Malice Aforethought 

Chapter 1 Extortion 


It was a warm summer’s evening outside. I could see the cloudless blue sky through my window and the humidity was obvious even inside. I probably should have been outside enjoying such a lovely day. That’s what my mum would have told me as a kid. She would have been scolding me for wasting such great weather squirreled away in the house. But mum wasn’t here to tell me off, I was a grown-up now and I could waste the day inside playing video games if I wanted to. 

In any case it would be the same kind of weather tomorrow and the day after that and I could make the most of them if I felt like it. I probably wouldn’t though. I was on a winning streak on COD, Call of Duty that is, closing in on a 2 to 1 kill to death ratio. Summer was my time now, the wonderful seven weeks when I didn’t have to work or go to meetings or do anything I didn’t want to do. And what I wanted to do right now was game. 

I’d been playing since I’d got up, about noon, and I was nearly ready for a break for dinner at about seven in the evening when a chime from my laptop announced one of my buddies was online. I’d just been pretty well thrashed in one my most hated maps so I was happy to throw down the controller and check the computer to see who was around. I pulled up Yahoo Messenger and scanned through the names: Diapeed_One, Baby Paul07, Ickleboy and so on. I only had a few close buddies I chatted with but dozens of more casual acquaintances. My real-life friends had no idea about my secret interests of course. No one but the people on this little list knew about that, and few of them knew more about the real me than my screen-name. The icons told me most of them were off-line at the moment. Then I saw something that made me lean forward right away. 

There was a little yellow circle next to a name that had been off-line for months. I’d given up hope of ever seeing him around to chat ever again. But there he was, Little Eric, back on the board. I hadn’t been that surprised when he’d disappeared months earlier. Eric had gone through bouts of self-rejection before, tried to leave the whole scene. He would delete his account, vanish, only to reappear a month or two later. But this last time Eric had not simply reappeared. He had gone dark for close to a year. 

Eric was probably my closest buddy in that world, someone who I’d shared lots of information with, roll-played with, wrote stories with. He was one of the only ones who did know a lot more about me than what was in my profile. He was a real friend. We’d even met for real once. I’d had to travel overseas to do that, to a country that had a reputation that scared away most would-be tourists. In fact it took a lot of convincing to me to entertain the idea of visiting a country known as the gun murder capital of the world. But I had gone, and I had enjoyed it. It was that which made his final disappearance, without a word to me, even more painful. 

So I sat staring at the screen for a long minute, trying to decide what to do. Did I want to open myself back up to all that hurt again? Could I really just say, ‘hey, you’ve been gone without a word for a year but that’s okay! Let’s continue on like nothing happened?’ But if I didn’t click on it, I knew that would bother me too. What if this was my only chance to reconnect? We’d shared so many good stories before, I couldn’t let that go again. I clicked on Little Eric and watched a chat box pop open. 

I sat with my fingers hovering over the keys for a few seconds more. I didn’t really know what I wanted to say. I wasn’t sure he’d even reply. He might disappear offline the second I messaged him. Finally I managed to type, “Hey there.” 

It didn’t get much simpler than that. It was the digital equivalent of a shrug. I hit send, then waited, barely able to breathe, eyes glued to the screen. 

One minute passed, though it felt like ten. Then a little italicised script appeared, “Little Eric is writing something.” 

I inhaled sharply. He was going to reply! What might he have to say? An apology? Was that too much to hope for? 

His reply appeared in a blink, written in bold blue text a bit different from what he used to use. It was a brief reply. “Hello Aiden. Is that you?” 

I blinked and furrowed my brow, slightly confused. Of course it was me. Who else had ever used my handle? I began typing again, quickly. 

“Yes it’s me. Who do you think it would be?” 

A quicker reply to my query this time. 

“It’s been a long time Aiden. We need to talk. Can we video chat?” 

It seemed an odd request. We hadn’t done video very often even after we’d met in person. Now he suddenly needed to see me to chat? I looked myself over. I was wearing a simple yellow t-shirt with a sarcastic message printed on the chest. I hadn’t shaven that morning but I didn’t think I looked too scraggly. Well, I had nothing to lose really. 

“Okay,” I typed, then hit the button to start a video call. 

A larger box opened and I listened to the customary American-style ringing Yahoo uses. I took a last chance to fix my hair as the light on my camera went on and I saw myself in the smaller screen below the still black bigger one. Then came the noise signalling connection has been made and the bigger screen resolved into a scene that so shocked me I nearly dove out of view of my camera. For it was not my old buddy Eric looking back at me but a young woman I didn’t recognise at all. 

She was a pretty woman, mid to late twenties in age I guessed. She had short light brown hair and hazel eyes. Her skin was lightly tanned and she was wearing a short-sleeved pink top. I could see she was sitting not in some bedroom but in a kitchen, the stove and cabinets visible behind her. Morning sunlight was streaming in from the sliding doors to some unseen deck or back garden. 

“Hello there Aiden,” she greeted. “I’m sorry to surprise you like this. I’m sure you have a lot of questions.” 

That was quite an understatement. In fact I was left speechless for a moment, still stunned by having this woman staring back at me when I’d expected my friend Eric. I did immediately register her accent. It was different from Eric’s but in some ways similar. He had a British South African accent, drawling and deliberate. Hers I recognised as an Afrikaner accent. She spoke English in the way White South Africans of Dutch descent, who were raised speaking Afrikaans, were known to. 

When I recovered my voice I managed to say, “Well to start with, who are you? And where is Eric?” 

The woman smiled and gave me a slight chuckle. “Well, you are direct.”

“So people tell me. Again, you are who exactly?” 

“My name is Elly. I’m Eric’s mummy.” 

Now I knew something was off. There was no way she was old enough to be Eric’s real mother. So was she some kind of mistress he’d hired? If that was the case making contact with me made no sense. What was her motive for wanting to chat with me on the video? 

“So, you’re what? A mistress? His girlfriend?” I asked, trying to clarify. 

She chuckled again, dismissively. It was beginning to annoy me, her chuckles. 

“No silly, I told you. I’m his mummy. I take care of Eric. He’s my little boy.” 

I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, I got that part of it. But you’re obviously not really his mum, so he’s either paid you to treat him like a baby for a bit, or you’re his girlfriend and you’re roleplaying with him. So which is it?” 

Elly nodded now, at least sparing me another derisive chuckle. 

“Well, I did used to be his girlfriend, in a way. But now I take care of him. He needs me for everything. Without me he couldn’t possibly survive. His mind simply isn’t up to the job anymore. So that makes me his mummy. I take care of him and my other little one, Benny, his big brother.” 

Couldn’t take care of himself anymore? His mind isn’t up to the job? What was she playing at? I knew for a fact that Eric was a professional with a sharp mind. Was this part of her roleplay with him? Was he tied up just out of camera and she was humiliating him? He’d hinted he was into humiliation before. Maybe that’s what this was. That made me kind of angry, made me feel like I was being used. 

“Look I don’t know what game it is that you’re playing with Eric, but I don’t need to be part of it. So as nice as this has been, I gotta get going,” I told her, moving the mouse to close the video box. 

“I wouldn’t do that Aiden La Fleur,” Elly snapped in a suddenly threatening tone. 

My blood ran cold and my fingers froze on the touchpad. She knew my full name. Why the hell had Eric told her that? 

“Excuse me?” I replied. 

“I don’t think you should say goodbye too early dear. You haven’t even seen your old buddy Eric yet.” 

So, Eric was there, probably just off camera. She probably had him all dressed up in one of those outfits he spent so much money on. He just loved dressing up all babyish, showing off all the elaborate juvenile patterns on those cotton overalls, his yellow ducky socks and baby-blue onesies. And he wanted her to show him off to me, part of his humiliation kick. 

“I was actually in the middle of something…” I started to explain. 

“Oh this won’t take too long and it’s been such a long time since he got to see you last,” she assured. “Just wait one minute. I promise it will be worth your while.” 

I frowned and sighed but said, “Okay.” 

“Wonderful, stay right there now,” she urged, leaving her seat and walking out of the kitchen. 

With her out of camera I could see more of the kitchen. There was a child’s potty seat, decorated bright red and yellow, sitting in the far corner. A set of large swallow-proof blocks were also left spilt across the floor. The fridge was just in camera range and I could make out a number of childish scribbled drawings pinned to it. It really did look like a child lived there, a toddler in fact. Maybe this was her house, set up for her adult baby clients. She certainly knew her craft well and she was good at being in character. 

I could hear Elly returning with someone, their footsteps getting closer. Then they appeared from another room, walking into the kitchen. My jaw surely dropped at the sight before me. I immediately recognised Eric. He was about five foot ten, of a medium build and had brown hair which was now cut very short, almost buzz-cut. He wasn’t in any silly toddler outfits though. He was only wearing his birthday suit, letting Elly lead him by his hand right up to the table where the computer sat. I had met Eric before, seen him act like a little boy in our roleplaying, and something looked off about him now. 

Eric didn’t look like he did when he’d acted. He walked with a noticeably wider gait, his feet slapping the floor quite heavily as he went. His face had a relaxed kind of slackness to it, a total lack of worry about anything. Even at this point it just looked like more than just an act, just a roleplay. 

“Come on Eric, come see your old buddy,” Elly was coaxing him, using the high sing-song tone one expected an adult to use for a very small child. 

Eric giggled and it was unlike anything I had heard from him before. What was going on here? 

“Up on the chair honey, uppies,” Elly urged him. 

Eric climbed awkwardly up onto the seat. But rather than sitting in it he squatted atop it, gaping at the computer. I could see his whole nude body this way. His bare toes were curling and uncurling along the edge of the chair and I could see they were grimy as though he never wore shoes. His legs were smooth and hairless, as was the penis hanging freely between his thighs. His eyes were kind of glassy, like he really wasn’t all there. He had this kind of curious half-smile too and he pointed at the camera and declared, “Das man.” 

His voice was nothing like I recalled. It was higher and his words were short and garbled, barely comprehensible. But Elly was smiling and nodding at him encouragingly. 

“Yes Eric, that is a man,” she agreed. “Can you say hi to him?” 

Eric gaped at Elly then nodded jerkily and twisted back to face the camera. He flapped his hand in a silly toddler wave and chirped, “Hi! Hi! Hi!” 

“Good boy!” Elly cooed to him, rubbing the top of his head so he smiled. 

“Um, hi there Eric,” I replied. “You playing a game?” 

Eric looked confused now, his eyes wide and empty of recognition. He didn’t look like he was playing a game at all. He looked like he was actually confused by a simple question. Elly stroked his bare arm and said, “Can you tell the man your name? Go ahead sweetie. Tell him your name.” 

The confusion was gone and was replaced by a look of love. He looked so happy to have Elly there to guide him, to do the thinking for him. He gazed into the camera. 

“Ewic. Me Ewic!” he declared, hopping in place on the seat. 

“Clever boy,” Elly cooed to him, pecking a kiss on his cheek. 

“Hi Eric, I’m Aiden. Don’t you remember me?” I responded, no longer sure this was a game after all and feeling a bit more uncomfortable with it as the doubts crept in. 

Eric stared back at me in slack incomprehension again, then he leant forward and began slapping a keys on the computer. A series of random letters quickly began to fill the text box with no apparent meaning. 

“Look at Eric typing like a big boy,” Elly cooed, chuckling again. 

Eric didn’t seem to register the condescension at all. He grinned from ear to ear, sticking out his tongue and blowing a happy raspberry as he continued punching keys and rocking on his bent knees so that his penis jiggled about. 

“What’s wrong with him?” I final asked, directing my question to Elly as it was now obvious Eric was actually incapable of responding himself. “This doesn’t look like a game.” 

Elly shook her head and took Eric’s hands off the keyboard. “Okay honey, no more typing right now. The grown-ups need to talk,” she told him. 

Eric nodded, slack jawed in wonder at his mummy again. He rested back on his haunches for a moment then dropped back onto his bare bottom on the seat and seemed to gaze about the room looking for something pleasant or shiny to catch his eye. 

“I told you honey, this isn’t a game,” Elly told me, sounding serious again, the high-pitched voice gone. 

“What’s been done to him?” I asked, now growing truly concerned. 

Elly shrugged. “Nothing he didn’t want to happen honey. It only works when they want it.” 

I looked back at Eric, chewing on the tips of his fingers of his left hand and playing with his penis with the other now. It remained flaccid despite his manipulations. He wasn’t pleasuring himself, he was really just playing with his penis, like it was a toy. 

“He didn’t want this,” I told her. “He had all kinds of outfits. He liked dressing up. And he was a bright man. I don’t know what you’ve done to his mind, but he couldn’t have wanted this.” 

“He wanted to be little Aiden. He wanted to need a mummy to take care of him. And that meant giving up his ability to care for himself, it meant losing all those intellectual powers that let him be independent. Without losing those it would just be a game. This is very real.

“And as for his outfit, well grown-up Eric may have liked dressing up, but that Eric is long gone honey. Little Eric likes his birthday suit. He likes being mummy’s nakey jaybird. Losing all that intellect also meant losing all his silly modesty and all his ideas about how toddler’s should dress. Now he likes to dress however mummy decides to dress him. Isn’t that right sweetie?” she asked, switching to the high voice again and turning to Eric, tickling the blackened bare sole of one of his feet. 

Eric giggled at the tickle, smiling up at Elly and then grabbing the tickled foot and popping a couple toes into his mouth to munch on. It was obvious he didn’t understand any of our conversation. He hadn’t a clue what had been done to him. His actions were incredibly arousing to me on one level, but I had to remind myself that this was real for him. 

“What you’ve done is a crime,” I told her. 

“I didn’t force anything on Eric. If he hadn’t wanted this he could have walked away at any point.” 

“Well thanks for letting me see my old friend. I hope you’re happy together, but I have things to do, as I said before,” I told her, not wanting to watch this any longer. It was so hard not to get excited watching Eric continue to suckle away at his own toes, those vacant eyes gazing at me and conveying such total lack of intelligence. 

“Hold on Aiden, we aren’t done yet,” Elly warned, her voice once again threatening. 

“Well I am,” I retorted. 

“But I’m not done with you dear. Have you forgotten about the photos Eric took of your visit?” 

I took my hands off the keyboard and sat up straight. “The what?” I stammered. 

“The photos Aiden. Have you really forgotten?” she said with a nasty smile before opening a photo sharing window in the chat box. 

I could only sit and watch in horror as she shared photo after photo of me playing with Eric. Photos of me dressed like a toddler, photos of me doing all kinds of things that I’d prefer to be kept private, very private. 

“You need to see more?” she finally asked. 

“No, you’ve made your point,” I said, trying to regain my composure. “But so what? You think they really scare me?” I added, trying to seem unconcerned. “People post photos of themselves dressed up like babies and such all the time. There are thousands on the internet.” 

Elly shook her head. “Yes honey, but you certainly haven’t.” 

“Maybe I would,” I suggested. 

“I don’t think so dear. I’ve read all your chat logs with Eric. I know all about you. I know about your job. What is it you teach? English literature wasn’t it?” 

This was worse than I could have possibly imagined. I knew how I must look now, like a deer in the headlights. She had me and she knew it. 

“Imagine what would happen if a student, or a parent or a prospective employer googled your name and these photos were what popped up. Maybe in New Zealand they’re more liberal than us. But I doubt it.” 

“I’ve done nothing illegal,” I insisted.

“Oh I know honey. But isn’t there something about conduct unbecoming to the profession or something like that? Do you enjoy your job?” she asked with that wicked smile. 

“What do you want? If you know I’m a teacher then you also must know I have no money.” 

“I don’t want your money Aiden. All I want is some of your time.” 

“Some of my time?” 

“You’re on summer holiday aren’t you?” 

“Yeah.”

“Well I want you to come here, come to meet me, see your old buddy Eric.” 

I stared at her for a moment. “Why the hell would I do that?” 

“As I said Aiden, I’ve read your chat-logs. I know you have the same feelings as Eric. I think you want to be sitting right here beside him, nakie-bummed, having a munch on your tootsies too. I want you to come and let me try to give you that release, give you your dream.”

I couldn’t deny that I stiffened down there at the very suggestion. Of course that was exactly what my dream was, but nevertheless I knew it needed to stay that, a fantasy. To actually be reduced, as Eric clearly was, to a simple-minded tot in need of total care, was clearly not a fate I actually wanted. 

I shook my head. “I don’t really want that.”

“If you don’t want it, it won’t work. I only ask that you let me try.” 

“And if you fail, you’ll really just let me walk away and you’ll give me the photos?”

“Yes, I will.”

“How do I know you’ll really keep your word?” 

She shrugged. “You don’t. But you do know I’ll definitely post the photos if you don’t come.” 

I frowned and considered my options for a moment. What kind of risk was this? If she was really able to do that to Eric could it happen to me? No, I was stronger willed than that. I had to be. And if I didn’t go it could be the end of my career. That and once it was online the photos would follow me forever. What choice did I really have? 

“So where do I go?” 

Chapter 2 Arrival 


The customs officer flipping through my passport was a thin black man who had surely done this thousands of times before. I couldn’t imagine how boring his job had to be. I hoped his computer wasn’t telling him that I’d just booked this flight only two days earlier. That could cause some uncomfortable questions. 

He looked at the photo page, then back up at me. “Why are you coming to South Africa?” he asked, his English clear but accent strong. He was probably a native Xhosa speaker, or Zulu. 

“Just for a holiday,” I said with a smile, trying to seem at ease. Did I try too hard? Did I come off as fake? 

He eyed me carefully. “You travel a lot,” he said, a statement, not a question. He’d seen my nearly full passport. 

I nodded amicably. “Yeah, I get around.” 

He stared at me hard for several seconds. He had to know something was wrong here. He sensed something was suspicious. 

“Enjoy your holiday,” he said, smashing his stamp into the ink and onto the passport before handing it back to me. 

“Cheers,” I replied, snapping it up and hurrying on as fast as I could. 

O.R. Tambo airport was deceptively calm and secure, just as I remembered it. Nothing there reminded the new arrivals they were now in Africa, not Europe or America. Nothing warned them of the dangers lurking just beyond the smoothly sliding doors. Because beyond those doors was Johannesburg, one of the wealthiest, and most dangerous cities in the world. If the taxi drivers didn’t rob you it would be people in fake police uniforms and cars. And if they didn’t get you either it would be the real police, which could be even worse. That was why I always rented a car. 

It was a typical Joburg summer day. The sun was shining, the mercury was climbing and the traffic on the M2 was mad. The sparkling towers of downtown Joburg glittered in the sunlight to my right. A little to the east was a different set of tower blocks which I immediately recognised as Hillbrow, supposedly Africa’s most dangerous slum and one area I knew to stay well away from even in the middle of the day. That was why I stuck to the main highways until I reached the safer northern suburbs. It was there, on their leafy streets lined by houses that looked more like mini-compounds, that Elly had directed me to go. 

Getting to the house had been the easy part. Yes it took money and time, but it was pretty straight-forward. The problem would be what happened once I went in. I sat parked on the street outside the address Elly had given me, pondering whether or not to go in. Of course I had no intention of sticking around for several days, giving her a chance to fuck with my mind. I was only going in there to get those photos back, one way or another. Unfortunately I didn’t have any real weapons, but I was bigger than her and I wasn’t above using the threat of violence to solve this problem. 

I couldn’t just barge in though. Her house was very secure with its wall topped by coiled razor-wire and electric fencing, the driveway blocked by a gate. I also had no way of knowing if she was armed herself, or had some security guards. Like pretty much every house in this country there was a sign on her gate that declared “ADT Security: Armed Response” in threateningly large letters. A tap of the panic button and the local rent-a-cops, far more reliable than actual cops, would be racing up the driveway armed with fully automatic weapons. That being the case I decided it was best to watch the house for a bit, get the feel of the place. So I moved my car to the opposite side of the street and parked a couple houses down. I had binoculars to get a closer look and plenty of snack food to keep me going. 

I had been sitting there in my rental car for three hours and was beginning to think I couldn’t take the waiting anymore when something finally happened. The front door of the house opened. I couldn’t see anything else over the wall but that was what I’d been waiting for. The door stayed open for a full minute. When it closed again I was left to wonder if whether she’d simply gone inside or if she and the ‘kids’ were playing in the yard. Could I risk a slow drive past the driveway gate so I could have a look? 

As I considered my options the point became moot anyway. The gate began to slide open. She was coming out after all. I slumped down in my seat, ready to hide myself completely if she came my direction. A mini-van nosed out of the driveway, pulling out far enough to let the gate close behind it. As it sat there I could make out four occupants. Did that mean she did have a body guard, or a partner in crime riding in the front with her? 

The gate closed and the minivan pulled forward, turning away from me and heading up the street. I sat up and jammed down the clutch, starting the car as quickly as I could. The car let off alarming sounds to warn me the hand brake was still on and my seatbelt was undone, such was my hurry. I couldn’t follow too close, but I also didn’t want to lose her. My heart was skipping beats now. I felt like I was in a spy movie of some sort. But the consequences of screwing up were all too real. 

She drove slowly, like a mother with her kids in the car would be expected to. It wasn’t hard to keep up, it was harder to keep far enough back so as not to be spotted. I couldn’t really get close enough to make out just who was in the car. It was only when she turned into the large covered car park of a mall that I began to get my hopes up. 

I followed her into the car park, still trying to keep a little distance, hoping she hadn’t already made me. When she turned down one row I proceeded to the next and turned down it. I was playing a dangerous game now. If she found no spots and went around the next row she’d be coming straight past me and she knew what I looked like. The car park was very full but halfway down the row I saw her indicating left and then pulling into an open park. I accelerated to the same part of my row then stopped and indicated right, as though waiting for someone to pull out. I stopped my car so I could see hers through the space between two parked cars on my left. 

A moment passed then her door opened. Elly was a pretty woman, about five-foot five, skinny, unthreatening in appearance. She was wearing a white halter-top and short blue shorts today, showing off her body but not too dressy for a mall run. She went around to the back while the other occupants remained in the car. I could see she was unloading something big from the boot. She worked on it for a moment, then closed the boot. She came back to the side of the car and I could see what she’d been assembling. It was a pushchair, a stroller for a small child. Except that it clearly wasn’t for a little kid at all. It was obvious that it was too big for that. 

She opened the back door and unbuckled the child within. A second later Eric emerged from the car, holding Elly’s hand as he hopped out onto the pavement. At least he looked happy, like he was really enjoying his reduction to toddlerhood. The young man wore a set of navy bib shortalls, made of corduroy or denim I couldn’t tell. He wore a yellow t-shirt under them with some sort of cartoon motif I couldn’t make out. The legs of his shortalls stopped just below his knees and his legs and bare feet were clearly smooth and hairless. Yet he was smiling, beaming in fact. He seemed perfectly pleased to be led over to the big pushchair and helped into it. He sat there sucking his thumb while Elly strapped him into the contraption and then handed him a sippy-cup of juice which he proceeded to drink using both hands. 

The doors on the other side of the car now opened and Elly beckoned their occupants to join her and Eric. Two more young men appeared beside her. But neither of them appeared to be a bodyguard or co-conspirator. One of them was a blonde young fellow about the same size and build as Eric. He wore a black Batman t-shirt and baggy grey board shorts. His lack of any footwear and his mannerisms told me he was not Elly’s equal, he too was a child now. The other fellow was a bit taller and better built. I could see his arms were muscular and his shoulders broad. His dark hair was buzz-cut in a military style. Yes he looked like the kind of man Elly would keep around as an enforcer, a protector. But his clothing told me immediately that he was no such thing. He wore a bright yellow SpongeBob Square-pants t-shirt and some very baggy jean shorts. More importantly he, like the other two ‘boys,’ was barefoot. 

More than anything this highlighted to me that what was going on here was no act, no game being played by Eric. Watching him sitting there in that big stroller in that silly outfit, grabbing at his dirty feet and playing with his toes, I knew that he was not acting. He didn’t know I was there, couldn’t be dressed up as a show for me. This was his life now. He really had been somehow reduced to the simple mentality of a toddler. And it was clear that he wasn’t alone in that. Elly had mentioned another boy, Benny she’d called him. But who was the third young man? 

**

A big part of me had wanted to follow them into the mall and see how people reacted to the three oversized children. But that would have accomplished nothing. I couldn’t confront her in the mall. I had to do it face to face in her home, where she’d have access to the incriminating photos. But first I needed to know the lay-out of the house and more importantly, whether anyone else was home. So while they did their shopping I hurried back to the house, parked well up the street, donned a baseball cap and sunglasses and headed carefully up the footpath to the gate. 

There was a call button beside the driveway. I hit it and waited. There was no reply. I tried again, and then a third time with the same result. It appeared there really was no one else at home. I looked around the street to see if I was alone. There was no sign of pedestrians, no cars passing by in this quiet residential area. It was time to take action. Over my arm I carried a thick blanket. When I was sure no one was watching I unfolded it and threw it up over the top of the wall, covering the electric fencing and razor wires. Then I pulled myself up and rolled over the top, landing smoothly in the yard. 

It looked like little kids lived here alright. The bikes converted into tricycles, the trampoline, the kiddy pool and super soakers in the lawn. I made a quick circuit of the house, peaking into every window to spot the computers. Then I did the most important thing, I found a thick bush along the wall and chose there to climb back over to the street. But rather than take the blanket with me I carefully picked it up off the wires and let it drop down the other side, landing safely behind the cover of the bush. Now my emergency escape route was secure. 

Chapter 3 Incriminating Evidence



They arrived back an hour later. I was back in my car by then, watching them from a safe distance. It was now or never. I needed those damn photos and if it meant doing stuff I wasn’t proud of, so be it. I had a flight to Kuala Lumpur booked for nine in the evening. I needed to get in there, force her to hand over the photos, smash every hard drive in the place and take photos of what she was doing to Eric and the others to keep her silent in case she’d uploaded copies of the photos to a cloud or kept them somewhere else. Turning her into the local police wasn’t an option. This was a country infamous for its corruption and I had no idea who to trust. This was my career, my life that was on the line. There was no margin for error. 

The kerbing was broken just in front of the spot I’d parked in. After locking the car I removed the loose piece of kerb, removed the Hertz keychain and slid the key into the small hole before replacing the loose slab of concrete over it. I attached the keychain to my own car key and put it back in my pocket. I wasn’t going in there with the key to my only means of escape in my pocket. 

