Pocket Money by Croc
 
Introduction
 
I’m Alfred Rizla, but normally everyone calls me Alfie. I’m 18-years-old and I live alone with my mother Karen in the isolated county village of Devon, England. I have recently left school completing my A-Level’s. Now I feel that I need a ‘break’ from all the hard studying and have a gap year from my future education: University.
 
Mother agrees with me and so for the first month after September 2013 – which is always the school term date in England. I started not to get used to getting up early for school and to catch the school bus. It’s now late October and I’ve gotten myself into a dossing process.     
 
I weekly still get pocket money from my mother. The weekly money of £50 a week (which is a lot for an 18-year-old) is part of my inheritance from my late father who got shot and killed in Iraq back in 2004. It broke mother’s heart and since she’s never taken another man in her life…for I am the only man in her life: she tells me from time-to-time.
 
Most of my friends – in fact all of my friends have left the village: some have joined the Army – which is forbidden of me, due to my father’s death and mother won’t let it happen. Others have made long journeys to their extended family members or gone to University to study their degrees. More or less: I’m the only one to take a gap year. And I later on regretted that decision for an unexpected turn for the worse happened to me that made me the teen baby boy I am now as I type this statement…
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It all started one boring night in November. I had nothing to do in my bedroom and I was online…but there have been emotions I’ve been hiding from myself and my mother. Maybe it’s just me but I wanted to know and see if I’m not alone with my urges. Mother was out working one evening. So just for safety I locked my door. I went onto Google and typed in ‘Nappies’ and ‘Teens’. I felt good and exciting typing it in the search box. Up came a link – well many links, I looked at their paragraphs and I clicked onto one link about ‘Teen Babies’.
 
I started to read the site forums from teenagers across the globe: girls and boys about them needing to wear nappies due to health reasons…but there was one forum that these teenagers choose to wear nappies for none medical purposes. So I clicked onto that forum and started to read their ‘true stories’ and read statements about ABDL – Adult Baby Diaper Lover.
 
As I was reading the ‘true stories’ I formed an erection, it’s always been the case for me when I think about being treated like a toddler and having to wear a nappy: even though I’ve never had it done to me before. I wanted to find the reasons why that is. Due to studying: I never found the time to read forums like these online: now I have all the time in the world to indulge in my urges – or what other people call it: fetish!
 
As I anonymously read my awaited forum, I heard the front door slam: mother was home!
 
“Alfie, I’m home are you in?” – Mother shouted from the bottom of the stairs.
 
“Er, yes mother I’m in my bedroom: I’ll be down soon.” – I replied.
 
“Come down now Alfie!” – Mother ordered me in her sweet and firm voice.
 
“Okay!” – I shouted.
 
I foolishly left my computer on and the web page of the ABDL forum entitled “How do I get my mum to baby me again”.
 
I was dressed in my jogging bottoms and jumper. I ran down the stairs of our two-bedroom home, which was the only home near the local farm. People say I live on a farm but it’s not true: I live in a cottage next to a farm.
 
Anyway, I walked downstairs and it was winter so the home is nice and cosy. Mother was ready and waiting to see me.
 
“Honey we need to talk.” – Mother calmly asked me as she sat on the sofa.
 
“Sure mum, what’s up?” – I asked Mother as I sat next to her.
 
“You know last month you said you wanted your pocket money to be transferred into your PayPal account and for me not to give it to you in cash anymore.” – Mother calmly told me as I nodded yes.
 
“Well, that’s the problem Alfie. Since PayPal, I’ve not seen what you brought with your pocket money. I used to know everything that my son got up to and even brought.” – Mother calmly spoke again, knowing that she wants to be nosy as always. I just stared to the nearest wall, trying to think up a lie.
 
“Alfie, don’t lie to me: you know how much that annoys me. Are you saving the money for driving lessons or a new computer? Money is no object with me.” – Mother proudly assured me.
 
“…Mum what it is, is that…” – I tried to tell my mother what I brought and why but it was too late.
 
“Hold your truth son, I’m popping to the toilet, when I come back down then we can chat in depth.” – Mother smiled as she stood up and walked up the stairs.
 
As I sat downstairs trying to think mother lied and sneaked into my bedroom! She looked underneath my bed and found a package: A package that I never wanted her to find. She looked inside and gasped in shock. Mother quickly covered her hand over her mouth and then walked over to my exposed computer. She looked at the ABDL link!
 
As I sat downstairs time was getting on and I was worried for the worse…I was right. Mother came downstairs and held the package up into the air with her right hand.
 
“Well? What do you have to say young man?” – Mother demanded the truth.
 
“Let me explain mum please?” – I begged.
 
“I’ve read that forum on your computer: so you want me to treat you like a toddler eh?” – Mother asked me sternly.
 
“No! It’s not like that!” – I protested in defence.
 
“Son, what are these adult babyish nappies for then? Are these the only ones you’ve brought? Do you purposely piss yourself and want to wear them?” – Mother asked as she unfolded on in front of my eyes. I couldn’t tell her the truth so I lied.
 
“They are the only pack of adult nappies I’ve brought mum. You see, I’ve been wetting the bed mum, I have been pissing myself: without knowing it.” – I perfectly acted the speech as I looked down to the carpet in embarrassment.
 
“Aww, have you? I’m so sorry Alfie.” – Mother nicely spoke as she placed the nappies onto the living room table and then walked over to me.
 
“It’s my fault: I care more for my work than my son’s health. I think we need to nip this in the bud: before it gets worse.” – Mother assured me while giving me a cuddle.
 
“There’s no need mum, it’s just a ‘one off’.” – I said trying to convince my nurturing mother that I’m okay.
 
“I know it is Alfie. You see you lied to your mother.” – Mother told me as I laid my head on her busty chest.
 
“What-what do you mean mother?” – I worriedly asked my intelligent mother.
 
“On the nappy package it states how many nappies are in there: ten! And there is all ten!” – Mother calmly told me my exposed lie. I placed my head up and moved down the sofa.
 
“So you haven’t wet the bed have you?” – Mother now angrily asked me.
 
“I’m sorry, it’s just…” – I tried to find the courage to tell the one and only woman in my life my emotions.
 
“Tell me damn it!” – Mother shouted at me.
 
“I want your love! I want to feel loved and be a toddler again! Okay there I’ve admitted it!” – I shouted with oncoming tears in my eyes.
 
“Don’t you dare raise your voice to me young man! You maybe eighteen, but I hold all the finances and contacts.” – Mother warned me.
 
“Please, can we forget that his ever happened?” – I pleaded with my mother. Mother thought for a second.
 
“Why do you want to be a toddler Alfie?” – Mother calmly asked.
 
“I want to have attention of love and nurturing, I also want to wear nappies.” – I honestly replied.
 
