Kristina & Tom
"Tom, they are stunned. This was a hell of a presentation. You have just won the biggest cliebt we have ever had", remarked Mr. sullivan, Tom's Boss.
Tom could not believe that it was all over. All the work he had done, has now payed off. 
"I already talked to some members of the board, they agreed that your salary will be significantly increased."
"Thanks. I really appreciate that."
While John made his way to leave the huge office building, Mr. Sullivan screamed: "Tom, enjoy your holidays. You really deserve them. Give Kristina a hug and we will see each other in 2 weeks!

Tom got into his brand new Mercedes and took a deep breadth. He felt euphoric, releaved and exhausted at the same time. Mr. Sullivan was right; he really deserved a few weeks off.
"Hey honey, it's me! I guess, it was a success. Will be home in an hour!" He could only reach the mailbox of Kristina.
"Bonjour! This is Mr. Green. Could I have a table for my wife and me tonight? At about half past 8, if that is okay. Thanks. See you later."
It was Friday, which meant for him that he could do whatever he wanted to. Friday was adult-day. He would come home, tell Kristina how well the pitch was and surprise her with the table he had just reserved at her favorite French restaurant; Tom felt like celebrating. He tipped on the gas, the Mercedes accelerated under the purring sound of the strong engine.

"Kris, I am home!", he shouted when entering the beautiful house.
He hang his cot on the chair, placed his case on the floor and went to the kitchen. "Honey, where are you?", he shouted again.
"Tom, I am upstairs. I have just listened to your message. This is great news, baby!"
He rushed up the stairs to find Kristina in her working room. He approached her from behind, and closed her eyes with his hands. He smelled her beautiful blond hair and looked down her body. With her 34 years, she was breathtakingly hot.
"Oh, hi, there!", Kristina smiled. "I am so proud of you! Tell me, when do you know whether they will sign the contract?"
"Well, this usually takes up to 3 months... but guess who managed to convince them on the spot?"
"Oh my god", she exclaimed, "this is incredible! You are incredible! I am so proud of you, baby!"
"Today is Friday, honey. Don't call me baby tonight. Tonight, I want to celebrate with you. Guess, where I have reserved a table." Tom expected her to be already dressed, or being totally happy about the offer, however, she just looked him into his eyes and shook her head.
"Baby, I guess that the only dinner tonight will be the two bottles of milk you will get in about 20 minutes. Look", she said as she stroke his hair, " I know that it is Friday which is your adult-day and I totally understand that you want to celebrate but I cannot let make this happen."
"What? What are you talking about, Kristina?" Tom could not believe what she was saying.
"Calm down, baby, and listen. Over the past few weeks you were working every day and on most of the evenings you went to bed way past your bedtime. I am so happy that it all paid off, but you look totally exhausted. You are pale and your eyes are little! I think that you need to get some sleep now. We are driving to my mom's tomorrow and this will be a long ride. And this is why you won't go anywhere else than to your changing table for now."
"Kristina, come on! We have a table at Le Pique's in 30 minutes. Honey, I promise to get much sleep but don't do that now."
"Are your arguing with me? I already took the decision. You can either accept that and go to your nursery now, or you can stand in the corner first and then go to your nursery."
"This is not fair! What is wrong with you?" Tom was angry.
"Ok, that is enough. I planned to let you sleep in the big bed with me, to give you a nice massage and to cuddle with you. But forget about that. You will sleep in the crib tonight. I will see you in 5 minutes in your play room. In front of the changing table. Undressed. 5 minutes or else. IS THAT UNDERSTOOD?" Kristina said in her stern voice. All the warming tenderness was gone and she became very angry about Tom's behaving.
"Kristina, look, I am sorry, it is just that...", Tom said defensively.
"4 minutes 55, Tom. Off you go."

"Hop on the changing table, honey.", Kristina commanded as she entered Tom's nursery, which was in the second floor next to the master' bedroom.
"Lay back", she said and grabbed baby powder and oil from the shelf.
"Good boy! Which ones do you want: Bambinos or Cushies?", she asked while she was powdering his bottom.
Tom was still angry, and he wanted to let her know that.
"Alright, if you do not care: Bambinos it is." Kristina took one of the baby-styled diapers from on of the big stashs under the changing mat.
"Lift your bottom, sweetheart."

