[bookmark: _GoBack]Bill Smythe was pretty enamoured of himself.  A full professor at 35, he considered himself witty and urbane.  Never married, he dated regularly, but rarely for any length of time with the same woman.  He thought it was good fortune, but it was more a function of poor personality
One day, Stella Swenson called him. A physician/researcher in the university's medical school, Bill had dated her once or twice.  He really couldn't remember how many times.  She was a real looker, buxom and blond, and statuesque.  Bill should have been surprised to hear from her, but just thought that she had probably reconsidered her good fortune and was wanting him now
Stella had invited him to her house for dinner.  He considered this fortunate, since it probably would lead to quick sex
Bill arrived at Stella's and found a wonderful dinner waiting for him.  He kept waiting for the right minute to make his move, and thought it had arrived when Stella said, "Bill, I have a proposition for you."  His hopes were quickly dashed, however, as she continued, "We have been doing some rejuvenation research at the medical centre.  We are looking for reasonably healthy middle-aged males who are beginning to show signs of ageing.
Well, sex is probably out, he thought, if she considers me to be old.  He considered in his usual self-centred way to end the evening right there, but decided he would be game enough to pretend to be interested.  "What's the purpose and what's the proposition?
Stella replied that they were looking to develop a pill, a magic bullet so to speak, that would halt ageing.  They needed research subjects, who would be paid $5,000 and live in the mountains, in a research institute, for the summer.  Bill was an ideal candidate since he was not teaching that summer
Wow, $5,000, Bill thought.  He couldn't make that much teaching or writing a book, his two normal summer activities.  He agreed.  Next week he would report to the research institute in a remote Canadian province.  Bill, over his initial disappointment, thought he would try to initiate sex again, but Stella rapidly took charge, as if he had served his purpose to her, and ushered him out
The institute, called the Femdom Institute (what was that, he thought, some Eastern European scientist?), was 30 miles from the nearest town, which was really a gas station and two houses.  The climate was wonderful, and Bill looked forward to a lot of relaxation and activity on the tennis court.  The institute looked like it was staffed by nothing but young women, which pleased Bill since he expected nothing but pot-bellied old men.  He again started thinking about all the sex he could have.  These babes will have to want a successful looker like me, he thought
After checking into his room, Stella came and met him.  She explained what he would be doing.  "You will take two of these blue pills every day.  Beyond that, your days are free to do as you wish."
The first two days were great.  Bill took his pills, played tennis, swam, and chased after the women.  They all treated him with bemusement, not your usual brush-off, but as if there was nothing he could really offer them.  He began to think that he might regret the summer, but thought back to what he could do with $5,000..
Bill arrived to meet with Stella again at the end of the first week.  She was to give him his medical exam.  When he weighed in, he was amazed.  He had lost 15 lbs.  He knew he had been active, but was concerned.  Stella, however, brushed him off again, and just cooed over how young he was looking.  She was right.  This was more than just a vacation rejuvenation, he thought.  He looked like he was 25 again.  He just knew the women there would come around soon
Stella said she wanted to give him a booster shot of the ingredient in the pill.  She was pleased at its results, and wanted to see what a megadose would do.  That didn't sound good to him, and he questioned her.  "Oh, sweetie, there's nothing to worry about.  This ingredient is completely safe."
Bill agreed, especially since she had addressed him as "sweetie".  The old hopes came back, but she very clinically and antiseptically pulled down his pants, swabbed his rear, and injected him.  She snapped his pants back up, and walked out.  He was confused again
There was a group dinner that night.  Stella told all the scientists and lab assistants there that she had given Bill the megadose of the ingredient.  They all applauded, which Bill couldn't quite comprehend.  He guessed, however, that this must be the culmination of their research
Bill went to bed, but awoke an hour earlier with an upset stomach.  He went for a walk around the circular halls, and passed the dining room.  Stella and a few of the chief scientists were still there
"Do you think he suspects?" one of them said to Stella.  Bill was intrigued
"My God, no.  Like most men, he imagines himself intelligent but barely has the capability to not wet himself," Stella said
"Well, hopefully it won't matter.  The transformation should begin soon."
The transformation, Bill thought?  What the hell?  One of the lab assistants walked by, and asked, "Something wrong, Mr.  Smythe?"
"Just a stomach-ache," he replied.
