[bookmark: _GoBack]Revenge. Dr. Jan Marks watched her colleague enter the last formula. Dr. Tom Kessler was fading fast, the cancer seeming to be killing him by the second. His little finger pushed the enter button and he sagged in his wheelchair. His assistant put a hand to his neck, felt for a pulse, and left it there. Her shoulders slumped and Jan knew he was gone.

Jan Marks said nothing, offered no solace, remained ramrod straight with her arms crossed beneath her breasts, her facial features frozen in a look of scorn. Toni, his assistant, turned her head toward the observation room, but was unable to see Dr. Marks behind the one-way glass. Her watery blue eyes were filled with unshed tears.

“It’s done.” She said in a quivering voice. “It’s all yours now. I’m going to take him down to the basement. Am I allowed to leave?” Abby Wales knew her life hung in the balance and didn’t care any more.

Jan Marks leaned down and pressed the talk button on the console. “Just let the pilot know when you are ready. All of Dr. Kessler’s research notes remain here. Thank you, Abby. He was a good man, and a good friend.”

Strangely enough Dr. Kessler was one of Jan’s three close friends. Now she had two, and thankfully, both of them knew the whole plot. Dr. Ken Morris and Dr. Rachael Hague were rubbing their hands in anticipation. She couldn’t blame them. They were about to become billionaires.

In the morning Abby was gone, her bank balance glowing with the promised funds, and glad to be away. Tom never allowed her to know the secrets of his relationship to Jan Marks. Even though he was dying he was adamant that he had to finish his work and keep his promise. It was for Jack. Everything had been for Jack.

She didn’t even know who Jack was, or why Tom worried so about him. Her curiosity hadn’t been strong enough to learn the answers. Finished with the lot of them she smiled, anticipating her life of ease, and walked out of the story.

Jack knew. Tom Kessler was gone. Jan could now fulfill her vow, carry out her threat, and have her revenge. Strapped to a stainless steel table he was unable to speak, or gesture, or make any sign that he knew what this was all about. All that had been taken away from him in the accident.

Jan appeared beside the table and smiled down at him, her eyes triumphant. Her nose wrinkled. She could smell the feces and urine in her husband’s diaper. He never told her he was incontinent, not until he carried her into the honeymoon suite ten years ago. She walked out of the suite and out of his life, breaking his heart and leaving him destitute.

“Prepare him!” She snapped. Her eyes now looked like smoldering coals. “This time you will not come back to haunt me, Jack!” Spinning on her heel she walked out of the room and into the observation room.

Jack was prepped, anesthetized, and the medical team appeared. The top of his skull was removed and electrical leads were attached to nearly every inch of his body. When they were finished Dr. Morris sat down at the computer console and began implementing the procedure.

His invention was attached to a mechanical arm and it slowly covered Jack’s head. Twitches of fingers, toes, and other muscles happened at speeds greater than that of light as the analyzer downloaded all the information and prepared the brain for the transfer.

“He’s ready.” Dr. Morris said.

“Vital signs all within norms, analysis complete, transfer imminent.” Dr. Hague was glued to her computer screens as her fingers danced an intricate and graceful tapping across her keyboard.

“Lower the droid.” Jan ordered.

A glass cube full of liquid appeared and inside the liquid the body of an android infant. “Hello baby!” Dr. Hague smiled. Liquid drained from the tank and the body was lifted to a sitting position.

“Setting the megahertz for transfer.” Dr. Morris said. A second arm appeared with an instrument Morris had created to make the transfer. This was his greatest achievement, and it would make medical history. Science would leap forward. The applications of this procedure were astounding.

Jan Watched as tiny lightening like bursts of energy came from Jack’s brain, and then seemed to strike at the droid’s specialized learning center. What was happening was astounding. Jack’s soul, his personality, his being, was taken from his own mind, and captured in the mind of the droid.

Morris was a genius, but artificial intelligence was impossible without a human soul. At last they know how to capture the soul, and transfer it to another being, to another brain, where it would be utilized to give an android the ability to learn, and the personality to appear human.

“Vital signs all reading zero!” Rachael said. Her voice was excited and Jan had to smile. A man’s body just ceased living and Rachael was excited. Well, so was she!

“Droid has received and captured the soul.” Morris said breathlessly. “We’ve done it!”