As I walked back along the footpath I was at war with myself. I had no idea how she’d done that to Eric, or the others. There was definitely danger in going in that house, walking right into the lion’s den. Part of me wanted to stop right there, turn around, get in the car and leave while there was still a chance. But then I reminded myself that I’d taken precautions that Eric surely hadn’t thought to take. I knew what I was going into, I was on guard. She wasn’t going to be able to manipulate me the way she did others. I had to go through with it. 

I pressed the call button once again. This time there was only a couple rings before the line clicked and a voice said, “Hello?” 

My voice caught in my throat and I rasped inaudibly. Swallowing hard I forced my heart out of my throat and said, “It’s Aiden. I’ve come.” 

“Oh, lovely. Just come right in,” she replied and the gate began to slide open. 

I headed up the driveway to the front door. I could hear voices calling within and footsteps approaching. The door swung open and I was face to face with Elly, my nemesis. She had a deceptive smile on her face, as though we were really good friends and I’d come over for a cup of tea and a chat or some such nonsense. 

“Come right in Aiden, you must be exhausted after coming all this way.” 

“It was a long flight,” I agreed, heading inside. She closed the door behind me and I had to fight off the urge to run back outside, suppress the panic threatening to ruin my plan. 

“The boys will be so happy to have another new playmate,” she gushed. 

I could have gotten angry about her suggestion that I was there simply as a playmate, but I had to stay focussed, to get information from her, something to use against her. In my pocket I tapped my smart phone, triggering the audio recording app I’d downloaded before boarding my flight. 

“Another playmate?” I asked, trying to sound surprised. 

“Yes well we were joined by Timmy yesterday. He wasn’t really that much fun at first, but he’s been adjusting very nicely.” 

“You mean you’ve drugged him?” I asked directly. 

Her face showed a moment of surprise at my boldness, but it was only for a second. Then she chuckled and said, “Oh, that’s only one little part of the game Aiden. But I wouldn’t want to give it all away at once. Why don’t you come meet the boys.” 

I wasn’t sure if that was good enough evidence. She sounded like she was joking and she didn’t say anything really specific. I needed more damn it. 

We walked into the living room and I was confronted by a sight that was both exciting and disturbing. The muscular young man with the short dark hair was sitting cross-legged on the couch sipping a juice-box and watching some Nickelodeon cartoon I didn’t recognise. He was still wearing the bright yellow SpongeBob t-shirt I’d seen him in earlier, but the baggy jean shorts had been abandoned on the carpet next to the couch. Instead he wore only some simple white underoos with blue piping and adorned with cartoon prints of minions from Despicable Me. 

On any other day the sight of a well-built young fellow dressed like that would have had all my attention. But this was not a normal day, and he barely got a glance from me before my focus was drawn to the other two occupants of the room. They were on the floor, playing on their hands and knees. A pair of tanned bare bottoms presented themselves to me. The young men had smooth, hairless legs extending towards us as they played, the tough dirty soles of their bare feet facing upward. For a moment I forgot why I was even there, I couldn’t look away. 

“Boys, can you say hi to your new friend?” Elly asked in a cheerful tone. 

The man on the couch glanced up and gazed innocently at me, still slurping on the little straw in his juice box. On the floor the two naked young men paused their playing and twisted around to face us, revealing their soft dangling penises in the process. Their faces were innocent, their eyes empty of the intelligence one would expect of such men. Eric seemed to recognise me though. He pointed and declared, “Da ‘puter man!” 

The other man just gaped slack-jawed in silence. But Elly nodded and said, “That’s right Eric. You talked to him on the computer the other day. What a bright boy you are!” 

I watched my old friend light up at the compliment, grinning like an idiot. He rose to a squatting position again, toying with his dangling penis with one hand and picking his nose with the other. The other naked fellow sat back on his bottom and asked, “Who dat?” 

“This is Aiden,” Elly answered for me. “He’s here to play for a bit sweetie,” she explained. 

He seemed to understand now. He smiled just like Eric had and declared, “Wike Timmy!” 

She nodded. “Yes sweetie, like Timmy.” 

I didn’t like the inference that I was here to be like Timmy, since I had no intention of lounging about in cartoon underoos or walking around barefoot in public like a silly little boy. So I shook my head. “Well actually I’m here to have a little talk with your mummy first,” I explained in my deepest, most authoritative voice. 

“Well, we’ll just have to wait and see,” Elly responded. 

The two naked men seemed to know what that meant and they erupted in a fit of giggles, Eric dropping back to his bottom on rolling on his back as he laughed, grabbing his toes and pulling his feet back and forth. Timmy seemed to find this funny as well. He dropped his juice box at last and stood up, facing us. “I like playing now,” he informed us with a smile. His accent was different from Eric’s but not like Elly’s either. I couldn’t place it from the short phrase. 

Elly nodded and walked over to his side, stroking his arm. “I know sweetie, you’re doing a very good job being my helper and playing with the boys.” 

The strapping young man seemed to lap up the praise. “They only little and I’m a big boy so I can help,” he informed me. Yes definitely not South African, maybe even American. 

“Yes, you’re such a big boy,” Elly agreed, rubbing his cheek now. “But even big boys like to play little boy games sometimes.” 

He nodded seriously. “Uh-huh. Sometimes playin’ little is fun.” 

It was impossible not to notice the lengthening of Timmy’s penis. It stretched his underoos to the point I was afraid they might break. Elly noticed it too. 

“Looks like we have a very happy boy here too,” she chuckled. 

Timmy blushed and nodded. “My special undies is stretchy,” he noted. 

“Yes sweetie, isn’t that lovely? All stretchy for your happy pee-pee.” 

He giggled and nodded, cuddling his arms around Elly’s shoulders and resting his head next to hers as she reached out and gripped his erection through the underoos. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. She said nothing to me, nothing to the two adult toddlers who were still sitting right there on the floor watching this display. She only cooed soft words to Timmy, who’s eyes seemed to drift half-closed, glazing over as he moaned in pleasure. I was mesmerised myself, too stunned to speak or move. I just stood there and watched them until the man gasped and jerked his body in a way that told me he’s orgasmed. 

“That’s a good boy,” Elly cooed to him as he breathed deeply, squeezing her tight. 

After another few seconds his eyes returned to normal, though they still seemed a bit glassy to me, and he was released from the embrace. “I done a big sticky,” he admitted freely, giggling. 

“I know honey, I felt it. Now why don’t you play with the boys while I talk to your new playmate.” 

Timmy nodded and dropped down to his hands and knees beside the grown tots, ignoring us ‘grown-ups’ now that he’d had his release. I just kept thinking about what Elly had said earlier, that he’d arrived here just yesterday. What had happened to him to transform him so quickly? I followed Elly into the kitchen. The boys were still in view, but out of earshot. Time for some grown-up talk alright.

“Would you like something to drink? Maybe some juice?” Elly offered. 

“No thanks,” I said. How stupid did she think I was? I’d seen what she was capable of already. She’d as much as admitted to drugging them and now she thinks I’ll let her just pour me a nice big glass of drugged mind altering juice so I can be cuddled up with Timmy in a nice soft pair of underoos all my own? 

She shrugs, not seeming to act as if my refusal troubles her. I wonder what her game is. I feel like everything around me is a potential threat. “Why don’t you at least take your shoes off, get more comfortable,” she suggests. 

I notice she’s wearing socks but the boys are barefoot, always barefoot in fact. Is there something soaked in the carpet? Something absorbed through the skin? Maybe I take off my shoes, wiggle my toes in the carpet and a few moments later I’ve got them in my mouth, reduced to a mindless toe-muncher like Eric. It scares me but thrills me at the same time. I know I’m letting my imagination run wild, but I can’t help it, I’ve read too many stories. 

“No, I’m good with them on,” I reply coolly. 

She frowns now. “Are you sure sweetie? All my little ones like the feeling of bare feet. It reminds them that they’re little, lets everyone know they’re just silly little children. Timmy was reluctant at first too, but now look at him,” she says, looking at the muscular man now creeping on the carpet with a toy airplane in his hand. I notice that the soles of his feet are as grubby as the other boys’. 

“I’m not a little kid and I don’t plan to end up like that either,” I warn her. 

“But you can’t deny it excites you,” she retorts, not missing a beat. 

For the first time I’m speechless. I hadn’t expected such directness. She continues without waiting for my reply. “Seeing the boys like this arouses you doesn’t it? It makes you all hard in your undies. You know full well you want to join them, lose your shoes, lose your pants… lose all your clothes. Just get down on your hands and knees and play, pee-pee swinging bare and free, not a care in the world.” 

She was good, damned good. I had to give her that. But if I was smiling, it was because she was giving me so much incriminating evidence. It would have been so much easier if I’d just recorded my first video chat with her. But then I didn’t know what I was about to see and there was no way she’d have given me a second bite at that. But I needed more, I needed her to admit she did this to them. 

“So you think they’re happy like this? Reduced to babbling naked toddlers?” 

“Well of course I do silly. I did them a favour, letting them finally achieve their ultimate fantasy. Others aren’t so scrupulous in their choices. I only choose those who want it. It makes it easier on the both of us.” 

“Others?” I repeated. 

She waved a hand dismissively. “That’s not important.” 

“So how exactly do you ruin their adult minds, leave them so completely reduced to toddlers?” I asked, finally pushing for the clearly incriminating line. 

She paused and I wondered if I’d been too obvious, if she would rip open my shirt and look for a wire any second. 

“The process is a bit different for each of them. But what you really want to know is how I plan to make you just like them, how I’m going to make your big, intelligent, complex thoughts all go bye-byes, make all your modesty and inhibitions just float away so you can be a happy little jaybird like Eric and Benny, peeing in the yard and doing poopies in the potty while singing along to Barney. And that is a secret that I cannot reveal. There’s only one way to find out I’m afraid.”

That was nearly it. She’s described exactly what she was going to do, but there was still one little snag. “And it doesn’t matter that Eric didn’t want any of this, that you wiped his mind against his will. You think you can do the same to me even though I will fight it every step of the way?” 

She laughed. She was actually laughing at the question. “It doesn’t matter what your conscious mind wants silly boy. It only matters what you need, deep down inside. I can look inside you and know just what you really desire, no matter what you may say.” 

It wasn’t perfect, but it would have to be enough. I could see I wasn’t going to get a better admission of guilt that that. Now it was time to stop playing nice, time to get what I came for. I made my right hand into a fist, preparing to do what I had to. But then she stepped forward with sudden speed. I lurched back but found myself hard against the kitchen wall. She pushed uncomfortably close to me and before I knew it she’d jammed her hand into my pants and had her fingers cupped around my penis.

“My, you are a happy boy,” she declared. 

I hadn’t even realised how horny I was until that moment. I actually did have a raging erection and there was instant pleasure as she touched it. She wasn’t fondling it, only feeling it was there, like a mother checking her baby boy’s nappy for wetness. But I was so focussed on that, so frozen in shame, that I didn’t realise her other hand was in my front pocket until she pulled my phone out. My eyes widened and she withdrew her hand from my crotch, moving quickly back. She was holding all my evidence now. I couldn’t allow that. I had never hit a girl in my life, but this bitch was no little girl. 

“Now hold on one second Aiden,” she warned, seeing the violent intent in my eyes. “There’s one thing you have to know before you do anything else.” 

I paused, wondering if this was a stalling tactic or not. “What?!” I demanded angrily. 

“None of your photos are here. They’re all on a cloud already. And unless I enter an abort code every twelve hours they will automatically upload to the internet and be e-mailed to everyone on your contacts list. So you can hurt me if you want, but your reputation, your life will be ruined.” 

My heart was skipping beats again. I was surely hyperventilating. My plans were ruined, absolutely fucking ruined. I was at her mercy and she knew it. My arms dropped to my side, fists unclenching. She could see the look of defeat and it made her smile again. She pocketed my phone, the only real evidence of her duplicity, the only proof she wasn’t just the doting carer for two mentally challenged young men who’d had unfortunate mental breakdowns, the proof that she was the one who broke them. 

“Now I’ll make you a new deal Aiden, since you clearly aren’t too amenable to the original one.” 

“What’s that?” 

“You’re very excited about all this, you can’t deny it. So here’s my deal. Down the hall, first door on the right, is the boys’ bedroom. There’s a dresser against the wall. The top two drawers have outfits for bigger boys. You get changed into them, including the underoos. No more shoes, but I’ll even let you keep your socks on if you really insist. Then you come back out here and play with the boys for the rest of the afternoon. If you can keep from making a sticky squirt in your undies until sunset I’ll let you go and delete all the photos.” 

I’d been suspicious about the undies since I’d first seen Timmy wearing them. I didn’t relish putting them on now, exposing my erection to whatever ‘special’ material was woven into them. But what choice did I have? I had to remind myself that I wasn’t in a story, there was no magical material that regressed people here and Elly was no mad scientist. I had to make all this effort worthwhile. I couldn’t risk regression just to keep my name clear, I had to bring her down, and that meant I needed my phone. She probably just took it to keep me from contacting anyone, she couldn’t know I’d been recording her or she would have already smashed the phone to pieces. 

“Okay, I’ll do it. But if I make it, I want my phone back too,” I said. 

Elly thought about this for a moment, then nodded. “Okay, that’s a deal. Now go get changed.” 


Chapter 4 Self-restraint 

The boys’ room was a mess of spilled toys, discarded blankies and stuffed animals and clothes. I nearly fell over when I stepped on a Tickle Me Elmo that launched into a recorded greeting. But I found the dresser and looked through the top drawers, picking out the least offensive outfit I could. It was tough because there were so many things here that were my dream to wear. If this had been a normal playdate this would have been a treasure trove of outfits. I even opened the lower drawers and shuddered with longing at the corduroys, the shortalls, the fuzzy blue onesie jammies. 

I changed quickly, in case the boys came back. The last thing I wanted was for them to see me naked. First I switched out my smart navy polo shirt for a red t-shirt adorned with a cartoon character dribbling a basketball. Next I pulled on the underoos. These tighty whities had thick red piping and were decorated with Spiderman decals. Oddly though, the inside was made of different material. It was soft, fluffy flannel that felt just delightful against my still erect penis. In my head I repeated over and over that this wasn’t Parkdale, this was Johannesburg and the undies were just made of normal soft materials. Then I slipped on some orange board shorts, annoyed they fell well below my knees, a style reserved for very young boys these days, but resigned to putting up with it. There were only a few hours until sunset. I could do this. I had to. 

With each step I felt the soft material of the underoos rub against my stiffy. This was going to be harder than I thought. No wonder she called them special undies. Why couldn’t I shake the feeling that there was some drug in the material that I was absorbing right now, something to wipe my mind of all my intelligence? Unfortunately thoughts like that only made my stiffy get harder. This did not bode well at all. 

Elly was naturally delighted at my new attire. She looked me up and down and declared that I was a very handsome little boy. I could have retaliated, but it would have been futile. I was stuck playing her game for now, but soon the tables would be turned. 

“The boys have gone out back to play,” she informed me. 

That explained the empty living room. “You want me to join them,” I said. 

“Yes, of course. And please, try to have fun. You won’t have another opportunity like this so enjoy it.” 

Enjoy it, yeah right. I frowned and headed out the sliding glass door onto her deck. A medium-sized backyard was surrounded by two metre walls and electric fencing. It was like a prison yard, but without the guard tower and filled with children’s toys. The two jaybirds were playing in a sandpit next to a swings and slide play set. Benny had a Tonka bulldozer he was pushing through the sand and Eric was simply sitting on his butt scooping sand into his hands and letting it escape between his fingers. Timmy was climbing on the slide, not interested in what the ‘littler’ boys were doing. 

I made my way over to the sand pit, taking the opportunity to engage with the boys a bit more. It seemed silly even to me to be walking through the grass and into sand with my socks on but I couldn’t escape the niggling fear that the carpet or the sand were somehow tainted and would lead to mental deterioration. So I sat on the edge of the sandbox and watched as the two young men paused their play to look up at me. They barely even gave me a glance though. I was just some grown-up, nothing to pay attention to. So I knelt closer to Eric and said, “Hey buddy, what you doing there?” 

He looked up at me, his eyes trusting and innocent now. “Got thand,” he told me simply. 

“Yeah, I see that. You like playing in the sand?” 

He nodded wordlessly. 

“That’s nice. It’s fun to play isn’t it?” 

Another nod and a little smile. 

“I like playing too. But my favourite game is driving my car. Have you ever done that? Ever drive a car?” 

He shakes his head now, smiling even wider. “Das siwwy!” he declares. 

“Silly? Why is that silly?” I ask, keeping my tone light and happy, smiling back at him. 

“Too widdle!” he shouts, as if I’m the one being stupid. 

“But you don’t look that little to me,” I pointed out. “Look you’re even taller and bigger than your mummy.” 

Eric looked down at his body in confusion. Had I broken through? Made him begin to see through whatever spell she’d put on him? 

He shook his head again. “Me tall. Mummy big,” he tried to explain. 

I understood all too well. Eric didn’t see the word ‘big’ as related to size. It meant intelligent and responsible. Little meant dumb and dependent. So Elly was big and he was little. 

“But I thought you used to be big?” I said with mock surprise. “When did you get all little?” 

Eric looked even more confused now. After a moment he said, “Not get widdle. Boys get biggah.” 

It was clear he had no memory of a time when he was an adult. To him this was all perfectly normal. There was no point bothering with Benny as he had surely been in this diminished mental state even longer. 

“Okay buddy, have fun playing,” I said, standing back up. As I did so my penis rubbed hard against the soft, lovely fabric of the underoos. I’d grown an even bigger erection talking to Eric, hearing his simple responses, seeing just how far he’d fallen. I needed to be careful, I was getting too close to the point of no return. I couldn’t risk blowing it now, literally. 

Timmy was sitting in one of the swings, his bare legs wagging back and forth, soles of his feet brushing through the short grass as he sang some meaningless song to himself. I dropped into the other swing and gave him a smile. “You mind if I play too?” I asked. 

He shrugged and said, “S’okay.” 

“So you just got here yesterday?” I asked. 

“Uh-huh.” 

He looked pretty out of it, so I decided not to waste any time. “How come you came? Did Elly make you?” 

“Who’s Elly?” he asked. 

“The blonde lady, the once taking care of you.” 

“Oh… but she’s mummy,” he replied, sounding confused. 

I didn’t want him getting side-tracked, we could deal with identities later. “Whatever, her name isn’t important. Did she threaten you? Did she make you come here to play?” 

Timmy blinked and seemed to be using his head for the first time since I’d laid eyes on him. After a long, painful pause he gave me a hesitant nod. “She... she had photos,” he stammered. 

“You gave them to Eric, right? And she threatened to out you.” 

He nodded, the look of innocence and playfulness gone. “My family’s religious, they wouldn’t understand.” 

“You’re American?” 

He shook his head. “Canadian.” 

“Sorry, hard to tell the accents apart.” 

“It’s fine. I just… oh I…” he trailed off as he seemed to notice what he was wearing for the first time, the lack of any pants, the cartoon underoos. I could see the redness growing in his cheeks, the shame showing as his body language changed. 

“It’s okay, you’re still better off than them,” I assured him, gesturing to the nude men still romping happily in the sandbox. 

His embarrassment didn’t seem to abate though. “I dunno what I was thinkin’. Mummy… Elly, she made me wear these special undies and I was so… y’know, happy, in them. Things just got out of hand so fast.” 

“So it was the undies that did it?” I asked, growing worried as I was now in them too and there was nobody here to snap me out of it the way I was doing for Timmy. 

He shrugged. “I… I really don’t know. It’s all kinda foggy n’ stuff. I still feel sorta out of it, like my head’s all cottony.” 

“What about your shoes? Did she make you take them off?” 

“No… um, maybe. I think I wanted them off after a bit. I think she said I’d be more comfy that way and I was. Mummy was right cuz it is better bein’ barefooted. Boys is s’posed to go barefooted” he added, his voice brightening a bit. 

“Timmy, you know she isn’t really your mummy right?” 

The glassiness faded from his eyes again and he blushed. “Oh yeah… I know that. I just feel confused y’know.” 

His grip on reality seemed tenuous at best. I could see it wouldn’t take much to send him back to la-la land. Without my help he’d probably be skipping around the yard bare bottomed himself by tomorrow. Unfortunately he hadn’t really given me a clear answer about what had started his decline. “I get it buddy. Just try to stay focussed, keep repeating who you really are in your head.” 

He nodded but didn’t look that confident. I had other suggestions but Elly’s voice calling for us to come for a snack cut me off. The younger boys raced straight up to the deck to collect their ice blocks. Timmy’s eyes seemed a bit too wide and eager at the sight of them as well. He walked to the deck and accepted his without much fuss, but as he struggled to open the wrapper he began to pout. 

“You okay sugar?” Elly cooed. 

“It’s hard to open,” he complained. 

“Oh, let mummy get that for you then,” she said, reaching out for it. 

But Timmy pulled it away sharply. “Is not supposed to be tricky! I’m a big boy. Not s’posed to be dumb like them!” he shouted. 

Benny and Eric stared wide eyed at this display as they sat on their bums on the deck. Benny looked angry at the slight but Eric just looked interested, unable to fully comprehend what Timmy was saying. Elly seemed a bit surprised by the reaction for a second then she regrouped and changed tactics. “I think you’ve been talking to a naughty boy who wants to get you in trouble,” she said, looking over at me. 

Timmy followed her gaze and seemed desperate to explain. “No, he not naughty. You made me dumb, you…”

“That’s a very mean tone to take with mummy,” she cut him off. “If you were really a big boy we could have a nice talk about what’s wrong, but if you’re going to yell like a silly little toddler having a tantrum you can just go straight to the naughty corner and be by yourself till you calm down.” 

The muscular man looked absolutely distraught by the threat of the naughty corner. “No! I not a dumb baby! This your fault,” he insisted, looking like he might actually throw a tantrum now. 

“Mummy isn’t going to listen to silly naughty babies who yell. And silly babies don’t get big boy toys like Tony Truck.” 

Now Timmy’s face drained of colour and he began to actually tear up. “I’m not a dumb baby!” he yelled. 

Elly shrugged. “I really don’t know Timmy. If you’re too little to talk things out then maybe you’re too little for a big boy thing like Tony Truck. You might need to play with silly rings or blocks like Eric.” 

Timmy shook his head. “No, I big boy mummy! I c’n play with Tony!” 

“Are you sure? You won’t go putting him in your mouth like silly little Eric?” 

“No mummy! I good, I take care of my toys,” Timmy promised. 

“Well, okay then. But you be a good boy and share with your little brothers if they want to play too.”

“I will. But they’re just babies so they won’ wanna play with Tony,” he sneered. 

Elly stepped briefly into the house and returned seconds later with a brightly coloured plastic toy truck with a smiling face on the grill. It was obviously a toy for a pre-schooler but Timmy looked overjoyed as she slipped it into his hands. Timmy beamed and dropped instantly to his hands and knees, pushing his toy around the wooden boards. It was only a few moments before he stopped and rested back on his haunches, pressing both his hands into his crotch and beginning to stroke. 

“Oh my god,” I whispered, stunned both by his quick reversion to pre-schooler behaviour and his obvious decision to pleasure himself in front of everyone. 

Elly stepped closer to me, leaning over so she could whisper in my ear. “This is always a fun part to watch,” Elly told me. “As soon as he got down there playing with his little toy he’s realised just how little and dumb he’s become. But without a naughty boy to chastise him about it, instead of getting angry it’s triggered something else inside him. He’s so horny he can’t help but play with himself.”

“There’s something on the toy isn’t there?” I demanded. “Something to make him change so suddenly.” 

She just shrugged again, leaving me to wonder. Timmy’s breathing was growing deeper, louder, he was thrusting more quickly. Eric and Benny were facing him, getting the full show. They didn’t seem to mind. Benny was sucking his thumb, entranced by the muscular man’s actions. Eric seemed to think it was funny. He grinned and toyed with his own flaccid penis in imitation. 

“You could join him you know,” Elly whispered to me. 

“What!?”

“It would be a wonderful bonding experience, making your stickies together, side-by-side. Benny and Eric do it often. You know how boys like to copy each other. Just think of the wonderful release it would bring you, to give in that way, to know your place was here with Timmy and to experience such lovely pleasure as it happened.” 

“You’re nuts. There’s no way I’d do that,” I snapped at her, hoping she couldn’t see the stiffy tenting out my board shorts. 

“Ugh…ahh….” Timmy’s grunts of pleasure ended that debate. He was done, and in more ways than one. His energy spent, he rested back onto his bottom, picking up the toy truck again… and jamming the corner into his mouth. 

Elly crouched next to him and patted his hair. “Did someone make a big creamy?” she cooed. “Are there creamies in those undies?” 

He let the toy escape his lips. “Done stickies!” he announced brightly. 

“Oh my, can we have a look?” she asked, pulling his arm to draw him into a standing position. 

Timmy nodded and I could see his face now. It had changed from just a minute or two earlier. It somehow looked more relaxed, his eyes had lost that spark of intelligence that even a young boy has. Elly patted the front of his underoos and he made no sign he found her touch embarrassing, he just looked curious himself. “Oh my, that does feel warm. Can you show us your stickies? Is that okay?” she asked him again to be sure. 

Timmy nodded clearly. “Got stickies,” he said, this time telling me. 

I could only nod back as Elly reached down and snaked her thumb into the elastic band of his Despicable Me underoos before yanking them down to his ankles and off his feet. He was now naked from the belly-button down. The tall, muscular young man’s penis was already going soft, it’s white gooey load plastered across his lower tummy. Timmy didn’t seem bothered by his exposure at all. He’d been pleading that he wasn’t a dumb toddler just moments ago, but now he looked down at his dangling exposed penis and grinned like an idiot, scooping up some goo on his fingers and offering it to Elly like a gift. She batted his hand away playfully and declared, “Icky! You silly messy boy.” 

Timmy chuckled in delight at her insult and rocked from side to side like an impatient little tot while she inspected the damage. “Yep, you made a big creamy alright,” she finally announced. 

“Awll gone,” Timmy stated. 

“Yep, and since you’ve made a mess of your undies I think you might as well stay nakey like your brothers,” Elly advised. 

Timmy didn’t seem upset by that at all. There were no arguments about that being for babies this time. “Nakey bum!” he cheered instead. And a minute later I saw that my earlier thought about Timmy’s weakness had underestimated Elly’s power a lot. It hadn’t taken another day after all, Timmy’s shirt lay abandoned by the sandpit and he skipped and ran and rolled about the backyard just as naked as the other boys. 