Suddenly, the telephone rang.
"Hello? Oh hi Mom! Oh yeah, we are also looking forward to tomorrow. I think we will leave at 10 in the morning so we will be there at about 7! As I said, we will stay for about one week. Oh Yes, Tom's presentation was fine! Yeah, he is actually lying in front of me on the changing table right now and refuses to talk with me. Yeah, I will let him know. Thanks! Bye, mum!" Kristina hung up.

"Baby, it was your grandma!", Kristina addressed Tom. "She is really looking forward to our visit and you should not make such a fuss."
It was still strange for Tom to address Kristina's mom as grandmother but Kristina insisted on that. In fact, her mom was very nice and accepted their lifestyle immediately.

After Tom was changed into the Bambino diaper, Kristina got a onesie from the closet and proceeded to get him ready for bed.

"There you are baby. Get into your crib, I will be back with your baba in 2 minutes."
Tom got on all fours and climbed into the crib to wait for his wife.

"Listen, baby boy, I am very proud of you", begun Kristina as she put the bottle to his lips, "you did a great job and you are a very smart business man. But I would be even more proud if you follow Mommy now and get some sleep. We will have a long drive tomorrow and I want to leave at 10 the latest."
Tom emptied the bottle and Kristina put the second bottle in the crib so that Tom could drink some during the night.
"Open your mouth, here comes the pacifier. What a good boy you are!
I will leave the door ajar and keep the hall light on. And don't even think of playing with yourself down there", she led her hand rest on the front of his diaper, "Mommy would find out!"
Kristina gave him a few playful swats on his diapered bottom. "Sleep well, baby. I love you." With that, Kristina locked the crib and left the room.

Oh, how different should this evening be, thought Tom. It is 8:15pm and he should be on his way to the restaurant with Kristina right now, to celebrate and to drink a few glasses. Tom imagined how they would come back and make some adult things later on.
Instead, the 38 year old business man was locked in his crib, packed in a thick Bambino diaper and dressed in a onesie.
While he could vaguely hear that Kristina was calling the restaurant to cancel the reservation, he sucked on his pacifier and tried to fall asleep. 

Chapter 2.
 
“Good morning, sleepyhead!”, said Kristina as she entered the nursery in an overly happy mood. “It’s almost 9am, I want to leave in an hour. The breakfast is ready and I have already packed for you.” She opened the curtain as well as the windows. ”What do you say to that, baby boy?”
“Thank you, mummy”, he mumbled through the pacifier.
He was still half asleep as he felt that Kristina was investigating the inside of his diaper with her index finger.
“Wow, you are a really wet boy. Your little Pampers is soaked, Tom!” She checked the backside of his diaper, “only wet, though.”
She unlocked the crib and opened the rails. “Come on, baby boy, let’s get downstairs. I will bath you after the breakfast and then you will get a fresh diaper.”
Tom crawled out of the crib.
“Oh, I hope you aren’t still crumpy, little man”, said Kristina in playfully childish voice. “It’s holidays! We will go to granny’s, yaaaaaay!” She padded his bottom and indicated that he should waddle downstairs to the kitchen.
Tom took a seat at the kitchen table, took the bottle of cacao and watched his beautiful wife as she mentally went through the checklist for the holidays. “Oh, baby, I am so glad that we have dozens of your Pampers at granny’s! This makes the planning a lot easier.”
After he had finished the other bottle filled with tea and eaten the big bowl of oatmeal, Kristina took Tom to the bathroom and undressed him.
“Honey, please have a seat on the toilet. You only wet your diapee and I want you to make a poopie before we leave.”
“I don’t have to”, Tom replied. “Seriously.”
“Ok… Still, sit here for 5 minutes and then you will get a bath. Here, take the pacifier.” Tom sat on the toilet sucking his pacifier while Kristina left the bathroom to finish packing.
“Alright, little one, there are not any hints that you are about to go poopie. Get in the bathtube, I will make my baby nice and clean.” Kristina said after she had inspected the toilet.
 