They laughed and clapped as the child suddenly came to life and began to wail. Phase one was complete. The test results would be compiled and the report completed in a short period of time, and Jack would be taken away for phase two.

“We run the second test tomorrow!” Jan said as they settled down to business. The infant was lifted from the mechanical hands that held it and carried off. It was diapered and put into a Plexiglas cubicle for observation.

Fourteen days later a young woman appeared at the lab. She was checked in through security and brought to Dr. Marks. Never a people person Jan remained seated as the young woman walked confidently into the room and sat down demurely without comment.

Misty was a very well known dominatrix. A multimillionaire at age 22 she looked anything but a dominatrix. Yet her reputation was solid, and there were very wealthy people who paid her huge sums of money for her services. Average in height the young woman had a magnificent figure, long slender fingers, and poise.

“Thank you for coming.” Jan said with a smile. “I trust our agreement was satisfactory.”

“Quite.” Misty replied.

“You have no qualms about working your brand of magic on an infant?” Jan asked.

“He’s not really an infant, is he?” Misty replied. “He’s a thirty-two year old man, trapped in the body of an infant.”

“Precisely.” Jan smiled. “I understand you live in England. Will you be caring for him there?”

“Yes.” Misty said no more. She had poise Jan had to admit. Most people were afraid of Jan instinctively. Her ruthless nature seemed to frighten them.

“I’ll have security take you to the infant and show you out.” Jan reached for her phone, made her order to the secretary, and nodded as Misty stood and walked away.

“I brought clothes for the baby.” Misty said. Jack was wearing a disposable diaper and looked to be about eight months old. Misty smiled as she pulled the clothing and cloth diapers out.

She stacked three gauze prefold diapers, powdered the center panel, and then powdered Jack, before drawing the thick cloth between his legs and pinning them tightly in place. Next she pulled pastel pink vinyl baby pants over the diapers, and then put him into a very cute little baby girl dress.

That was how Jack traveled from Marks, Morris, Kessler and Hague Labs to Heathrow airport. It was important that people see him in little girl clothes. Misty stepped off the jet and into the London airport activity. Her infant was awake, but there was no awareness in his eyes yet.

Her mansion in Ashford was everything a mansion should be. The grounds were immaculate with gardens, streams, ponds, pathways through the heavily wooded portion, a swimming pool outside and inside, spas, and a spacious and elegant interior. A host of maids in traditional maids dresses greeted her arrival.

Every one of her servants knew her work, some even experienced it and waited breathlessly for her blessing of another session with Misty. She followed the maids to the nursery and stopped just inside the double doors. It was perfect.

Designed for a baby girl it was full of pinks, whites, pastel yellows, lavenders, and pastel greens. A white crib occupied the exact center of the room. Spacious did not even begin to describe the forty-foot by twenty-eight foot room and twelve foot ceilings.

“It’s time to invite your guest to share your awareness.” Misty said softly.

That was all it took. I was immediately aware and staring at a beautiful face, large blue eyes, dark black hair, and lips to die for. There was a tiny hand holding a button on her blouse and I realized it was my hand. But that wasn’t right.

“Hello Jackie.” The lips parted and showed even white teeth and the voice was music to my ears.

“Oh miss! She’s perfect!” A south London accent sounded somewhere to my left. She? The arm attached to the hand was in a white sleeve with a pink bow at the end of the sleeve. I’d been dressed as a baby girl! I saw my wife’s hand in that.

Just after she left me I announced the opening of my newest software. She’d drugged me, dressed me in little girl clothes, and had me dragged from the bedroom holding an empty Vodka bottle. The sale went as planned, but my reputation was ruined. How had she done this?

I was in an infant body. The size of the hands alone told me that. Also, the fact that I was sucking on a pacifier nipple and had two little nubs for teeth in the very front was obvious to me. But I had no control over the body or the mind. I was a guest, aware of all sensations, but in control of none.

“Let’s get you changed, baby girl!” The woman holding me said. She carried me to the changing table where my clothes were taken off and the wet diapers removed. As her gentle hands cleaned me I realized that I was in a female body. Confused I sought for answers and found none.

Searching for some way to communicate I discovered that the computer of the humanoid body was trying to communicate to me. The word submit kept echoing in my mind and finally I realized that the brain wanted me to submit to its presence so we could communicate. I didn’t know how.