“Okay. How long have you felt like this?” – Mother asked me.
 
“Since dad died.” – I cried. Mother was shocked and came over to me, giving me a warm loving cuddle.
 
“There, there, don’t worry honey. I’m just happy that you’ve admitted your emotions with me. I thought you might be Gay!” – Mother bluntly told me.
 
“I’m not Gay, mother, I just think my teen baby urges – that what’s it called: a teen baby would be worse than if I were gay. I just want to be honest with you. I know you have the finances and contacts for me to have this lifestyle: I just want you to be here for me and understand this crazy world, that’s all.” – I sobbed into my mother’s arms as I poured out my nappy urges onto her plate.
  
“Don’t you worry about a damn thing, if my son really wants to become a teenage baby, then a teenage baby you will become, But now isn’t the time. It’s late, time for you to go to bed. We’ll take more in depth about this in the morning. I love you.” – Mother told me as she gave me a kiss and cuddle.
 
I walked up the stairs feeling liberated that my baby and nappy emotions and urges are now exposed to my mother. Little did I know that this is just only the beginning of the end of my adult and independent life…
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So a few days went by and mother never mentioned my nappy or adult baby emotions and needs (if I can call it that). It was on this day that I upped my ABDL ambition. I went back onto that ABDL forum and this time I joined. I went to read one topic “No pubic hair”.
 
There were lots of replies from other users:
 
“Being hairless all over makes you feel more submissive.”
 
“Having no pubes makes nappy changes more the better and easier.”
 
“Trust me: once you lose all your pubic hair, the more you want to never have it grown back again.”
 
So I kept reading the topic and I gained more confidence by the end of the topic. I quickly went onto Amazon.UK and I was going to get Veet for Men but then there was another product that I saw on advertised on TV – No! No! Hair Removal; so I brought that instead. I must admit it does feel good reading all this ABDL stuff online and Googling the products.
 
After my checkout on Amazon, I went back onto the forum and I went into another topic entitled: “Infantilism Hypnosis for the extreme.” I am new and naïve to hypnosis and I never gave it any thought – only later on I did!
 
Again one chap posted on the forum:
 
“Forget warpmymind.com – go to this one: extremeinfantilismhypnosis.org.”
 
So I clicked onto the link to go to the website…and I was amazed in what I read and saw!
 
extremeinfantilismhypnosis.org
 
Welcome to the extreme infantilism hypnosis site for all of those wannabe adult baby boys. All hypnosis files are expensive and should only be brought by the adult professionals who exercise in BDSM play.
 
Please be warned: once listened to the file it takes 24 hours for the mind to control your body, be advised to tell your partner/lover that you are practicing in these hypnosis files.
 
All hypnosis files are voiced by a professional erotic mummy mistress.
 
All hypnosis files are un-refundable and once paid will be sent to your chosen e-mail address at the ready for download: download can only be done once. Enjoy!
 
Recommended and simply the best:
 
Talk like a baby 24/7 (£40)
 
Wet and Mess your pants like a toddler (£50)
 
Lose all arms, hands, legs and feet movement (£100)
 
List of other hypnosis files…click here.
 
I thought about it…so I signed up on this extreme site and I brought the “Wet and Mess your pants like a toddler (£50)” within seconds I had the file sent to my e-mail address.
 
“Brilliant. Let’s do this!” – I cheered. I quickly got the hour long audio file uploaded onto iTunes so it can be synced onto my iPod Nano. All was at the ready, but before lying on my bed I re-read part of the warning sign: “once listened to the file it takes 24 hours for the mind to control your body”.
 
“Yeah…right.” – I commented. I just wanted to test the hypnosis file only because I’ve never tested a hypnosis file before.
 
So I shut down my computer, snatched my iPod and got into my bed. I was in my double-bed in just my boxer shorts. It was lunch time and mother was at work, so I have hours to spare. I laid back and drifted into a trance listening to this wonderful woman’s voice…that sounded familiar?
 
I woke up 8 hours later – so it was just gone 8pm at night. The mistake I done is that, like all my music I left the hypnosis file on repeat!! So I’ve must of listen to the hypnosis file eight times!
 
“Alfie are you awake?” – Mother shouted from the bottom of the stairs.
 
“Yes mum, I’ll be down now.” – I replied. I took off my iPod and put on some lose clothes then went downstairs to see mum.
 
“You okay honey, you look pale.” – Mother sweetly spoke as she placed her hand onto my forehead.
 
“Mum I’m okay thank you, I’m just tired.” – I told her.
 
“Maybe we should go into town tomorrow for some shopping, to take our minds of your ‘coming out’ the other day.” – Mother beamed.
 
“Mother I still want to be babied. And I will!” – I protested standing against my weird fetish.
 
“I see. Well I’m just glad you’re not doing drugs or drink.” – Mother said not wanting to talk more about me wearing nappies.
 
“Mum please. I want you to understand.” – I pleaded with her at the kitchen table.
 
“Oh I understand alright: my 18-year-old son wants to wear nappies and be treated like a toddler full time…trust me honey you don’t want that lifestyle.” – Mother advised me.
 
“Lifestyle?” – I asked in a puzzled look.
 
“I’ve done my own research online Alfie. There are lots of men – middle aged men who led a full-time life in nappies and are baby slaves to their wives and real mothers. I want more for my little boy: Not for him to become a nappy retard.” – Mother bluntly told me.
 
“It’s my life! You’re so selfish! Why don’t you do this one thing for me: to accept that I have this condition of emotions. I feel all alone and depressed.” – I cried in a hump.
 
“Alfred Rizla! Tell me right now: Do you want me to treat you like a toddler?” – Mother forcefully asked me.
 
“…Yes.” – I replied in a mumble.
 
“Fine, tomorrow we’ll go into town and begin your regression…and trust me my widdle boy: you won’t like it! Now go to bed, you’re tired and I want you fully awake in the morning.” – Mother commanded me.
 
“But, what about work?” – I asked mother.
 
“Work used to be number one, now I have a soon-to-be retarded son to care for, plus I have the money not to work if I choose. The women would understand anyway.” – Mother told me with a smirk.
 
“Oh okay mother.” – I said turning away from the kitchen heading towards the stairs.
 
“Alfie?” – Mother asked me.
 
“Yes mother.” – I replied.
 
“I want you to think hard about tomorrow, because there’s no way your messing around with my mind and emotions: The choice is yours: Big Boy? Or Baby Boy? Goodnight.” – Mother told me as she left the kitchen and walked past me as I wasn’t even there.
 
I walked up the stairs and headed to my bedroom, I was very tired and I went to sleep not really thinking of what the next day would bring, but I was sure to find out soon enough…
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The morning came – quick enough. I woke up at 10am. I felt great! My batteries were charged and ready for anything…except for later on.
 