“Listen, honey”, Kristina explained, as Tom was lying naked on the changing table. “Yesterday you proved that you are a big business man! When it comes to the backside of your diaper, however, you are currently not that successful in producing big business.”
Her index finger ran his crack up and down.
“Tom, I really don’t want you to mess your diaper when we are on the road. You know, this is something I cannot stand at all. What are we going to do now? How can I be sure that you won’t do that?” She looked through one of the drawers and seemed to have found what she was looking for.
“I won’t give you an enema, baby boy, this would take too much time. There is only one solution left” Kristina said and pressed the finger against his anus. With her left hand, she showed him the red butt plug. “On your stomach, Tom.”
Tom could hear that Kristina put some lube on the plug. He closed his eyes and suddenly, he felt that Kristina pressed the plug against his anus.
“Relax, baby, don’t fight. It’s all over in a second. And then, we are ready to go. Here is your paci.”
She applied more pressure and Tom started to moan.
“You know what little man, sometimes I have the impression that you enjoy that.”
Very slowly, she pushed the plug deeper “I hope, you do not hold your poopies back so that you get the buttyplug! That would be naughty, Tom!”
“No, Mommy, I swear!”, Tom replied.
Kristina smiled, “Oh baby, you must not swear! Swearing is not for little boys like you. Swearing is bad!”. With that she gave him a good smack on his left bum cheek. Tom’s moaning got louder. His hips started to move.
“Hold still, we are nearly there.”
After the plug was inserted, Kristina made Tom turn around and powdered his most sensitive parts. “Such a brave little boy. And so excited! What do you think: Cushie is a good choice for a long ride, isn’t it?” She took two diapers from another stash than last night. “Of course, since you proved in the morning that you are ambitious when it comes to soaking your Pampers, you will be doubled-diapered.”
 
After Kristina had left their neighbour all the instructions on how to water the flowers, she joined him in the car. He was not allowed to drive, but at least he could sit next to her.
They left their town and soon found their way to the highway. Kristina listened to the audio book she would have to translate over the next few months. From time to time, her finger would wander to Tom and check the inside of his diaper. He watched the landscape passing by the window, as he started to reflect.


Tom and Kristina were together for more than 10 years and they married 5 years ago.
He trusted her from the beginning and somehow he knew that she was the woman he would marry. Tom wanted to be honest; he wanted to show his whole personality for he could not bear the imagination of living in a relationship in which he had to hide a part of his true self.
Tom could not believe how cool she was about the whole thing. “Why should I think you are strange, honey?”, she asked him. “After all, if such a desire exists then there is a reason for that. I love you, Tom, this does not change my feelings at all.”
She was so accepting. Tom had never have the impression that she would judge him. Pretty the opposite was the case; she was interested and wanted to understand what Tom needed.
In the beginning, she would let him wear diapers at home. Over time, she got more and more involved and started to change his diapers. Eventually, she would start baby talking with him, feeding him bottles and putting him to sleep.
But there was one thing she was not happy with; there was no consequence.
“Look, honey. I can see that you are really enjoying our little role plays. You seem to be so happy and this makes me happy”, she said, “However, on some days you come home and want to go out drinking, and on some days you really want me to baby you. I can never tell beforehand and this bothers me. I would be glad if we have let’s say one day per week where I know for sure that I care for you as my little boy.”
Tom was fine with that. After all, he could be sure that Kristina was up for babying him on the set day.
After a few months they both agreed on two baby-days, eventually they agreed on three, then four, and so forth.
Three years later, the whole week was a baby week- except Friday. When they have purchased the beautiful house in the nice neighbourhood, Kristina made sure that there was a room dedicated to Tom’s baby side. She ordered a huge changing table, a crib, closet for all the diapers, onesies and other baby clothes.
Kristina worked at home and as soon as Tom returned from work, she changed him into a diaper. If it was possible, she kept his bedtime, which was set between 8 and 9pm. Most of the time he was allowed to sleep in the big bed together with her; if he was naughty, however, or if she needed some time for herself, he would be locked in his crib.
Kristina knew that he often had to work in the evenings, and that was fine with her- as long as he asked her for permission. He could even go out with his colleagues on a weekday- as long as he negotiated it with her and was home at the time Kristina had set (which was never after 11pm).
[bookmark: _GoBack]On Fridays, he could do whatever he wanted. He could go out with friends, he could stay home, or he could go out for dinner with Kristine. Most often, he chose the latter, and while they were eating at the most exquisite restaurants in town, they would be the perfect couple.
From the beginning, Kristina made sure that her baby boy had an appropriate behaviour. If he did not behave, Kristina used methods that were suitable for toddlers; scoldings, corner times and early bedtimes. Kristina often said that a child should be raised without violence, however, if Tom was really misbehaving, spankings sometimes occurred.
Kristina enjoyed their marriage, and Tom enjoyed their marriage.
Tom would have wished that Kristina would keep their lifestyle as a secret; however, she did not and Tom would still need to get used to the fact that there are people who do know about his baby side.
 