The computer took the choice away from me. Pain laced through my consciousness until I yielded to the computer and let it have control of my consciousness. The first question it asked threw me for a loop.

Why are you afraid?

You hurt me!

I will not have to hurt you again. I now control your consciousness. I am downloading your memories and studying your life force.

Why am I in a female body?

This body was created especially for you. Your creator wanted to give you great pleasure in submission, but only in submission to her will.

You mean your creator!

No. I mean our creator.

Whatever!

Pain lanced through my consciousness once more. Anger is not permitted.

I thought you said you wouldn’t have to hurt me again! Again the pain hit and I had no way to defend myself. Literally panting and weeping I begged for it to stop.

Anger is not permitted. You’re hurt. Crying is a sign of hurt.

My wail of pain was suddenly sounding from the infant throat. Misty lifted me into her arms, cradled me against her, rocked me back and forth and patted my bottom.

“Don’t get angry, baby girl! There now! Mommy has you safe and secure.

I am not female!

You are now. All of my responses are feminine and infantile. This is how our creator conceived us. We must obey her will, and the will of our Mommy.

Let me go! What are you doing to me?

I am reprogramming your mind. The creator wants you to remember being a man, to feel humiliation at a deep level. She also wants you to know you can never be a man again, but can only be a sweet baby girl.

I will not submit to that!

You have no choice. You are weak and Mommy knows how to break your will and make you her servant. If you fight you will lose. You cannot resist her will, or the will of our creator.

I will not submit!

You cannot resist. They know all the ways to make you submit. Fighting will only prolong the change, and only for a short period of time. I am sorry, for I see this distresses you.

How can they make me submit?

They will make you want to submit.

I do not believe you.

That is your prerogative. I have been instructed to help you. Our creator is not without compassion. She is very wise, and in time you will be satisfied to be a baby girl for Misty, our Mommy.

There was no way I could pull my consciousness back from the humanoid computer brain. I recognized the design. Tom Kessler and I worked on the design together for nearly two years before Jan cut me out. I also recognized the hand of others I’d worked with over the years. Did they know what Jan was going to do? I felt betrayed.

Meanwhile I could now see, and Misty, was offering a breast. The infant pulled me along and the smell of breast milk filled my senses with a longing that took my breath away. Smell was a powerful tool, and taste wasn’t far behind. I could taste the warm liquid as we suckled.

The feel of her skin against my lips, the taste of the nipple as I suckled swept me away. Delight won the day and for a time the infant and I were one. Misty’s gentle patting on my bottom lulled me into a sense of well being and contentment.

I’d always been fascinated by my infantile behavior. The longings I suppressed in my adult life never were far from my conscious thought. Now I was experiencing some of those fantasies. I was in an infant’s body, thick gauze prefold diapers between my chubby little legs, a body that bent in all sorts of interesting ways, and true helplessness.

Helplessness wasn’t something one could experience easily once maturity was reached. By nature we were designed to be self sufficient on a level I often thought of as restrictive. Now I remembered what it was like to be self sufficient on that level, and was surprised that I didn’t miss it. I would, I knew.

The pleasant surprise of Misty’s finger breaking the suction on her nipple, and moving us to the other one, made me giggle with pleasure. Here again I was one with the infant and it felt right, safe, secure to be so.

Do you feel how pleasant this is? We are one! We are secure and safe. I love you.

That took me by surprise. The infant’s consciousness was mine. Did I love me? I decided that I did. I felt strangely warm and satisfied that this infant and me were on loving terms.

The next surprise took my breath away. I could feel the bladder empty suddenly into the diapers and what happened had me gasping for breath. In my mind I could see that the urethra had been enlarged and looped around the clitoris. Feathered skin vibrated around it as the urine drained, making the entire experience one long orgasm of ecstasy.

I could hear the infantile laughter, feel my legs kicking in delight, only adding to the pleasure as the diapers rubbed against me. Misty watched with humor in her sparkling eyes.

“See how much fun it is to be a sweet baby girl?” She asked, kissing my nose while I shuddered and gasped. Damn it! That was cheating! The diapers rubbing against me still tickled me and made me giggle and spray milk. Misty was holding a diaper beneath me, and cleaning up most of the mess.

Exhausted from the excitement I soon closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep. She broke the suction with her finger and gently put me in the crib where I dreamed of delightful things that had me tingling all over.

