



The Executive 

This had been the promotion Laura had dreamed of getting.  She had been working as a corporate executive with this company for years and knew the business inside and out, but she could hardly believe she had finally gotten the biggest promotion of her life.  

Although it was exactly what she wanted, she was now a bit nervous.  The words still echoed in her head as though Mr. Warner was still speaking to her:  “Laura, the corporation wants you to head up our office in Japan.”

She had known for sometime that a promotion would take her out of the country and was fully prepared for just such a challenge but she never dreamed she would end up in Japan.  For two weeks after the announcement she tried to study the language even though she was assured that would not be necessary for the position, but she did it anyway.

She had to break the news to both friends and love ones that she would be leaving the country and might not be back, at least not for a very long time.  It was hardest to tell John, the man she had been dating for 5 years.  She knew he couldn’t go with her, he had his own business to run, and had always told him that she could be whisked away at any moment.

Despite how horrible she felt telling him that they might never see one another again, she knew that long distance relationships had a high mortality rate.  There was no point kidding themselves into thinking that they could continue on the relationship from half a world away when they were both so busy already.

They agreed to spent Laura’s last night together at John’s house before Laura had to catch her flight to Japan.  Besides being terribly romantic, it was also convenient for Laura since all of her belongings were to be placed into storage until she found an apartment in Japan.

Laura had been carefully packing all of her things into boxes for weeks and watched one morning as the movers loaded her entire life into a moving van.  She realized that it might be months before she saw any of it again but since her company would be putting her up in a first class hotel suite until she could find her own place, she didn’t much mind.  As the moving van pulled away, Laura handed her luggage to the taxi driver and climbed into the back seat of the yellow taxicab. While taking one last look at her quaint little house with the “For Sale” signs on the lawn, she gave the driver the address to John’s house.  A tear rolled down her cheek as they drove off. 

The cab soon arrived at John’s house and the driver pulled Laura’s bags from the trunk.  He carried them to the front door for her and placed them on the porch.  Laura fumbled through her purse for her wallet to pay the driver.  She handed him a Twenty-dollar bill for a ten-dollar fare and told him to keep the change, which he gladly did. 

“Best of luck to ya, Lady” said the cabby as Laura stepped from the car and onto the sidewalk.

“Thank you.” Laura said trying to give him a smile but only managing to raise the corners of her mouth into little more than a halfhearted grin. 

This was it, the last night she would be spending with her beloved John.  She knew this day would come but knowing about it and living through it was two completely different matters.  She thought about jumping back in the cab and just leaving, not facing John, not saying “Good-bye” but how could she do that?  She loved him and he loved her and if they were to only have one more night, why not make it the best night of each of their lives.

“You all right, Lady?” asked the cabby.

“I am now.” Laura replied.  She wiped the tears from her eyes, swallowed hard and made her way to the front porch as though she were about to do battle with it and was showing no fear.

Once up on the porch, Laura fumbled in her purse again for her key to John’s front door, but before she could find it, the door swung open and John was standing there in the door way.

“What are you doing here?  I mean why aren’t you at work?” Laura questioned as though he was not entitled to be in his own house on a weekday morning.

“I sorry, do you want me to leave?” John asked in a joking tone.  “I just thought if we have only one more day to be together, why wait until 5 o’clock to be together.” John grabbed her bags from the front porch, carried them inside and stood them in the entranceway.

Laura threw her arms around him and squeezed him tight.  “Thank you, you big silly, but you should have told me you were staying home.”

 “I wanted to surprise you and by the look on your face, I think I did.” John replied while still being squeezed tightly by Laura.  “Besides, I had a lot of work to do here this morning getting everything ready.”

“Getting everything ready?  What do you have in mind, John?” Laura asked sounding quite puzzled but fully expecting to hear tale of a romantic candle lit supper and evening of pure emotion.

“Well, with you planning on leaving in the morning, I have had to prepare all kinds of restraining devices so that you can’t leave me in the morning.” John replied in that joking tone again.

“John, you are so silly.  What, have you put chains on the headboard or something?” Laura asked trying to play along with his prank.

“Oh, you just wait and see what I have” John replied.  “With what I’ve got planned, I won’t need chains.  After what I do to you today, you won’t ever think of leaving me.” He said in a slightly more serious, almost malicious tone.