“Granny said that she bought some swim diapers for you so we can go to the lake! Isn’t that nice, baby boy?”, Kristina roused Tom from slumber. “I told her that you could be naked, but she said that the ones she has found on the Internet looked so cute! She can’t wait to see them on you!”
Kristina felt inside Tom’s diaper. “Oh, you sure did wet, ha? But I think we don’t have to change you, do we? Be a good boy and take the bottle with apple juice out of mommy’s bag and drink it all up. We should be at granny’s in 2 hours.”
While Tom drank his baby, he noticed that the lanes were more and more crowded with other cars. “Oh no”, exclaimed Kristina, “looks like we will be stuck in a traffic jam, baby.”


"Mommy?"
"Yes, baby, what's up?", Kristina asked as she tried to figure out for how long they would still be stuck in the jam.
"When do you think are we at Grandma's?". Tom squirmed on his seat, he looked a bit desperate.
"I don't know baby, are you hungry? Do you want another bottle?". Kristina reached back to the changing back and got another bottle of juice. "Be a good boy and drink it all up for Mommy!". She handed the bottle to Tom and ran her fingers through his hair.
"No, mommy, it is just..."
Kristina put her index finger in Tom's diaper. "I am sure your pampers will take more. Is it the plug in your bum, baby? I am sure you can hold it for another few hours"
"Mommy, I am just bored... May I use my cellphone?"
"Your cell phone? Babies don't use their cellphones, do they? Babies don't actually have cell phones."
"But..."
"Tom? Are you arguing? Have you ever seen a baby that checks mails and surfes the internet?"
"No, I know, it's just..."
"It's just you want to be punished for talking back? We can do that. We can put you in the corner as soon as we are at nana's. Is that what you want?"
"No."
"Ah, what a smart baby boy you are. Do you behave now?"
"Yes."
"Yes...?"
"Yes, mommy". Tom gave up.
Kristina looked out of the window. "Turn you little head and watch the landscape, baby. It is beautiful, isn't it?"
Tom sighed. He looked out of the window.
"Imagine all the animals that live out there; bears, deers, you love all of them, don't you? Tell your mommy what animals you love?"
 
If you wouldn't know that Kristina and Tom were two married adults, you would be sure that there is actually a baby and his mommy in the car. Tom had never thought that Kristina would go so far; she has developed the proper mommy attitude and she always made sure that her husband would play along. He wanted to be a baby and she expected him to act like one.
 
"Go on, baby. Tell mommy, what animals you like!"
"Ahm, I love elephants, mommy!"
"Oh yes, you do, baby! What other animals do you like?"
"I like giraffes too, mommy!"
"Ah I saw that coming! Do you just list all the animals you know from the zoo? I thought babies have so much phantasy! Tell me an animal that doesn't live in the zoo, little one!"
 
Tom looked out of the window. He thought hard to actually come up with an animal that would not live in the zoo. Even though he wanted to see if he got any new mails or what his friends were up too right now, he enjoyed every single minute of the relationship with Kristina.
 