Witnessing this show was hard, in more ways than one. Every step I took caressed my stiffy, but I’d seen where that led now. I had no idea what the mechanism was, only that orgasm spelled doom in this house. I spent the next two hours certain that Elly would grab my crotch at any moment and help me get a special release of my own. But that didn’t happen. Instead she simply made the boys dinner and managed to corral the three feral naked young men into the living room and get them into their seats. It wasn’t a perfectly neat dinner. All three took to standing or squatting on their seats more than actually sitting in them. They crawled around under the table, leant way across it so their unrestrained pee-pees came dangerously close to brushing against food. They mostly ate with their fingers and wore a certain amount of their meals on their faces, chests and tummies by the end. But it was about the best she could have hoped for and she dutifully and lovingly cleaned their faces and front-sides with wet naps at the end. 

“You enjoy that?” she finally asked once the ‘boys’ were back down in front of the TV with a Disney movie on to distract them. 

“If you mean did I cream my undies like Timmy, then no.” 

Elly smirked. “You’re a tough one, I’ll give you that. From the photos and chat logs I thought you’d give me no more fight than Timmy over there. He was already watching toons and sucking his thumb by this time yesterday.” 

“Is that your version of a compliment?” 

“No Aiden, it’s just a statement of fact. I’m sorry that you’re so resistant. I think I could really make you happy if you let me.” 

“You want to be my mummy?” 

“Something like that,” she answered vaguely. 

I shook my head. “You aren’t set up to deal with four big toddlers here. Hell, you’re not set up for three. I don’t know what you’re playing at here, but it ain’t running a nursery.” 

She glanced out the window, at the orange and purple sky. “Well, it doesn’t really matter what I’m up to anymore does it? You’ve made it to sunset and a deal’s a deal. You’re free to go. I’ll delete the chat logs and images.”

I looked out the window, stunned that sunset had arrived already. I hadn’t even noticed it getting darker, I was so absorbed with watching the naked young men making a mess of their meal. But I’d made it. I’d survived my trial of self-control. Now, I could get the hell out of here without having to resort to my escape blanket. I thought about getting changed before leaving but I didn’t want to delay another moment in this house, with all the temptation to touch myself and end up a slobbering imbecile like the others. I had more clothes to wear in the car anyway. But there was one thing I wasn’t leaving here without. 

“I need my phone back,” I said, holding out my hand. “For the GPS,” I added. 

She didn’t move right away. She seemed to be considering my request. Did she know what I really wanted? No, she didn’t, because after a brief hesitation she went into her bedroom and returned a moment later with my phone. I powered it up and checked that all my Apps were still there and it was definitely my phone. Nothing seemed awry. 

“Thanks.” 

“No problem. I just wish you’d reconsider. Once you leave there is no coming back. You lose your only opportunity to live your fantasy,” she warned. 

“I understand that,” I told her simply, and walked straight across the living room and out the door without looking back. 

Back out in the air I felt better already. My erection was already lessening, but it would be much better when I got to my car and stripped off these little kid clothes. As I walked down the footpath to the driveway I pulled my phone back out. It was time to check on the evidence I’d collected on her, in case she didn’t delete her dirt on me and tried to extort me again later. 

I swiped through the lock screen and thumbed the recording app. In an instant my screen was lit with the brightest collection of swirling lights. What the hell was that? Some kind of computer virus? Was it destroying all the data I’d recorded, or wiping my whole phone? For an instant I felt panic and anger. But then I felt a new sensation, a feeling of relaxation and calm. It was the swirling light. It seemed to pour into my mind through my eyes, filling me with peace and happiness. For a moment something told me I should look away. But I couldn’t. It was just too lovely to watch. And then I couldn’t recall why I’d wanted to stop watching. I could just stare into the pool of light forever. I felt like I was falling into the light and then came a sensation of intense, overpowering drowsiness followed by deep sleep. 


Chapter 5 Bonding 


I’m back inside when I wake up. Back inside? Was I outside? It’s hard to recall. My memories don’t seem to be linear at all. I can’t quite place how I got here. I know I’m in South Africa. I’m at Elly’s place. She’s helping me with something. It’s something very important. But I can’t for the life of me recall what. 

I’m sitting on the couch. I’m still wearing my baggy orange board shorts. They’re very comfy against my skin, almost as good as the special undies I can feel against my thingy. Those are really nice. But other things are missing. My shirt is gone. I clearly recall putting on a t-shirt with the shorts when I got changed. What had I been changing out of? Don’t know. But Elly said these big boy clothes would be just perfect for me. So where’s my big boy shirt? And that’s not all that’s missing. I can feel the soft thick carpet under my feet. I definitely had socks on earlier. I didn’t want them off for some reason. That was definitely a strong feeling, but the reason was missing once again. 

“I see you’re finally up, you sleepy boy,” Elly says cheerily as she sits down on the couch beside me. Had she been here long? I’m not sure. It’s like my memory was a piece of paper that someone had burnt lots of little holes into. 

“Why am I here Elly?” I asked straight away. 

“You were sleepy after all your play and that big dinner, so you lied down on the couch for a nap. It’s okay, even big boys need a nap sometimes.” 

“No, no, I mean why am I here? At your house?” I explained. 

“Oh well you came to visit with your buddy Eric remember. He’d been very stressed and decided to take a break from being a big person and you came to see how he was enjoying his rest and to relax a bit yourself.” 

Suddenly it all came back to me. I remembered seeing Eric all dumb and little on the computer and wanting to come here to see him myself. Again it felt like there were gaps in those memories, important data missing from them. But I was sure of one thing. Eric really was all dumb and babyish. I’d arrived and found him creeping around the house and even the yard buck naked and babbling like a toddler, and that made me very horny. I was still very horny in fact. But there were other, smaller mysteries to solve before worrying about that. 

“So what happened to my shirt and my socks? I know I had ‘em on before.” 

Elly gave me a silly chuckle that made me feel like I’d been foolish even to ask the question. “Well you wanted to be more comfy for your nap silly. And besides you’d got your shirt a bit messy at dinner and you’ve seen how the other boys have no use for shoes and socks anymore.” 

That was true, I clearly recalled seeing their dirty bare feet, even seeing them going to the mall that way. I didn’t remember my shirt being dirty but it had to be true, Elly said so. I knew I could trust her. It was one of the strongest feelings I had, Elly was here to help me and I had to trust her. There was one niggling issue though. As much as it aroused me to see Eric and his other friends acting like toddlers it was important that Elly understood I didn’t want to be like them, I just wanted to roleplay, in private. “But I’m not little like them,” I asserted. “I still need shoes for going out.” 

“Well of course silly-billy. But you aren’t going out anywhere tonight,” she countered. 

No of course I wasn’t. I didn’t need shoes or socks for inside. The carpet was awfully soft and comfy anyway, just like my undies. Which reminded me of something. “Elly, I’m really excited and I got a big stiffy,” I told her. For a second I wondered if that was something I shouldn’t have shared. But she smiled and didn’t seem upset at all, so I guess it was okay. 

Elly put her arm around my bare shoulders and her skin was warm and so soft on mine. I let my head rest against her shoulder and felt so comfy. “That’s okay Aiden, you’ve had a very exciting day,” she whispered to me. “Seeing your buddy Eric all little and playful and so happy has made you feel good too. You know he loves making big sticky squirts with his pee-pee and since he’s little he doesn’t get embarrassed about it at all. Doesn’t that sound nice?” 

I nodded silently, that did sound nice, getting to make stickies and not being embarrassed about it at all. 

“He goes around all nakey-bummed anyway so it’s not like he worries about privacy. We can all see the creamies when he does his squirts and he just giggles his head off. Must be nice being so free, eh?” 

“Uh-huh.” It sounded great. Eric was so lucky to be so free. 

“I can see your happy pee-pee too sweetie,” Elly whispered ever so softly. “Would you like me to help you the way I help Eric sometimes?” 

“Mmmhmm,” I murmured, nodding. Did I ever! 

I felt her hand slip under the elastic waist of the shorts. But it stayed outside the underoos, gripping my shaft and stroking, gently at first, feathering it from top to bottom, then harder and deeper. All the while she cooed to me that I was doing a good job, being a good boy for her. And it was so perfect, so delightful… I came like I could never recall doing before. It was such a powerful rush. My whole body went into spasm as I rode the wave of endorphins. 

“Good boy, what a good boy,” Elly said, stroking my hair and my cheek as I cuddled into her arms. 

We watched cartoons together for the next couple hours. It was already quite late, I must have had a long nap. The other boys had already gone night-nights. That was fine with me. I loved cuddling with Elly and just feeling so safe with her there. The cartoons were so funny too! I couldn’t recall being so amused by them in a long time. But eventually it was night-nights time for me too and Elly helped me change out of my shorts and into fresh undies. I liked these ones cuz they had Ninja Turtles on them and they’re really cool. 

Elly said that was all I needed and I could take a bath tomorrow. I didn’t say anything cuz I didn’t wanna upset her but I’m too big for baths anyway. Elly led me to my room, but I saw that it wasn’t just for me. There were two big beds. I could see Eric and Benny cuddled together in one of them. Elly led me by the hand to the other. Timmy was lying in this bed, cuddling a soft blue bunny under his arm and sucking his thumb as he slept. 

“Do I gotta sleep with him?” I asked, not really wanting to share with another boy. 

“Sorry honey, but there aren’t any other beds,” Elly apologised. 

Hesitantly I climbed in and got under the covers. Timmy roused a bit at all the movement, opening his bleary eyes and looking at me. He was here to play with Eric too. He’d come to relax and be silly just like me. That I remembered clearly. He was wearing a pair of thick underoos just like mine and that was all. It made me feel close to him, our shared pyjamas choice. And it was especially nice when Elly pulled up the covers and kissed me on the cheek, telling me to have sweet dreams. As she left she turned some music on and also this light globe that projected swirling colour patterns on the ceiling. I had only just had my nap, but as I watched the lights swirl and listened to the gentle music I felt exhausted again and in no time I was deeply asleep. 

Chapter 6 Just Pretend 


I woke up to the feeling of warm skin pressed against my own. Timmy and I had become entangled as we slept. Now we were locked in a close embrace, cheek to cheek, arms and legs interlocked. He was much bigger than me though, his powerful arms and legs seeming to envelop me, giving me a strangely arousing sense of littleness and safety. Timmy’s eyes fluttered open as well, perhaps roused by my movements. 

“Mow-ning,” he chirped, planting a big wet kiss on my cheek. I instantly understood that he’d succeeded in relaxing completely like Eric, becoming truly little. I felt so happy for him and I felt something else, growing arousal. 

Timmy was already aroused himself. Our pee-pees were pushed together in this position and his was brushing against mine through our identical sets of special undies. Slowly I felt Timmy begin to grind back and forth. It brought instant pleasure. This wasn’t something good boys did, was it? No this was naughty, but it also felt so nice, so right. I began to rub mine back and forth too, doubling the nice feelings. Timmy smiled and giggled. He was enjoying it too. In the back of my mind there was a niggling concern that this was all wrong, that I didn’t do this with other boys, and that stickies were bad, very bad. But the sensations of pleasure were too powerful. We embraced tighter, humping our crotches together, a tangle of flesh. And then a glorious rush was accompanied by the feeling of warm goo filling my undies. Moments later warmth spread from another angle as Timmy creamed his underoos as well. 

As the pleasure abated I felt undeniably less focussed, like some empty space had opened up in my head and some important things had gone away to create that opening. But that wasn’t really worrying, it felt nice, like it was natural and nothing to be worried about. That niggling little discomfort in the back of my mind was completely gone now. After all I’d come here to play and relax, right? 

Timmy climbed out of bed and, discovering Benny and Eric were already up and out of the bedroom, hurried off to find his playmates. I didn’t like being left alone either though. Being alone felt wrong, even a little scary. I climbed out of the bed myself, feeling the lovely soft carpet under my toes again. There’s a brief instant where I look at the dresser and wonder what clothes I should wear today. But that thought is quickly replaced by the thought of seeing the other boys and getting breakfast. I hurry out of the room in my undies. 

I can hear the other boys down the hallway. I find them all in the kitchen. Timmy’s Superman underoos are lying abandoned on the floor. He must have discarded them when he saw Benny and Eric had already abandoned whatever jammies they’d had. All three young men were now nakey again. Benny was showing off his skill at climbing the entryway to the living room, reaching up to touch the ceiling. Timmy hopped up and down so he could touch the ceiling too, his pee-pee flapping wildly, his heavy feet pounding the floor. Eric just sat on his bottom watching them, nibbling idly on the tips of his toes and giggling at their adventures. I looked over their bare bodies, the dangling genitalia and then down at the Ninja Turtles adorning my crotch, hiding my private parts. Should I take off my undies too? It didn’t feel right to be the only boy worried about hiding my privates while they clearly hadn’t even a concept of privacy. What did that kind of freedom feel like? 

“You okay there sweetie?” 

Mummy interrupted my thoughts. She looked so pretty this morning. For some reason just thinking of her name, Mummy, made me feel radiantly happy. Maybe I should ask her if I can take off my undies too. She’d know if it was okay, even though I’m clearly a much bigger boy than the others. They’re all just silly toddlers now, even Timmy. But I don’t ask her. I don’t need to ask because I know it’s a stupid question. I’m a big boy, not a dumb toddler. I really shouldn’t even be running around with my undies showing. But then no one would get to see my ninja turtles. What’s the point of putting them on big boy undies if no one gets to see them? So no, that must be okay at least. But nakey is a no-no, that’s for stupid babies only. 

“I’m okay mummy,” I tell her instead. “Wan’ my breakfast.” 

She smiled warmly at me. “Of course, my big boy needs a full tummy. We’ve got a busy day.” 

I take the seat she’s pulled out for me at the table. “What we doin’ today mummy?” I ask her, curious. 

“Oh lots of fun things sweetie. Things to help you relax more and be a good boy.” 

That’s right, I was supposed to be relaxing, playing with Eric and the others. I felt much clearer about that now. 

“Did you make some stickies for me this morning honey?” mummy asked as she beat some eggs in a silver bowl. 

“Uh-huh!” I chirped instantly. I hadn’t even thought about holding such info back as private. My response had been instinctive. 

“Good boy! I saw that Timmy’s big boy undies got all creamy and I was hoping you’d had a fun morning as well.” 

Her praise made me feel even better about what we’d done. It had felt naughty before but it couldn’t be or mummy wouldn’t be so happy. “My undies creamy too,” I told her. 

“Oh really? Would you like to show me?” she asked, pausing her cooking. 

But now I shook my head. “Too big for that mummy,” I reminded her. 

“Oh of course,” she replied, going back to cooking. 

I wasn’t a dumb toddler and mummy knew that. In fact I wasn’t really even a boy at all, that was just pretend. I was really a big grown-up man. How weird that I’d almost forgotten that for a second there. But mummy knew that, so there was no need to tell her. It was fun to pretend I was just a boy and mummy was so nice for letting me. 

Breakfast was especially yummy. I used my fork and knife cuz I’m big and I only got a little syrup on my chin and a few drops on my chest and tummy. The other boys got real messy using their fingers and mummy had to clean them up afterwards. I could tell it was hard on her having to deal with four boys and I felt naughty for pretending so much. “I can help with that,” I offered, standing up as she tried to clean Eric’s face while he squirmed and whined. 

“No Aiden, mummy has this. You be a good boy and sit for me,” she directed. 

“But mummy I can help,” I insisted. 

“No Aiden, that’s not your job. If you want to help mummy you can sit on your bum and play with your brothers,” she ordered. 

I didn’t like being told I couldn’t help, but mummy wanted me to pretend better, so I went over to where Timmy and Benny were playing on the floor and sat on my bum with them. Mummy had already cleaned their faces and now they were occupied with some matchbox cars. Benny reached out and offered me one when I sat. He was a nice boy. I took it with a nod. The toy was a bit sticky from his syrupy fingers but I didn’t mind. It had flames on the sides and looked real cool. 

I barely even noticed when Eric joined us. My car was so cool. I imagined it was in a cool chase movie and the cops were after the bank robbers who’d taken the car. It raced through the streets, sliding around bends in a cloud of smoke. Bang-bang, the robbers shot out the windows at the police, but they couldn’t shake them. It could only end in a massive crash. I gave the robber car a fantastic shove and watched it skitter across the tile floor and right into a couple of Timmy’s cars. 

“Don’t!” Timmy snapped, an angry expression suddenly on his face. He grabbed up my car and held it tight. 

I didn’t like being told off. I extended my open hand. “Give it back,” I demanded. 

He shook his head. “Mine!” he declared. 

My temper flared instantly. That wasn’t his! I’d been playing with it. “No! Dat’s mine! Give it!” I roared back. 

Timmy clapped it tight between both his hands. He wasn’t gonna play fair. He was just a stupid little baby, sitting there with his pee-pee dangling all free cuz he didn’t even wear undies. The stupid baby didn’t deserve any big boy toys. He’d probably put my cool robber car in his mouth and ruin it, just like Eric was gnawing on a yellow toy school bus right now. I reached out and grabbed one of his toys and smiled defiantly. 

Timmy pouted, his lips quivering. I could tell he was on the verge of tears. Good, he deserved it, stupid cry-baby. 

“What’s going on here?” 

Mummy was standing above us, drying off her hands with a tea towel. She didn’t look happy with our spat. I quickly pointed to Timmy. “He took my car,” I explained. 

“Mine!” Timmy screeched in response, tears now freely running down his cheeks. 

“Aiden took his,” Benny interjected, pointing at me. 

I felt betrayed. Benny had been nice before, but now he was taking Timmy’s side. It made me so mad I wanted to bite him, or yank his hair. But before I could, mummy said, “Okay, that’s enough of that. Both you boys are in time out.” 

I couldn’t get over how big mummy looked when she was standing and I was on the floor. Now that she was all angry and punishing me, she seemed bigger still. I didn’t want a time out, like a stupid little kid. That wasn’t fun pretend. 

“You can’t!” I insisted. 

Mummy looked really angry now. “I most certainly can. If you can’t play nice with your brothers then you’ll spend some time alone.” 

It was so unfair! This was all his fault. But I couldn’t come up with the words to explain that. I couldn’t make myself calm down and rationally discuss it with her. Something told me that’s what I should do, but the emotions were just way too strong and the words too hard to think of. “Dat’s not fair! I big!” I yelled instead. 

Mummy had my hand tightly in her grasp a second later, yanking me to a standing position. “When you act big, you’ll be treated that way. Right now you’re being a selfish little boy and you’ll go to time out.” 

I had to fight hard not to burst out crying right there. As it was I could feel a few tears escaping down my cheeks and I turned away so the other boys wouldn’t see. Mummy led me out of the kitchen and into a corner of the living room. “Right now you’re acting like a four year old. So you’re going to spend four minutes right here. And you think about what you did to little Timmy.” 

“But he took it!” I blurted out between sobs. 

“I don’t care. He’s much littler than you are. You know that. He doesn’t know any better and you should have been looking out for him.” 

Mummy left me alone facing the corner. I couldn’t remember a time when I was more humiliated. I didn’t want to pretend I was little anymore. I wanted to be in charge again, not stupid mummy. I was at least glad to see her forcing Timmy into the opposite corner. It was funny watching her drag him along as he cried his eyes out, since he was so much taller and wider than her. But he still let her stand him there and he stayed after she left, howling at first, then slowly calming down and just sniffling. 

I tried counting the seconds so I knew how long I’d been waiting, but I kept getting tripped up after I passed ten. After three tries I began to get really concerned. Surely that wasn’t normal for a big person like I really was. Even big boys should be able to count higher than that, right? It seemed like forever before mummy came back over and put her hand on my bare shoulder, reminding me that in addition to forgetting my numbers I’d been walking around in just my undies all morning. 

“You feeling calmer now?” she asked. 

I nodded. I wasn’t feeling angry anymore, just scared. “Mummy, I can’t count right,” I told her, unable to contain my panic. 

“Oh sweetie, that’s okay. You don’t need to be doing any tricky maths while you’re here anyway.” 

I was so glad she was here now. Just her voice seemed to calm my worries a bit. “But what about after?” I asked. “I shouldn’t be forgetting numbers mummy,” I explained. 

But she didn’t look worried at all and that made me feel better too. “Don’t you worry your little head about that darling,” she assured. “You’re just doing a very good job at relaxing and pretending. Why don’t you just let mummy do all the thinking for a bit? You’ll have much more fun that way.” 

“Just while I pretend,” I insisted. 

“Of course honey, just for now.” 

Mummy let me cuddle close then, resting my head on her shoulder. That made me feel so much better, knowing she’d keep me safe for now while I had my fun. There was only one other thing that was worrying me. “Mummy I don’t got clothes on,” I whispered, feeling awkward about it now. 

“What do you mean honey? You’ve got your special big boy undies on remember? You aren’t all nakey like your little brothers, right?” 

She was right about that. The thought of her seeing my pee-pee jiggling around like theirs made me shudder. “Yes mummy,” I whispered back. 

“Of course not. But we need to be getting you and your brothers dressed in any case. It’s little one’s story time at the library in an hour.” 

We were going outside? That wasn’t something I normally did when I pretended I was little. But mummy said we were getting dressed, so I wouldn’t be going out in my undies. Of course not, what a silly thought to even have. I just needed to dress like a proper big boy again. Yeah, this would be okay. 

Chapter 7 Story Time 



Mummy sent us back to the bedroom to get dressed. She chose out outfits from the dresser and closet and then we dressed ourselves. Well Benny and I did. Timmy managed to get his pull-ups on, though he wasn’t too pleased about having to wear ‘little boy pants,’ but couldn’t manage his t-shirt. And he thought he deserved big boy undies like me and Benny? Mummy made it clear he needed pull-ups just in case he had an accident. Eric didn’t even try to dress himself. Mummy dressed him since he was much too little to do it himself, even taping him into a full nappy without a whisper of complaint from him. 

I was relieved to see the clothing mummy had laid out for me wasn’t babyish. Once we were all dressed I could see that Benny and I were in similar, though not identical, outfits. He’d been given cargo jean shorts while I was in some lime green board shorts. Both fell a good couple inches below our knees though. Mine had no pockets, but that didn’t matter as I had nothing to put in any. We each sported a t-shirt with a cartoon design. Mine was blue with Buzz Lightyear, his orange with a soccer playing cartoon rabbit. Thank goodness we were dressed like big boys for our outing. 

Timmy and Eric also shared noticeably similar outfits. Both were in shortalls. Timmy’s were light blue over a simple white t-shirt while Eric’s were classic blue-jeans shortalls over a yellow t-shirt, like he wore to the mall and there was noticeable puffiness around his nappied bottom. The t-shirt was stained and had a hole in the tummy but mummy let him wear it anyway because it was his favourite shirt. Mummy pronounced them adorable and planted a kiss of each of our foreheads in turn. 

“Okay, let’s get going,” she said, letting us lead the way to the car. She stopped to pick up a heavy looking diaper-bag that likely also held bottles, binkies, hand wipes and such. 

“Wan’ Fwuffy,” Eric shouted, stopping short of the door and looking wide-eyed at mummy. 

She just smiled, unzipped the top of the bag and after just a little rummaging around, drew out a well-worn stuffed bunny. Eric lit up and toddled heavily over to her, taking it in his hands and nuzzling it against his cheek for a moment before scurrying out the door after his brothers. 

It was only as I stepped out onto the front stoop that I registered the warm cement under my feet. I’d nearly walked right out to the car before even thinking of shoes. It was the confusing numbers all over again. Where was my head? I turned around just as mummy closed the door. My heart skipped a beat. 

“No mummy, need my shoes,” I explained, pointing to my unshod feet. 

But she just shrugged. “Sorry honey, but I already packed those away. Little boys have no need for them.” 

I shook my head angrily. “That’s just pwetend,” I squawked. 

She nodded and brushed her hand through my hair. “And you’re doing such a wonderful job pretending and relaxing that I’m sure you’ll find you really love being barefoot, just like any other little boy. Your brothers certainly aren’t worried about putting on shoes,” she pointed out. 

I looked over to the car and saw them hopping and spinning around, full of energy, all three in bare feet, clearly untroubled by the missing shoes. Even Benny, in his big boy outfit, didn’t seem to even notice his lack of footwear. “Don’t they look nice and happy with their free toesies,” she suggested. 

Mummy was right about that. But there was just one problem. I leant close so I could whisper it to her. “But people will see me mummy. They’ll think I’m all little.” 

To my surprise she nodded. “I know they will honey. And isn’t that exactly what you’ve always wanted? For people to know you’re really just a playful little boy. Nobody here knows you Aiden. It’s the perfect opportunity to live your fantasy. Isn’t it?” 

Mummy was right, it was the reason I was here, wasn’t it? So why was I so hesitant? “Okay,” I whispered. 

“Great! I knew you’d understand.” 

The van had four oversized child seats already installed in it. I felt an inexplicable sense of surprise at seeing them all there. But I couldn’t explain the sensation. Of course mummy had car seats for us. She needed to keep her little boys safe. We were all very good and kept still while mummy did up our straps and made sure we were nice and snug. My feet didn’t quite reach the floor so I was able to swing them back and forth comfortably. I wasn’t really watching where mummy was driving us. I reached out my feet and touched the back of the front seat with my toes. Eric was next to me and he liked copying what I did. Silly babies like copying big kids. 

It wasn’t a long ride in any case. But mummy wouldn’t let us out right away. I undid my own buckles because I’m actually big and know how. I was scared I might have forgotten for a second, like with my numbers, but I hadn’t. Eric looked down at his own buckles and gazed at them in wonder. He poked at the harnesses but couldn’t begin to comprehend how to unfasten them. He frowned and looked frustrated by his incompetence. “Out!” he demanded. 

“You gotta wait Ewic,” I told him. 

He shook his head. “No! Out now!” he shouted. 

“Out! Out!” Timmy mimicked from the back, banging his feet against the back of Eric’s chair, upsetting him further. 

The poor mental toddler looked like he was going to lose it. So I distracted him by grabbing one of his flailing feet and tickling him on the sole. His bad mood was wiped away in a second. His scowl turned into a grin and he giggled cheerfully. 

“Silly baby likes tickles on hims footsies,” I chided him. 

He blew a raspberry, spraying his spittle everywhere, then grabbed his foot away from me and began to play with it himself. Seeing him pull his foot back and forth triggered a memory in me. I couldn’t place the memory at all, but it was so clear. “Silly toe-muncher,” I said. 

