Sally and Larry

This one's short and sentimental.

Sally called at Esther's house on the way home from work to find Larry in quite a state. Esther had done her best, she said, and had been consoling Larry for the last half-hour or so. The young baby-sitter's other two charges had already been picked up by their mothers.

[bookmark: _GoBack]As soon as he saw his wife, Larry ran to her, erupting into a fresh gale of sobs, and wrapped his arms around her legs. As he leant against her, his tears dampening the front of her skirt, Sally returned Esther's exasperated look. Sally patted the back of her man's miniature business shirt, and tried to soothe him.

On the way home in what used to be Larry's BMW, Sally got the story from him. Once again, it seemed, he had been picked on by the 'bigger ones', in this case young Patty Heist, aged four, and her friend Nellie, who was nearly four. They had called him 'baby man' and a string of the usual taunts endured by virus sufferers who clung to the vestiges of their adult personae, in this case, Larry's insistence on wearing tiny replicas of his old clothes.

Sally felt genuinely sorry for Larry, but wondered how long he could 'hold out'. She had talked to his psychiatrist about the problem. The most recent chat had led to Larry spending his days with a private sitter, now that he couldn't be trusted to stay safe at home by himself, but this plan seemed to be no better than any of the other strategies the couple had tried in coping with Larry's illness.

He seemed to have calmed down after a few minutes, and Sally decided to pick up some things from the supermarket. She parked, and put Larry on her hip to cross the road to the supermarket, despite his protests.

'Larry, the people in the cars just can't see you, darling. You have to remember that you are two feet six inches tall,' Sally said, as she plopped him down, still holding his hand, and began to think about her shopping.

Sally usually tried to shop without Larry now. Once they had enjoyed this simple aspect of married life, but now, as Larry refused to sit in the trolley like the other ('like the') children, Sally corrected herself with an inward sigh, it had become a strain.

Sally was reaching for an item on a high shelf when she felt Larry clutching her legs again. She looked down to see Larry's little tormentor standing at the end of the aisle in front of them.

'There's the little baby man,' said Patty, pointing out Larry to her mom and making the other shoppers look as well.

Most people by now were aware of the infantilizing virus and its effects, but there was still something intriguing about it effects, and Larry was blushing and crying at the same time.

Patty's mother smiled apologetically at Sally and took Patty down another aisle. 

'Larry did a big poo poo in his diaper today!' Patty shouted as her mother took her out of sight.

Larry wanted to disappear. He didn't care that Sally picked him up and put him in the baby seat in the trolley, and he didn't care that she picked up two bulky packs of disposable diapers which he knew he would soon be wearing, just like the sodden one he was wearing now. He didn't return the kind smile of the lady at the register, and he howled all the way home. He just wanted to be a man again.

At home, once Sally had changed Larry into a clean diaper and the groceries and diapers were packed away, the young wife sat down with her husband.

'Want my pants,' said Larry, looking miserable in his diaper and t-shirt. His formerly well-muscled body had lost any definition when he had shrunk, and now soft baby fat filled out his t-shirt and rounded his arms and thighs.

'Larry, we have to sort things out,' said Sally. 'Do you know how much these tiny suits and ties are costing? I'm working, and I'm working for both of us, but even with that and your pension, we can't keep buying things like that. Do you understand, darling? I know we've talked about it before, but you're so small now, and if you'd let me get you some things you'll see that they are fine, really, and the other, the children won't make fun, they'll just be nice, honestly darling,' Sally concluded.

Larry knew what she was talking about. Children's clothes. Toddler's clothes, even. Like his friend Steven, who now went to daycare every day, sucked his thumb, and could hardly talk any more. He had let his wife dress him up in baby clothes.

'Want pants,' said Larry. He felt it was an eloquent enough reply.

'Larry, you only have tow pairs of daytime pants that fit you properly now,' said Sally. 'I wish you'd stop insisting on wearing ridiculous little suits and ties, I mean it's no wonder...'

Sally stopped. She hadn't really meant what she was about to say, and she could see the angry tears welling up in Larry's eyes.

'Not widricul...diricule...not...'

Larry's tiny face creased with tears, and he turned and ran, knocking over the table lamp Sally's bridesmaids had saved for and given them for a wedding present. It his the tiled floor of the sun room and shattered into small pieces.