"I don't know any, Mommy."
"You sure? Hmmmm remember those pampers you had a few months ago? The bulky ones that made you always waddle a bit?", Kristina asked with a big grin on her face.
Tom nodded.
"What animal was on there, baby? What was this colorful thing on the front of your pampers? Ha?"
"A unicorn, mommy! A unicorn doesn't live in the zoo, mommy!", Tom exclaimed.
"Such a smart little boy!" She patted the front of his diaper. "And what animal is on the diaper you are wearing now?"
"I don't know, mommy!"
"Oh you do. Come on, think!"
 
Meanwhile, the traffic jam seemed to disappear. After a few minutes their SUV reached the maximum speed.
"See, baby? We are just two hours away from nana's", Kristina said.
After a few minutes, Kristina seemed to have an idea. "You know what nana would be really happy about?".
Tom shook his head.
"A painting! Can you draw something for grandma? What about that unicorn? She saw you in those pampers, baby. If your drawing is good, she might even recognize it!"
 
Tom did not know what to say. That was something new. Should he really sit in the car, 38 years old, just yesterday one of the big shots of his company, packed into a thick pair of baby-like diapers and actually draw a picture for his mother-in-law because his wife had told him so?
 
"See your changing bag in the back row? You will find paper and pencils in the front pocket. Go ahead!" Kristina pointed to the back.
Tom did not know what to say.
"What are you waiting for, baby? Don't you want to make your nana happy?" Kristina looked at Tom with a mix of disappointment and anger.
"No it's just...", Tom tried to find words.
"No, it's just what?"
"I don't know if that's the sort of thing I... you know... I mean.... to draw a picture?", Tom did not know how to say what he wanted to say.
"Oh, I think I get your point. But noting that you are wearing a thick soaked pampers, well, actually, two thick soaked pampers, with a bottle of juice in your hand and a pacifier just next to you, may be enough to make your argument invlaid just before you find the words. Go, get the pencils and the paper. Nana will be so happy!"
"Okay, mommy." Tom sighed. He got the stuff from his diaper bag and started to draw.
"Make sure it is colourful, baby. Who knows? Maybe nana will put it on her fridge!"
 
Kristina looked at Tom and smiled.

„Finally, baby, here we are!”, Kristina exclaimed as she drove the SUV into the driveway. They could see the glooming windows of the house where Kristina grew up. It was an old farmhouse, beautifully renovated, with two big chimneys protruding from the slated roof. It was night already and Tom could only imagine the big trees of the park surrounding the house.
“Oh, look at that, Nanny is awaiting us!”. Heather, Kristina’s mother stood in front of the house, clearly happy to host her daughter and son-in-law. Since Kristina’s dad passed away several years ago, her mother lived alone in this picturesque house, and she was happy to host Kristina and her sisters whenever they had time.
“Poor you, the traffic must have been horrible”, Heather explained when they got out of the car. “How long was your trip?”, she asked after she gave both Kristina and Tom a warm hug.
“10 long hours, it was a very long drive.”, Kistina sighed, happy to be finally here.
“You must be very tired, come on in, I made some tea for us and a good warm bottle of milk for our big boy.”, Nana said and gave Tom a few swats on his diapered bottom.
 
“Oh thanks mom, it smells delicious”, Kristina said after they brought their luggage into the guest room and made themselves comfortable in the spacious kitchen.
“Tom, come here, baby, let me check your diapees”, Kristina commanded. Tom waddled over to his wife who immediately pulled down his trousers and slid her index finger inside Tom’s baby-printed diaper. “Good thing, we double diapered you, right?”, she said as she turned him around to check the backside of his diaper. “Oh my, you must like the buttplug, don’t you? No complaints at all”, Kristina noted and patted Tom’s diapered behind. “I think we are safe to leave out the pants, it is so warm in here.”
“How was he during the drive? Was he a good boy?”, Kristina’s mother asked while she checked the temperature of the milk in Tom’s bottle.
“Oh yes, a very good boy, mom. Weren’t you, Tom? Oh by the way, Tom, don’t you want to show what you made for Nana?”
“I... uuuuhmmm… yeah… ummm…”, Tom stuttered, clearly embarrassed by Kristina’s suggestion.
“What’s the matter honey? You were so excited to see Nana, now show what you made for her.”, Tom felt how Kristina’s voice became more stern and the last thing he wanted was to provoke a punishment.
“Yes, mommy, I would like to show my present for Nana.”, Tom answered obediently.
“That’s a good boy. See the changing bag over there? It is in there. Bring to me!”, Kristina said and just when Tom was about to stand up, she added “on all fours, Tom, babies crawl.”