I got dressed in my blue jeans, baggy t-shirt, and hoodie. I brushed my teeth and went straight into the kitchen, where mother was waiting for me. Mother was wearing a vintage dress, dark red lipstick, her hair in a bun and perfume that smell’s so grand.
 
“Right then young man sit down, we’ve got things to talk about haven’t we?” – Mother smiled as she sat down at the table. I sat in silence next to her.
 
“The thing is Alfie…” – Mother started but the front door bell rang it was Royal Mail.
 
Mother got up and answered the front door. The postman eyed by mother as he handed her the morning’s post. And guess what? My package from Amazon arrived. Mother closed the front door; she threw the junk mail to one side but carried my personal package into the kitchen.
 
“Well what do we have here? Are you going to tell me?” – Mother teased.
 
“It’s a laser hair removal product okay.” I humiliatingly replied looking down at the kitchen table.
 
“I guess my widdle boy is very keen to be a toddler again, am I right?” – Mother firmly told me. I just nodded my head without looking at her. Mother placed my package onto the kitchen table then sat back into her seat next to me.
 
“Alfie, as I was saying. It’s all about give and take. If you truly want his lifestyle, then your pocket money will pay for the basics like nappies, baby wipes and baby powder etc. Your pocket money and inheritance money from your late father’s Army pension will make all your dreams come true; I of course will take full command of your income and online accounts. Understood?” – Mother softly told me.
 
“Okay mother, I give you my list of passwords of my membership sites etc.” – I smiled at mother.
 
“Good boy. Now there are rules Alfie and a contract to sign…it’s for the best.” – Mother smiled as she withdrew a folded piece of paper from her dress pocket.
 
Mother gave me the form to read and sign:
 
The Adult Baby and Extreme Infantilism contract for Mr. Alfred Rizla
 
Contract of Consensual Babyhood and Ownership
 
This contract is in no way legally binding, and is meant only as an aid to better understanding of the needs, duties and responsibilities of Ms. Karen Rizla and her son Mr. Alfred ‘Alfie’ Rizla.
 
I Alfred Rizla hereinafter referred to as an adult toddler, do of my own free will, and being of sound mind and body, do hereby offer myself in consensual babyhood to my mother: Karen Rizla, hereinafter referred to as ‘Mummy’ for the period beginning as soon as I sign on my behalf.
 
This agreement may be terminated at any time before the above named date by either party only in the event of breach of contract. On the above named date this agreement will be reviewed, negotiated and rewritten or terminated…in due time.
 
Provisions of the Adult Baby and Extreme Infantilism contract
 
1.0 Mr. Alfred Rizla’s Role
 
Mr. Alfred Rizla agrees to submit completely to Ms. Karen Rizla in all ways. There are no boundaries of place, time, or situation in which the adult toddler may wilfully refuse to obey the directive of his Mummy without risking punishment. Mr. Alfred Rizla also agrees that, once entered into the Adult Baby and Extreme Infantilism contract, his body belongs to his Mummy, to be used as seen fit, within the guidelines defined herein. All of Mr. Alfred Rizla’s possessions likewise will now belong to Ms. Karen Rizla, including all assets, finances, and material goods, to do with as she sees fit.
 
2.0 Ms. Karen Rizla’s Role
 
Ms. Karen Rizla, the ‘Mummy’ accepts the responsibility of her son’s body and worldly possessions, to do with as she sees fit, under the provisions determined in this contract. The Mummy agrees to care for adult toddler, to arrange for the safety and well-being of her adult toddler, as long as she baby’s him to the full. Ms. Karen Rizla also accepts the commitment to treat Mr. Alfred Rizla properly, to baby train her son, punish her, love her son, and use her son as she sees fit.
 
3.0 The Lifestyle
 
Both Mr. Alfred Rizla and Ms. Karen Rizla agree to enter the lifestyle of Mummy and Baby together and both accept their new roles in life.
 
Ms. Karen Rizla accepts the role, care and responsibility in babying her son, to keep him in nappies 24/7, to change him, bath him, feed him and cloth him in the near future.
 
Mr. Alfred Rizla accepts the role of being an adult baby full time, to be totally submissive to his Mummy. To be seen and not heard, to love, obey and listen to his Mummy from his day forth.
 
Both parties please sign at the bottom of contract.
 
4.0 Punishment
 
Mr. Alfred Rizla agrees to accept any punishment ‘Mummy’ decides to inflict upon him whether earned or not.
 
4.1 List of Punishments by Mummy
 
Ms. Karen Rizla has it by right – as ‘Mummy’ to inflict certain punishments on Mr. Alfred Rizla – her adult toddler by any means necessary.
 
·         Mouth washed out with soap.
·         Corner time.
·         Over the knee, bare bottom spanking.
·         Spanking with the thick wooden paddle or wooden spoon.
·         Forced enemas.
·         Public humiliation.
·         Public nappy changes. Etc.
 
5.0 Declaration of Contract
 
I, Ms. Karen Rizla agree to become Alfred’s full time Mummy, to guide him, to look after him, to nurture him and to punish him need be. I will also not keep our lifestyle a secret from the public.
 
 
 
Ms. Karen Rizla ‘Mummy’.
November 2013
 
 
 
I, Mr. Alfred Rizla agree to become Ms. Karen Rizla’s full time adult toddler, to act like a baby, talk and crawl like a toddler, to be the best adult baby for his mummy.
 
 
 
 
 
Mr. Alfred Rizla
November 2013
 
 
“Well, do you want to become my baby boy again or not? This is your last chance, afterwards there’s no turning back.” – Mother cooed to me as I read the last part of the contract.
 
Mother gave me a pen and I quickly signed it. Mother snatched the pen from my hand and signed it.
 
“Right then young man; I think, I need to tell you how things will be from now on.” Mother beamed proudly as she placed the contract back in her dress pocket. She then stood up and looked down at me. I looked up at my proud and strong mother as she told me my new life.
 
“Alfie, you will call me ‘Mummy’ from now on. Not ‘Mum’ and certainly not ‘Mother’. Only big boys can call their Mummy ‘Mother’.” Mummy said looking down at me.
 
“Yes mummy, no problem.” – I replied.
 
“Good boy. Now, your pubic hair will cease to exist: everywhere. I want my little boy to be perfectly hairless, so nappy changes and general cuddles will feel great.” – Mummy beamed with a smirk. I turned shades of red in my facial cheeks.
 
“As I own everything of yours, I have decided that your bedroom will be turned into an adult baby nursery. I can pay it from your pocket money and inheritance. There will be nappies everywhere for you. Mummy will personally kit you out with new adult baby clothing. I will donate your old clothes to the charity shop. All your other items will be boxed up and placed into the loft.” – Mummy told me.
 