Sally's eyes widened. She stood up as Larry ran, horrified, towards the door. He stumbled after a couple of steps, just as Sally caught up with him.

'Larry, that's it,' she said vehemently. 'That was my absolute favourite possession! It's not enough having to put things up out of your way because you forget where you are waving your stupid little arms, you have to smash something really valuable. I have to buy you a special little spoon and fork so you can spill your food all by yourself, and we get you a specially made chair, but not a high chair, oh no, no high chair for MR Larry in the size 00 business suit, WITH the diapers underneath, oh no, it's a 'custom made chair' with 'some extra height'. That's what you told my mom when she asked if you wanted your highchair, wasn't it? And your bed, it's not a cot, is it, it's a 'bed with rails' isn't it, that's what you keep calling it, and your age, you're 35, you keep saying, well, Mr, I know we don't talk about your real age in this house, but we will now, because I'm sick of putting up with your stupid play-acting. You break things, you need changing five times a day, you spill everything on your 'adult clothes' which make you look like a dressed up doll, and you laugh at poor Steven when your are smaller than he is and he at least does his poo poo in a potty not like big mature you who doesn't even know when he is messy any more. And I haven't heard you say a word of more than two syllables for months, and do you know why? Because you look, act and are just like a two year old. A bratty one at that. You hear me? Patty and Nellie call you a baby - do you know why? Because they are big girls, they're four, and they know a baby when they see one. Seems everyone does except you! Come here!'

Sally's rant had made her see only a squirming, ill-behaved baby in front of her. She grabbed Larry firmly around the chest, hoisted him to her waist and sat down with Larry screaming and flailing his pudgy little arms.

Sally pulled down his newly wet diaper, and smacked his pink little buns hard.

'Husband!' wailed Larry, 'Me husband Sally!'

Soon his cries became incoherent, and Sally relented. She had been wanting to say what she said for a long time.

As Larry sat recovering from his spanking, Sally decided it would be ok to leave him for a minute, and went to her bedroom.

She returned with some clothes she had bought a few weeks before. She had felt guilty buying them, and her hands had shaken as she had taken them through the checkout.

Now she was going to dress her husband in them.

She returned to find Larry still sniffling. He avoided her eyes as she sat next to him.

'Larry, we both know that this can't go on any longer like this, don't we?' she said, trying to sound kind and gentle.

She felt very strange at the moment.

She changed Larry, then slowly dressed him in his new toddler clothes. He didn't really resist. He just cried softly, and kept crying once he was dressed. He seemed transformed to Sally. The pale yellow onesie with its snaps in Larry's thickly padded crotch and its frilled collar looked far more normal on her baby husband than his clownish little gray suits ever did. 

Larry seemed stunned at first, then sat quietly sobbing. He tried to get up and walk, but fell over, and actually crawled back to Sally who was on the sofa.

Sally picked him up and carried him to his cot. She felt very, very strange. She thought of the psychiatrist's word's - 'for some women, especially where the couple has had no children, the final transition, however heart-rending or difficult, can be something like the birth of a child. And in a way, it is...' 

Sally has asked the doctor what it would be like for the man, the virus sufferer.

'The doctor had just shaken his head slowly and made a vague motion with his hands.

Sally wondered if the odd feelings she was having were what the doctor meant. She was no longer angry, and just felt maternal. She even felt a little excited. The thought of breast-feeding came suddenly into her mind. Shocked at herself, she banished the thought, then allowed it to return. She welcomed the thought. It was what she was here for. That was all there was to it. She was a mommy, and there was her baby.

Larry had crawled into their old bedroom. He sat on the floor in front of the mirror on the door of the robe, blinking at the infant who looked back at him. He watched as the infant put his thumb to his mouth. Larry felt himself doing the same. Larry wet his diaper, and looked at the infant to see if he had wet his too.

Someone came into the room, and Larry tried to stand. He was about to fall when the big strong arms picked him up. Larry knew who it was. He rested his head on one of the ample, soft breasts, and felt warm fingers caress his cheek, and gently remove his little wet thumb from his mouth. A little jiggle and new, softer flesh slid between his lips. Larry suckled contentedly. Another hand patted his padded backside gently.

Larry slowly released his bowels into his diaper.

'That's alright baby, Mommy's here,' said a soft voice.

Larry recognised 'Mommy'.

'Mama,' he managed around the soft brown teat, then settled back to suckle. 