Eric squealed with glee and obediently popped his big toe between his lips. Yes, there was something clearly familiar about this. But when had I seen it before?

The copy-cat in the back wasted no time in mimicking his new brother and when mummy opened the door at last she found both Eric and Timmy with their toes jammed in their mouths. She seemed to think it was adorable rather than disgusting, but still chided them good-naturedly. I saw the reason she’d taken so long. A two-seat stroller was now sitting just beside the van. It was obviously bigger than a normal one, just like the car seats. She wasted no time unbuckling the pair of toe-munchers and helping them down into the stroller, side-by-side. She buckled them into their new conveyance and retrieved Fluffy from the floor of the car before Eric had a meltdown. 

I was so glad I wasn’t being forced to sit in some stupid stroller like a helpless baby. It seemed Benny wasn’t to be subjected to the stroller either, but as he hopped out onto the pavement mummy gripped his hand and held out an odd looking harness. “Hold on Benny, we need to walk across the park, so let’s get your harness on,” she said. 

“Kay,” he said simply, standing mostly still while she strapped him into what was basically an oversized leash. 

“That comfy?” she asked him as she finished. 

He nodded solemnly. 

When mummy turned to look at me I quickly shook my head. “I’m not wearin’ that,” I declared. 

“Are you sure?” she asked, looking hopeful. “It would make you feel ever so safe and secure. Mummy would always be so close and you could run and jump and play without worrying about getting lost.” 

For a brief instant, longer than I wanted to admit, that actually sounded pretty good. Then I caught myself. “No! Don’t need it. Not gonna get lost.” 

“Okay then, but I want you to stay right at my side in that case.” 

I was willing to make that compromise. I was just pretending after all. Of course mummy was worried cuz I was getting too good at making pretend and actually thought like a little boy sometimes, but that was just sometimes. I stepped out of the car and once again the warm pavement reminded me of my shoeless status. Even without a leash I would look silly and little like this. But mummy had said I really wanted that. Didn’t I? 

We had to walk all the way across the park to get to the library. Mummy pushed the stroller and Benny skipped and ran along ahead, reaching the limit of his leash and then scurrying back. He seemed to have endless energy and didn’t mind his tether at all. The pavement was very warm and after a while it stung my feet so I asked mummy if I could walk in the grass.

“Oh, poor sweetie, of course you can. Just stay close and don’t run off,” she warned. 

“I won’t,” I promised. 

“That’s a good boy. Don’t worry, your footsies will toughen up soon and you’ll be able to run around on hot gravel just like Benny and Eric.” 

I wasn’t sure if that was a good thing. After all, it wasn’t like I’d be pretending to be little that long. This was just a little holiday wasn’t it? I tried to think about how long I’d been meaning to do this for, but before I could really consider it I got distracted when Benny yelled, “Lookit mummy!” 

He was pointing out a sizable adventure playground to our right. It really did look very enticing. But mummy wasn’t slowing her pace. “Yes dear, and we can play on it after story time. Okay?” 

He didn’t really have a choice, being leashed as he was, so Benny just nodded and skipped back ahead. She was right that the hot pavement didn’t seem to bother him at all. 

It was quite a relief as we entered the cool, air-conditioned library and soft carpet replaced hard, sizzling asphalt under my soles. But that minor physical discomfort was instantly replaced with a different concern as we walked into the library. Heads turned in our direction and I knew that we had to be quite the sight. A little blonde girl in a short pink dress pointed at us and called to her mother to look too. I felt an instant sense of embarrassment, but also unfairness. She wasn’t just pointing derisively at the young men in the stroller, and Benny on his leash. Her finger was aimed at me too, at my Buzz Lightyear t-shirt and baggy shorts and most of all my lack of shoes. But the pig-tailed little girl was standing there in bare feet herself. How dare she point her finger accusingly at me for doing what she probably got to do all the time. 

Mummy and the others paid her no attention and we were out of sight and plunging deeper into the library in no time. It wasn’t exactly a busy day there and while people looked up as we passed, there weren’t actually any gasps or disapproving looks. We shortly turned a corner and arrived in what was obviously the children’s section of the library. Right at the centre of the brightly-coloured area a gaggle of small children were milling about, playing while they waited for story time. A comfortable looking solitary chair sat facing them, clearly positioned for the story reader. A few seats ringed the carpeted section, meant for the parents. There were no seats for the children though, they were simply expected to sit on their bottoms on the floor. 

We’d barely turned the corner when we were confronted by a rotund woman with short black hair and an overly broad grin. “Well hello there Elly, I see you’ve brought a few more charges with you this week,” she declared, looking down at Timmy in his stroller and then over at me. 

“Yes, I’m looking after these little ones while their mother is in Durban on some urgent business,” Mummy explained. 

“One of the women from the support group?” the plump library lady asked. 

Mummy nodded in confirmation. “Yes, she had to go at short notice and needed some help with her wonderful, special boys. This little one getting a ride is Timmy and my big boy here is Aiden.” 

Special. That’s what she called us. So that explained how she was passing us off dressed and behaving like this in public. My memories of big person things might be occasionally fuzzy but I knew what special really meant. A part of me wanted to contradict her, to blurt out that I wasn’t a retard, I was a big boy… no, a grown-up. But I couldn’t do it. I didn’t want to make mummy angry. And it occurred to me that having her know I was a real grown-up just pretending to be little might be more embarrassing than her thinking I was ‘special.’ 

“Well they are just adorable,” the rotund librarian said, mainly focussing on Timmy smiling cutely around the thumb he was sucking. She smiled at me too but didn’t say a word to me, instead directing all her thoughts at mummy. It was like I didn’t matter on a personal level. I was just one of mummy’s cute little charges to be seen but not heard. 

“I know, they really are,” Mummy agreed. “Thanks again for letting me bring them here. I know my boys really enjoy it.” 

“Of course they do. It’s no problem at all. This is a place for those who are little on the outside or the inside,” she assured. “Now, bring them over because we’re about to get started.” 

Mummy undid Timmy and Eric’s straps and helped them from the stroller, then unclipped the leash from Benny’s harness. Finally we were free to make our way to the story area. There was about twenty young kids playing around there. Some were interacting with their mums while others played with toys on the floor. They ranged in age from nappy-wearing toddlers who probably hadn’t seen their second birthdays up to six and seven year olds. I felt my face flush and my heart-rate tick upward as I prepared for their pointing or jeers. 

Heads turned up at our arrival, big eyes looking us over. But they didn’t point, they didn’t laugh. They smiled, some quickly returning to their activities, other giving little waves. And I realised that this was a regular group and Mummy brought Eric and Benny here often, so these children were used to them, to adults who had children’s minds. But they didn’t stare and point at me either. As I looked around I noticed that nearly all the children, boy and girls, toddler and primary schoolers, were barefoot. And I felt so thankful to mummy for making me leave my shoes behind. My bare feet now identified me as one of them. They knew that I belonged on the carpet with them rather than in the seats with the grown-ups. It gave me a rush of excitement. 

I was still feeling giddy when the plump lady sat in her comfy chair and took out a big storybook to read to us. I was sat on my bottom on the carpet now, legs crossed. A little blonde boy of about five sat to my right. He smiled over at me and said, “I like stories.” 

I nodded right back. It hadn’t escaped my notice that the little boy was dressed in a nearly identical outfit to mine. The way he interacted with me, I knew he saw me as an equal. I was on the floor. I didn’t have shoes on, I was here for stories too. And, strangely enough, I felt the same way about him. I didn’t see a silly little boy but a potential playmate. 

“Yeah, I like stories too,” I told him. 

He giggled and nodded. Then, without really thinking about it I added, “Just hope it’s not a girly story.” 

Now he nodded more seriously. “Yeah, they’re stupid,” he spat, sticking out his tongue and making a silly face. 

I felt the urge to copy my new buddy and did so without a second thought, sticking out my tongue too. “Yucky!” 

Soon we were making all sorts of silly faces at each other. He was such a fun boy. I wondered if his mummy would let him come over to play with me. 

“Okay boys and girls, are you ready to hear a story?” the librarian woman asked, interrupting our fun. 

The children quieted down pretty quickly since the mums were all shushing us and everyone wanted to hear the story. I put my finger to my lips and shushed the other kids too. That made me feel good, helping the grown-ups. I also looked around for mummy, but I couldn’t see her anywhere. For a second that made me feel scared and I thought about standing up and calling out for her. But then the woman held up the book for all of us to see and read out the title. And I forgot about mummy for the moment. 

The book was called Peter Pan and I was sure I’d heard of it before but couldn’t recall where. But that was okay, it was nice just to sit there next to my new buddy and listen as the lady read the book to us. She did lots of funny voices for the characters and it was a good story. As she talked about the children flying through the air, to a land where you never had to grow up, something inside my mind clicked into place. I recalled my flight here, to South Africa. I remembered sitting on the plane, wide awake as everyone else tried to sleep in the darkened cabin, planning for something. What was I planning for? 

As the story continued I felt less interested in it. My mind was working over the odd, confusing, broken up memories that had just surfaced. I was on the place, planning for meeting with Mummy. Except her name wasn’t mummy. It was… something else. And she was doing something nasty to me, something to make me never grow up, like the kids in the story. But was it nasty? The story made it seem fun and happy, not having to grow up, getting to be a little kid forever. My new little buddy was enjoying the story, he seemed to like the idea of getting to be a playful, dirty, innocent little boy for a long, long time. And wasn’t it nice, sitting there in my bare feet, making silly faces and planning an afternoon of rambunctious fun with a playmate? Wasn’t it better to plan that, then some ugly grown-up stuff? 

I looked over to my left, to the other three young men sat in the crowd of smaller children. They were smiling and giggling innocently at the simple story. They seemed perfectly content living in their own little Neverland. So why wasn’t I feeling that way too now? I realised how much I’d been drifting off to Neverland myself. The lost ability to count numbers, the sudden comfort with being led around barefoot in public and a dozen other little changes I’d gone through. 

It was frightening to realise how much I’d already changed. This was supposed to be pretend, wasn’t it? That was why I’d come here. Or was it? I was questioning that now, based on my memories of the flight here, of making plans to hurt mummy, or whatever her name was. This was all going too far and now I felt certain that mummy was behind it. Losing my numbers wasn’t pretend, that was all too real. That was something to worry about. But mummy told me not to. And that was proof she couldn’t be trusted. I needed to leave here right now, before this ‘pretend’ game got any realer. I needed to get away from mummy and clear my mind, put my memories in order, before it was too late. 

Chapter 8 The Great Escape


“The end,” the librarian declared, followed by a loud round of whooping and applause encouraged by the parents. Story time had finished and playtime was under way again. 

I looked around for mummy, but there was still no sign of her. Moments earlier that had made me feel frightened, almost panicked. Now I felt relief. A finger poked my arm and I looked over to find the little blonde boy holding up a Batman action figure. “Wanna play? I got Batman,” he asked eagerly. 

And suddenly I desperately wanted to say yes, absolutely. It would be so easy to just push aside those worrying adult thoughts again, forget them, and focus on playing with my new friend. We could go to his house and play all sorts of imaginary games and his mummy would bring us juice and snacks. It would be so relaxing, so perfect. 

But it rapidly dawned on me just how small this boy was. How on Earth had I been thinking of him as an equal, as a potential friend? I didn’t want to upset him, but there was no way I could just stick around playing with dolls until mummy came back and collected me. 

“Sorry buddy, not right now. I gotta go,” I told him. 

He looked disappointed but there was nothing I could do about it. Too much time had been wasted already. With a final scan of the adults around us I assured myself that mummy was not there. Then I crept to the edge of the story-time area before standing and hurrying out of sight. I darted down a narrow aisle and made my way to the far wall. Then I began to edge my way through the stacks, my bare feet thankfully silent on the carpet. 

I made it out of the children’s section, thankfully leaving behind the saccharine colours and picture books. The sounds of children playing also faded away and the normal silence of a library prevailed here. I wasn’t really sure where I was ultimately going, just that I needed to be out of the library and away from mummy. 

I moved along an empty aisle, following the wall on the right side of the general reading area. I was halfway to the end, to the actual lobby, when something caught my eye. A book had been left lying on the floor and as I passed it, I felt the need to pick it up and put it away. I grabbed the book up and was about to stuff it in the nearest shelf when I realised something much more concerning. The title was announced in bold lettering across the front, but I couldn’t decipher it at all. Was it in a foreign language? Perhaps this was the Afrikaans part of the library. I looked at it more closely and tried to recall how the letters went together, how to pronounce them even if it was in another language. I drew a blank. I tried not to panic, but there was no doubt that I’d lost my reading ability now too. 

“Are you okay darling?” 

The female voice snapped me out of my reverie instantly. It wasn’t a familiar voice thankfully, but it shocked me nonetheless. I turned around to find a short brown-haired woman looking at me with some concern on her face. 

“Sorry?” I managed to reply, trying to sound normal, grown-up. 

“Are you okay dear?” she repeated. “What are you doing all the way out here by yourself?” 

She knew. I glanced down at my feet, at my bare toes scrunching against the carpet. They’d given me away of course. That was why mummy insisted I be barefoot, so any adult could spot the overgrown little boy from across the library. 

“Just reading,” I told her hopefully, hoping I sounded big. I’d thought I was just pretending to be little before. But now it felt like I was just pretending to be big. It was like the little side had become the reality and I hadn’t even felt it happening. 

This new librarian gave me a knowing smile, like she could see right through my lie. “What are you reading then?” she asked, definitely unconvinced. 

I held up the book to show her. She nodded, but her expression was unchanged. “What’s the title dear?” she followed up, in a tone clearly reserved for young children. 

“It’s… um…” I stammered, trying to fathom a way to talk myself out of this, but drawing a blank. 

“That’s okay honey. You don’t read yet, do you?” 

I shook my head, she didn’t understand. “No, I could read before, but now I forgetted it!” I told her.

Her expression grew more sympathetic. “You lost your reading? Oh, I’m sorry sweetie.” 

“Didn’ lose it. Got taken away,” I tried to explain. 

“I’m sure that was hard sweetie. But you can’t be wandering off here on your own,” she warned, extending her hand, as though I needed to be led back like a lost little boy. She still didn’t understand, didn’t see that I meant someone had done this to me. Her lack of understanding was making me so frustrated! 

“Not a dumb little boy!” I snapped, angered by the inference. “I is big,” I told her, refusing to take her hand. 

“I know honey, but you still need to stay with the other children for now. They have some lovely games and toys that I just know you’d enjoy more than these long, boring books.” 

I shook my head and crossed my arms, but that only made me feel even more like a naughty little boy. I had to make her understand. “Mummy did this. She made me come to silly storytime. Made me go barefooted.” 

“I’m sure it’s tough for you, being little again,” the woman said. “I don’t know what happened to you that caused this, but I know that it’s tough to have to give up so much independence. But your mummy knows what’s best for you now. I’m sure she just wants you to have fun and be happy. Most of our little ones go barefoot and she probably just wants you to fit in.” 

She didn’t understand of course. How could she? I needed to explain it more clearly, try to sound less like a petulant toddler. But I was out of time. Over the woman’s shoulder I caught sight of mummy’s face as she rounded the corner from the children’s area. She made a bee-line for us. 

“Thank goodness you found him,” she called out. 

The librarian waved and said, “No problem, I’m always on the lookout for children who wander off from the group. Even the bigger ones.” 

“Well thank you for being so observant,” Mummy told her before looking crossly at me. “Aiden what were you thinking, wandering off on your own like that. Mummy didn’t know where you were. It gave me quite a fright.” 

She was acting like I was ‘special’ again but I knew this wasn’t really just pretend and I wasn’t play along this time. “No, I’m big and I don’ gotta stay with the silly little kids. I’m not pretendin’ anymore!” 

She shook her head and sighed theatrically for the librarian’s benefit. “I’m sorry he’s caused such trouble. It isn’t always easy for him, being this way. Sometimes he gets in moods like this, but it always passes,” she explained, ignoring my protests completely. 

Part of me thought I should just shove the mean ladies aside and walk off anyway, but something kept me from doing that. I didn’t want to make a scene, throw a tantrum. I had to keep my emotions under control but show this library lady that Mummy was bad and I wasn’t a ‘special’ boy. “I’m not in a mood,” I interjected. “I just wan’ my grown-up clothes again. I wan’ my shoes. I don’ wanna go play with dumb little kids. I don’ wanna pretend to be little no more cuz I’m not.” 

The librarian gave me a more sympathetic look now but Mummy was already brushing my protests aside. “You know boys. He wants his cool new light-up takkies now but when I put them on him I soon find he’s taken them off and lost them somewhere. Easier just to let him start the day shoeless since he inevitably ends up that way.” 

“I understand completely. I’ve had more than a few mums tell me the same thing.” 

“Well, thank you again for your help, but I’ll handle him from here,” Mummy told her. 

The librarian nodded and said to me, “Okay, you be good for your mummy now dear. I know you’ll feel better soon.” Then she turned on the spot and disappeared down another aisle. 

I was fuming now. I turned back to Mummy with my angriest look. “You tricked me,” I snapped. “This isn’t pretend at all and I don’ wanna play this game no more.” 

“You think this is a game Aiden?” she asked quietly, smirking. “Honey this is far more real than some silly game. Did you notice the librarian didn’t believe a word you said?” 

I nodded warily. What was she getting at? “Cuz I don’t got no shoes on. Cuz you took ‘em,” I told her. 

She chuckled at my answer, like it was ridiculous. “Oh honey, you think that’s why she ignored you? It may be why she spotted you in the first place, but why didn’t she listen to your explanations?”

I was at a loss. 

“It’s because you sound like a little boy too darling. You’re right that this isn’t just pretend. You’re becoming a little boy up here,” she explained, tapping my forehead, “Just as surely as my other little ones did.” 

I shook my head but knew that she was right. The loss of my numbers and reading ability, the difficulty putting my words together, in forming a plan, in expressing myself, all added up to a significant drop in my intellectual abilities. She could see the concern on my face even as I tried to deny it. 

“That’s right honey, you know it’s the truth. Where were you planning to go? What did you plan to do if you got out the front doors? You haven’t got a wallet on you. You have no money, no ID, not even a phone to contact someone. If you’d got outside you’d just have been a scared little boy all alone in a big confusing world.”

She was right of course. I didn’t have any plan, couldn’t put one together in my fuzzy head. I hadn’t even thought about my lack of a wallet. I didn’t even have pockets to put one in. The feelings of defeat were overwhelming and before I knew it I felt tears beginning to sting my eyes and drip down my cheeks. 

Mummy took out some tissue and wiped the tears away. “No more crocodile tears Aiden. If you want to be big again so badly I’ll make you a deal. I’ll give you my phone and you can call whoever you want if you can remember their number. That will prove you still have enough grown-up thoughts to take care of yourself.” 

I watched her pull out her smartphone and swipe the screen to unlock it before handing it to me. It felt powerful in my hands. This was my chance. I just had to call one of my friends and tell them I was in trouble and everything would be okay. I tapped the phone icon and a keypad appeared. Now who to call? Luckily the numbers were all below ten so I recognised them. But now I needed a phone number, any number. My anxiety increased as I continued to draw a blank. I couldn’t recall anyone’s number. Was it because of my fuzziness or just because I didn’t regularly dial my friends’ numbers but just used my contacts list? In fact there was just one number in my mind and I hoped it wasn’t cheating to dial it. 

I plugged in the digits and hit the call button, hoping Mummy would accept it. Sure enough the phone began ringing and I smiled up at Mummy and told her, “It’s ringing!” 

She just smiled benignly back. Then the sound of ringing became audible from with Mummy’s handbag. She rifled through it for a second before emerging with another phone in her hand. It was my phone of course, and now she knew I had dialled my own number. I felt stupid and embarrassed, and even more so when she announced, “Looks like someone is calling you.” 

But she seemed genuine. Did she know it was a trick, or did she really think it was a coincidence that someone was calling my phone at the same time? She held out the phone to me and said, “You better answer it. Might be important.” 

Maybe she didn’t know. I had to keep up the act just in case she was falling for it. I took the phone from her hand and swiped across the lock screen. But what appeared wasn’t my normal home screen. It was a swirl of fast moving bright colours filling the entire screen. I had the instant sensation of déjà vu, but that lasted but a second before I felt all my muscles relaxing and the world around me fading into the background. There was nothing but the colours, a sea of warm, inviting swirls drawing me in. 

Chapter 9 Playtime 


“Are you ready sweetie?” 

Awareness returns with suddenness. The swirling colours fade from my mind like a dream. The phones are long gone. I’m standing in the middle of the library, the lobby just before me. Mummy is there, standing behind the stroller Timmy and Eric are strapped into again. Eric sucks quietly on his binkie, squeezing his plushy to his cheek, Timmy nurses his thumb. Benny is back on his leash, holding his Thomas the Tank engine toy, spinning its wheels. It looks like fun. 

“Are you ready to go Aiden?” Mummy repeats, touching my shoulder. 

She’s so pretty. I feel so lovely now, so safe and secure with Mummy here to take care of me. My pee-pee is happy again too. I can feel it straining against my soft underoos. I need to tell her how delightful I feel. 

“Pee-pee all big mummy,” I announce cheerfully. 

She giggles and says, “I know honey, that means you’re being a good boy and you enjoyed your special light show.” 

I don’t know what light show she means, but I’m glad she thinks I’m a good boy. She takes a black strap attached to the handle of the stroller and holds it out to me. “Give me your left hand honey,” she directs. 

I look at my hands and try hard to remember which is left and which is right. I think I should know that, but I just can’t recall right now. Mummy takes one of my hands for me and I’m glad she’s taken the decision out of my hands. Mummy can do the thinking for now. She’s so smart. 

The black strap has a little Velcro ring at the end and Mummy fastens it around my wrist. 

“Was dat?” I ask her, curious and confused. 

“Just something to make sure you don’t get lost honey. Mummy needs to keep you safe.” 

I feel better instantly. I don’t want to be lost. The idea of being all alone is very frightening. 

Once I am securely tethered to the stroller mummy begins to push it forward, leading us out into the lobby. As we cross it a familiar looking lady comes over to say goodbye. “Hope you had a good time guys,” she says to us. Then she focusses on me and says, “It looks like you’re feeling a bit better now huh? Good to see you showing off that cute smile instead of that frowny face.” 

The lady was so familiar looking, but I couldn’t place her anywhere in my memory. I liked the attention she was giving me nonetheless. 

“Yep, told you he was just having one of his moods,” Mummy responded for me. “If I’d given in earlier I’d be searching all over the library for a pair of abandoned shoes now.” 

Mummy was being confusing now too. I wiggled my toes on the comfy carpet and declared, “Don’ got shoes.” 

Mummy and the other lady both laughed at this and I couldn’t help but giggle too, even though I wasn’t sure why that was funny. I didn’t want shoes anyway. I liked having free toesies like my brothers. As we were standing there the little blonde boy from earlier walked past, holding his mummy’s hand. He looked over at us and waved. I waved right back and told mummy, “Dat’s my fwiend! He got Batman.” 

“That’s nice sweetie,” Mummy agreed. 

“C’n he come over ‘nd pway?” I asked, thinking of all the fun games we could have. 

“Maybe later Aiden. Right now we need to get home and have something to eat. Your tummies will be getting all grumbly if soon.” 

I felt my tummy in wonder. Would it be all grumbly like it had a monster in it? I imagined a monster in my tummy, like Oscar the Grouch. The thought made me smile and giggle. 

“W’as funny?” Benny asked. 

“Nothin’” I answered, still giggling. 

Mummy led us back out of the library and across the park. As we walked along the pavement I vaguely recalled it being all hot and ouchy earlier. It was still warm now, probably even hotter in fact, but it wasn’t ouchy on my feets like before. I felt fine walking on it. In fact I wanted to skip ahead. I felt so energised all of a sudden. I must have had a good nap earlier. I started skipping in front of the stroller until my arm was yanked back and I remembered the tether connecting me to the stroller so I wouldn’t get lost. I didn’t like being held back, but I knew it was for my own good. I had a fuzzy memory of losing sight of mummy in the store once and being very scared. I didn’t want that to happen again. 

When we got back to the car mummy finally took the harness off my wrist. “Thank you for being a good boy and keeping it on honey,” she said and I felt very proud. “Your feet aren’t all ouchy from the pavement?” she asked. 

I grabbed one of my feet, balancing on one leg to look at it. The bottom was all black but there weren’t any boo-boos. I shook my head. “They good mummy, all bwack.” I told her. 

She smiled and muttered, “Mind over matter.” 

“What mummy?” 

She shrugged. “Nothing dear, go ahead and get in your seat.” I did as I was told, strapping myself in like a big boy. I had to set an example for the littler ones. 

When we got home it felt like we were returning from a grand adventure, rather than a simple trip to the library. Mummy went to make some lunch while we played in the living room. I got to use her tablet to play games. She had lots of fun apps like Beck and Bo and some Sesame Street ones too. Mummy said only me and Benny could play with the tablet cuz Timmy and Eric are too little. I promised I’d share but it was my turn first! 

I sat on the carpet and played games and Benny sat down next to me to watch. I didn’t like him doing that because he leaned in too close and kept trying to touch the tablet himself. “Stop it,” I warned him, pulling the tablet away each time he reached for it. Benny could be so annoying. 

“My turn now!” he would insist, but I pushed him away. 

At least the little ones weren’t interested in the tablet. They were playing with the Thomas trains instead. They didn’t really play together though, more like side-by-side. I wished Benny would just do that too instead of trying to intrude on my game. After a couple minutes Eric began fiddling with a buckle on his shortalls. It took him a lot of effort but he managed to pop it loose, then shoved his other suspender off his arm and yanked his shortalls right off. Once he’d gotten them free it only took him seconds to pull his shirt over his head and then to give his nappy a solid yank, ripping it off and throwing it across the room with a giggle. Timmy watched this display, chewing on his Gordon toy, then set about copying his brother. 

“They got nakey,” I noted to Benny as he stuck his finger on the tablet screen yet again. 

He looked up and nodded, then set about slipping off his shirt. “I get nakey too,” he declared happily. 

By the time mummy came back with lunch I was the only one still dressed. I wasn’t interested in changing my clothes, I wanted to play my game. Unfortunately getting undressed hadn’t changed Benny’s interest in the tablet. Instead he’d just moved on from grabbing at it to trying to touch it with first his toes and then his pee-pee. He thought it was hilarious, but it kept ruining my game! 

“Oh my, looks like the jaybirds have returned,” Mummy joked as she set down a plate of sandwiches on the table. 