 Stella heard this and came out to the hall.  "Back to bed, little man," she sternly said, as if the upper hand were hers.  Bill would have normally protested very loudly.  "Mr Smythe" was bad enough, at the university he would have tolerated no less than "Dr" or "Professor", but "little man?"  However, he went with her, and she put him to bed.  He tried (for the last time) to make a move on her, whereupon she laughed, and said, "Well, this won't be a problem in the morning.
Bill drifted off, but could have insisted that Stella came back just a bit later, rolled him over, and gave him another shot.  He slept soundly after that
In the morning, Bill woke up, and sat up.  The wall he was facing was now clear, with the women scientists and lab assistants observing him.  There was also a lot of scientific equipment in the room, like in a hospital.  Stella walked in.  She looked taller than usual, although just sitting in bed had probably  contributed to that illusion.  "Well, baby, how are you?" she said.  Previously that would have aroused his loins, and early in the morning, have given him a hard-on.  That feeling was strangely absent
"Ok," Bill said in his usual fakely suave tone, although the voice lacked depth.  Must be a tickle in my throat, he thought.  He jumped out of bed, and felt his pyjama pants fall to the floor.  Stella giggled, and Bill rapidly pulled them up to his waist, but found they would no longer fit him.  On the way up, he also gazed at his penis, which was now "bald", for lack of a better term.  It also was about 1" long, and in that brief moment he also thought about how his testicles looked like they had ascended up or at least looked that way.  This contributed to his embarrassment, a state of embarrassment that was going to get nothing but worse..
He looked up at Stella.  She was tall, but then again, he was her height - or was he?  He was still jumping around, trying to position himself.  He then noticed that he was shorter than the level of her breasts, which now looked huge.  He went to grab his face in bewilderment with the hand that was not holding up his pants, and noticed that it was smooth, without stubble
He had to sit down.  Without his asking, Stella, in her perfunctory Nordic way, explained his situation to him.  "You are the first human subject of research sponsored by FemDom, the Female Domination society.  Tired of male bungling and mishandling of the world, we have decided to put all of you in your places.  I chose you because you were the most typical, arrogant, little specimen of a son-of-a-bitch I could find
We thought about eliminating men, but our social research indicated that there was only one way to handle men - return them to their only natural happy state, childhood.  The drug we invented works with testosterone, and reverses ageing.  It thus only works as a reverser of ageing on men.  With women, who have little testosterone, it serves as a rejuvenator and beautifier.  We all use it here, and some of the "girls" here are 50 years old.  We couldn't have asked for a better magic bullet
As the first test, we are not sure what will happen to you.  A similar dose in lab rats returned all the males to infants, and that's what we hope to do with you.  
That lecture over, Bill decided to fight.  Stella found this impotent display funny as she held him off easily.  Not quite 4 foot tall, probably 75 lbs., Stella put his hand on his head and let him swing wildly.  "Fuck you, bitch!  I'm going to kick your ass," he screamed
"A little potty-mouth, eh?  Well, Stella will fix that!"  Stella took his head under her arm and dragged him to the sink.  He noticed the women in the room looking up from their instruments and laughing, some of them wildly
"Here, little Mr.  potty-mouth," she said as she stuck a bar of soap in his mouth, rubbing it back and forth.  Bill showed his stupidity, or at least his lack of sanity, by biting, hoping to catch her hand, but instead biting off and swallowing almost half a bar of soap.  "Not too bright, sweetheart," Stella said.  "You'll feel that later.
Stella then left him.  He wanted to destroy the room, and did the best he could.  The women next door just watched as he kicked and punched everything in sight as best he could with one hand holding up his pants
Bill stopped, exhausted and sat down.  Time to take inventory, he thought.  He looked at himself.  How old was his first thought, maybe nine?
Stella was now talking to him from an intercom.  "Honey," she said, "Arousing yourself will only accelerate the process.  The adrenaline and testosterone will reverse your ageing twice as fast, if you aren't careful.  The lab rats showed us that.
