Suck it out, baby! Suck out that big fat turd!”� The taste was terrible, naturally repugnant - yet desire overcame common sense as he hastened to obey his Mistress. He pressed his face tighter against her straining buttocks and sucked hard, literally drawing the shit from her body with his lips and tongue. 
 
       ”Oh God! Oh God! Oh God-d-d-d-d!”� Benny felt a spray of liquid spurt across his chest and tummy, drenching his pretty cribton frock. Not that he noticed. He was preoccupied with the huge log of bitter shit filling his mouth. When it was in danger of reaching the back of his throat he had to use his tongue to force it to one side, making the bumpy moist log curl against the inside of his cheek. As Amanda climaxed her sphincter luckily clamped shut, pinching off a fat four-inch log before any more could come out.  
 
       She could tell by the muffled strangled groans coming from underneath her that the baby was probably having trouble breathing. Satisfied she’d served her toilet slave an adequately-sized meal, Amanda leaned forward and stood up, then turned to peer down at Benny’s flushed red face. There was so much brown filth in his mouth, he couldn’t close it. He stared up at her with pleading eyes, silently begging her to let him cum. “Ooo! Look at you! Look at all that shit in your mouth! Is that nice, baby? Does it taste nice?”� He frantically shook his head in denial, making her chuckle. It was a evil, blood-curdling sound.
 
      “No, that’s right!”� Amanda snapped. “It doesn’t taste very nice. Does it? That’s because poo belongs in a toilet - not in a diaper! Not in our panties! In the potty!”� As she scolded him she squatted down beside him and released his wrist cuffs from the steel bars over his tummy. He grunted in relief, the sound muffled by a mouthful of rich pungent shit. When he reached down to caress himself, she walloped the back of his hand. “Keep still! I want to take these cuffs off you first, you dirty little girl!”� She unbuckled the latex cuffs and tossed them aside, then at long last gave him permission to touch himself. 
 
       ”You’re a toilet!”� she roared. “That’s all your good for, you useless baby! Play with yourself while you eat up my shit. Go on! Show me how much you love being a grown woman’s toilet.”� His fingers scrabbled at the tight waistband of his plastic panties but once entry had been achieved, his hand burrowed inside his soggy wet diaper. He wrapped his fist around his rampant little pee-pee and stroked his hot wet tool. It had never felt so big, so hard! “Start chewing baby,”� she commanded. “Chew up that lovely fresh turd. Mmm! Yum-yums!”� As she encouraged him she crouched down beside the toilet seat, leaning over it till her flushed face was inches from his own. Her crinkled blue eyes glared down remorselessly at his watery blue ones, bending him to her will as she slipped her left hand into a disposable latex glove in readiness
 
      “Eat up, baby! Good girl! Show Aunty what a good little toilet you are! That’s right, chew and swallow! I don’t think you’re swallowing, baby!”� It took Benny only a few hurried strokes before his excited clittie exploded in his fist! Jolt after jolt of creamy bad baby juice erupted from his molten clittie. His climax was so intense, his body uncontrollable bent at the waist, and his head snapped up to strike the Perspex seat. He moaned in pain and collapsed back against the rubber strap, then he wriggled away from the mirror, sliding out from under the toilet seat so he could sit up. 
 
     Once he’d climaxed, the taste and thought of what was in his mouth was overpoweringly repugnant. He had to spit it out, to rid himself of the vile taste. Amanda anticipated his actions and as he sat up she crouched beside him. Her right hand slipped behind his head and her gloved left hand covered his gaping mouth. When he tried to turn his face away, she brought her hands together, gripping the back of his head tightly as she clamped her palm over his writhing lips. She roared, “Don’t you spit that out! Don’t you dare! You are a toilet! A woman’s toilet! That’s all your good for!”� 
 
      Her diatribe cut off when he double tapped the back of her gloved hand, like she’d flicked a switch. She released his head and kindly grabbed the waste bin, holding it under his chin so he could spit out her precious gift. He gasped and gagged a couple of times, and as soon as he felt confident he wouldn’t throw up, he turned to look up at her face with a pathetically grateful smile. The sound of air sucking back though the empty teat brought Baby Daphne slamming back to the present. She was in the highchair at Aunty Amanda’s, finishing her bottle of Aunty’s wee-wees, and Nanna was about to witness her being potty-trained!
 