“Mummy, Benny keep touchin’ the tablet with his pee-pee,” I complained. 

Mummy laughed at first but then she scolded him and told him to play nice and wait his turn. I stuck out my tongue at him as he sulked. 

“But you need to put the tablet down anyway now Aiden. It’s time for lunch. Come on boys, come to the table,” she directed. 

I put down the tablet grudgingly and headed over to the table with my brothers. Mummy had made strawberry jam sandwiches for us and they were really yummy. As I sat down to eat mine mummy came over and said, “Uh, uh, let’s take that shirt off before it gets covered in jam,” directing my arms up and slipping it off. I let her take the shirt, eager to get to my sandwich. As I bit into it mummy asked, “How come you stayed all dressed up Aiden?” 

“I’m a big boy mummy,” I reminded her. 

“Oh, that’s right. You aren’t a silly little toddler like Eric and Timmy are you?” 

I shook my head, glad that mummy understood now. 

“That’s right. You don’t ride in a stroller, you walk all by yourself when we need to go somewhere,” she continued. 

“Uh-huh. I walk,” I agreed. 

“And you use the big boy toilet, not the little potty for your tinkles and poos.” 

“Big boy toilet,” I echoed. 

Mummy kept nodding. “Yes, you’re definitely a big boy. But, doesn’t Benny walk by himself when we go out too?” 

“Yes mummy, he walks,” I said. 

“And he uses the big boy toilet too now, doesn’t he?” 

“Mmmhmm.” 

“So he’s a big boy like you, isn’t he?” 

That made sense so I nodded. 

“So it’s okay for big boys to be jaybirds then,” Mummy concluded, gesturing to Benny. 

“Uh-huh. But I don’ wanna,” I told her. I liked my big boy undies and I wasn’t silly like Benny. 

Mummy just shrugged and asked if I wanted a cup of water. “No, jus’ miwk mummy,” I answered. 

As she got my milk I started feeling something funny. I had to go pee-pee really bad. The feeling came from out of nowhere. I grabbed my crotch and called, “Mummy, I need toy-lett!” 

She frowned. “Well just hold your horses for a second Aiden,” she replied, pouring the milk into the cup. 

I shook my head, the need to pee growing dangerously powerful. “No mummy, gotta go now,” I yelled, standing up and hopping from foot to foot in desperation. 

Seeing my pee-pee dance mummy put down the milk and waved me on. “Okay, go ahead and show us what a big boy you are,” she urged. 

Nodding I hurried out of the kitchen and down the hallway. But every step made it harder to hold on and right as I turned the corner into the bathroom I felt a warm wetness spread down my thighs. The pain of the urgency vanished and I knew instantly that I was too late. I looked down at the stain spreading down my shorts, followed by the trickle of warm liquid down my legs and onto the tile floor. I was devastated. How could I wet myself like a stupid little baby?! I started to sniffle, my eyes watering up as I heard mummy’s footsteps approaching. 

“You okay sweetie?” she asked, entering the bathroom behind me. 

I sniffled and shook my head, turning around. She saw the stain and the growing puddle around my feet and frowned. “Oh Aiden, couldn’t you hold it in?” she asked. 

I shook my head, salty tears streaking down my cheeks. “Sowwy mummy,” I whispered. 

She stepped close and wrapped her arms around me, not even trying to avoid contact with my soaked shorts. It was so comforting, her arms wrapping around my bare back and rubbing it softly. “Poor baby,” she cooed. “Don’t cry Aiden, mummy isn’t angry with you. Even big boys have accidents sometimes.” 

“I didn’ mean to tinkle mummy,” I tried to explain. 

“I know honey, I know. Let’s just get you cleaned up.” 

Mummy wiped up the puddle first, then slipped my soaking wet shorts and undies off and wiped me dry with a towel. It was so embarrassing standing there naked like one of the little ones. I covered my pee-pee as best I could once it was dry. Then mummy went to get me some new clothes. I wished she’d closed the door, I didn’t want the others seeing me like this. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, she came back, but she wasn’t carrying a lot of clothes, just a pack of Eric’s nappies. I frowned immediately. She couldn’t possibly want me to wear one of them could she? 

“Honey, you know the rules, big boy pants are only for big boys who can use the potty,” she reminded me. 

I shook my head vigorously. “No mummy, tha’s just fow Ewic ‘nd Timmy,” I insisted. 

“It’s only fair honey,” she rebutted. 

My lips quivered as I saw she was serious. “Pull-ups?” I asked hopefully. That’s what Timmy had to wear when he had trouble with the potty. 

“Sorry honey but we’re out of them. Timmy had on the last pair in the pack today and he had a little accident in them himself so they’re no good.” 

“Not wearing nappy!” I shouted, feeling angry now. This wasn’t fair at all! 

Mummy’s face got serious and she said, “Don’t yell at mummy Aiden. Do you want time out right now?” 

I shook my head, but I wasn’t happy about it. 

“Good. Now sweetie I’m sorry but you’ve shown you have trouble waiting for the toilet with your shorts and undies on. So you can either wear a nappy for the rest of the night, or you can go nakey-bum like your brothers. It’s your choice.” 

They were two awful options, but as I stood there covering my pee-pee as best I could I knew what I had to do. “Nappy,” I whispered in defeat. 

Mummy nodded. “Okay, let’s get you changed,” she said, offering me her hand. 

A minute later I was lying on the changing mat as mummy slid the crinkly white nappy under my bottom. It was beyond humiliating. She was at least gentle about it, tickling my tummy to try and make me smile. I tried to hold back but then she moved on to my feet and I couldn’t help but laugh and grin. 

“There we are, that’s a smiley boy,” she cooed, taping up the nappy. 

I stood up, feeling awkward in the bulky garment. It spread my legs apart and even as mummy helped me into a new pair of shorts I just knew the nappy showed underneath them. But I said nothing as she took my hand and led me back to the living room where the other boys were back playing. 

Benny had the tablet now so I played with my Lego men and some plastic army guys. At least the other boys didn’t comment on my accident, didn’t mock me for it. I guess they didn’t consider it that embarrassing since they had accidents a lot. I hoped they didn’t know I was wearing a baby nappy under my shorts. I still wanted them to think of me as a big boy. I tried hard to focus on my toys. 

As I made up a whole story about them battling each other for control of the toy box I noticed Eric had climbed up on the chair by the computer and was squatting there mooning us all while he slapped at the keys randomly. I had an overwhelming sense of déjà vu for a moment and then something deep inside my head clicked. 

Chapter 10 Fight or Flight 


It was like waking up from a vivid dream. I remembered the video chat with Eric and Elly. I remembered why I’d come here. I remembered it all. And I knew what was going on. There was some programme on my phone that had been hypnotising me, making me a dumb little kid! I looked at the Lego men in my hands and realised I was sitting on the floor, legs splayed out, wearing nothing but some baggy, childish board shorts over a big thick nappy. Whatever she’d been doing to me it was working. But now that I’d realised it I felt so much clearer, much better than when I’d tried to escape at the library. I even remembered the escape blanket by the wall and the car key hidden under the broken kerbing. 

My eyes flicked over the door. I could escape right now, just run outside, scale the wall and run for it. But there was a problem. My wallet, my ID, my passport was all packed away somewhere and I needed to find it before I could go anywhere. I looked back over at the kitchen. Elly kept glancing over at me every few seconds. She wasn’t taking her eye off me long enough to allow me to search anything. And I understood why. I was still wearing shorts, I’d refused multiple suggestions to get naked like the others. She knew a part of my adult sensibilities was still there, holding onto that scrap of modesty and thus she knew a piece of the adult me was still there, ready to surface, as indeed it had. 

Should I just overpower her? I was much stronger and bigger than her of course. But the way she’d had me behaving I knew that was a bad idea. I’d underestimated her at every turn and paid the price, being paraded around town like a pre-schooler. She could have programmed me with some secret trigger phrase that she can use to incapacitate me as soon as I resist. I could run anyway, go straight to the police and take my chances. But that still seemed like a huge risk, a foreign half-naked man wearing a nappy, with no ID and a crazy story about a woman turning men into giant toddlers? They’d throw me in the nut house in two seconds. 

So that left me with one more option; lull her into a false sense of security then find a way to search for my stuff and run for it while she wasn’t looking. I figured it had to be in her bedroom since that was the only place in the house I had seen the boys stay clear of. A game of hide and seek would provide the perfect opportunity to sneak in and look while she was out here counting to a hundred. Of course there’d be no way to stop her publishing the photos and ruining my reputation and without the phone I’d have nothing on her, but it was time to cut my losses and run before she took my mind as well as my dignity. 

Over the next hour I had to simply bide my time and wait for the right opportunity. I couldn’t let on that I was thinking clearly, lest she find a way to show me that damned hypnotic programme again. Each time I’d seen it had put me much deeper into the little boy mind-set and blanked more of my memories. I didn’t want to even consider what another viewing would do to me. So I kept playing with my toys, even doing little voices for them and making sound-effects for their war. 

I have to say it was a masterful performance. When Benny cam and tried to play with me I yelled, “No! They mine!” and gave him a rough shove, sending him back onto his bum. That earned me a sharp telling off by Elly and I played up the pout and even forced a few sniffles and eye-rubs to give the impression of tears. 

Then, as I pretended to play more amicably with Benny, I saw what I was waiting for. Eric and Timmy had paused their play and were now sitting side by side with their legs splayed out, their heads looking down and their arms at work. It was what Elly had said often happened with overgrown toddlers. Dropping my Lego man I left a confused Benny and crept quickly over to face the two young men on the other side of the living room. 

Just as I thought, each young fellow had a sizable erection and they were stroking away at them with both hands. Their faces were relaxed, peaceful, their eyes glassy and distant as they pleasured themselves. There was no sense that this was meant to be something private, no concern that I was now watching them. I wondered who had begun and how quickly the other had grown erect and begun playing with himself to copy his playmate. Just seeing them this way, so dumb and free of worry or inhibition made me grow quickly erect myself. I felt an overwhelming urge to touch myself, to drop down before them and stroke my pee-pee until I’d squirted out all my big boy thoughts just like them. 

I had to resist the growing base urges, no doubt fuelled by the programming I’d unwittingly received. I sat down beside the men nonetheless, slipping off my shorts but leaving my nappy on. The front was noticeably distorted by the stretched material as my stiffy tented out the garment. I hadn’t realised until now how soft the material within was. It caressed my penis and urged me to shoot my load right now. I held myself back, turning to Eric and draping my arm gently across his bare shoulders, feeling his sticky warm skin. He looked at me with those vacant eyes and said, “Doin’ stickies.” 

I nodded. “I can see that buddy. Stickies are fun huh?” 

“Mmmhmm.” 

Slowly I put pressure on his shoulder, pulling him back onto the floor and rolling him onto his side to face me. We looked into each other’s eyes, only inches apart now. I could feel his quickening breath on my face as he continued to stroke away at his member. I could see he was close now, his mouth was gaping open and his eyes began to roll back. 

“Ugh,” he gasped and I knew it was time. I squeezed myself right up against Eric just as he reached orgasm. I could feel the warmth splashing across my stomach and as much as it disgusted me, I knew it put me one step closer to my goal. Eric panted, his face radiating bliss. 

“Glad you enjoyed that,” I told him quietly, taking my discarded shorts and using the inside to wipe the mess off Eric’s tummy and pee-pee. 

“What are you boys doing, being so quiet over here?” Elly asked, appearing from the kitchen. 

Her arrival was faster than I’d expected and I only had one chance to get this right. I looked up at her and put on my biggest, dumbest grin. She smiled back as I stood, revealing the white goo streaked across my stomach. I scooped up a bunch of it on my finger, forcing down my own revulsion, my need to vomit, and held it out to her. “Done stickies!” I announced loudly. 

Elly grinned herself now and put on her highest, most condescending voice. “My goodness, look at all those creamies! You certainly did make a big squirt-squirt, didn’t you baby?” 

“Skirt!” I shouted and hopped up and down, hoping I wasn’t overdoing it. 

Elly didn’t seem disappointed with my act. She waved me over saying, “Come on baby, let’s clean you up a bit.” 

I toddled over to her with my best impression of Timmy and Eric’s wide gait, aided by the bulky nappy between my legs. She took my hand and led me to the kitchen, taking a washcloth and wiping away the cum before it dried thank goodness. Then she stroked my hair while I did my best to make my eyes go out of focus so they looked nice and glassy and dumb. “That must have been a lovely relief for you sweetie, losing those last big boy worries,” she said. “I bet it felt just lovely.” 

I said nothing, just gave her my best confused, slack-jawed gape. “Let’s give you a little treat,” she said, leading me back into the living room. 

“Wan’ pway mummy!” I babbled loudly, hoping to get a game of hide and seek started up now. I wasn’t sure how long I could keep up this act. 

“I know sweetie and you’ll play very soon, but first you get a special treat,” she explained. 

I wasn’t sure what was going on as she sat down on the couch and patted the seat next to her for me to take it. But as I sat she manoeuvred me so my head dropped back across her lap, settling in the crook of her left arm. She directed my feet up onto the arm of the couch so I was lying across her lap. It was a very strange position to be in for me. 

“This is something I can only do for you little ones once a week, but you deserve it today,” she told me, pulling off her shirt and uncoupling her bra. My eyes widened as I realised what she was about to do. Part of me wanted to run while I had the chance, but a much bigger part realised I was about to experience one of my greatest fantasies and I needed to stay right there. 

Elly smiled broadly at me and guided my head up towards her waiting nipple. “That’s right baby, it’s okay, mummy’s here for you. Open wide darling.” 

I did as directed, taking the teat in my lips and beginning to suckle. Warm milk filled my mouth instantly. It was amazing. I swallowed and felt a shiver of ecstasy race through my body. My eyes were locked on hers as I fed. She actually looked so radiantly maternal at that moment, so caring. The monster was gone and only this angel remained. For that moment I felt so little, so cared for that I didn’t want to leave. 

“That’s it, such a hungry boy you are,” she cooed, rubbing circles on my bare tummy. “You’re filling your tum-tum right up, aren’t you?” 

I kept suckling and swallowing. It was heaven. I didn’t need to answer her questions, no words were expected. But then she said something I hadn’t expected. 

“Oh my, it seems you didn’t quite get all those creamies out earlier, did you baby?” 

I wasn’t sure what she meant for a second, but then I became aware of the soft material caressing my penis again and I realised I was fully, achingly erect. Was I in trouble? What did she think that meant? Oh god, my heartbeat started picking up. 

“That’s okay baby, mummy understands how exciting this all is, getting so little and being so close to mummy. Baby can’t help it. It’s just so much fun to lose all those big boy thoughts. Mummy can tell it’s very arousing for you boys. Your brothers made several stickies a day after they first got all little.”

I breathed a sigh of relief, but didn’t miss a beat on the suckling. She didn’t know I was faking it or she wouldn’t be letting me continue nursing. I was in the clear. 

“But that’s quite fast to get all stiff again sweetie. We should make certain all those big boy thoughts are gone for good,” she cooed, moving her hand down from my tummy to the front of my nappy and pressing down on my stiffy. 

I took an extra-large gulp of creamy breast milk as her hand closed around my raging stiffy through the nappy and stroked it up and down. She accelerated her motions so quickly after that I couldn’t think what to do. There was no foreplay here, she was just trying to help me finish quickly, to ensure any remaining flicker of adult intellect was completely gone. I moaned and tried to sit up, spitting out the nipple and taking a breath. 

She cradled my head and said, “Shh, shh, it’s okay baby. Mummy knows now that those weren’t your creamies on your tummy before. But that’s okay, mummy’s not upset with you for your little trick. Mummy understands that you’ve been scared to let go. You need some help sweetie and mummy’s here to provide it. You don’t have to be afraid anymore. I’m here for you Aiden. I’ll always be here for you. Mummy will be here to care for your every need, keep you warm and safe. You’ll be my whole world baby,” she explained to me, stroking away. She leant close to my ear and whispered, “We’ll have your creamies out on your tummy in just a second and then mummy has a whole other breast for her little one.” 

She knew! It was such stunning information but I couldn’t react, I was so overwhelmed by the sensations. The soft, fuzzy material she was stroking madly up and down across my stiffy, the breast milk dribbling down my chin as I gaped up at her, the sounds of the boys playing their silly toddler games, it was all too much. The sensory overload blocked out any thoughts of escape and instead of running I scrunched my toes and pointed my feet, pulling myself closer to Elly as she stroked away. 

She kissed the top of my head and whispered, “That’s it, no need to fight it. You know how good it feels and how lovely it will be afterwards. Time for all those big boy thoughts to wave bye-bye.” 

It was a powerful image and it was fixed in my mind as I felt myself orgasm at last. “Ughhh,” I moaned, feeling the warmth pump into my soft thick nappy, throwing my head back in bliss. 

“That’s right, get it all out baby, let it all go,” Elly whispered in my ear. 

I knew this was it, this was the trigger for the final regression. And yet I felt like I could fight it if I wanted to. There was a chance, a possibility I could emerge from this and still be me. Then I’d defiantly shove her to the floor, free of her power. I’d get my stuff, even my phone, leave and go right to the police. It was within my power to walk away. 

But I could also feel the other possibility. I could feel that it would actually work if I let it. The trigger was permission. It was permission to let go and forget all about being a grown-up, to stop being embarrassed, to be the silly dumb toddler I’ve dreamed of becoming. Elly was so beautiful as a mother after all. She’d been amazing when she thought I’d given in. She was promising to care for me forever, the way she did with Eric and Benny. She was so tender and loving. It was very enticing. I could feel the window closing on that one chance. If I just held out I’d still be me, with all my mental faculties intact. But I only had a few seconds to take the other path, let the trigger erase my adult mind. At the height of pleasure I had to decide. 

Chapter 11 

Final Descent 


The contractions have finally stopped and my penis is shrinking back to its normal size. Warm white goo coats my tummy again and this time it is mine, sprayed in hot bands across there as the head of my penis slipped out of the top of my nappy in mid-orgasm. But now it’s over. It only lasted a few seconds, but it felt like an eternity. 

“My goodness, that was an amazing creamy little one!” a woman’s voice declares, capturing my attention. She pats my sticky tummy and feels the front of my underoos again. “I think this nappy is pretty sticky now honey, would you like it off?” she asks. 

It does feel warm and sticky and it would be nice to have a free pee-pee. I nod my head. “Off mummy,” I agree. 

She smiles. Mummy has a beautiful smile. It makes me feel nice all over. She slips her fingers along the sides of the nappy, ripping open the sides and slipping it off me. My pee-pee is soft now, drooping between my thighs. It feels nice having it all free and airy. I wonder why I even had undies on since none of my brothers do. I can see all of them playing nakey-bum right now. 

“Am nakey mummy,” I tell her with a grin. It feels silly just to say it, I like saying silly stuff. 

Mummy giggles. “You sure are baby. My you seem to be in a good mood now. And you should be, with a tummy full of warm mummy milk and covered in your own creamies.” 

Mummy’s talking but I don’t really listen to her words. There are too many of them. I just like the tone of her voice and her happy face. They make me smile while she cleans off my tummy and then lets me feed from her booby. There’s nothing more wonderful than being attached to mummy. I feel warm and perfect as I feed. I want it to last forever but it doesn’t. Mummy pulls the booby out of my mouth after a couple minutes and I feel empty without it. 

“Wan’ nummies!” I insisted, touching her boobies. 

“No more sweetie, I’m sorry. Come on baby, it’s okay,” she cooed and her words did calm me a bit. Just being in her arms is calming. The feeling of her skin on mine, her hair brushing across my face, it’s intoxicating. Then she reached down and tickled the bottoms of my feet to distract me. It worked, that felt amazing and made me all giggly. I grabbed my feets away from mummy. I like my feets. My toes are all wiggly and I decide to taste them. I have to stretch but I can put them in my mouth. Now I don’t feel as empty, I feel calmer and happier. Mummy makes a yucky face and I giggled round my toes, I love funny faces! I love my Mummy! 

**

“Yes I know it’s been four days!” Elly yelled into her phone, exasperated. “I really don’t give a shit about your tight schedule. You know I always deliver results. You want it done fast or done right? Ja, that’s what I thought. I expect payment by 5PM, then and only then will I go to the drop spot,” she snapped, hanging up. 

Her contact wasn’t happy that it had been four days since she’d informed him the last boy had broken and she hadn’t delivered yet. But what did he know? She was the woman with the flawless track record, he was just a fucking middle-man, a glorified delivery boy. 

Calming down Elly put the phone back into its cradle and walked to the window to make sure the boys were okay. Timmy and Eric were back in the sandbox and Benny was swinging from the low branch of their only sizable tree. He wasn’t more than a few inches off the ground so she wasn’t too concerned. She looked around for Aiden, spotting him off by himself near the wall. The tall young man was naked as always. He’d taken to that part of the programming very well in the end. His body was already noticeably more tanned from his hours spent nude in the yard. His hair was a bit wild, he’d probably been doing somersaults again, and his hands, knees and feet were filthy, probably from digging around in the bushes. The feral man-boy seemed to be perpetually filthy since his final regression. 

As Elly watched, Aiden squatted down at the edge of the bushes lining the wall and she worried he might be about to poop again. He’d done that in the grass twice yesterday alone. But no he was feeling at something in the bushes. After a moment he emerged holding a big blue blanket. Elly squinted, unsure when that had been put out there. She’d never even seen it before. It seemed a mystery to Aiden as well. He stood up, looking curiously at the blanket. Then he slipped a few fingers into his mouth to chew on and brought the soft blanky to his cheek, rubbing it soothingly against himself. Elly chuckled and got on with her work. 

She’d been worried about Aiden since he’d finally given in. He’d taken a bit longer than expected and his final regression had been anything but certain. She’d run into men like him only a couple times before, where it seemed possible they might resist the final trigger. For a moment she’d seen that defiance in his eyes and she knew he could have fought it off. But then, just like the others, she’d watched him choose to let go. She’d watched him breathe out in relaxation, consciously giving in. And then his eyes glazed over and his face slackened as the programming took effect and just like that all that intellect and thoughtful decision-making ability was completely gone. It was always amazing to watch them choose to slip under its effects in these rare cases. 

But even after she’d watched Aiden’s eyes go dull and innocent, after he’d smiled and giggled as she stripped him nude and even after he’d gleefully nibbled on his own dirty toes she worried that a spark could remain. So she kept him under her watch twice as long as usual. And this afternoon it was time for a final test, to be sure nothing remained of his adult mind. If he passed this one, it was time to make the drop. A ring of the gate buzzer let her know it was time to begin the test. 

**

Aiden let Elly lead him by the hand back into the house. His eyes had to adjust to the lack of bright sunlight at first, but then he saw the visitor his mummy had brought him to see. A tall black woman was standing in the kitchen. She was wearing a full police uniform complete with bullet-proof vest and handgun. 

“Sweetie this police officer came by because she found a car parked across the street that’s registered to a missing person,” Elly told him. “She was wondering if you know anything about that.”

The black police woman nodded at Elly and then gave Aiden a comforting smile. “That’s right dear. Can you tell me anything about that car? Do you know who it belongs to?” 

Aiden looked at Elly with wide, innocent eyes, then back at the police woman. Scrunching his bare toes on the tile floor he pointed at her and declared, “Po-eese man!” 

The officer smiled warmly and chuckled. “Close dear. I’m a police woman,” she corrected. 

Aiden blinked in confusion. “Po-eese!” he repeated loudly. 

“That’s right honey,” Elly agreed. “She is the police. And is there anything at all that you want to say to her?”

Aiden gazed at Elly and the stranger again, and then his hand drifted down to his dangling penis and he began to play with it idly. Both women sniggered at his innocent play, noting the pee-pee stayed flaccid. 

“Perhaps I should talk to him in private?” the police officer suggested. 

Elly nodded. “Yes, that’s fine. You can take him in the living room.” 

The officer extended her hand. “Come along Aiden,” she directed. 

Aiden frowned and began sucking his thumb, stepping behind Elly as though that would actually hide him. “Now Aiden, it’s okay,” Elly urged. “Go with the nice woman. Mummy will be right out here.” 

“Don’ wanna,” he mumbled around his thumb, just loud enough for Elly to make it out. 

“Be a good boy and you can have some nummy milk from mummy later,” she promised. 

Aiden’s frown was gone instantly. 

“That sound okay?”

With a definitive nod Aiden stepped towards the police woman and let her take his hand, leading him into the living room, where she sat on the couch. She noted that Aiden automatically dropped down to his bottom on the carpet at her feet rather than sitting beside her. 

“So Aiden, how old are you honey?” she asked, now that Elly was gone and unable to influence his answers. 

The nude twenty-something man blinked in thought, then held up a hand with two fingers showing. 

“Are you two years old sweetie?”

He nodded seriously. 

“Are you sure about that? You aren’t any bigger than two?” 

Aiden looked utterly confused. He pouted then held out the hand with two fingers again. 

“Okay, so you’re two. And what’s your name?” 

“Ay-den!” he declared, emphasising both syllables. 

“And who was that other woman in the kitchen?” 

“Das mummy,” he announced, smiling at knowing the answer to so many questions. 

“And what letter is this,” she asked, holding up a big card with a letter ‘A’ displayed prominently on it. 

Aiden stared blankly at the card, jaw slack. 

“I’ll give you a clue honey. It’s the letter your name begins with Aiden.” 

Aiden’s eyes remained blank and he reached out for the card with both hands. The police officer let him take it, watching as he felt it over with his hands, eyeing it curiously, then jamming the corner into his mouth and gnawing at it. 

“Oh honey, that’s not for chewing,” she chided gently as he continued mouthing the card. “My goodness sweetie, you’re quite slow even for a two year old aren’t you?” 

As Aiden said nothing and seemed to take no offense she assumed his vocabulary was too small to even understand when he was being mocked. She took the card back from him, carefully wiping off the slobber. Then she gave him a smile and asked, “Aiden, were you ever a grown-up? Did you drive here in that car out front? And did Elly in there reduce you to a slobbering idiot?” 

If she’d asked those questions before his final big squirt Aiden would have eagerly volunteered all the dirt he had on Elly. But when he let the trigger work, when he opened his mind to the programming it had taken all those memories, all those worries away and some police woman asking questions couldn’t just switch it back on. The young man’s slack expression was unchanged by her queries. Lacking the tactile comfort of the card to chew on Aiden grabbed his right foot and slipped the big toe back into his mouth, slurping the dusty brown soil of the yard off it as the police woman watched. Despite his lack of a verbal response she clearly had the answer she needed. 