“But mummy we’re going too fast there are no builders near us.” – I whined.
 
“Hush. Mummy has taken care of it all. We are going into town and by the time you get home: a new nursery will be installed.” – Mummy sternly told me. I remain quiet.
 
“Now let’s get into the car and go into town to look around.” – Mummy giggled.
 
I got up. Mummy left the kitchen to put on her long coat. She came back with my coat and placed it on me. Mummy took my right hand leading me into her car. Mummy opened the back door and then strapped me into the car back seat!
 
“You’ll get used to mummy looking after her widdle boy.” – Mummy cooed. I formed an erection in the back seat. Mummy got into the car and we then drove into town to do some ‘Shopping’…
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We finally arrived into the town shopping centre of Devon. Mum parked the car – at the far end of the open car park. Mum got out of her car then came to unstrap me from the back seat.
 
“I’ve got this at the ready.” – Mum commented as she placed the soft messenger bag over her right shoulder.
 
“What’s in the bag mummy?” – I asked.
 
“That’s mummy’s business, come on get out and lets walk into the shopping centre.” – Mummy smiled as she helped me get out of the car. Mummy locked her car and I walked forward.
 
“Er, young man?” – Mummy sternly asked me. I froze then turned back looking at mummy.
 
“Little boys need to hold mummy’s hand when they visit the big shop.” – Mummy told me as she walked towards me grabbing my right hand then pulling me in her lead.
 
I was speechless, my anxieties grew, people and children were looking at my oddly as I was led by this gorgeous and striking late-30s’ brunette lady into the large shopping centre. We finally entered. I never go into town to shop; I go into the village or shop online, so the shopping centre is a maze to me.
 
“Right then…where too? I know just the shop!” – Mummy giggled as she pulled me forward with her hand as I try to analyse the shopping centre. Mummy led me up the escalator onto the first floor, then we stopped outside this shop and my jaw dropped!
 
“You stay right here outside so mummy can keep an eye on her little boy. Little boys can’t go into shops like these – strictly over 18’s only.” – Mummy smirked as she gave me a kiss on my left cheek. Mummy entered the shop of Ann Summers!!
 
I stood there isolated and alone outside the kinky shop, after a minute a group of schoolgirls aged 16 from the village arrived.
 
“Hi Alfie, what are you doing here?” – Kim the brunette asked.
 
“I’m shopping with my mother.” – I replied. The girls looked to their right and saw Ann Summers and giggled.
 
“Why are you here and not in school?” – I asked the four of them.
 
“Homework is all done; we are not in uniform as you can see. So we got some spending money from our dads to treat ourselves.” – Jade the red-haired told me.
 
I nodded…then it happened: the hypnosis kicked in. I grabbed the edge of a railing I bent my legs forward: my tummy was in pain:
 
“What the fuck is this…it hurts…” – I lightly moaned in pain of whisper.
 
“Are you okay Alfie?” – Jade caringly asked.
 
“No, I’m not okay.” – I replied as I placed my hand over my tummy.
 
“Shall we call 999?” – Jenny the blonde girl asked.
 
“No…I-I just…need my…” I tried to speak but then I felt a lump of pooh exit my anus into my boxer shorts…I squatted in front of the girls as fresh sweat poured down from my forehead.
 
“Omg girls, look!” – Sarah the black haired petite girl shouted pointing to my crotch. Urine speedily flowed from my penis down my boxer shorts into my blue jeans. I was exposed.
 
“It’s not what you think!!” – I panicked to the girls.
 
“Of course it is!” – Sarah snapped then continued:
 
“You’ve pissed yourself in public like a toddler!” – She burst into a fit of giggles.
 
“No wonder girls like us want to date boys your age…we’ll end up babysitting them.” – Jenny told me as she and the girls looked down upon me in delight.
 
Then the cherry of the humiliating cake came:
 
“What’s that smell?” – Kim asked out loud.
 
The girls walked round to the back of me to now see my shit stained jeans.
 
“Fuck me: he's shat himself as well!!” – Sarah commented as she lifted the back of my coat.
 
The girls got out there iPhones and took pictures of me squatting and my drenched and shitty jeans.
 
“Please don’t!” – I begged in tears as I held tightly onto the railing.
 
“Aww, baby Alfie doesn’t want the big girls to expose his public potty humiliation, which will soon be uploaded onto Facebook.” – Sarah cooed down at me.
 
“You slags!” – I snapped in anger as I reached for their mobiles but fell onto the shopping centre floor, exposing my shit stained jeans. I just lay on the floor on my tummy pretending that this is just all a fucking nightmare…
 
“I told you to stay where you are so mummy can keep her eyes on her little boy.” – Mummy sternly told me as she stood over me looking down at me.
 
“Mummy!” – I cried out in tears.
 
“Girls thank you for getting me…I guess I can’t leave Alfie alone for one minute…or to trust him enough to wear big boy boxer shorts.” – Mummy sighed rolling her eyes.
 
“Karen, what is going on?” – Kim asked trying not to laugh.
 
“Well Kim, Alfie has been having potty problems at night time, now during the day, so I guess that I need to now put him in nappies…boys are so hard to bring up…” – Mummy lied to Kim then bent down to whisper in my ear:
 
“…Maybe I should turn you into a sissy baby: I bet you read stories of that lifestyle online eh?” – Mummy frightened me with her words.
 
“Nappies? Perfect! Though we have to go Karen, if you need babysitters let us know.” – Sarah commented.
 
“Sure, I know your mums and I might give you all a call.” – Mummy smiled as she told the girls who just walked off looking at their new pictures of my humiliation.
 
People walked past in disgust at my situation.
 
“Come, mummy has to clean your bum up!” – Mummy firmly told me as she grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the nearest public toilets. We stood outside at the public toilets, young mums and their children pointed and laughed at my wet stained jeans.
 
“This way!” – Mummy announced as she pulled me towards the baby changing rooms.
 
“Mummy, not here…” – I pleaded as she pulled me into the baby changing room…

· BabyFergstar likes this
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Mummy got me into the baby’s changing room. I’m a small height lad so It’s more humiliating than ever!
 
“So come on, tell mummy what you did?” – Mummy asked me as she stood over me folding her arms.
 
“I-I…” – I tried to find the words.
 
“Alfie, the amount of piss and shit you’ve just publicly exposed can’t be because you purposely done it…I know you had outside help with this.” – Mummy smirked.
 
“I downloaded a hypnosis file and I listened to it on my iPod mummy.” – I softly spoke looking down at the floor.
 
“Well then, I guess I don’t have to sneak behind your back every night.” – Mummy smiled as she put down her messenger back.
 