Fully trusting John and trying to play along, Laura said “Go ahead, do you’re worst.  I am yours for the taking.”

“Okay, if you insist,” John said and removed a blindfold from his pocket.  He tied it around Laura’s head, closed and locked the front door and led her up the stairs towards the bedroom.

“Do you remember that odd little room I told you this house had?  The one that is kind of hidden behind the closet in the master bedroom?”  John asked Laura while guiding her carefully up the stairs and down the hall.

“You mean the one thought the original owners used for to hide alcohol during prohibition?” Laura interjected.

“Yeah, that one.  Well, I think I finally figured out just what to do with it.  It was always so dark and gloomy without any windows, but I have spent the last few weeks fixing it up,” John said now leading Laura into his bedroom.  “I want you to take a look at it and tell me what you think about it.”

He opened the closet door, pushed the hanging clothes to one side and opened the secret panel to the little room behind it.  He led Laura into the room, turn on the light then removed her blindfold.

The once dark, drab little room was now precious.  A white chair rail and crown molding dressed up the walls.  Above the chair rail was pink and white striped wallpaper and below it pink painted panels.  A border of teddy bears was applied just below the crown molding and there was a new hardwood floor with a couple of pink flower shaped throw rugs scattered about.  A crib, what seemed to be a larger than normal one, was placed against one wall and a fully stocked changing table against another.  A rocking chair filled one corner and a toy box was in yet another.

“It’s lovely, John, but I don’t understand.  Why did you spend so much time building a Nursery?” Laura questioned.  “Did you think I would give up my job just because you want to have a baby with me?”

John giggled.  “I don’t think you understand, Sweetie.  I want to have a baby, but not with you.”  He led her over to the crib, lifted her up and placed her inside it.  “I fully intend on making YOU my baby.”  He pulled the side rail up, locked it into position, walked over to the changing table and pulled out a CD player.

“You see, as an adult business woman, you want to continue on your career path and that is a good thing, but I don’t want to lose you, so I fully plan on making you back into a baby and fully dependant on me, your Daddy.”  John explained gingerly to a very confused Laura who was trying but failing to open the lock on the crib.  “I intend on keeping you here, in YOUR nursery, caring for you and loving you as any good daddy would do for his baby.  You will in time act and feel like a baby, an infant in fact, a rely on me for everything from food to comforting and yes, even diaper changes.”

“You’ve got to be joking, John!  Let me out of this, this thing.  Your joke isn’t funny.” Laura said in a very demanding tone.

“Joke?  You think I am joking?  Would I have gone to all this effort for just a joke?”  John replied.  “Sweetheart, from the day I met you I knew I had to spend the rest of my life taking care of you but you have always insisted on being so independent, not wanting to get married, not needing me to comfort you.  I knew that one day I would have just the right opportunity to show you I could care for you, be more than just a boyfriend but I had no way to convince you into marriage.”

“I tried everything to get you to let me care for you, but you pushed away each time, then when you told me you were leaving the country and that I would never see you again, I knew I had to keep you by any means possible.  If I can’t be your husband, then I will love you as your Daddy.”

John turned on the CD player.  “Here, listen to this music, it will help calm you down and might just make you feel a bit better.  I’ll be back to check on you in a little while.”  John left the secret room just as soothing music started to play from the CD player.

Laura tried everything to free herself from the crib but she couldn’t.  The rail could only be opened from the outside She thought of climbing over the top but wasn’t sure that would be such a good idea.  What might he do to her if she tried to resist him?  She decided to be patient and wait for her chance to escape and after all, the music really did have a soothing affect.  She lay back in the crib since she really had nothing else to do and listened.  Before long the music had lulled her enough that she actually fell asleep.  

Laura was not sure how long she had actually been asleep since the room had no windows or even a clock, but when she awoke, John was standing over her smiling.

“Did you have a nice nap, Sweetie?” he asked in a very soothing voice.  “Do you feel better now, Honey?”

Not sure whether she should try to escape now or wait for a better opportunity, Laura nodded her head in response to his questions.

“I have a little treat for you my dear,” John said as he pulled his hand out from behind his back..  His large but tender hand was holding a baby bottle full of milk.  He offered it to Laura.