“He’s as ready as he’ll ever be,” she told Elly, walking back into the kitchen. 

Elly looked relieved. “Not even a flicker?” 

She shook her head. “He’s munching his toes out there right now.” 

“He does love those things,” she said with a laugh, pulling out a roll of hundred rand notes and handing it to the police officer. “Thanks for your help.” 

“Always happy to be of service,” the officer assured, pocketing the cash. “You just make sure you get the boys down to Jonathan’s tonight. They’re not too happy being kept waiting.” 

Elly took the warning seriously. “I’ll have them there. I’ve never missed a delivery yet.” 

“I know, I know,” the woman assured her. “Just remember who you’re dealing with. You don’t want to be fucking with Nigerians.” 

“I’ll keep that in mind,” Elly told her. “You’ll take care of the car?” she followed up. 

“What car?” the police woman asked with a sly grin, walking out of the kitchen. 


Chapter 12

Betrayal 


It was time for the drop again. This was the part that Elly always hated. For one it was always hard saying goodbye, especially when they didn’t really understand what it meant anymore, but also because it was damned dangerous. After getting Eric and Benny into bed together she gave them the special sleep trigger that left them deeply asleep until she came to wake them up. Then she strapped on a bullet-proof vest under her jacket and leant over to the safe beside her bed. She plugged in the four digit code she knew by heart, popping the door open and quickly extracting a loaded 9mm Glock pistol, safety off. She kept it next to her bed just in case. Everyone knew electric fences and barred windows only deterred the small timers. They just slowed the real cut-throats down, hopefully giving her time to get out her only real defence measure. Now she holstered it and clipped it to her belt. She hoped she’d never need it, but she practised at the range every week nonetheless. 

It was dark out as she led the two nearly naked young men to the minivan. They yawned as they’d grown used to being in bed by this time of night. Neither man complained about being loaded into the van and strapped into their seats with nothing but a thick white nappy on either of them. They were so far gone she could have marched them into the library that way and neither would have batted an eye. On the contrary Aiden enjoyed his time lying on the changing mat in the living room while she taped his nappy on, reaching out to feel her hair and giggling as she tickled his bare tummy. 

Her contact had instructed Elly to deliver them in nappies only, to make escape more unlikely. She thought it was ridiculous as she made certain they were incapable of escape long before delivery. But she wasn’t going to argue over the point. At least it saved her having to replace outfits. 

Once they were safely strapped in Elly was quick to get the car on the road. She always wanted these things over and done with quickly. She checked the mirror repeatedly as she drove, making sure the boys were comfortable. She had let them each have a special treat before going, a last turn nursing on her booby. And she’d let them bring their favourite toys to entertain themselves on the ride. It helped assuage her guilt a little bit. It was only once they were on the highway that she began explaining a bit about what was happening.

**

We’re going for a ride, just me and Timmy and Mummy. I dunno why the others is sleeping. It’s a nakey ride too. I just in my nappy and so is Timmy. We’re nappy brothers! I like the feeling of being in just my soft nappy for the ride and I wonder why mummy usually makes us put on clothes to go for rides. I wonder if this has anything to do with the police lady who I saw today. I liked her uniform. It had shiny buttons and lots of interesting tools I’d like to play with. She was a nice lady too, very smiley. I push my feets against mummy’s seat and wiggle my toes. Timmy likes his toes too, he’s sucking them now. I want to be like him so I suck on mine too. My thumb is all wrinkly anyway and toes are better. 

Mummy starts talking about going bye-bye for a bit. She says we have to stay with some other friends of hers just for a little while. At first it’s hard to follow all her big grown-up words, but then I understand more and I don’t like the sound of what she’s saying at all. What does she mean friends of hers? She’s mummy! I stay with her! If mummy gone, I’m all alone and that’s scary. I yell and say she can’t go away! But mummy just says shush and that it will be okay and I’ll be happy. But that’s a lie! I need mummy, there is no happy without mummy! She’s really going to go. It makes me so angry! I cry and scream and I think I might explode until something in my head clicks into place. 

The police woman visit couldn’t do it. But hearing mummy is leaving changes everything for me. It was love for mummy, for booby milk and cuddles and being cared for that made me let go when the trigger happened. But unlike the others I had never completely given in. Somewhere deep in my mind I preserved my adult side. It lay dormant, walled off, for days now. Even when the police woman asked those questions is wasn’t enough to break through because it didn’t change the facts that made me want to regress. But this revelation that mummy was leaving, this broke that barrier down in a flash. 

Waking up from the toddler mind-set was becoming a feeling I was actually used to now. But each time it was a little harder as I was coming from deeper down. I felt my emotions come back under my control and ceased my screaming. I could feel and taste the salty tears staining by cheeks. I became aware of the seat belt pressing against my skin, all of my skin. I was almost naked, wearing only… oh God, a nappy. I wiggled experimentally and discovered it was indeed a bit wet. Ugh, what a nightmare. It was incredible to suddenly be so alert, so able to think about more than just my immediate needs and desires. But I didn’t dare speak up, not when I was naked and strapped into a car seat like this. Instead I had to take in my surroundings. 

We were on a motorway and it was late at night, it had to be since the traffic was so light. What was going on here? Everyone knew the dangers of driving in Joburg after dark. I was able to read the exit signs as we passed them and I could see the glittering skyline in front of us so I knew we were headed south on the M1, straight into the city centre, an area that was dangerous in broad daylight never mind after sunset. There was a reason all malls, banks and supermarkets closed before sunset in this city. And if she stayed on the motorway past the city centre then we were headed straight for Soweto, the largest township in the country. What the hell was Elly doing? 

“Don’t worry sweeties, I promise I’ll see you again very soon,” she was saying, trying to calm down Timmy, who was still crying loudly. 

She looked in the rear view mirror at us, so I quickly began pulling my foot back and forth and wiggling the toes like a moron, hoping she wouldn’t notice the returned focus in my eyes. She didn’t seem to though, she seemed preoccupied with other things. And I soon saw why. 

Elly took the next exit, onto Houghton St, and I recognised the tower blocks the car was now facing instantly. It turned out we weren’t going into the city centre or Soweto, it was far worse than that. We were now headed straight for Hillbrow, the most infamous suburb in the country. Elly was no fool either, as evidenced by her failure to stop at any red lights once we were on surface roads. She knew stopping at an intersection here was something you did only if you had a death wish. 

The tower blocks of Hillbrow had once been the hip and young section of the city, filled with students, young professionals and start-up companies. Now the abandoned high-rises had been turned into vertical townships, forty-storey slums populated by violent thieves known as tsotsis, drug running gangs and thousands of illegal immigrants, mainly from Nigeria. The murder rate was triple that of Detroit or New Orleans, the most dangerous cities in America. And this was apparently where Elly was taking us. 

She finally slowed the car down in front of one of the many completely darkened high-rises, stopping just in front of the main entrance. She didn’t pull to the side though. Instead she hit the horn twice and waited, nervously looking left and right and checking her mirrors, ready to floor the gas in case of a car-jacking attempt. Suddenly the doors of a plain white van parked in front of us popped open and two men emerged. They were huge, muscular black men and they were dressed like thugs, but Elly didn’t seem afraid of them. She twisted around to face Timmy and I, a serious look on her face. 

“Okay boys, these nice men are going to take you now. You be good for me and I’ll give a treat when I come to get you next week,” she assured. 

It was total bullshit and I knew it. She was nothing more than a human trafficker, and now she’d sold us on. I felt like the biggest fool in the world. I’d let my penis trump my brain, let my desire for a mummy to baby me lead me down this dangerous road. I knew Elly wasn’t to be trusted right from the start and if I’d been thinking rationally I never would have ended up in this position. But as I watched her wave the thugs over, her motherly aura completely gone, I knew it wasn’t entirely my fault. Whatever that programme on the phone was, it had clouded my mind, tricked me into trusting her. This was her doing and I wanted badly to make her pay for it. But there was no time to anything right now. 

The men were already on either side of the car and one knocked twice on the window next to me. Elly pushed the unlock button and the doors slid open immediately. The men gave me only a cursory glance, unbuckling my belt and roughly picking me up by my armpits, then swinging one powerful arm under my nappied bottom and carrying me like a real baby out into the street. I didn’t know what to do or say. If I revealed my working mind they might just shoot me right here for being a witness. If I said nothing I had no idea where they’d take me or what they’d do to me. But I decided that was still better than being shot. A glimmer of hope beats no hope at all. The last I saw of Elly she was throwing the minivan in reverse and rocketing it away, not even glancing back at us. Then I was shoved into the van and lost sight of her. 

A part of me still couldn’t believe that after all that she’d just abandoned us this way. It made me angrier than I could ever recall being. She’d held me in her arms, nurtured me like no one before and then just cast me off to two dangerous and surely armed thugs in one of the world’s most dangerous places. I’d never forget the look of cold indifference on her face as the men carried Timmy away even as he screamed for his “Mummy” and reached his arms desperately in her direction. The betrayal cut me right to the core and I didn’t need to put on an act to cry my eyes out like a baby separated from his mummy would. 

Strapped into a new car seat much like the one in Elly’s car the men then paid Timmy and I no real attention. They got back in the front and started driving, leading us out of Hillbrow and onto a different motorway. It soon became clear we were leaving Joburg long behind us after all. But where we were going was still a total mystery. I had the sinking feeling that it would be out of the frying pan and into the fire. 

Chapter 13

Bigger Picture 


I didn’t even remember falling asleep, but I must have at some point because a heavy bump woke me up. Rubbing my bleary eyes I saw that it was daylight out again. We’d been driving for some time and I wasn’t even sure we were still in South Africa. Of course it was unlikely we crossed any international borders without questions being asked about the two nearly naked men strapped into oversized car seats. 

In any case we were well away from any cities now. The countryside would best be described as African savannah, the kind of place you go for a safari. We were on an unpaved road with nothing but grassland and small stands of trees around us for as far as I could see. Timmy was still asleep and I didn’t dare wake him up. The smell wafting over from his direction told me he’d used his nappy for more than just pee. I tried not to think about it. Instead I watched the scenery pass by in silence. The men were talking to each other in the front, but they spoke an African language I couldn’t begin to recognise. We stayed on that rural unpaved road, bouncing along for another twenty minutes. Wherever we were headed it was so remote there would be no chance of escape on foot, that was for sure. Especially not in bare feet and a wet nappy. 

Finally something appeared in front of us. It was some kind of compound, a few buildings and a water tower surrounded by fences. The driver had to get out and open the gate. As he did I got sight of something amazing. Standing at the fence staring at us was a beautiful young woman probably around my age. But she was standing there just as naked as a jaybird, her pert breasts right on display to us and the drivers. She had a golden tan from head to toe, no lines at all. Her hair was long and wild, brushing across her shoulders. She didn’t seem concerned, just waved meekly as we drove past, curling her big toe into the dirt. 

As we cleared the gate I saw that she wasn’t alone after all. A half dozen other young men and women were standing around the grassy yard between the buildings and the fence. All of them were either as naked as her or wearing puffy white nappies, with a t-shirt if they were lucky. Noticeably none of the young women had been given shirts, so there were several sets of boobs to be seen. I doubted that was an accident. Not that any of them seemed to mind. Their breasts jiggled and bounced freely as they skipped and toddled about the area without a hint of concern. They all had slack, innocent expressions on their faces. One young Asian man had a sizable erection on show as he gazed blankly at the passing van. Were these all Elly’s victims I wondered? How long had she been doing this? What was the purpose of it all? 

The van stopped in front of the main building and the driver and passenger got out and walked up to the main door. It was obvious to me now that they were just delivery men with no interest in the cargo. After a moment the door opened and a stocky, balding white man in a grey button-down short-sleeve shirt and khakis shorts walked out. He talked with the men and then gestured to the van. He called back into the building and after another few seconds two new people emerged. There was a young man and a woman, both looking to be late teens or early twenties. They weren’t naked or diapered like the people on the lawn but they didn’t appear perfectly normal either. The man was wearing a lime green t-shirt and some track pants that didn’t quite reach his ankles. The woman was in a white halter top and some tight pink capris that reached just under her knees. It was the fact that both were barefoot that made me suspect something was amiss with them. 

Sure enough they soon came hurrying over to the van with smiles on their faces, pulling open the doors. “Hi there little ones!” the girl greeted, reaching in and tickling Timmy’s tummy to wake him up. 

He blinked and then opened his eyes fully, seeming surprised to have a strange girl tickling him. “There you are baby, wakey-wakey!” she crooned. “My name is Sara, what’s yours?” 

“Me Timmy,” he answered quietly, still unsure about the girl. 

“Well hi there Timmy. I’m here to help you get settled into the nursery with the other little ones. Okay?” 

Timmy nodded hesitantly and Sara gave a silly little giggle and undid his seatbelt. I noticed her sniffing the air as she worked to free the young man. “Uh-oh, smells like someone make a stinky in their nappy,” she noted in a cheerful sing-song tone. 

Timmy gave her a dumb grin and announced, “Done poopies.” 

Sara nodded and cooed, “That’s okay, we’ll get you changed out of that messy old nappy soon enough sweetie-pie.” 

At the same time the young man opened my door and leaned in to give me a big dumb grin. It made me want to punch him right in the stupid face, but I held back. “Hey there little fella. I’m Jamie, who are you?” he asked brightly, sticking to the same script as Sara. 

“Aiden,” I replied softly, deciding to keep it brief. 

“Cool! Okay Aiden, you come with me to the nursery okay buddy?” 

“I don’ got cwodes,” I muttered to him, trying to sound as little as possible but also extremely aware that my modesty had returned with a vengeance. 

But Jamie just waved his hand dismissively. “Don’t worry about that Aiden. Many of the little ones in the nursery don’t wear clothes. They make it too tricky for some little boys and girls like you to make it to the potty. Some prefer being completely nakey-bum. So you’ll fit right in with the other little ones.” 

He leant close to me then and sniffed, seeming surprised that I didn’t reek of crap like Timmy. Without asking for permission he reached down and squeezed the front of my nappy. It wasn’t soaked but there was some obvious heavy wetness and that seemed to satisfy Jamie. “Done some tinkles, eh buddy?” he asked. 

I just gave him a blank look back, as though I’d been unaware of my accident and insisted, “Aiden big boy,” like a petulant little toddler would. 

“Don’t worry buddy, it was a long ride. I know you’re a very big boy,” Jamie reassured me in a painfully condescending tone. Then he undid my seat belt and took my hand, pulling me up out of my seat. 

With that I had no choice but to get out of the car and walk with him across the dusty road. As soon as my feet made contact with the sun-warmed dirt I became aware of how different it felt under my soles from what I was used to. I grabbed one foot at looked at the bottom of it. Sure enough the sole was already beginning to thicken a bit. I remembered how tough Eric and Benny’s were, then something else occurred to me and I pulled out the waist of my nappy to reveal exactly what I was afraid of. There was no tan line there and no hair either. My body was already beginning to make adjustments to fit my new life. Some were beyond my control. In the light of day I could see my complete lack of body hair and I knew that couldn’t be natural. Elly had done all she could to match my body to the toddler mind-set she’d reduced me to. 

We followed behind Sara and Timmy, heading into the main building. I avoided eye-contact with the man and our transporters, focussing on keeping my gait similar to Timmy’s so as not to arouse any suspicions. It was impossible not to notice that the poor young man’s nappy was hanging very low, obviously well used on the long car ride. It made him waddle even more than usual. 

We were led down a short dark corridor and then into a large brightly lit room. There were a half dozen large beds lining one side of the room. Their sides had low bars, not like a crib, but like a toddler bed for a child too big for a crib but still prone to falling out and hurting themselves. The beds weren’t made up and had been left messy with various coloured blankies and plushy toys abandoned on them or dropped on the floor nearby. The other half of the room was carpeted and strewn with abandoned toys of all types. I instantly noticed a row of potty seats pressed up against the far wall. 

The walls were painted in bright pastel colours that made me feel a bit sick just to look at. The floor was carpeted, made for children who spent a lot of time on their hands and knees or their bottoms. Along the wall opposite the potty seats was a large changing table with a stack of fresh nappies next to it. The whole place was right out of one of my dreams. Yet now that I was actually here it had somehow morphed into a living nightmare. 

“Everyone is out getting some sun right now, so you lucky boys have the place all to yourselves,” Sara announced. “How about we show them where they’ll be sleeping,” she suggested to Jamie. 

“Yeah, c’mon Aiden, let me show you your bed,” the young man enthused, yanking me over to an empty bed at the end of the row. 

Timmy was being shown a similar bed next to mine but he didn’t look impressed either. Instead his lips were quivering. “I wan’ mummy!” he finally howled, starting to really blubber. 

“Aww, poor baby,” Sara cooed, pulling the wailing young man into a tight cuddle and rubbing his back. “It’s okay Timmy, I’m gonna help take care of you now and I’m real nice, I promise.” 

Jamie pulled me away from the bed, maybe to keep me from joining Timmy in having a tantrum. Instead I was pulled over to the toy box on the other side of the room. “Look at all the fun toys Aiden! Would you like to choose one right now?” he asked brightly. 

I rifled through the pile half-heartedly, glad to finally have both hands free. His grip was like a vice. I wasn’t sure what to make of Jamie and Sara though. It seemed like they were in charge of this room, like they were carers. But their clothes just screamed childish and I knew that in this country, only children under high school age were allowed and in fact expected to go around barefoot. So were they in on the scam, or were they just a different kind of victim? I just didn’t know who I could trust. 

“Ooh, that’s a good one,” Jamie told me as I pulled out a yo-yo. “It might be a little advanced for you now, but I’m sure you’ll find a way to play with it.” 

With my toy chosen I found my hand back in the vice-like grip as I was led to the potty seats. Jamie grabbed hold of the sides of my only slightly wet nappy and yanked it clean off me, once again without a word of warning or a hint of concern for my privacy. Then he wheeled me around and pretty much forced me to sit on one. Bad enough being suddenly stripped nude, but being forced to sit on a communal potty seat was downright disgusting. Jamie kept up his cheerful act. “See Aiden, this is where we come to do poopy and pee-pee. Do you know how to use the potty bro?” 

I nodded, gritting my teeth and trying not to slug this guy. 

“Smart boy! Mr Klerk said you were very little but you don’t seem that silly to me.” 

“Klerk?” I asked. 

“Yeah, he’s the man in charge here. But you won’t be seeing him much. Me ‘nd Sara run things here.” 

“How old Jamie?” I asked, trying to get information without revealing my true vocabulary. 

“Me? Well I’m a big kid buddy. I’ll be twelve in a couple months,” he answered proudly. 

He was young, but he sure wasn’t that young. I doubted he was saying that for my benefit either, he looked legitimately proud to be closing in on twelve. “Sawa?” I followed up, pointing at the girl who was now showing a calmer Timmy some stuffed animals. 

“Sara’s only ten,” Jamie replied haughtily. “But she’s real mature for her age,” he added. “Now, I don’t hear any tinkles yet. Are you sure you’re trying to be a big boy and use the potty?” 

“Don’t need pee-pee,” I muttered, red as a beet with shame. 

“Well, let’s just wait a few minutes and see,” Jamie said, forcing me to just keep sitting on the stupid potty seat. 

A couple minutes later the door to the field swung open without warning and a gaggle of young men and women came rushing inside. I recognised them as the people I’d seen playing by the gate. Most of my attention was focused on the three young women in the group. Aside from the one I’d already seen by the gate there was now a cute little red head and another blonde, though her hair was done up in adorable pig-tails. I couldn’t take my eyes off their boobs, jiggling delightfully as they skittered about, dropping to their hands and knees to pick up whatever toys they’d left upon going out earlier. Once wore a bright pink swim nappy while the other had a normal one on. Almost all the young men were naked though. Perhaps it was just harder to keep rambunctious boys in their nappies. At least one blonde man had a very thick nappy on though, one that looked well-used to me as well. 

“Hey guys,” Jamie announced, “look who we have here. You have two new playmates.” 

Our new room-mates paused their play and looked up at me and Timmy. They seemed curious about us, but most were more interested in their toys and quickly forgot about the new arrivals. Only one kept looking in my direction. The young Asian man rose to his feet again, dropping a Tonka truck, and made a bee-line for me. I noticed that his erection was gone now, only a shiny residue on his tummy evidence of his earlier arousal. And it occurred to me that was more likely the reason the boys had no nappies on, easier access to their favourite toys. It seemed unlikely this vacant-eyed young man was going to have anything interesting to say to me, but there was always a sliver of hope. 

He toddled right up to Jamie and me, then spun around and dropped heavily onto the potty right next to mine. Leaning forward with a look of deep concentration he soon produced a series of rude noises that made me flinch reflexively. He had no such qualms though, smiling and declaring “Poopy!” for all to hear. Nope, he was no comrade in arms after all. 

It very quickly became clear to me that every last one of these people was fully regressed without a flicker of their old selves hiding within. I spent an hour creeping around the carpet whispering to each of them, asking if they knew why we were here or where they’d come from. My answers were blank stares, wet raspberries, pinches and offers of toys or patty-cake games. Sara had the one young man wearing a nappy up on the changing table, the strap buckled around his bare tummy to stop him squirming right off the table. She blew raspberries on his bare skin making his squeal with glee and swing his legs about while she wiped his filthy bottom clean, powdered him and taped him into a fresh, dry nappy. The whole time the young man nibbled on his fingers and tried to catch his toes, perfectly happy to be manhandled that way. 

No I was all alone in here. Even Timmy had quickly integrated himself into the ranks of the toddler men. Sara had stripped him of his well-used nappy and failed to offer him a replacement, likely due to the erection he now sported. I knew from experience that his arousal was now more likely due to his happiness at having so many new playmates than any sexual thoughts. Nonetheless he was soon just another smiling, giggling man-boy creeping about the carpet with the others. 

My focus was keeping my wits about me. It had been hard enough to keep control when I was with Eric, Timmy and Benny. Now I was surrounded by a whole nursery of baby men and women and there was no denying that it made me very aroused. Everyone could see it too, since that moron Jamie hadn’t given me another nappy after I failed to do pee-pee or poopies for him in the potty. On the upside it helped maintain the ruse that I was still just a silly toddler, on the downside there was nothing I could do to maintain my dignity without giving away my returned mental abilities. I had to toddle around the nursery with the damn thing bobbing about like a fucking metronome for everyone to see. And the worst part of that was it actually made me harder. 

Even though I’d woken from Elly’s programming I was still concerned the trigger was implanted deep in my subconscious and was just waiting to be re-activated. I didn’t want to blow my load on my tummy and then find myself back to helpless innocent toddlerhood. This place had to be some sort of way-station, a holding pen on the road to God knows where. There was not telling what was in store for us and I didn’t intend to find out the hard way. 

I sat back on the floor, idly spinning the yo-yo, trying to think of the next step. Unfortunately I was drawing a blank. I considered overpowering Jamie and stealing his clothes. Then at least I wouldn’t be naked. But I’d still be barefoot and in the middle of nowhere. I’d need to steal a vehicle as well. As I considered this, someone walked into the nursery. I instantly recognised him as Mr Klerk and what worried me was that he was staring right at me from the second he walked in the door. He said nothing to Jamie or Sara, simply strode right across the play area and stopped in front of me. I stared back at him, forcing my eyes out of focus and jamming the yo-yo in my mouth, even giving my stiff penis a playful little tweak. 

“Howzit my friend,” he greeted in a thick Afrikaans accent. “There’s no need to put on an act, ja. I know you can understand me just fine.” 

I hoped he couldn’t see that I was shaking with terror. My only hope was that this was a trick just to see if I admitted something. I did my best to pout and look shy but not intelligent. But it was no good. He didn’t seem angry, just a bit bemused. He pointed over at the wall. “You see that Teddy bear, ja? Look closely at it,” he directed. 

I looked at the teddy he was pointing at. It was a big brown plushy sitting on the shelf above the toys. And there was something odd about its right eye. My heart sank. It was a camera. I let the yo-yo drop, the jig was up. 

Mr Klerk nodded. “That’s better, no more need for pretend. Let’s have a chat in my office,” he said, gesturing to the door. 

All eyes were on me as I stood up and padded softly across the room and out the door. Now that everyone knew I wasn’t a mental toddler it was ten times more embarrassing to be nude in front of them all. So I hurried into the corridor as quickly as I could. Mr Klerk was right behind me, directing me to the only other room with an open door and letting me sit in a normal chair before his desk. He sat facing me, shaking his head. 

“This is very disappointing,” he offered after the longest of awkward pauses. 

“I’m sorry?” 

“Elly has always done good work for us,” Klerk explained. “She commands high rates and she’s always earned them, until now.” 

“And exactly who are you people?” I demanded, finally in a position to get some answers. 

Klerk pulled out a pack of cigarettes, even offering me one. I waved him off. He shrugged and lit himself one, taking a long drag as he considered his answer. “We’re in something of a niche business, if you know what that means,” he said at last. 

“I have an idea. But could you be more specific?”

He grinned and it was an ugly thing on him. His smile didn’t put me more at ease, it made me tense up all the more. 

“We follow the rules all businessmen follow, supply and demand. When one goes into business you look at the market and you ask, what is there a demand for, but no supply? And when you can answer that question, you have your new business. 

“There are many people out there with unusual tastes. One particular rare taste is for something called adult babies. You’ve heard of this?” 

I nodded slowly. 

“Well, then you know that there are people out there who wish desperately to be little babies or toddlers all over again. And there are also people who want to have an adult baby to… shall we say care for.”

“And what, you just match them up?” 

Klerk grinned again in his disgusting way. “Well, not exactly. The problem is that adult babies all too often decide they don’t like their mummy or daddy and decide to move out, or they have disagreements about how they wish to be cared for. For some would-be mummies and daddies that just isn’t acceptable. They want a baby who actually needs them, who adores and loves them with all their hearts and can never just leave. And that is what we provide, for a fair price of course.” 

“Is the demand really that high?”

“We’re a global business and yes the demand is actually much higher than you’d think.” 

“So you’re human traffickers, peddling a particular type of sex slave,” I stated coldly. 

Klerk just shrugged. “That’s a very crude way to put it. Our goal is that both parties are happy in the end. We don’t just drug some poor sap and ship them off in a cage to be abused. We make mental modifications to ensure they enjoy it.” 

“And to make sure they don’t have the ability to fight back or escape,” I added coldly. 