That thought seemed none too pleasant to Bill.  He wanted to fight her but lucidity took over and he realised that fighting was a loser's game now.  But what would he do?  Suddenly the soap kicked in.  He ran to the bathroom and had the most violent bowel movement he had in a long time, over and over again.  His little rear just barely fit on the toilet, and he almost slid in
Stella walked in.  "Out!" he yelled.  "Baby, Stella is just here to help," she said, treating him like, well, the child he was, at least physically.  "Done?," she asked, soothingly, not like before, when she was all business.  He nodded, and she flushed the toilet while he was sitting on it.  She then stood him up, wiping his butt with a warm wet cloth rather than toilet paper.  It felt raw there, but this was soothing.  "You need a little ointment there, cupcake," she said
 "No!," he yelled, not ready for that embarrassment.  Stella could not have cared less, and was already wiping the sore spots with the creme.  She helped him change into some clothing that fit, and again, left
That night, Bill slept like a baby, although he felt movement around him.  He also felt himself being moved.  The previous day was surely a dream, he thought, a reaction to the drug that he and Stella would have a laugh over on their next date
He awoke in what was apparently the same room, but changed.  Childlike things were everywhere, Disney figures on the walls, and toys on the floor.  Bill took quick stock.  He had changed some more, some during the day and some at night.  It was no dream.  The best he could tell was that he had the body of a six-year old
 At least my mind is clear, he thought.  Stella walked in, chastising him slightly, "Told you, didn't I honey?  In fact, you accelerated the process more than we thought."  Although Bill had thought his mind was clear, he found her words understandable, but confusing.  Isn't it her job to watch out for me, he thought
"We changed your little room as we have another theory.  We believe that males enjoy and want to be children, and only act as adults because they have to.  Given the choice, we believe adulthood can be wiped away from their minds.  We have made no change to your mind, but believe that all men are just big babies anyway.
"Preposterous", he exclaimed, although it sounded silly and precocious coming from the mouth of a six-year.  Stella laughed again, saying "Oh, so *you* think, little professor.
 "Professor" in that context was incredibly demeaning, instead of the stature it had brought him at the university.  "Billy," she said, "march yourself in the bathroom and take your bath."  He wanted to resist, but given the 3 years he lost in one day, thought better of it.  Stella of course walked in on him right in the middle of his bath, supposedly to bring him a towel.  He was embarrassed, but not like before.  It seemed normal in a strange way
For the next few days, Billy lived the life of a child.  He really had no choice.  He dreamed of escape, but there was no chance.  If he got out of the room, he had to get out of the building, out the gate, and into "town."  His helplessness was nearing completion
Instead of steak for dinner, he got (in Stella's words) "p, b, and j."  The crusts had even been cut off.  The toys were his only stimulation.  At times he felt like a lab rat, at other times he couldn't have cared less
  On the fourth day, he needed an enema, as he was now constipated, a reaction to his mistake with the soap.  Stella did it clinically.  She stayed with him while he was on the toilet, wiped his butt again, and cleaned him up for bed.  What sick bitches he thought at first, but was then amazed at his delight when she tucked him into bed that night.  He actually let loose a giggle when she tickled his belly
Once and awhile he wondered in a fate-accepting way what would happen at the university when they realised he was not coming back.  At other times, that part of his existence seemed like a bad dream.  Not only Stella, but the other women often came in the room and played with him.  If he tried to act like an adult, they ignored or scolded him.  As a child, he received attention.  Within a week, he stopped acting like an adult.  He stomped his feet for tantrums, and acted good when he wanted to hear praise
The anti-ageing process was slowing, but still occurring, although Billy was no longer aware of anything like that.  He was just Billy, the centre of attention and he loved it.  Weeks passed.  The women were happy, as the experiment was a success, and they planned to put the agent in the world's water supply.  Within at most a few years, once the water circulated, all men would be children.  They would never grow up, and women would live forever with them as their dominators.  Women could take proper care of world affairs while men played with their toys and messed in their pants.  The Femdom society believed they were less than a step above that anyway
Now about 2 1/2 years old, Billy knew how to get what he wanted.  He stopped using any adult words.  He called Stella "mommy," and although she resisted this at first, began calling herself mommy to him as well.  He had his own little potty now that he toddled to when he needed to.  Sometimes he "forgot" to use it on purpose, thinking he was fooling Mommy and the other ladies.  He enjoyed having them, but especially Mommy, clean him up.  In reality, the research group wasn't fooled at all, delighting in this move as another part of the de-ageing process
Some weeks later Mommy came in his room one morning, and from what was his bed, and was now his crib, heard her say, "Momma's here.  Goo morning, my puddin pie.