Kristina’s mother could only smile as she saw her 38-years-old son-in-law crawling on the floor with a big wet childish looking diaper around his waist. She did not only get used to the fact that her daughter was treating her husband as a baby but she was even impressed by her consequence. Once they had decided to keep this role-play going, Kristina insisted he was treated as a baby outside of their bedroom and even in presence of other people. Pretty soon, Tom was treated as a baby in front of Heather. She remembered how reluctant Tom was in the beginning and how impeded their behaviour was. Now, it seemed so natural. Tom did not play the role of being Kristina’s baby boy, he was Kristina’s baby boy.
“Such a good boy”, Kristina praised Tom when he returned. She took out the drawing and encouraged him to hand it to his Nana.
 
“Wow, this is beautiful, Tom”, Nana exclaimed as she looked at the drawing. “I didn’t know you were such a gifted painter! Look at these little animals”
“Wouldn’t you like to tell Nana where you got all the inspiration from, Tom?”, Kristina asked.
“From my diapees, Nana.”, Tom replied sheepishly.
“Oh, you are such a lucky boy to wear all these colourful pampers”, Kristina’s mother replied to her adult son-in-law. “I think you deserved some reward. Would you like some chocolate in your milk? Would that be ok, Kristina?”
“Yes, please, Nana! I would love some chocolate milk. May I get some, mommy?”
“Yes, baby boy, but you won’t make any fuss when I get you ready for bed after you emptied the bottle, ok?.”
“Yes, mommy, I promise, I will be good”, Tom said and reached for his bottle.
 
“Oh, such a heavy little wetter”, Kristina said as she opened Tom’s diapers. He laid on a big wooden changing table in his fully decorated nursery. Soon after Kristina's mother saw how serious her daughter was about being Tom’s mommy, she changed one of the many unused rooms into a nursery. Step-by-step she furnished it until she had a gorgeous nursery with a changing table, a crib, a big shelf for all his diapers, toys, etc. She wanted to have the perfect location ready for him whenever Kristina felt the need to visit her mother.
“So, baby boy, I tell you what”, Kristina explained as she slowly pulled out the buttplug. “I will give you one more chance and change you into a thick night diaper. If you don’t manage to make a poopie until tomorrow morning, I will have to take some actions which you will not like. So better try hard and have a surprise ready by tomorrow morning, ok sweetums?”
“Yes”, Tom sighed.
“Yes, what??”, Kristina asked sternly and gave him a slap on his behind.
“Yes, mommy.”
“Good boy. Now get in your crib. Nana will be here in a minute to bring you your bottle and say good night. We will be downstairs and have some tea in the kitchen. I will switch on the babyphone in case you need something, ok? Now sleep tight little one and remember our agreement.”, she said as she checked the seat of his fluffy diaper. “If the weather is fine tomorrow, we will go to the lakes, wouldn’t that be fun!”
Kristina switched off the lights and Tom snuggled in his blanket, excited for what he had to expect from his holidays.
 