He simply shrugged. 

I shook my head. “And Elly provides you with a steady stream of these people?” 

“She is one provider, but others actually come straight here to us. We advertise as an adult baby nursery. People come for a weekend of indulgence, embracing their little sides for a bit. And instead they get to embrace it for a lot longer than that. You can make it sound sordid as you like, but I like to think of it as giving them their ultimate fantasy.” 

“So why even hire Elly then? If you can do it yourself right here?” 

“Well without repeat customers we don’t get many referrals to our business of course. And our processes tend to take a lot longer that hers. She is usually very quick, very efficient. But with you she took much longer and now it seems that after all that she failed anyway.”

There was a tense pause as Klerk seemed to be thinking about something, maybe considering the refund he was going to demand from her for messing up on me. Then I broke the silence. “So what happens to us now? You wait until you have a buyer then ship us off?” 

“That is the long-term goal of course. You can probably expect to spend a few weeks here. But first we need to fix Elly’s mistake of course. I am sorry that it will take longer now, but don’t worry, in a week or so you’ll be ready to re-join Timmy and the others in the nursery.”

I shook my head. “Look, you’re a businessman right? I can pay you…” I began.

“I don’t think you can fathom the kind of money we’re talking about in this business my friend. And in any case you have to know that witnesses aren’t good for a business like ours, at least not ones who can form complete sentences.” 

The door behind me swung open and Jamie stepped in, flanked by another burly young man with a buzz-cut. I hadn’t seen him before but he looked like their enforcer. Each man grabbed one of my arms and I knew there was no point in trying to overpower them. I wasn’t going to be able to just run off into the African wilderness on my own to escape. I was fresh out of good options. 

Chapter 14

Point of No Return 


Jamie and his buddy dragged me down the corridor to a new room, unlocking the door and shoving me inside before slamming it closed behind me. I pounded my fists against it as they relocked the door. There was no use, I was trapped, but it sure felt good to vent a bit. 

“Hey there.” A male voice halted my pounding. I turned around to see I wasn’t alone in here. In fact there were two men in the room with me. It wasn’t like the nursery though. The room was bare except for a single large bed and a potty seat in the corner. In the silence after I stopped pounding the door I could just make out the soft flute music being pumped in from hidden speakers. 

“It plays all the time, day and night” the man who’d greeted me said, answering my unspoken question. He was taller than me and looked athletic, though not muscular. His black hair was cut neatly, not buzzed but not shaggy. Unlike me he’d been granted one item of clothing, a fuzzy blue onesie that left only his hands and feet free. The other man was shorter and skinnier, so baby-faced that he was probably barely twenty. He too wore a onesie, though his was pale yellow. 

“What is it?” I asked, referring to the music. 

“I don’t know, but since I’ve been here I’ve been having the weirdest dreams,” he answered. “I’m Steven by the way,” he said, extending his hand. 

“I’m Aiden, nice to meet you.” 

“I wish for your sake that we weren’t meeting,” he replied, as the second man came forward to shake hands, telling me his name was John. 

“How long have you two been here?” I inquired. 

“Three days,” John answered. “Can I ask, where are you from? Your accent is… odd.” 

“I’m a Kiwi,” I explained.

The two men exchanged confused looks. “Then what are you doing all the way over here?”

“It’s a long story. So, more importantly, how do we get out of here?” 

The men shrugged. “The doors are locked and reinforced and the windows have bars,” Steven explained. “They say we won’t get out until we’re ready to take our onesies off and join the other jaybirds in the nursery.” 

“It doesn’t look like you’re ready to do that yet,” I noted. 

They shook their heads but neither man looked very confident. “There’s stuff in the food and milk that makes us all zoned out and spacey for hours after we eat. And when we wake in the morning we’re all fuzzy and confused. I’m not sure how long we can last,” John admitted. 

“I get all sorts of weird urges,” Steven added with a frown. 

A new noise interrupted our conversation. Looking up I saw that a data projector was suspended from the ceiling and it was now powering up. “What’s that?” I asked. 

“They make us watch videos of their nursery, hours of watching them play and be cared for.” 

They sat on the end of the bed, awaiting the show, so I joined them. 

“Why didn’t they give you pyjamas like ours?” John asked as we waited. 

“I don’t think my arrival was fully expected. They’ll probably have some for me later I suppose.” 

The projector lit up the entire wall of the room. For a second it was a blue test screen, then it flickered and a second later the wall was consumed by swirling colours. John and Steven instinctively shut their eyes and covered their faces from the onslaught. 

“Jesus, what is it?!” John demanded. 

“I don’t know bro! What the hell?” Steven yelled back as the music increased in volume. 

I had no such doubts. I knew exactly what the swirling colours on the wall were and what they did. But I didn’t cover my eyes. Instead I looked right at the wall and waited to feel something. Seconds passed but I didn’t feel any different. The show was having no effect on me at all. I smiled in satisfaction. “Hey guys, it’s okay. I’m looking at it now and I’m fine,” I told them. 

“What! Close your eyes bro!” John urged. 

“No, seriously I’m fine. I felt a little funny for a second but then it was okay.” 

Cautiously, slowly, the two men uncovered their faces and opened their eyes. 

“See, just look at it,” I urged. 

They looked at the screen fully now. It only took a couple seconds before I could see John’s face beginning to relax, all the tension draining away. Steven wasn’t far behind, his shoulders slumping and eyes glazing over. I moved closer, putting my hand on Steven’s back and beginning to gently rub it. “It’s lovely to watch isn’t it buddy,” I whispered to him. “Makes you feel all happy and warm doesn’t it?” 

The corners of his lips began to slowly pull upward into a lazy smile and he nodded his head. I reached across and patted John’s thigh in much the same way. “It’s nice to give in John, so relaxing to just be able to let go and stop fighting eh?” 

He too gave me a slow, happy nod, an idiotic grin spreading across his face too. I had a full erection in seconds. Seeing them in this state, relaxed and under my control, was indescribably erotic. I’d never really considered myself bisexual or anything, but seeing two able young men in this state still did it for me. For the next half an hour we just sat there watching the colours, the two men swaying gently back and forth to the music, grinning away, eyes totally vacant as I spoke quietly to them about their future lives. I’d learned well from Elly and I understood how to manipulate these men. The visual programme only put them into a deep trance state, completely open to suggestion. The rest was up to me. I used their deepest fantasies against them, stripping away inhibitions, ramping up their sexual desires. About twenty minutes in I noticed the bulges forming in the crotches of their jammies. Five minutes later they were completely tented out, fully erect and still off in their happy trances. It was almost too easy once you knew the trick. Now I understood why making a nice big creamy on your tummy was the perfect trigger for a horny young man. 

When the projector finally powered down and the swirling colours disappeared the men made no immediate reaction. They kept sitting there, grinning away, eyes looking off into the distance at something no one else could see. Finally it was John who looked down and noticed the stiffy he’d grown. 

“I am sooo horny,” he announced happily. “I’m all big and stiff!” 

Steven giggled and poked at his own erection. “Me too,” he confirmed.

“Wow John, that is a big stiffy. I think you need to make some stickies buddy,” I told him. 

“Stickies?” he asked, looking lost. 

I nudged Steven. “I think John needs some help with his stickies.” 

Steven blinked, his eyes still glassy, and looked back at John. “You need stickies,” he agreed, reaching out and closing his fist around the bulge in John’s onesie. I had no idea what his sexual leanings were but they didn’t matter right now. Under the influence of my suggestions he was eager to help his buddy have a lovely release. I waited to see if John would move away or call out at this invasion of privacy. But instead he looked pleasantly surprised. John watched with a giddy smile as Steven worked his magic on him. 

It only took a minute before John gasped and threw his head back, closing his eyes and letting go. I watched a wet spot appear on his onesie turning the pale yellow material dark. Steven seemed pleased with his success, turning to me and declaring, “He made a lot of stickies.” 

I moved over next to John as he came down from his high. “Is Johnny ready to play with the other little ones?” I cooed to him. 

John opened his eyes and smiled back at me, his eyes beautifully innocent now. “Done uh-ohs,” he announced, poking at the wet spot on his onesie. 

I brushed my hand through his hair and assured him, “That’s okay buddy. I bet it was fun making uh-ohs anyway.” 

“Uh-ohs!” he repeated brightly with a nod. 

“But we better get you out of these messy jammies,” I told him. 

John nodded and held out his arms. I unzipped the onesie at the back and slipped it down off the young man in one motion. His penis had already gone soft and was practically plastered to his tummy by his sticky release. That didn’t seem to bother him at all. He revelled in his sudden nudity, climbing on the bed and doing joyful somersaults. I couldn’t help but laugh at the sight. But a hand on my arm reminded me the job wasn’t done yet. Steven was looking at me with pleading eyes. “I need to make stickies too,” he told me urgently. 

“Of course you do. You enjoyed your special light show too huh?” 

He nodded and to my shock told me, “I’m hypnotised.” 

My own smile faltered. “You… you know that?” 

He nodded. “I couldn’t fight it,” he told me brightly, as though this was something wonderful. “Now I need to squirt.” 

Better than pretty much anyone else I understood just what he was feeling. “It’s feels good to give in, get all little,” I said. 

He nodded and said, “Uh-huh.” There was no hesitation, no thought about the future and what this meant in the long-term. The hypnosis had taken away the choice from him, removed the control, allowed him to indulge in his deepest fantasy without inhibitions or second thoughts. Now I just needed to help him take the final step. “Come here Steven, it’s time to make stickies.” 

He gladly threw his arms around me as I gripped the tented crotch of his soft jammies and began to move my hand smoothly up and down, lightly at first, then with more intensity and speed. He made little grunts of pleasure as I manipulated his hardness, his breathing growing faster and deeper. “It’s amazing, thank you,” he whispered at one point. He was thanking me, it was incredible. But when all rational thinking was neutralised and only base emotions remained this was the result. 

Steven’s body tensed and jerked suddenly. A second later I felt the warmth pumping into the material as Steven moaned quietly and pulled me tighter in his embrace. I kept up steady pressure, helping him to get it all out. It was only fair that this be as enjoyable an experience as possible given the price he was paying for it. He was essentially squirting out his brains right now. All his intelligence and maturity was being smeared across his tummy, leaving nothing but the simplest of toddler thoughts in his fuzzy head. Taking so active a role in the process really moved me too. I felt more responsible for Steven, having delivered the coup de grace myself. I placed my hand on the back of his head and stroked his neck softly. “That’s it Steven, it’s all done now. You’re such a good boy, such a sweet boy getting all those stickies out for me,” I cooed to him. 

I felt his body relax into mine as he finished. But rather than let go then, I felt compelled to hold him in my arms a little longer, to savour the moment. I could feel by his relaxation that it had been a success, I didn’t need to see his eyes to know they were now empty of adult intellect. He enjoyed the hug as well, whispering, “ ‘m a cudd-ul-wee boy.” 

I rubbed his back and confirmed, “Yes you sure are. You’re nice and cuddly now.” 

He gave a light giggle and planted a big wet smooch on my cheek. And I knew right then that I’d made the right decision. I understood how an addict felt after taking his first hit of heroin or meth. Reducing this grown man to a babbling, cuddly little tot was the most exciting thing I’d ever experienced. It was beyond intoxicating. And as I rubbed his back, savouring my power over him, I knew I just had to do it again. 

Chapter 15

The Deal 


Two Hours Earlier

Wrapping my legs around the chair to stop the brutes dragging me away I tried one last gambit to save my mind. With good options fresh out, it was time put my morals aside for a moment and look after number one. “Elly fucked up Klerk. She’s not trustworthy at all. I can do the same thing as she can, but I can do it better!” I yelled, fighting to stay in the office. 

Klerk looked up and though he didn’t look convinced, he did at least look thoughtful. I saw a slim chance and seized it. “Did you know she’s keeping two adult baby boys of her own?”

Klerk’s eyes widened and I knew this was news to him. I had him now. “That’s right Klerk, she’s been keeping some of them from you, maybe even doing her own freelance work on the side, cutting out the middle man so to speak. Is that all cool with you?” 

Klerk waved his hand at Jamie and the other brute. “Hold on, let him sit down again,” he ordered. 

They released me reluctantly. It was tough to negotiate while naked but I had no other choice. “She didn’t tell you about her own boys did she?” I asked pointedly. 

Klerk stamped out his cigarette and leaned back in his seat. “You know I can find out if you’re lying. And if you are…” 

“Go ahead and check! I want you to, honestly. She can’t hide those boys if you just show up for a spot check. In fact I’m sure other people know about it, so you can just question them. There’s a policewoman she works with for example. Try her.” 

“Even if that’s true, it doesn’t change the fact that she’s our most effective supplier. One error in dozens is regrettable but not fatal… metaphorically speaking of course.” 

“But I know her methods mate. I know exactly how she does it so well and I can do it for a quarter of the price.” 

“So if you know her methods what is stopping me from say, extracting that info from you and then, how did you put it, cutting out the middle man?” Klerk asked threateningly. 

“The same reason you haven’t done that to Elly. I have the links to the AB community that you need. In fact I’m much better connected to it than her. People know me and trust me more than some stranger new to the scene.”

Klerk sniggered. “The same can be said of any of the young men currently creeping naked around that nursery, squirting their stickies on their tummies for all to see and doing their poos in their nappies or the potty chairs if they’re lucky. Why would you be any better than some other AB?” 

“Because I’m not like them. I get off on regression and I actually prefer to be the one doing the regressing more than the other way around. That’s why Elly’s treatment didn’t fully work on me, why a little piece of me survived and came back with a vengeance. She picked the wrong guy this time. But for you, I’m just the right guy.” 

“For quarter price you say?” 

I had a bite. “To start with at least. But I’d never ask for what you’re giving Elly. I’m no fool. I’d work for you, take what I could get and be happy with that.” 

I could see Klerk thinking this over, running the numbers in his head. Of course I had no idea what he was paying Elly and he knew that. He could invent whatever sum he wanted and I’d have to take it. I was not in any position to negotiate and that was what made him feel safe in making a deal. Cut costs, replace a disloyal employee with someone terrified to step out of line, it was at least worth considering. And unless I was reading things wrong there was history here I didn’t know. Klerk had jumped at the news of Elly’s disloyalty and I had to assume there was bad blood between them, working in my favour. 

“Okay,” Klerk finally replied. “How about this, I’ll give you a little test. If you claim you can really do what Elly does then prove it. You get one shot at this, understand?” 

I nodded, knowing it was all I could hope for. 

“I have two guests in the middle of their intake session. It usually takes at least a week, sometimes two to get them fully adjusted. I’ll give you two hours. Either they are giggling, playful, naked little toddlers by that time, or you will be.” 

I swallowed hard, knowing that was a tall order. There was only one way I could see that working. “Okay, but I’ll need access to a computer and a smartphone,” I told him. 

He shook his head. “Computer I can do, but no phones out here, no reception.” 

I frowned. “Maybe a TV then, some way I can show them a recorded video.”

“Oh, that’s no issue, we have a projector in the room.” 

“Perfect. Oh and get me some clothes please.”

I opened up my phone data on the cloud server and found the latest file uploaded to it. It was nothing I recognised and had to have been uploaded by Elly. I had the feeling that Elly was capable of regressing men much faster than she did. She intentionally drew it out, savouring their slow reductions in mental abilities. I suspected it because I’d do the same thing if it were me. But there was no time for savouring it now, I had a deadline that couldn’t be missed. 

With that ready and finally changed into a t-shirt and shorts with normal underwear I was finally prepared to make my move. There was only one more issue to deal with and luckily Klerk had a solution for that as well. I just had to hope I could pull it off. 

**

Klerk surveyed the scene with a look of supreme satisfaction. Steven’s onesie was abandoned on the floor beside John’s now. Both young men were squatting naked on the floor, side by side, exploring each other’s toes with wide eyed awe. If their eagerness to get naked wasn’t proof enough, their relaxed faces and bright curious eyes as they pulled at one another’s toes confirmed my success. I had passed his test, now I could only hope he held up his end of the bargain. I dropped down before the two men and said, “Okay boys, time to go to the nursery. Doesn’t that sound fun?!” 

Two huge smiles beamed back at me. “Go nus-wee!” Steven echoed, standing up for me. 

“I got feets,” Johnny announced as he stood, pointing down at them in case I didn’t know where they were. 

“I know, they are amazing eh? Okay, let Jamie take your hands and you get to meet lots of new friends.” 

I watched them accept and walk from the room, pale bottoms bouncing along as they toddled. Soon they’d be as tanned as their arms and legs. But I couldn’t think about that now, I had other worries. Klerk was still studying me carefully. I assumed he’d never thought I could actually do it and now that I had, he wasn’t sure how to proceed. 

“That was quite amazing Mr La Fleur,” Klerk finally admitted. “I have to say, you surprised me.” 

I noted the use of my surname. Feeling a bit safer I began to carefully remove the contacts Klerk had given me. They’d made everything look red, including the all the colours on the screen. All I’d seen was a red blur, not the hypnotic combination of colours that entranced John and Steven. Taking them out finally restored the colours of the world. 

“And I have to admit I was surprised your contacts actually worked,” I told him. I’d actually been pretty sure they were a ruse and he was just using them to trick me into watching the special programming once again. It had been a very pleasant surprise when I looked into the screen and felt nothing. 

“We’ve used a similar type of programme in the past, though obviously not nearly as effective as yours. In any case we needed our employees to be able to enter a room during programming without falling into a trance themselves.” 

“I understand. But can I ask, are all your employees partially regressed? I noticed even that monstrously large man who helped Jamie yank me out of my seat earlier was in his bare feet. I didn’t hear him speak much but I did wonder.” 

Klerk nodded. “Yes, all the employees here have been subjected to partial programming, though it can always be reversed when they leave. I like to put them at a ten to twelve year old level. Bare feet reinforces their status as children, helps keep them in the right mind-set. If they ever start to forget who is in charge they only need to look at my big manly boots and then at their bare little toes and they quickly remember their place.” 

“But that’s just for the carers here?” I asked nervously. 

Another nod. “Not to worry Mr La Fleur, we’re not going to be subjecting you to any more programming. We have business to talk about now.” 

“Excellent,” I said with some relief. “Now, as for business, money isn’t really that important to me,” I explained. Seeing the look of surprise on his face I elaborated. “Regressing those men just now was the most exciting experience of my life. You talked about giving people their ultimate fantasy. Well for me, that was it. I’m happy to continue on for you.” 

Klerk nodded in understanding. He knew quite well what I was talking about even if he didn’t get the same thrill from it I did. “So then we don’t have much to discuss?” he checked. 

“Not exactly.” I paused and thought hard about what I was about to say. Finally I looked Klerk in the eye and said, “I’m happy to work for you, but first there is one thing you need to do for me.” 

Chapter 16
A Dish best Served Cold

The afternoon traffic on the M2 was heavy for a Saturday, so Elly diverted off onto the surface streets, working her way to the airport. Her newest ‘client’ had phoned her an hour ago after arriving in from London. She could hardly wait to get Daniel back to the house so her boys could have a new playmate. They were very lonely after not having anyone to share their fun with for days. She’d thought about bringing them along for the ride but she knew that was a bad idea. It was usually best to get clients back to the house, behind the locked gate, before revealing her little family. 

She was crossing through the relatively quiet suburb of Edenvale when the car in front of her decided to be extra cautious and stopped for a yellow light that they could have both made it through easily. Ugh, drivers like that frustrated her to no end. And worst of all, the sudden stop had left her no room to manoeuver. She hated being trapped like this with all the vendors who hung out at intersections hawking their wears to the stopped motorists. 

As she waited for the robot to turn green something odd happened. The reverse lights on the car in front of her lit up. And a second later it roared backwards. Elly had only enough time to scream “Shit!” before it slammed into her front side, bending the fender and crushing the grill instantly. Focussed on the car in front of her Elly barely noticed the movement to her right as a man who’d been hawking umbrellas dropped his merchandise and stepped towards her door. When Elly looked over he was already in mid-swing and she could just make out the spark-plug in his hand, its porcelain tip sharpened into the perfect instrument to smash reinforced glass, before she realised with stomach-churning horror that this was no accident. 

Ramming the clutch down Elly slammed the gear shift back and towards herself, throwing the car into reverse just as her window shattered with a deafening bang, showering her with glass. Her assailant leant in the shattered window, grabbing not for her handbag or smartphone, but for the keys in the ignition. Luckily Elly was already flooring the gas at that moment, rocketing the car backwards until it crashed into the car behind her with a terrific jolt that flung the man out of the window and onto the pavement. But Elly didn’t let off the gas. She kept the peddle to the floor, forcing the car to continue reversing, smoke pouring from the spinning tyres as she pushed the car behind her back into the one behind it. That finally stopped them both. 

Her assailant was climbing back to his feet slowly, dazed and bleeding from gash on his cheek. He looked pissed and his eyes focussed on Elly as her car jolted to a stop. She rammed the gear shift back to first and punched the gas again. Nothing happened. Her wheels spun but the car didn’t move. It was impaled on the car behind her. The man was standing again and reaching into his waistband. There was no time left. Punching the seatbelt release with her left hand Elly reached into her own waistband with her right, feeling the cold grip of her Glock. She threw open the door and stepped out onto the street. She could see the gun in his hand now, a semi-automatic like her own. She didn’t wait for him to point it at her. She drew hers, hoping the violent shaking in her limbs wouldn’t ruin her aim. This was what all those hours at the range had been leading up to, what she’d always dreaded but nevertheless prepared for. 

He saw that she was armed too and there was an instant of surprise on his cold face before he began to raise his weapon. She didn’t give him the chance. The recoil was familiar, but the sound was not. Firing at a range, always with two layers of ear protection, was a lot different to the piercing, high-pitched snap of gun shots in the real world. 

He fired too, she could see the flash of his muzzle, hear the whine of bullets passing nearby. But he missed. She didn’t. The man crumpled to the ground like a sack of potatoes. She breathed again, for the first time since she opened the door. She breathed and tried not to collapse herself, as her legs shook violently and she felt like she might vomit, her ears aching and ringing like she’d been front row at a rock concert. And then the passenger door of the car in front of her popped open. The car that had intentionally hit her. She’d forgotten for a brief second about that car, focussed as she was on the man with the gun. Now she saw a man emerging from it, a man who was wearing a ski mask. 

Elly knew then that this was about more than stealing her handbag or even her car. This was no smash and grab, no trick of fate. She wasn’t in the wrong place at the wrong time. They were here for her. She knew that even before she saw the distinctive and instantly recognisable barrel of the AK-47 assault rifle appear around the back of the car. 

Dropping to her knees Elly scurried backwards just as the gunman opened fire. Bullets snapped through the windscreen of her disabled car, ricocheted off the metal bonnet and roof, wined through the air just over her head. The staccato of automatic rifle fire was not an unfamiliar sound in this city, but it was much closer than she’d ever heard it before. And it was terrifyingly loud. 

Elly made her way down the line of stopped cars as quickly as she could. Reaching the last car in the line she raised herself high enough to look inside, pointing the barrel of her gun at the cowering driver and ordering, “Get the fuck out! Now!” 

The man opened the door, pleading with her not to shoot. She shoved him aside and climbed in the car just as the man in the mask rounded the front of her minivan. Gun still in hand she let off a couple un-aimed rounds in his general direction, forcing him to duck while she got the car into reverse and punched it backwards and to the left, using the row of cars to temporarily block his line of fire. She knew it could only last a couple seconds, but it was long enough to spin the car around the other direction and get it into first. The sound of gunfire was slightly more distant, but the snaps and cracks of bullets hitting the body of her stolen car let her know the danger was far from over. 

Elly ducked as low as she could in the car until she was several hundred metres down the road. Finally she sat up enough to check the mirrors. The gunman was gone and the car didn’t seem to be following her, at least not yet. Of course that didn’t solve the problem that someone was now out to get her, she’d shot a man already and was now driving a stolen car that she’d hijacked at gunpoint. These were all very serious problems but before she could deal with any of them she needed to get home and get the boys and all of her money out of there. And it was as she thought about her secret safe, racing across the Linksfield Rd intersection, that she caught a flash of movement to her left. She saw the grill and lights of the SUV an instant before the passenger side window turned to smithereens and the door caved in with explosive force. Clinging desperately to the steering wheel Elly could feel the car rolling over and knew she was just along for the ride now. The roof hit the pavement with an awful metallic thud and Elly’s world went black. 

**

There were people around her when she began to return to her senses. She could make out blurred faces looking down at her. There was a loud drilling sound very nearby and someone was covering her with a heavy blanket. Her eyes stung but she managed to wipe them, feeling clearer by the second. She tried to look to her right but found herself immobilized but a stiff collar around her neck. Her head was pounding, her ears still ringing and she felt nauseas, but somehow she was alive. 

“It’s okay miss, just hold still,” a man in a uniform ordered her. 

“What’s happening?” she asked, glad to find her voice. 

“You were in an accident. An SUV ran the red light and broadsided your car. We’re cutting your door open now so we can get you out. It will only be a minute now.” 

Elly did a quick inventory of her body. She was sore in a number of places, but there was no acute pain anywhere. She wiggled her toes and found them intact so she wasn’t paralysed at least. The roof of the car was only a couple inches above her forehead and it was completely caved in on the passenger side. For that matter the passenger seat had been twisted ninety degrees onto its side and was pressed against her. It dawned on her just how lucky she was to be in one piece. But now she was in even deeper trouble. They’d realise her car was stolen very soon, and if they hadn’t already found her gun, they would any minute and then they’d start to connect her to the shooting that had happened only blocks away. Her money and her boys were back at home and she had no way to get to them before Jonathan’s guys did. It was all a fucking mess. 

“There we go!” a male voice yelled as the drilling noise cut out. Three men then wrenched her door open and paramedics got her onto a backboard and then a stretcher. She told them she didn’t think she was hurt badly and tried to explain her need to get home urgently but no one was listening. Before she even knew it she was in an ambulance, sirens blaring, on the way to hospital. 

“Please, I’m not hurt that badly,” she continued to plead, now to the young paramedic sitting in the back of the ambulance with her. 

“Just stay calm miss, you’ve been through a lot,” he urged. 

Elly stopped complaining. There was something odd about the man’s accent, something foreign but familiar. “What did you say?” she asked. 

“I said you need to relax now Elly. You’re perfectly safe here with us.” 