“What?  You expect me to drink from that?  I don’t think so.” Laura said in an irritated tone.

“That’s fine, sweetie but I warn you this, you will get nothing more until you finish all you milk.” John said in his best loving fatherly tone.  He placed the bottle in the crib next to her and raised the rail again.  “I’ll be back to check on you again in a little while, but while I’m gone, I’ll play you that CD again.  It seems to have helped you adjust a bit.”

John left the nursery again and secured the secret door once more.  Laura laid there for a minute or two listening to the music and completely refusing to use the baby bottle.  Not knowing what time it was and finding herself becoming quite hungry, Laura finally started to consider drinking the milk in the bottle but she wasn’t going to give in to him so she tried to unscrew the top.

Try as she might, Laura wasn’t able to unscrew the nipple from the bottle.  Again she tried to refuse the idea of drinking from the baby bottle but soon she was unable to deny her thirst and hunger any longer.  She finally gave in and started to drink the milk through the nipple.  It was much easier to do than she thought it would be and soon found out she could lay all the way back and continue to drink without spilling. “Maybe drinking from this won’t be so bad after all” she began to think.  The milk in the bottle was still a bit warm and very tasty. To a very hungry Laura, it was incredibly satisfying even though she was beginning to get a bit sleepy again.  

She tried to resist falling asleep for fear of what John might have in store for her next, but the urge was too strong to fight.  Once again she found herself waking up in the crib without a clue as to the time.  She knew she was still hungry but when she looked around for the baby bottle John had given her, it was gone.  He must have come back in for it while she was asleep.

She yawned and stretched and only then realized a large baby blanket now covered her.  The dusty pink blanket was fleecy and soft, it felt comfortable and warm but she pulled it off all the same to show she didn’t approve of this treatment.  She tossed the blanket aside only to realize that she was no longer wearing her own clothes, in fact, she was hardly wearing clothes at all.

She looked down at herself and discovered that she was wearing a short pink T-shirt and a thick disposable diaper covered by a pair of plastic pants.  On her feet was a pair of pink baby booties.    

She sat up in her confined area and stared first at her new wardrobe and then around the room for anything that could give her a clue as to the time of day, or for that matter, what day it was.  Her mind was flooded with questions like “How did he change my clothes without waking me?” “How long had he really been planning all this?” “Was he coming back soon and if so, to do what next?”  But the biggest question in her mind was “Why do I feel this sudden urge to wet myself?”

Laura tried hard to resist this new urge and even thought of taking the diaper off so that maybe the urge would pass.  She soon learned that just as with the crib rail and the baby bottle, it was not meant to be.  The plastic pants covering her diaper had some kind of crazy little lock in the back the prevented her from being able to take them off by herself.  Again, John had thought of everything.  He even had thought of turning the CD on again and this time had it repeating over and over again.

The more Laura listened to the music, the stronger her urge was to wet herself and before long, she did just that.  She was unable to hold it any longer or maybe she was no longer willing to hold it, either way, she felt her diaper grow warmer and warmer as it finally filled with urine.  “Oh what sweet relief” Laura thought to herself.  She couldn’t believe she was thinking that but on the other hand, doing it seemed natural somehow.  

Now she had a bigger problem.  Her bladder was relieved but she had no way of getting out of that wet diaper and was fearful of getting a rash but her only access to getting clean was John and she wasn’t quite certain she wanted him any where near her right now.  Besides, she didn’t have any idea where he was or how to let him know she needed something.  Her options were slim.  She could try screaming but doubted if that would do any good or just waiting for his return.  She was certain he would have to come back soon because it had been some time since he gave her that bottle and she would need something a little more substantial to eat if she was going to survive.

Once again, she laid back and awaited his return, which wasn’t very long indeed.

“Ahhh, you’re awake again.  How does my baby feel now?” John asked again in a very fatherly tone.

“Please John, let me out of here.  This has gone on far too long already.  I need to get to Japan, please let me out.  People will know I’m missing” Laura begged.

“Not to worry, I sent your letter of resignation to that Mr. Warner.  You said you had second thoughts on the move and couldn’t handle the pressure of just such a position after all.  You also said you need some much deserved down time so you were trading in your ticket to Japan and going off in search of yourself.” John continued, “People have been calling here all day asking me if I knew where you went but I have played the fool, telling them you never let on that you weren’t going to Japan when I dropped you off at the airport.  Silly me, I’m so heartbroken that you wouldn’t confide in me.”