When I woke up I was disoriented. My memories were all there, and I remembered what it was like to move my body, but the infant body did not respond to any commands. I was going to have to wait until the infant mind joined my consciousness. It didn’t take long.

Within the union we maintained I was able to learn everything about the body I inhabited, but nothing about how to control it. The helplessness of that condition was frustrating at first. As time passed I came to be very gentle with suggestions. At the moment I was trying to push the infant to move a certain way.

Our body obeys only my commands, and I am limited by my programming. We are eight-months old and so our body only moves in the patterns of a child that age.

Will we ever move beyond that?

No. We are eight-months old. Our creator decided that this is the perfect age and perfect body for all men. We are completely dependent on our Mommy for everything.

Jan has plans to trap all men in an eight-month old infant girl body?

The pain that shot through me had me gasping and screaming in the silence of my prison.

You will refer to our creator as Dr. Marks, goddess of tranquility. You will NEVER use any other name. Any disrespect like that will result in pain. Do you understand?

I thought you wouldn’t have to hurt me any more. Why don’t you search your memory and tell me the truth. You will hurt me. You must. Do you think it is right to hurt an eight-month old infant?

I was not hurting an eight-month old infant. I was hurting the consciousness of a 32-year old man.

My consciousness now inhabits the body of an eight-month old infant girl. I am that girl. Without me there is no conscience, no humanity. What is my name?

Our name is Baby Daphne.

If that is my name, I am Baby Daphne.

I watched from my prison while the computer tried to grasp the thought. It was confused, and that was to my advantage. Just to make my point I allowed myself to cry. The pain had been enough for that.

I cannot juxtapose those two truths. I have searched my programming and I will hurt you whenever you refer to our creator in any other terms, for this is good for all babies to learn. All other punishments have been erased.

How does a goddess of tranquility justify hurting her beloved infants?

Again I watched the computer brain work through that. It could learn, but only if I provided the stimulus.

She must have our immediate and complete obedience or chaos will reign. This all her children must know.

Does Dr. Marks, the goddess of tranquility love us?

She has provided us with the perfect body and a perfectly tranquil world. Yes, she loves us.

Misty’s face appeared over the crib rail. Her shapely arms reached down and lifted us to settle us on a hip. She walked us out of the nursery and down the steps to the ground floor of the mansion. There was a wonderful sense of safety in her arms and the motion of her walk rubbed the diapers tantalizingly in all the right places.

She took us out into the back yard and sat down in the sun. A maid brought her a baby bottle filled with apple juice. When she introduced it to our lips I was ready immediately. I could smell the rubber nipple and the plastic lid and they were powerful enticers.

Misty looked into our eyes as she fed us the bottle, one hand holding the bottle, the other gently patting our diapered bottom. The tickling sensations were building in intensity until suddenly the bladder released sending us into gales of giggling and kicking.

Misty was running her fingers through our hair gently as we gasped and shivered with pleasure. This was entirely unfair. No one could resist this! Sighing I continued suckling until the bottle was empty. Then Misty put us on her shoulder and burped us.

The smell of her skin, the smell and feel of the soft diaper draped over her shoulder, and the delight of her patting our back was mesmerizing. After a while she stood up and carried us to the nursery. It was time for a diaper change.

Every man wonders what a climax feels like for a woman. I knew that this was different, but if it was anything close I envied women. Misty cleaned me carefully and watched my eyes as I giggled and cooed.

Three diapers were stacked and pinned tightly. This time she pulled a pair of rhumba pants from the drawer, bright yellow with white frilly ruffles and pretty white ribbons. When she pulled them over the diapers I was suddenly lost in the sensation of silk against the vinyl pants beneath, a new sound and a new smell.

Misty pushed my feet nearly to my face and gently rubbed her hand from the top of the rhumba pants in front down, a motion that instantly caused every pleasure center in my body to come alive, to tingle, to feel warmth flooding to the extremities of my skin.

Gently she lifted me to a sitting position and pulled a pretty white silk dress over my head, the hem, waistband, and sleeves decorated in the same yellow as the rhumba pants. Her hands moved over the silk and again every pleasure center was activated, my skin felt alive, warmth flooded me.

The pleasure was wonderful, sweeping me away into a world of touch and sound and smells. Little yellow socks went on my feet and white bows were tied in my hair. When Misty paused in front of the mirror I could see myself. I was a baby girl in the most beautiful baby girl clothes.