“What do you mean mummy?” – I asked in fear.
 
“You’re going to be listening to a lot more hypnosis files at night time in the future.” – Mummy firmly told me.
 
“But-but…” – I tried to worm my way out of it.
 
“No but’s Alfie. You wanted to be a baby, so a baby mentally you will also become. Now come here and let mummy clean you up.” – Mummy cooed at me as she pulled out a fresh Cuddlz nappy from the messenger bag.
 
My cock began to grow into an erection as mummy cooed at me. I walked over to her. She then withdrew a large folded changing mat.
 
“Mummy’s prepared come on boy!” – Mummy commanded at me.
 
“Where did you get the mat mummy?” – I asked.
 
“That’s mummy’s business, not my baby boy’s.” – Mummy smiled at me. I fell to the floor and placed myself onto the changing mat (which made me look more babyish).
 
“Right then, look what mummy’s brung in her baby’s nappy changing bag: Huggies Baby Wipes, a large bottle of Johnston’s Baby Powder – the Baby extra dry one and Sudocrem. Now lay back and let your mummy do her job, hmm?” – Mummy cooed over me as she unzipped my hoodie, unbuttoned by shirt, and then unbuttoned my jeans.
 
Mummy yanked off my shit stained and drenched pair of jeans.
 
“You won’t be wearing these ever again.” – Mummy chuckled as she threw them to one side.
 
“Now then…” – Mummy commented as she pulled off my shitty and pissy boxer shorts. The smell of humiliation made me cry again.
 
“Yuk…I guess we both have to get used to this scent, but it’ll be replaced by new scents for my baby boy.” – Mummy smiled as she folded up my boxer shorts and placed them to one side.
 
Mummy got the baby wipes then placed the cold fresh and strong scent into my bum crack then took another few and cleaned my crotch.
 
“I wonder?” – Mummy asked herself. Mummy then got up to the changing room door and locked it from the inside.
 
“I’ll have to be quick.” – Mummy told herself.
 
Mummy knelt back down to where I was exposed naked, she placed her thin hands into the messenger – now – changing bag and pulled out my No! No! - Hair Removal razor.
 
“Let’s see how it works…sod it, let’s do this.” – Mummy smiled. Mummy took ten minutes to fully laser of my pubic hair: tummy, armpits, back, thighs, legs, arms, bum crack and crotch. I was now totally hairless: skin smooth and soft and soon to be smelling like a baby.
 
“I let the cleaners hoover up your old and never to have again pubic hair honey.” – Mummy giggled as she then rubbed me down in baby wipes again, then taking a lump of Sudocrem and rubbing it over by crotch and bum cheeks, then finishing it off by sprinkling a HUGE amount of baby powder.
 
It felt so erotic, innocent and loving…I formed a boner!
 
“Ah, why do boys have to spoil the mood? Come on Alfie and make milky for mummy?” – Mummy smiled as she took hold of my erected cock.
 
“Mummy this isn’t right…” – I begged.
 
“I know. But it’s a ‘one off’, trust mummy.” – Mummy smiled winking at me. Holding my cock she began stroking it slowly.
 
“There, there, Alfie, you’re mummy is here and she is going to baby you to the full: by the time I’m done you will hardly know how to think of getting an erection: you’ll be the baby of the village, yes you will” – Mummy cooed as I cummed – well squirted - everywhere. Not even my ex-girlfriend Megan could make me cum and orgasm like that: maybe it’s because where I am and now being hairless? Also I never told her of my ABDL emotions.
 
“Now then…” – Mummy said, as she cleaned up, my cum with baby wipes then pulled out the thick Cuddlz nappy in front of my eyes.
 
“Nappy time for my baby boy, this is your first nappy of many others to come forever more, let’s get this under your cute bottom.” – Mummy cooed.
 
Emotions ran high in my mind and body, I wasn’t crying but I snapped in panic.
 
“I want out!!” – I shouted as I tried to make it to the door, even though I was naked and now hairless. I opened the door before a now pissed mummy got up. I was naked and my skin was covered with baby nappy changing products.
 
“Get here now!!” – Mummy commanded as she got up, I turned and – by bad fucking luck – the group of schoolgirls came out of the ladies toilets grabbed me.
 
“No! Please god no!” – I shouted as they giggled pulling me back to my angry mummy who calmly held my nappy in her hand.
 
“Right little boy.” – Mummy snapped as she grabbed my left ear to pull me back into the baby changing room. The girls came in and locked the door.
 
“Mummy please, I don’t want this!” – I begged.
 
“What the fuck is going on Karen?” – Kim asked mummy as her and the other girls watched in sadistic silence.
 
“Well Kim, my son Alfie here placed his heart on my sleeve the other day. I caught him buying adult baby nappies online, and then he admitted he wants to become a toddler again: in every way and just admitted that he uses hypnosis tapes to pee and pooh like a real toddler.” – Mummy told the girls as she pinned me down on my tummy with my ‘cute’ bottom exposed in the cold air.
 
“That’s fucked up. Alfie what’s wrong with you?” – Sarah commented.
 
“I want to be a toddler!” – I fully exposed my dark fetish and emotional secret to the gossip girls of my village: I am now fucked.
 
“Jesus, I can’t believe I’ve heard this. And my sister dated you? Wait until I tell her the truth that you WANT to wear nappies and be babied.” – Jade commented.
 
“Please don’t!” – I begged trying to wiggle my body under my mummy’s strength.
 
“Ha-ha, I knew you were different to the other local boys, I can’t wait for your baby plot to thicken.” – Jenny giggled.
 
“I’m sure the whole village can’t either.” – Mummy giggled with the girls.
 
“I’m sorry mummy.” – I muttered.
 
“You’re going to be.” – Mummy replied.
 
“Kim, can you pull me that item from Alfie’s nappy changing bag please.” – Mummy commented as she still pinned me down not trusting me.
 
“Yeah, sure.” – Kim said going through my changing bag grabbing hold of a huge thick wooden paddle and passing it to mummy.
 
“This will teach you to disobey mummy!” – Mummy shouted as she smacked the paddle onto my bottom.
 
“Ow!!” – I cried.
 
“You will be treated like the toddler you want to be! You will wear and use nappies 24/7! You will be potty trained when I feel you are old enough too!” – Mummy shouted as she wacked my bottom 20-times.
 
I just cried and cried during and after the spanking.
 
“Now roll over for your nappy time.” – Mummy ordered me. I did just that. Mummy nappied me in front of the teenage girls who cooed over me while taking photos of me.
 
I was defeated and fucked. Soon the whole village and world is going to find out what I want and why I want it. But I still had to get home yet.
 
“I brought this from Ann Summers.” – Mummy told me as she revealed an adult baby blue dummy gag.
 