Elly swallowed hard. She knew the accent now. It was Kiwi. And the voice was all too familiar as well. Slipping off his hat the paramedic leant over her so she could finally look into Aiden’s smiling face. “Hi there Elly, nice to see you again. I’m afraid you made this much harder than it had to be. We had no idea you were armed of course.” 

“Jesus Christ! How… how are you…” 

“There wasn’t supposed to be any shooting, but you can’t really be surprised that Jonathan’s men reacted that way to you shooting one of their own,” he continued, ignoring her babbling. 

“Jonathan?” she gasped. 

“Oh yes, I know him too now. Brutal son of a bitch ain’t he? Don’t worry though, his part in this is done now.” 

“You’re adult again!” she finally blurted out. 

Aiden had a good laugh at her expense then said, “Yes, I certainly am. In fact I was already back to my old self before you dropped me off at that hell-hole in Hillbrow.”

“That’s impossible! You gave in, you were gone. I tested you a dozen times. I’ve never failed to take a man back to toddlerhood,” Elly insisted. 

But Aiden was just shaking his head. “The only reason you thought you succeeded was because I let you take me down. You know the reason I let you take away my adult mind? It was because for a moment, just a moment, I actually trusted you and thought you would care for me the same way you did Eric. And it took you what, a few days to betray that trust? Just like you’ve done to so many other young men who’ve been foolish enough to fall for you as a girlfriend or a mummy. Well I’m afraid your days of messing with peoples’ minds are over now.” 

Elly wanted to shake her head, but the neck brace wouldn’t allow it. Tears streaked down her cheeks nonetheless. “I… I never meant…” 

Aiden shook his head. “Save your crocodile tears Elly. I know you’re crying for yourself, not for your many crimes. But on the upside at least all that is in your past now. You’ve been replaced… by me.”

“Wha… what?!” 

And now he wore a smile as sinister as any she’d seen. “That’s right sweetie. You see I have the advantage of being able to work on both boys and girls. And since you were helpful enough to upload your programme to my iPhone and thus to my cloud, I now have the means of regressing them as well. So thanks for that. I have to say it’s a hell of a programme. Klerk had never seen anything like it either, and that’s a man who knows his brainwashing. He said it was something that had to be developed by a government. Very sophisticated stuff, well beyond your run of the mill hypnosis to say the least. I can see why you were able to command such a high price. But as I said, those days are over.” 

“This isn’t fair!” she pleaded, struggling against the restraints. The news that her secret weapon was now in hostile hands was a real blow. That was her insurance policy and now that it was gone Elly knew she had nothing left to bargain with. “My boys still need me!” she pleaded desperately, out of good options. 

“Your boys? You mean the lucky two who got to have all your love and attention while you caste the rest of us off?” Aiden demanded with anger in his voice. “You think I give a shit about them?” 

“Eric was your friend Aiden,” Elly reasoned. “Don’t you care about what happens to him?” 

Aiden’s face softened and he nodded. “You’re right, I cared about Eric, I really did. But betrayal takes a man to places he never imagined he could go.” 

“You can’t do this!” 

“You have only yourself to blame. It was your suggestions that made me feel such powerful attachment and trust for you. I was willing to accept a life as your devoted little boy, but that was nothing but a lie. And it only makes it worse that you duped so many others the same way. Now Klerk has offered me something even better. How was it you put it? The chance to help people live out their fantasies. And it seems only fair that I start with you Elly.” 

“What? No, that’s not my fucking fantasy!” Elly yelled, flopping about on the backboard to no effect. 

“Shh, shh. You can’t fool me Elly. I saw how much you enjoyed regressing all those men, regressing me. I saw the look of ecstasy in your eyes as you reduced them to slobbering fools. I know how you felt because I feel it too. And just like me, deep inside you there’s a secret desire to have it done to yourself.” 

“No! No!” 

“If you can’t be quiet I’ll have to sedate you dear,” Aiden warned, holding up a syringe. As Elly quieted he said, “That’s better. Now don’t be so distressed, this will be a huge relief for you. You’ve got yourself in quite a pickle Elly, with the gangs after you, the police soon to join them of course. So many things to worry about, it will be an incredible release to have nothing but silly toddler thoughts in your pretty little head.” 

Elly was crying again, so Aiden stroked her arm gently. “You have such a beautiful body, such amazing breasts. I mean, I know from personal experience,” he chuckled. “It will be lovely when you feel free to show it off, once you’re my little nakey princess.” 

Elly looked wildly about for some kind of escape route, but without being able to free her hands or legs from the stretcher there was nothing at all that she could do. The siren had stopped now as well and she knew they weren’t actually headed for a hospital of course. 

“Do you think you’ll enjoy munching on your toes as much as the boys do?” Aiden asked, still giving her that awful grin. “I think you will,” he answered for her, jamming the needle into her arm without warning.

“What the fuck!?” Elly screamed as he pressed down the plunger. 

“Don’t worry princess, it’s not actually a sedative, just a powerful paralytic. We can’t have you closing your eyes and missing your special show,” he explained, looking at his watch. “It’s quite fast acting, so we really do need to wrap this little chat up. If you have anything intelligent you want to say while you’ve still got a working mind, now’s the time.” 

“You’re no better than me!” Elly roared, her heart pounding with panic and rage. 

“I’m sorry?” 

“You talk about giving people their fantasy and all that bullshit, but it’s a god damned lie. You get off on seeing people mentally reduced to idiocy, totally dependent on you for everything, stripped of all their independence. You say I betrayed you and all those other men, but what the fuck makes you so morally superior?” 

Aiden paused and took in Elly’s accusation. And then he nodded. “You’re absolutely right my dear. I know it’s a lie. We’ve both taken part in a trade that is morally reprehensible and the fact that I was thrust into it rather than seeking it out hardly makes my part in it now any less complicit. But at least in just a few hours you won’t even remember your role in this, your conscience will be clear, you’ll be free. Although I guess that doesn’t really give you much consolation, since I doubt you’ve thought much about what you’ve done anyway. You just thought you were giving us stupid men what we really deserved and I bet you didn’t lose a wink of sleep over any of it.”

Elly tried to respond but her voice failed her and she found her lips had gone numb. Aiden watched her losing battle for a moment, waiting as the drug took full effect, leaving Elly helplessly staring up at the ceiling. 

Seeing that she was ready, Aiden leant over the paralysed woman so she could see him well. “I guess there is one big difference between you and I Elly,” he said. “You can call me a liar, but at least I don’t lie to myself. Thanks to you I know who I really am now,” he explained quietly. Then he leant so close she could feel his breath on the side of her face as he whispered, “I’m the bad guy.” 

And with that Aiden flicked a button on the remote hidden in his pocket and the whole ceiling of the ambulance was lit with swirling colours.

Chapter 17

Human Nature

[bookmark: _GoBack]Three Year Later 

The line for New Zealand customs was longer than usual, snaking its way back and forth several times before backing up practically into the duty free area. I bided my time thumbing through the news on my smartphone. The Daily Sun, well known for its graphic coverage of Joburg crime, had exactly what I was looking for. The headline screamed “Human Traffickers Captured in Hillbrow.” I read on, keen to see how much had been discovered. 

Police confirm that six suspects have been taken alive following an hour-long shoot-out that turned the streets of Hillbrow red with blood yet again. Ring-leader of the alleged human traffickers, Jonathan Ajanlekoko, a 38-year old Nigerian immigrant, is now confirmed to have been killed in the shoot-out. Police spokesman Jan Terreblanche said it was regrettable that bloodshed was unavoidable but it is a good thing that this violent gang is off the streets. 

The Hillbrow shoot-out is the most recent development in a case that began with the discovery of a compound near the border of Zimbabwe where several missing persons were being held. Police took the owner of the compound, Marius de Klerk, into custody but say that due to his deteriorated mental state he was unable to provide them with much information. A source who cannot be named because they have not been authorised to speak about the case has told The Sun that the missing persons discovered at the compound had all suffered serious mental alterations and had the behaviour and intellectual capacities of small children. There’s still no word on the anonymous tip that led police to the compound in the early morning hours of Tuesday, and with Mr de Klerk in a similar state as his apparent victims it seems unlikely we may ever know who blew the whistle on the operation. 

I couldn’t help but smile as I finished reading the updated news article. No, they wouldn’t be finding the anonymous tipster, at least not in South Africa anyway. I’d been very careful not to leave any evidence of my involvement with the scheme. It did make me sad to know that it was all over now, but I’d had no choice. I’d always known it was just a matter of time before Klerk and his handlers decided I was either too expensive or too threatening to their own power and turned on me. The only surprise was how long it took for that day to come. As a result I’d had three years to plan my escape. 

There was only one more twist in the line when a hand yanking hard on my own pulled me back into the real world. 

“Hold your horses sweetie,” I said quietly to the young woman, keeping a firm grip on her hand. 

Elly didn’t like waiting in the long line. At first the plane trip had been a great adventure for her, but by now it had become long and boring. Her attention span was short and her mind too simple to understand even the children’s movies on the flight. It was a small miracle that she’d made it this far without throwing a tantrum. 

Even though it had been years I still recalled the day of Elly’s regression like it had just happened. It was a defining moment in both our lives. I’d been right about the secret desires lying within her mind. That was the only way to explain how quickly she’d succumbed. Watching her lie there on her stretcher as the paralytic wore off, her eyes glazed over and peaceful; it was better than with Steven or John. Once her straps had been released she’d taken the dildo I’d offered her and put it to good use. I watched thrust it in and out, deep and hard until she achieved a tremendous orgasm. Her back had arched off the stretcher as she moaned loudly in ecstasy, her eyes completely rolled back. When it was done her eyes had opened again and I could see the emptiness in them, the complete innocence. She was more beautiful than she’d ever been before. 

By the time we’d arrived at the compound Elly was ready to join the others in the nursery. At first I’d been happy to leave her there, creeping around the carpeted floor bare naked on her hands and knees. Eric and Benny had been brought there too and seemed to enjoy having their mummy reduced to a little playmate for them. But the feeling of power that I got from watching her play with them, watching her eat boogers off the finger Eric offered her, tinkling all over the carpet and then getting taped into a thick nappy, it just made me so horny I knew I couldn’t let it end so quickly. So I’d made a new deal with Klerk and rather than being sold off with the others, Elly had come home with me. 

She’d proved useful in a number of ways. Her neighbours believed I was her caretaker, watching over her after she was brain-damaged in that terrible car accident. Potential clients could be lured to a visit by the chance to play with such a beautiful adult baby girl, topless in her nice thick, well-used nappy. They found her acting so incredibly convincing! 

Something else happened though, something I hadn’t expected. As the months passed by I actually began to have feelings for Elly. The day to day routine of caring for her slowly erased the hatred I’d felt towards the woman who had nearly destroyed me. I’d had my revenge on her and now I was left with this helpless, pretty young woman who depended on me for her every need. She was very open with her affection, always wanting cuddles and kisses. It was impossible to hold a grudge against someone who showed such unconditional love for me, such complete trust. Any trace of her nasty old personality was long gone and to my shock I found myself falling in love with her, not as a boyfriend of course, but as a daddy. 

After a year or so of caring for her I realised I’d completely forgiven Elly for the way she’d chosen Eric and Benny as her little ones and simply passed the others on to Klerk. I understood how she’d felt about them now as I couldn’t imagine handing her over to be sent to some stranger’s home either. I even considered reversing her regression, but realised that would be pointless as she’d been regressed for far too long. Her body had made physical changes to accommodate her new lifestyle and I had no doubt the same was true of her brain. She had the mind of a small toddler and that wasn’t going to change. Instead I began revising my escape plans to include Elly in them. 

The day to make good my escape had finally come. I’d made my fortune, had my fun and seen that it was time to go before the police or the gangs came for me. It had all gone according to plan, but there was still one major hurdle to clear. There was only one way to know if Elly’s fake passport would work and we were about to find out. 

There were only a few people left in line in front of us and my heart-rate was picking up with every step we took closer to the front. Elly was growing more restless too, but for very different reasons. 

“Ba-ba!” she chirped. “Ba-ba daddy!” 

“You can have your milky ba-ba very soon baby. Just be a good girl for another minute. You’ve been very good for me and daddy is so proud,” I assured her, running a hand through her hair. 

People stared of course, they always did. But I wasn’t paying them any attention and Elly was oblivious. If she ever noticed the staring it only made her smile anyway, enjoying the grown-ups’ attention. Besides, people had already been looking at us well before that exchange. Elly was wearing a short sleeveless blue dress with hot pink capris under it, ending tightly at her knees. While a bit juvenile perhaps it was nothing to draw stares. But Elly was also standing there in her bare feet, which was a bit more unusual. I had a pair of sandals for her in my backpack, in case we had trouble with any nosey airline employees who questioned her shoeless status. But Elly wouldn’t wear them unless forced to. Right at the start, in my more vengeful days, I’d decided to parade Elly about barefoot as much as possible, just as she’d done to me. Whether it was that conditioning or simply her memories of a South African childhood I don’t know, but Elly now hated shoes and refused to keep them on unless given major bribes. Her soles had toughened and she was able to toddle and run comfortably on the hottest pavement or gravel without a flicker of worry. 

The bare feet certainly got a few glances, but it was the harness worn over her dress that got the most looks. The kiddie leash was tied to my wrist, just in case she saw something pretty and dashed off in the middle of the crowded airport. It wasn’t something I regularly subjected her to, but Elly didn’t seem to mind the harness. It was just a way for daddy to keep her close and protect her. Yes that got the most stares, but it was also probably what kept any airport or airline workers from commenting on her being barefoot. No one wanted to tell off the clearly ‘special’ girl or her caretaker. They stared at her feet, at the leash, at her blonde hair done up in pig-tails, but they said nothing. 

“Next!” One of the customs officers waved me over to the desk. It felt like a massive distance to cross as tried to compose myself. I had to be nonchalant, relaxed in appearance, all while my heart raced. 

“G’day,” I said in greeting, giving the man a smile as I placed two New Zealand passports before him. 

He nodded wordlessly and took the passports. Now was the moment of truth. My passport was real, only the South African work visa stuck on the fifth page was a fake. Elly’s passport was a total fake of course, redesigned from a stolen Kiwi passport. It had been very expensive, thanks to the new biometric data that was much harder to fake. I just hoped it was worth the bucket of cash I’d paid. 

The officer placed the photo pages of the passports on his scanner, glancing up at us. He took in Elly’s juvenile haircut, her slack face and innocent eyes, his gaze dropping momentarily down to the red harness straps crossing her blue dress. He returned his gaze to me and asked, “How long have you been out of the country?” 

“Three years,” I replied, keeping my answers brief.

“Where have you spent most of that time?” 

“South Africa.”

“What were you doing there?” 

“Consulting work for an exporter,” I answered without really lying. 

The man nodded and looked at Elly again, seeming uncomfortable. He quietly asked me, “Is she able to answer some questions?”

I shook my head. “I’m afraid Elly’s comprehension and language skills are very basic, since the accident,” I replied vaguely in my saddest voice. 

The officer nodded and I knew he wanted more details, to ask what the accident was, how seriously she was damaged, but he was constrained by social rules. He couldn’t ask without being rude. Elly on the other hand had no such limits. She was free of inhibitions, of social rules. And she chose that moment to declare, “Done uh-ohs!” 

The officer cringed and I couldn’t help but chuckle at her timing. I patted her arm softly and asked, “Did you make a tinkle sweetie?” 

She nodded, grabbing her crotch through her skirt and squeezing the wet nappy underneath it. “Pee-pee naffy,” she said seriously. 

Clearly flustered the customs officer put aside whatever questions he still had and quickly stamped the passports with arrival stamps, then shoved them back across the desk to me. “Welcome home,” he said brusquely, avoiding eye-contact with either of us. 

“Cheers mate,” I replied, giddy with success. And with that, we were on our way. 

**

There was no way I could explain my return and the sudden appearance of Elly to my friends. So we settled several hours away in the small seaside city of Tauranga. Getting established there had been trickier than just buying a house. Elly settled in easily of course. She didn’t worry about things like work and bills anymore. All she cared was that we had a sizable old farm-house with a nice private backyard for her to play in. My biggest worry was my lack of a job. It was impossible to find something that allowed me to care for Elly as I needed to. There was also the three-year gap in my work history to complicate matters. Despite making a sizable amount of money over the last three years a huge chunk of it was already gone thanks to the ridiculous real estate prices in NZ. I needed to find a way to make money again and soon. 

**

Cleaning up after dinner was never the most fun part of the day. Actually pretty much any other time was better. I never bothered to clean up Elly herself. She’d get clean at bath-time before beddy-byes anyway. So while she played I wiped down the table and her booster seat, then moved onto the floor below it. Feeding Elly was never a neat affair. Tonight she’d gotten her spaghetti all over the place as usual. At least she was preoccupied with her toys for the moment. It was even trickier to clean when Elly was toddling or crawling around the kitchen pulling at my leg begging to be held, or tossing her toys this way and that. I’d found letter blocks atop the fridge, dollies in the sink on more than one occasion. 

As I finished up the dishes I noticed the house was quiet, much too quiet. I went into the living room and found a pile of toys abandoned on the carpet but no sign of my big toddler. I headed around the corner down the hallway and sure enough there she was. Elly was in the corner of the front foyer. The young woman’s chin and cheeks were stained with tomato sauce, a few strands of spaghetti still stuck in her hair between her pig-tails. She was topless accept for the frilly white fairy wings tied to her back from earlier play. The only real garment she wore was a puffy white nappy. 

I knew exactly what she was doing, squatting down in her favourite secret corner. She’d had a similar secret spot in the old house back in Joburg. It was where she went to do her poopies. Now there was a familiar look of concentration on her face as she strained and pushed out a load into the nappy. I could see it expanding by the second. I just waited, knowing there was no point in trying to stop what was already in motion. It took another thirty seconds and was accompanied by some rude noises, but eventually she was done. Elly smiled and stood up straight, her legs noticeably wider apart than usual as she patted at the front of her nappy playfully. 

“I think someone just left daddy a present in her nappy,” I said, shaking my head. 

Elly looked up and grinned mischievously. “Poopy!” she announced, poking her nappy with a grin. 

“You couldn’t use your potty Elly?” I reminded her. 

She shook her head, pig-tails bobbing about. “Oopsies,” she declared. 

“Yes, oopsies indeed,” I agreed. I didn’t actually expect her to do anything different. She only used the potty when completely naked. When I put her in a nappy she used it out of convenience. There was no point in getting upset with her, it was my fault she didn’t have the normal adult shame one would feel over messing a nappy. 

I took her hand and said, “Okay, let’s get you cleaned up baby girl.” 

“Daddy cwean,” she echoed with a nod, letting me lead her back to the living room and waiting as I laid out the changing mat and nappy bag. 

Elly eagerly lied down and swung her legs about as she waited. I handed her one of her dollies to distract her while I did the change. The smell was quite strong but I was very accustomed to it by now and it barely registered in my mind. Elly chewed on the dolly’s head while I opened her nappy tabs and revealed the mess she’d made. It was a big one tonight but that didn’t bother the regressed woman. She patted her bare breasts and nibbled her dolly, not a hint of shame. 

I disposed of the messy nappy quickly, then got out the wipes and went to work on her filthy bottom. Elly threw her dolly across the room and grabbed her legs as I cleaned her, giggling at how it tickled. 

“Silly girl likes daddy cleaning her messes doesn’t she?” I chided her. 

She just giggled all the more and then pulled her feet up to either side of her head, touching them to her ears in a display of great flexibility, then grabbing just the left foot and slipping several toes into her mouth to nibble on in place of her dolly. It was hardly the first time she’d done this manoeuvre. My predictions from her regression had more than come true. Munching on her toesies was a standard nappy-change practice for her. In fact she liked to nibble on them while strapped in her car seat or sometimes just while cuddled in daddy’s lap watching cartoons as well. 

Once her bottom was sufficiently cleaned I got out a fresh new nappy. Elly’s smile of oral pleasure disappeared and she scrunched up her face, releasing the slobbery toes. “No naffy!” she squawked. 

“You don’t want another nice fresh nappy? Are you sure?” I asked her.

“Nakey giwl!” she yelled in reply, no concept of inside voices. 

I gave her bare tummy a little tickle, making her wiggle and squeal delightfully. “So you want to be my nakey princess again tonight?” 

“Pin-seff!” she echoed in her simplistic diction. “Nakey pin-seff!” 

I nodded and then blew a raspberry on her exposed tummy. “Okay, but I think we better play outside a bit then, in case you’ve got some more tinkles for us.” 

Elly squirmed and screeched all the more, then let me stand her up, no objections to playing naked in the backyard. After all that’s how she played out there more often than not. I wondered how long she’d been jealous of her many charges scooting about buck naked in her yard when she was in charge. It must have been an incredible thrill to walk out into the grass nakey herself. I could just recall the feelings of excitement I had when it had been my turn to experience it. Evidently the pleasant feelings aroused by nakey play didn’t abate with time. 

I took Elly’s hand but she didn’t want me to lead her. She held her arms wide open, looking at me expectantly. “Up! Wan’ up!” she insisted. 

I could never say no to such a request. Though she was very heavy it was worth it for the closeness. I lifted Elly onto my hip, slipping my arm under her bare bottom and letting her close her arms tightly around my neck, brushing our cheeks together. She was so soft and warm in my arms, it was delightful. She just radiated love. 

“You’re daddy’s whole world right now baby,” I whispered to her, pecking a kiss on her soft cheek. 

Elly chortled lightly and snuggled in even tighter. 

We walked towards the back of the house but paused upon finding an unexpected sight. A young man was standing at the sliding glass door looking out at the backyard. His name was Robert and he’d arrived this afternoon, hoping for a weekend of fun. Instead he’d gotten a very special light show and had been in something of a daze ever since. I was surprised by his level of self-control though. He hadn’t so much as touched himself even after getting the full show. He’d gone to take a nap before dinner and it seemed things had progressed well after all. 

Robert was wearing nothing but his undies and there was no sign of other clothing around. He was standing with his back to us, patting his hands on the glass door, looking like he wanted to leave, to get out, but never making any movement towards the door handle as though he was unable to figure out how to open the door at all. 

I moved closer, carefully placing a hand on the warm skin at the centre of the man’s bare back. He twisted a bit at the touch and I could see his front-side now. The pearly-white goo was still visible, streaked across his bare tummy. His chin shined with a line of spittle as well, his face slack, features so much softer than when I’d sent him up for a nap. 

“Looks like you decided to make some stickies for us after all,” I cooed to him. A nice nap was often just they needed. All alone in the comfy bed it was easy to reach down and give it a little tug. It seemed that was just what had happened with Robert. 

He grinned back at me, a silly unguarded smile. They were always quite giddy and happy after their mental reductions. It was all very exciting of course, finally achieving their ultimate fantasy, even if they lost their understanding of that in the process. I’d learned it was actually very common for young men to grow new stiffies only shortly after their most important release. I could see the bulge in Robby’s undies and knew he was indeed very happy with what had just happened to his mind. 

“Him pway!” Elly chirped, pointing at the young man with a grin. She always enjoyed getting a new playmate, even if it was just for a little while. 

“Yes, I think he’d like that now princess,” I agreed, setting the naked young woman down on the floor. She toddled over and looked curiously at Robby. He looked back at her, his jaw slack now, eyes blank but curious. 

“You want to go out and play with my little princess?” I asked him. 

He slapped his hands against the glass again. “Owd!” he announced. 

“That’s right, out,” I agreed, pointing at the yard. “Outside to play.” 

He gave me another open-mouthed grin, wetting his chin with more drool in the process. 

“Yes, you like the sound of that. But first let’s get these sticky undies off you,” I said to him, slipping my fingers into the waist-band. “Only nakey jaybirds can play in the yard.” 

“Go owd!” Robby simply repeated, patting the glass as I slipped his well-used undies down to his feet and carefully slipped them off. He looked down at his penis, now completely exposed and standing up at attention, then back at me. “Nakey!” he finally chirped, breaking into a beaming grin once again. 

Elly squatted down beside him and without warning reached out and poked his stiff penis, making it bob back and forth like a metronome. “Pee-pee boy!” she squealed, giggling her head off. 

“Eeeh!” Robby squealed gleefully back, untroubled by the invasion of privacy, unaware of the very concept. 

I patted his back. “What a lucky boy you are. You don’t miss those grown-up thoughts one little bit do you?” 

He blew a raspberry in response. I unlocked the sliding door and pulled it open. Both young nudists took off toddling onto the back deck and then clambering down into the grass. I grabbed my tablet and sat down on the deck myself, enjoying the beginnings of sunset. The heat of the day was fading, the comforting hum of the cicadas a perfect complement to the red and purple sky. I watched the two adult tots play innocently in the grass while I opened my e-mail. 

They were too young of mind to play together now, but they did happily play side-by-side. I watched them creep on hands and knees, enamoured by some kind of bugs, two bare bottoms bobbing about, one tanned, one still pale. Soon they’d be in the bath having a splash fight, then cuddled into bed together. Robert had been enticed to come for his weekend by the chance to see Elly creeping around bare-breasted. Now he’d get to do so much more than look. He’d get to cuddle in bed with her, bare naked himself. But he was Robby now, and all he’d do under the covers with his dream girl would be to share some cuddles and maybe poke innocently at her breasts, simply curious as to why she had them and he didn’t. 

I opened up my encrypted messenger and typed out a brief memo. “Package ready. Delivery in 24 Hours.” 

There was a part of me that still wondered what kind of life Robert had had. Who would miss him? Was there a girlfriend or boyfriend who would wonder where he’d gone off to? Would his parents mourn their lost son? They were questions I asked of myself every time I delivered another package to my handler. I don’t do denial. I knew what I was doing was wrong. But the cold hard truth was I needed the money and I wanted the sexual thrill of it. And damn it, I was good at it too. 

Sex and money. Those are the things that make the world go round. They’re the same reason people were foolish enough to open up about their deepest secrets and fantasies to a complete stranger on the internet. It was human nature. People want to be loved and accepted for who they are. They’re willing to turn off common sense for the chance to live out a fantasy. Elly was once arrogant enough to think it was just men who could be so foolish and weak. But I knew better. It was the human condition. 

A beep let me know I had a new e-mail. It was from the diaper-pals website. “You’ve got a new friend request from Kiwi_babyboy12. Would you like to accept this request?” 

I smiled, because sometimes it was just too easy. They can pass all the laws they like, but it’s a losing battle. You can’t change human nature. 

The tablet beeped, showing me the three words that guaranteed Elly a steady stream of new playmates. 

“Friend Request Accepted.” 

The End