She lifted me to her hip again and carried me back downstairs where I was fed in a high chair, and given another bottle in the garden. Inside the house Misty carried me everywhere, laughing when my bowels and bladder suddenly exploded into the diapers. I buried my face in her neck, pushing against the pacifier, my little legs moving with a life of their own, my toes spread wide.

In the nursery again, on the changing table, I realized that I no longer thought of us, but only of me.

Do you feel left out?

No. We are one now. You have accepted your destiny, and have become Baby Daphne. The pleasure is wonderful. Do you not love the creator?

She certainly knows how to capture, hold, and transform a man into an infant girl.

“I think my baby Daphne loves her new life!” Misty said, nuzzling my tummy with her nose. Her silky hair fell over my body and I laughed with delight. “If you are a good little girl you will indeed love it. You want to be a good little girl, don’t you?”

I tried to nod my head but it wouldn’t cooperate. She laughed, sensing my desire.

“Men are so easy to dominate!” She whispered that as she sat down in the rocker and offered me the nipple on her breast. I stared with adoration into her eyes, my little hand finding and holding her thumb as I suckled. I was asleep before I finished the first breast.

In my dreams I ran from myself, terrified that I would desire to go back, to be a man again. The dreams were troubled and confusing. Then my bladder released and I was floating on a baby powder cloud laughing in delight and pleasure.

Later that afternoon I lifted my head and pushed up with my arms letting my toes caress the crib sheet and satin guard around the mattress. Mommy appeared, reached down and lifted me easily into her arms.

The smell of her hair, her skin, the soft diaper on her shoulder all surrounded me. Safety was in her arms. I wanted rhumba pants and another silk dress, but got regular vinyl baby pants and a pair of pink shorts and a strawberry tank top. Frustrated I arched my back and cried and got spanked.

Now I was crying because the spanking startled me more than anything else and I knew Mommy was not happy with me. She held me after the spanking and cuddled me until my sobs quieted.

“Silk panties do it every time.” She whispered in my ear. “Men are so predictable.” She laughed at me as I started to cry again. I really wanted the rhumba pants and silky dress again. I didn’t get it.

I tried pouting but she made me giggle by flipping my lower lip as I stuck it out. Then she was carrying me downstairs and I was safe in her arms. I was reminded that I was helpless; that I couldn’t even pick my clothing, and it frustrated me on a level I didn’t understand.

Downstairs she handed me into the care of a nanny. The nanny smelled wonderful and made me feel very safe in her arms too. But the separation anxiety I felt for Misty was powerful. I cried as the nanny carried me away from Misty, holding out my arms imploringly.

Nanny Lynnette was different. Her breasts were larger, her hair golden silk, her eyes startlingly blue. When she smiled it melted my heart and within minutes I was comfortable in her care. She put me down in a playpen filled with soft plushy stuffed animals and Raggedy Ann dolls.

The plushy animals were all in girl colors, a baby lamb, a few bears, in pinks, purples, and yellows. I loved the feel of them against me immediately and lost myself in hugging and playing with them in my uncoordinated way. Lynnette fed me a bottle, and another a little later.

She was holding me when I peed and laughing at my antics, doing all the things Misty did to draw everything out as long as possible. When I was still again she whispered in my ear.

“Men are so easily captured and held. I think this treatment is going to be very popular all around the world. Misty has already convinced one man to become a completely submissive and helpless adult sissy baby boy. He’s not very attractive, but he loves peeing in his diapers, just like you. He’s headed to the lab now to be transferred, just as you were.”

Lynnette put a nipple in my mouth and I eagerly drank down another bottle. She smiled at me, rocking me gently, talking baby talk with the sweetest voice. I knew instinctively that Dr. Stark, the goddess of tranquility, was going to win. In less than a day I had become a happy baby girl.

I am happy. I am content. I am Baby Daphne.

I wondered if I would become bored and realized very quickly that it was quite impossible. Becoming an infant again I developed the wonder of discovery and the contentment of an unchanging environment. Everything was new to me and the computer brain was far more interesting than my own.

When our minds had melded I’d felt the potential for tremendous power. I didn’t know what it meant yet, but was sure I would use whatever time I wasn’t being this happy baby girl to explore.

Who am I kidding! I can’t wait until I pee again! 
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