“You’re going to wear this, I don’t want you swearing and pleading with the public: your mouth will be closed off till I believe you’ve updated your speech with the baby talk hypnosis files. The buck stops here.” – Mummy firmly told me as she strapped this dummy gag over my mouth and behind my head.
 
“Now suck: that’s all you’ll be doing on a daily basis.” – Mummy told me. Fresh tears poured down my cheeks.
 
“Nice toy Karen.” – Sarah commented.
 
“Thank you Sarah. But that’s not all!” – Mummy beamed as she pulled out a matching baby blue adult baby harness.
 
“You’re no way going to escape now are you?” – Mummy wickedly cooed down at me. I just cried.
 
Mummy first pulled out a short babyish looking t-shirt and dressed me in it. She then got the harness and strapped it over me. I now have a short t-shirt exposing my huge thick Cuddlz nappy and sucking on a dummy gag.
 
“Hmmmmm?” – I asked through the dummy gag.
 
“Oh no baby boy of mine is going to have any shorts to wear. You’re going to be dragged through the shopping centre just in your nappy and gag, pulled by me.” – Mummy cooed at me.
 
“Girls, tell your mums what’s happened today, I’ll ring them later once I get my baby down for his nap, also to tell them from me ‘thank you’ for decorating Alfie’s bedroom while we’re here.” – Mummy told the girls, giving them each a hug.
 
“By Baby Alfie, see you soon.” – The girls giggled blowing me kisses on their way out.
 
Mummy placed my old dirty and shitty jeans and boxer shorts into the bin, along with the messy baby wipes. Mummy placed all items; paddles and changing mat included neatly into my nappy changing bag. Mummy threw the Ann Summer’s bag in the bin.
 
“You’re wearing what I brought you, so let’s go!” – Mummy smiled as she placed my nappy changing bag over her shoulder ready to leave. Mummy stood me up and grabbed onto the harness reins.
 
“I’m going to invest in a large stroller for you. It’ll be much easier for me; also it’ll put your pocket money to good use.” – Mummy giggled as she opened the baby changing room door and proudly exposed me to the shopping centre.
 
Ten minutes, felt like endless hours of humiliation, the comments from the pubic as mummy led the way towards the car park:
 
“Freak!”
 
“Loser!”
 
“Nappies at your age? Disgusting!”
 
“I should do this to my son.”
 
“Nappy boy!”
 
The comments were deadly. Mummy got me back to her car and she strapped me into the back seat like before. Mummy gave me a kiss on the cheek then shut my door and entered hers to drive us back home: thank god!
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After mummy got me out of the car I stood there looking to the ground. Mummy got my changing bag then grabbed my harness and pulled me inside our home.
 
“Now, like mummy stated earlier; your bedroom is now a nursery. Let’s have a look!” – Mummy smiled as she pulled me up the stairs. I just sucked away on my dummy: I was now dribbling from my mouth.
 
We stood outside my bedroom door which of course reads “Alfie’s Nursery”.
 
“Isn’t this cute?” – Mummy cooed to me.
 
Mummy then opened my bedroom door, we walked in and the scent of nappy changing products erupted. I couldn’t open my mouth, but fresh tears were on the way.
 
“Mummy has fixed you up with your own adult baby crib: look sweetie. I ordered this a few days ago: that night when you confessed to me your baby needs.” – Mummy giggled as she stood over my new crib.
 
“Don’t you like the colour of your nursery? Baby blue is the right colour for my widdle boy…unless you want to become a sissy?” – Mummy chuckled as I shook my head ‘No’.
 
“Well then, you better do as you’re told. And when you meet your new aunties later: you’ll personally thank them for painting and fixing up your new residence.” – Mummy told me as she held my chin in her right hand.
 
“Over here, is – well you know what it is: it’s your changing table! Yes, most morning and evening nappy changes will be on your beloved changing table. And look under here. It’s all the fresh adult baby nappies you could dream off, along with Pampers and Huggies changing products. I don’t my little boy smelling like a baby of one scent. I want him to smell of many scents…that’s better than smell of Hugo Boss and Jean-Paul Gaultier right? Think of how the girls would feel smelling nappy changing products of a retarded teenage baby and not a handsome young man?” – Mummy giggled with a light sigh rolling her eyes.
 
“Hmmmmahai?” – I tried to speak through my dummy gag.
 
“Oh that?” – Mummy purposely knew I didn’t mean that as she walked over to my white wardrobe.
 
“Ah yes. This is the one thing your mummy is proud off. Look!” – Mummy announced as she opened the new wardrobe exposing full adult baby clothing: rompers, pyjamas and onesies; designed in Disney and child-like animals…just like my new pile of nappies.
 
“Downstairs there’s a new playpen in the front room, so mummy can keep an eye on you. I’ve also taken the liberty from your pocket money to purchase a large high chair which is sitting in the kitchen. A new adult disabled car seat is on its way…I will also place and order for an adult retarded stroller for my little boy. I’m having so much fun having my motherhood back!” – Mummy beamed with a bright smile and joy.
 
Mummy walked over to me.
 
“Now nappy bum, you are going down for a long nap. You will have this harness taken off.” – Mummy warned me taking the harness off.
 
“You will still keep your dummy gag on.” – Mummy told me.
 
“Now get into that crib or do you want me to take you to my new ‘Mummy Chair’ in the corner of your new nursery over there and spank your bottom?” – Mummy asked me as she pointed to both my crib and the large new ‘Mummy Chair’ in the corner.
 
I shook my head ‘no’ and placed myself inside this large wooden soft mattress crib: filled with large soft toys of teddy bears, lions, cats and one smallCrocodile.
 
“Now underneath mummy has personally installed these restraints: I told trust my widdle boy, not after your exposed attempt to escape your first nappy. You will be tied down and you will learn to have your nap times: when I say you do.” – Mummy firmly told me as I laid on my back letting her tie me down.
 
After strapping me down tight into my new crib prison. Mummy stood over me.
 
“You know that hypnosis file you downloaded? Well, mummy’s friend – Sharon: Megan’s and Jade’s mum recorded that file and all the others. While we were out I had Sharon download all the ABDL hypnosis files from your PayPal account and then to wipe off you’re iPod music – which you’ll never hear again – to upload them onto it. And here it is! You’re iPod…now which file shall you hear over and over again? Hmm…” – Mummy cheekily commented.
 
I tried to escape, I shouted with all my might through my dummy gag, but all one could see if they were mummy were tears pouring down my cheeks.
 
“…Perfect! You will be listening to this one: ‘How to learn baby language’. It’s on repeat for you to message. Ha-ha!” – Mummy giggled as she placed the new large headphones over my ears then placing the iPod away from my hands. I was now hearing that bitch Sharon’s voice in my head: I knew it was someone I know, but why?
 