Billy had been wearing training pants.  His sphincter control was now really lacking at times.  Momma took him from his crib.  She looked concerned.  He had messed himself that night for the first time.  She took him to a changing table, cleaned him off and put his first didee on.  It felt wonderful, so dry; and the smell of the powder was heavenly.  Momma was nice to him, but didn't lose that funny look.  Was him bad boy, he thought, the extent of his thinking.  He was concerned.  He couldn't help it, he thought.  Doesn't momma love me?  That was now the only concern of his existence
Momma put a cute little onsie on him, and held him to one side like she always did, his little leggies on her arm and under her breasts.  He always put one hand on her chest and another around her neck.  He only felt more secure when he was sleeping in her bosom
 She took him into the monitoring room.  One of the aunties was very mad at mommy.  He couldn't understand most of what they were saying (why should little boys understand was something his mommy always said, so he never worried about that).  Auntie Marie said, "Stella, you have to give him the pill.  This experiment has been so successful!"
Mommy yelled back, "But it's dangerous!  All the lab rats died!"  Marie said, "But without the final ingredient, the process rapidly reverses and is no longer effective!  It is a one-shot process!  If it works in humans, we have won!  Otherwise we've lost!
Auntie Marie tried to press a pink pill into Billy's mouth.  He turned his head and mommy shielded his face, took the pill from Marie, and stormed out of the room.  "Auntie Marie urt me?" Billy asked.
"No, baby," Mommy said, "she just wants to help you.
Billy really didn't understand.  He was now 1 1/2 years old, his permanent age.  He had a wonderful day.  He never thought about bowel or bladder control.  Mommy now spent all her time with him.  She took him to the lab and to her office, and let him play on the floor.  Every few hours, she would feed him a ba-ba or change his panties.  As an adult, he would have cringed at this preview of the new world order; now it was all he knew or wanted to know
For the next few days, Auntie Marie would fight with Mommy whenever she saw her.  Billy understood almost none of it, but the pill was the culprit.  Icky? he thought
One day Mommy was bouncing Billy up and down in her arms.  When she stopped, he pointed to the pink pill, which she had stuck in the chest pocket of her lab coat, and said "Billy eat good boy?" "Well, yes, honey, but momma can't make you do that; it might hurt you and momma just loves you so much.
That night, Mommy fed him, and changed him.  She played with him in his crib, but every so often started crying.  That night Billy did not sleep like a baby.  Nightmares of his adulthood crept back, of responsibility, writing a dissertation, earning tenure, trying to get an administrative position.  At one time he dreamed he was in a bar with his snobbish buddies, laughing at equal rights for women.  He remembered saying, "If those bitches think they're equal, let 'em try to piss standing up!"  As professor and administrator, he had mouthed support for equal rights, all the time thinking of women as nothing more than objects for his pleasure.  Now he couldn't imagine that women were anything other than master and caretaker
 It was more frightening than any childhood bogeyman to remember.  Diapers and bottles or schedules and obligations?  There was no question
Little Billy had a plan.  Mommy came and took him out of the crib in the morning.  "Oh my, we're wet and poopy this morning, aren't we baby?  Does him got a fever?," she said, feeling his head.  Once bathed and changed, Mommy swung him around like she always did to her right side.  At that point, Billy stuck his hand in her pocket, removed the pill and swallowed it before Mommy could stop him.  She grabbed his cheeks, forcing his mouth open, and swirled her finger in his mouth to retrieve the pill.  This was to no avail, as Billy had swallowed it immediately.  "Billy Mommy Goo Boy," he intoned.
"Yes, babykins, but you might be hurt.
Marie had observed all this, noting Stella's concern.  "we've got to pump his stomach," he heard Mommy say, a look of fear on her face.  "Nonsense," she said.  "He did it voluntarily, with the last of his so-called adult faculties.  He wanted it.  No male would choose anything else.  That's what we've always believed, and he is our first proof of that.
Stella calmed.  If her brave little baby survived, it would mean that the final dosage was safe.  Other women could have their beautiful little babies just like she did, and women could run the world as they should, without worrying about men lousing up everything with their cocksure attitudes.  She had brought this cocksure little man down to what he was best suited to be, and it was time for the rest to follow.  She imagined Hillary Clinton in the Oval Office, running the female-dominated world, and little Billy Clinton in diapers on her desk, wolfing down a happy meal.  She smiled, as the universe seemed to be coming into order
Billy just giggled, let out a baby fart, and said, "Ba-ba."  His only universe, that of Mommy and the ladies, was already complete, and he never had to worry about adulthood again.