 
„Now, it is up to you, Tom.” Kristina explained as she finished changing his messy diapers. “We might stay here at my mother’s house for a week and since we are on holidays we will keep our holiday-schedule, which means you will spend 6 full days as a baby and one day as an adult. However, you can choose when your adult day should be.”
“Do I have to announce the adult day now?”, Tom thought for the best choice but he could not decide.
“Of course not, baby, just let me know in the morning of your adult day and I won’t diaper you for the day. But I take that as a request,” Kristina said with a wink and pointed at the changing table, signalling her husband to hop on it and assume the diaper position.
“Since you were such a good messy boy in the morning and followed mommy’s order, there is no need for Mr. Buttplug. Except…”, Kristina playfully said as she held it up making it clearly visible to Tom, “you want him to escort you throughout the day?”
Tom blushed. He was too embarrassed to answer her question and looked away from his wife.
“Ok, I take that as a No. Remember what I taught you; a good boy politely asks for the things he wants.”
Kristina powdered his crotch, grabbed a colorful Super Dry Kidz diaper from the shelf and diapered Tom for the day. “Oh, look at all those new onesies, they must be from Nana! Aren’t they beautiful, baby! Since it is very warm today, I think it is safe to leave you in your pampers and one of these onesies for now.”
Kristina dressed Tom, shoved a pacifier in his mouth and directed him downstairs where he could smell the delicious breakfast from the kitchen.
 
“Oh Kristina, honey, your aunt called me today. She is not feeling too well and I might drive to her place and help her out a bit.”, Nana explained while cutting Tom’s scrambled eggs into little pieces. “Since it is a two-hour drive, I might stay at hers for the night. I am very sorry for that, but since you may need some time to relax, I thought that I could take the baby boy with me. I am sure I could take care of him.”
“Oh that is so kind, mom, but no worries! I will take care of Tom, he is such a good boy at the moment. Just take your time, we decided to stay for a week, so we will have plenty of time left.”, Kristina said as she handed the bottle of milk to her husband. “I am sure, Tom and I will have a great time, won’t we baby?.”, she said while she observed him drinking up his bottle.
 “So, what are your plans for today?”, Nana asked
“I think we will head to the lake”, Kristina replied. “We both feel like relaxing a bit, reading a book or so. Maybe Tom wants to splash around a little bit.”
“That sounds exciting, Tom, doesn’t it?”, Heather asked as Tom ate the tiny bits of his breakfast. “Maybe mommy will let you try the new swim diapers I bought for you!”
 
Kristina enjoyed the calmness and the relaxedness of her home area. She took a deep breath and let her eyes wander along the green hills, the blue sky and the beautiful lake. When she was a teenager she would come here every day, sometimes with her friends, sometimes on her own. Even though the lake was pretty busy in summer, she knew all the secret spots where no one else would be.
One could barely notice Tom’s fluffy diaper through his shorts as he followed Kristina along the tiny paths across the wide fields, which surround the lake. She had removed his pacifier from his mouth before and forgot to put it back in as she still kept it in her left hand.
Tom knew that his wife found her inner peace here. It seemed like a miracle but several months of stress and hard work would be undone when she spent a few hours at the lake.
 
“I think we can stay here”, Kristina said as they reached a small bay. It was a peaceful spot with soft grass. The dense wood on the back and the shimmering reed plants on the right and left-hand side made it a perfectly secluded place where they could have their privacy. “Come here baby, let’s get you undressed”, Kristina ordered.
“You can go to the water to play and splash around a little bit. I will leave you in your day diapers so no swimming for now. You can put your feet into the water but nothing more. Is that understood?”, Kristina said as handed Tom some toy cars and a shovel. “Oh and since we are on our own, I want to do some training- you will tell me loud and clear when use your pampers, okay?”
“Yes, mommy”, Tom obediently mumbled through his pacifier, got on all fours and waddled to the water in nothing but his baby diapers. From time to time, Kristina tried some methods, or “training” as she called it, to emphasize his baby state.
“Good boy”, she praised him and gave him a few swats on his dry diaper.
 
Kristina was in heaven. For the first time in months, she could finally relax. She dressed in her bath suit and made herself comfortable on the soft grass and looked at the few clouds that were passing the blue sky. She thought of nothing. Her only duty was to have an eye on her baby boy but he sat there quietly, splashing and digging around. What a perfect day, Kristina thought, as she dozed off, thinking that the voices that were approaching from the wood would only exist in her dreams…