“Of course what would your perfect crib be like without a locked top? What am I saying? He-He, my baby boy can’t hear mummy. Oh well have a nice nap…learn your new oral and make stinky for mummy.” - Mummy smiled as she kissed my forehead then lifted the crib top; locking it in place.
 
Mummy smiled as she left the nursery, preparing to make a – I supposed – baby shower for her girlfriends and daughters…
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Mummy came into my new nursery hours later; I was in a deep hypnosis sleep when she turned to the door:
 
“Come on ladies, come and see my baby boy!” – Mummy whispered with a bright smile.
 
Two women: Sharon who is the author of the hypnosis tapes is a tall thin woman with long straight black hair: wearing a tight short black dress, showing off her long pale legs. The other is Maggie: a short BBW who is the head mistress of the local playgroup in the village church. Then Jade and Megan followed: This time (for some odd reason) both girls were dressed in their school uniforms; short grey skirts, black tights, tight white shirt with their grey matching cardigans.
 
Megan my ex-girlfriend is a petite girl – like her sister – her hair is in a ponytail, and she is wearing the perfume that first gave me the scent of her love back in school.
 
All women hovered over my crib, looking through the railing. Thank god I was asleep and had the iPod over me.
 
“Aww, he’s such a cutie Karen!” – Maggie cooed.
 
“I know Maggie; I just can’t believe how happy I feel by babying my little Alfie again.” Mummy sighed.
 
“I can’t wait for him to get up and crawl on his knees talking and shitting like a toddler: I have my iPhone at the ready.” – Sharon commented.
 
“Mother, will you take pictures of us changing Alfie’s dirty nappy?” – Jade asked – well begged.
 
“Karen?” – Sharon asked Mummy.
 
“Sure, the more the merrier: I want a new album for my baby boy anyway.” – Mummy replied to both Sharon and Jade.
 
“Megan, you okay honey?” – Sharon asked her eldest daughter of 18. Megan observed my new nursery with mixed emotions.
 
“Not really mum. Why didn’t Alfie tell me about this side of him, I wouldn’t mind giving ago at babying him…maybe it’s because he dumped me?” – Megan sadly told her mum as she was on the edge of tears.
 
“There, there. It’s his loss honey: He wasn’t man enough to tell you his deep dark desires then your relationship wouldn’t have worked anyway.” – Sharon told Megan as she cuddled her.
 
“Your mother is right Megan. When I first met Alfie’s dad (god rest his soul) within the first few months I told him I am the mistress of a BDSM club in central Devon. I never wanted my son to enter this lifestyle nor never expected him to be an adult baby wannabe.” – Mummy assured Megan.
 
“We’re his personal babysitters now sis, that’s better right?” – Jade smirked as she watched me sleep in my crib.
 
“I love him!” – Megan declared crying her heart out. All women rushed over to Megan and gave her a girly hug.
 
“If he loved you: he’ll tell you all about his baby desires wouldn’t he?” – Sharon bluntly reminded Megan.
 
“Maggie put the kettle on for Megan, for I have to awake my little boy.” – Mummy smiled.
 
“Sure, this is going to be unforgettable.” – Maggie smiled as all the women left my nursery and went downstairs.
 
Mummy walked up to my crib, she unlocked my crib railing, took of the iPod and gentle stroke my head.
 
“Alfie, wake up sweetie, wake up for mummy, there’s a good boy.” – Mummy cooed softly.
 
I woke up in a more toddler mentality. I remembered that I am restrained and sucking on a dummy gag.
 
“Now Alfie, mummy is going to take off your dummy gag: obviously for you to show of your new language…but any potty mouth young man and back goes the gag. Are you going to be a good boy for your mummy and mummy won’t hear any shit heard from your mouth?” – Mummy asked me cooing: I nodded ‘yes’.
 
“I thought so.” – Mummy smiled with arrogance as she then took off my dummy gag, with my mouth was now dribbling.
 
“Hank ou ummy” – I lightly spoke like a toddler.
 
“You’re welcome my baby boy, look you dribble like a toddler. I have some new NUK 6 dummies down stairs you can suck on, if you continue to dribble.” – Mummy cheered.
 
Mummy unstrapped me: my legs and arms were dead; only because they were kept in an odd position.
 
“Oh, your nappy is dry…I’ll fix that when I give you your first bottle.” – Mummy grinned.
 
“Ottle?” – I asked.
 
“Yes a bottle baby boy. You see as you were shitting yourself at the shopping centre, I left Ann Summers and quickly nipped next door to Mother Care. I got a large breast milk pump. So as you were sleeping these past hours mummy took liberty on the breast pump. Look at mummy’s breasts soon you’ll be able to suck on my nipples.” – Mummy told me as she kissed my cheek.
 
“Ee ig oy!” – I tried to announce.
 
“You’ll never be a big boy again. You’ll now become my adult baby boy for as long as I want you to be.” – Mummy laughed out loud as she stared at me.
 
“Now come on, you’re going to be shown off in front of mummy’s friends…and Megan!” – Mummy told me smirking. My eyes widened and my jaw dropped with new saliva. Mummy walked up to my crib where I was sitting now holding tight onto the large teddy bear.
 
“When my friends were clearing out your big boy room, they found you’re little black book and inside you written all about Megan and how you wished she babied you as she wears her old schoolgirl uniform. Well baby boy, she – and her sister is waiting for you downstairs. They are now your personal babysitters.” – Mummy wickedly cooed at me with a sadistic tease.
 
“Whaaah!” – I cried out holding my new best friend; teddy.
 
“Aww, don’t worry Megan’s seen your little cock before, and Jade has babysit other toddlers in the village with her girlfriends you met at the shopping centre. They are professional child-minders in the making. In other words: you’re in good hands.” – Mummy told me smiling down at me as I cried.
 
“It’s time, now do you want to come downstairs with mummy the easy way or the hard way?” – Mummy asked me as she pointed to the thick wooden paddle which now hangs on the side of my crib.
 
“Asy ay.” – I softly spoke sniffing my nose.
 
“Good boy, you see how easy it is being a good boy for mummy. I don’t have to be a bad mummy and spank your cute bare bottom do I?” – Mummy praised me as she took hold of my hand.
 
I took mummy’s hand and I thought we were heading for the door but she placed me down onto the carpet.
 
“Hold on, I can’t have my cute baby boy dressed in just his nappy and t-shirt. Socks will have to come off, and the t-shirt. This will do.” – Mummy told me as she undressed me and then walked over to the wardrobe.
 
Mummy grabbed a brand new navy blue sailor suit. I laid on my back on the carpet holding teddy crying lightly.
 
“You will differently get the female attention wearing this.” – Mummy giggled as she walked back over to me, knelt on the carpet and dressed me in this sailor suit; once dressed I tried to stand only mummy forcing me back down on the carpet.
 
“Oh no Alfie, toddler boys crawl, so from now on you will crawl and in the future; hypnosis tapes will install that in your mind. Or you can wear the harness?” – Mummy warned me as she stood over me.  
 
I shook my head ‘no’ and gave mummy teddy then started to crawl out of my new nursery down the corridor and very soon down the stairs to enter the voices of the humiliation…
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I finally walked- crawled downstairs and entered the living room: all women stood up and cooed over me, well fussed over me. Maggie who I’ve known since birth came over to me:
 
“Nothing ever changes, except for your nappies honey: I can’t wait for you to be introduced to your new friends at playgroup!” – Maggie announced as she patted my nappied bottom.
 
“Well, look here ladies; we have now a babied ex-boyfriend who broke my little girls heart. What do you have to say to Megan young man?” – Sharon meanly asked me on the spot.
 
I looked directly up at Megan…first up her skirt, then into her eyes.
 
“E o woory egan.” – I tried to speak proper English to her but she knew what I meant (thank god!).
 
“Aww Alfie, if only you told me your deep desires, instead of dumping me: it could’ve worked out…but you didn’t trust me enough to be your mummy…so you’ll have to make do with me as your babysitter…it’s a shame for I’m seeing another boy.” – Megan told me with new grown confidence. I was god smacked; my Megan is now seeing me as her babysitting client and not her beloved ex-boyfriend.
 
“That’s the right words, you listen to me well honey: I’m so proud of you.” – Sharon cuddled Megan sniggering and smirking down at my humiliating state.
 
Mummy who was in the kitchen returned with a large adult baby’s bottle full of her fresh breast milk.
 
“It’s bottle time for baby Alfie!” – Mummy announced to the ladies who now gathered round to watch mummy give me a bottle fed.
 
I sucked on the bottle and it tasted awful…it wasn’t milk.
 
“Finished? Good boy…now the laxative will do its work!” – Mummy smiled down at me giving me a kiss on my forehead.
 
“Here’s teddy: you’ll need him when you shit yourself uncontrollably.” – Sharon giggled as she gave me teddy. I grabbed him and cuddled him.
 
“Oh there are no spare nappies in Alfie’s changing bag.” – Mummy oddly commented.
 
“I’ll go and get some!” – Megan volunteered.
 
“Thank you Megan.” – Mummy said.
 
I was placed into my place pen as the women watched TV and me. Megan walked up the stairs into my nursery towards my changing table to grab some of my thick Cuddlz nappies.
 
Megan loved the scent and inhaled it making her blush:
 
“I wonder?” – Megan asked herself.
 
Megan walked over to my nursery door and locked it. She quickly opened up a new nappy and pulled down her black tights, then her bright white French panties off her body leaving her shaven and tasteful pussy exposed.
 
Megan stretched the open nappy and placed it under her, tapping it around her small waist.
 
“This does feel good.” – Megan softly told herself. Megan walked to my crib and sat inside of it. Sitting there she now placed her hand into the nappy into her soft pussy lightly fingering herself.
 
Downstairs the shit hit the fan…or my nappy.
 
“Why is Megan taking long?” – Mummy asked.
 
“Maybe she is on the phone to her new boyfriend?” – Jade replied.
 
“I go and check, little Alfie will need a fresh nappy soon.” – Sharon cooed as she walked up the stairs.
 
Megan with her eyes closed – in the zone of an orgasm – was blinded to the fact that the crib top had locked as she was trying to cum.
 
Sharon tried to open the nursery door, but it was locked…from the inside not outside, Sharon who fitted the new locks to the nursery door earlier forgot to give Karen the spare key, so Sharon took the key from her pocket and slowly opened the nursery door. Her jaw dropped.
 
“Oh yes! Baby me Daddy! Daddy!” – Megan loudly shouted in an orgasm trance as fresh cum squirted from her pussy into her nappy. Eyes still shut and licking her lips, after the orgasm – G-spot moment left her small body, she opened her eyes to find her mother looking at her.
 
“So you want me and daddy to baby you: that’s fine by me!” – Sharon announced in disappointment.
 
“No! Please mum it’s not like that!” – Megan begged as she now tried to get out of my large crib.
 
“Tough! You’ll soon find out missy that being an adult baby full time won’t make you cum and orgasm full time. I also had recorded new hypnosis files for little girls…you’ll be the first to test them!” – Sharon firmly told Megan as Sharon lifted up the crib locked top.
 
“But mum…” – Megan pleaded.
 
“Silence! Do you want the paddle young lady?” – Sharon shouted at Megan pointing to my hanging paddle.
 
“No ma’am.” – Megan replied.
 
“Mummy.” – Sharon replied.
 
“You will call me Mummy from now on, and wait until Daddy hears about this.” – Sharon smiled.
 
“Don’t tell daddy, please mummy!” – Megan cried. Sharon then took new pictures of her daughter in my crib, wearing school uniform and one of my nappies.
 
“There, I have the proof.” – Sharon smiled.
 
“It’s only getting a few nappies – oh my god!” – Mummy commented as she entered my nursery looking at Megan, and then giggled.
 
“Forgive me Karen, but I need to get my little girl home for bed. I will explain more tomorrow on the telephone.” – Sharon told Mummy then grabbing Megan’s hand pulling her out of the nursery exposing her nappied bottom.
 
Mummy picked up Megan’s black tights and French panties then threw them into my new nappy bin. Mummy then grabbed a few nappies and headed for downstairs.
 
“Jade we’re going home, now!” – Sharon told Jade.
 
“What the fuck?” – Jade commented as she stared at her older sister wearing a nappy.
 
“I’ll explain later Jade, come on home now.” – Sharon told her youngest teenage daughter.
 
“Looks like a little girl is going to enrol at the playgroup as well?” – Maggie teased.
 
“You’re right about that!” – Sharon announced as she opened the front door pulling Megan along in public in her nappy state. Mummy shut the front door and nodded her head in disappointment.
 
“It’s nappy time for baby boy! Yes it is!” – Mummy declared holding up my fresh nappy in her hand as she and Maggie walked towards me. I shook my head ‘No’ a few times then I woke up in a cold sweat!
 
I looked round I was in my double-bed. I looked to the clock it was 7:00 am on 2nd September 2013…It was just a dream…or was it?
 
I opened my dresser draw and took hold of my little black book…I read my journal and I written last night:
 
“Shall I tell my mother about my Adult Baby desires…or shall I tell the love of my life Megan?”
 
 
I leave it to you to decide!
 
 
 
 
[bookmark: _GoBack]      The End
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