“This is nuts, John!  You won’t get away with it! Laura yelled.

“Ah, but by the looks of your diaper, I think I already have gotten away with much more than you can imagine.” John retorted.  “You see, that CD I have been playing for you is really a hypnosis CD.  It will slowly regress you back to any age that I chose.  Once I have you down to a babbling infant, I can do just about anything to you without you even knowing any better.  So far, I have only been playing the wetting version of the CD, and you are already feeling the urge to wet yourself and giving into those urges already, aren’t you?”

 She was hoping he wouldn’t notice that it she had wet but didn’t know how she would get it changed if she didn’t tell him.

Laura looked innocently down at her diaper and then back at John and then to the CD player.  “You mean that music is making me want to wet myself?  I don’t believe it, it can’t be done.  I only wet because you have had me confined here for a week without use of a toilet.  It was inevitable that I would eventually have to do something.” 

“A week?  You think you’ve been here for a week?  Sweetheart, you’ve been here less than 2 days.” John confessed  “You see the instructions said that if you are really motivated, you might start wetting yourself after a month and here you are wetting yourself in just 2 short days.  I am very impressed but then again, maybe you are actually enjoying this.”

Unwilling to answer John’s last accusation, Laura spit at him telling him his idea was ludicrous.  “There is no way I could enjoy being confined in a baby crib and forced to wear and wet diapers, John.  You are just out of your mind.”

“Ludicrous am I? Well I don’t think so.  I think deep down, you really might be enjoying this, but time will tell, time will tell.” John said smugly. “Now, would you like something to eat or do you want me to get you out of that wet diaper first?”

Laura thought for a moment.  She really wanted out of the diaper because it was beginning to become cold and uncomfortable but on the other hand, all she had to sustain her was one baby bottle of milk.  “I would like to eat first, not because I like this diaper or anything but because I am starving.” Answered Laura after a long pause in the conversation.

“Very well then, I have your dinner right here.” Said John as he rolled a teacart full of food into the nursery.  “Let’s see here, you will be having, strained peas, smashed carrots, whipped potatoes and finely chopped pork chops along with another bottle.”

Laura looked down at the divided dish fully of baby food. “Ewww, I’m not eating that,” she said with a disgusted look on her face.

“Why not?  It is the same thing I had for dinner only yours is prepared for a little baby like yourself.” John recanted. “It is all fresh, I mashed it all myself.”

Laura stared at the food once more.  It looked rather odd but it did smell good and she was far too hungry to turn down any meal, even this one.  She reached for the spoon through the bars of her crib but just before she grabbed it, John snatched it up and with an “Uh-uh ah” he filled the bowl of the spoon with a mouthful of peas.  

“If baby wants to eat, first Daddy must put on her bib and then Daddy will feed her” he said in a fatherly tone.  He grabbed a bib out of the changing table and tied it around Laura’s neck.  The words “I love My Daddy” were embroidered in pink across the front of the bib.  “Don’t you look cute?” John said as he took a step back to admire his baby girl.  “Now, lets’ get you fed.”

Once Laura had her first taste of the food, her hunger took over.  She couldn’t resist opening her mouth like some baby bird waiting for the spoon to return from the plate again.  John started shoveling food into Laura’s face as fast as he could making sure to catch any with the spoon that might have missed her mouth.  Before long, the plate was empty but Laura was still hungry.  She wanted more even if someone else was going to be feed her.

“I’m sorry Honey, that’s all there is for tonight but I will make sure to make a bit extra for you tomorrow” Said John in a loving tone.  “Now, let’s get that wet diaper of yours changed and get you ready for bed.”  John lowered the rail on the crib, scooped Laura out of the crib and carried her over to the changing table.  He placed her on top of the large, padded table.  The pad on the table had a pink terry cloth cover and a harness to hold down a fussy baby that John attached around Laura.  

He lifted her bottom up and unlocked the plastic pants then slid them down to her ankles.  “Good, no leaks” he said as he inspected the diaper,  “but so that you will be much more comfortable tonight, I think I will but you in a cloth diaper, maybe even double them up, just in case.”

John unfastened the tapes on Laura’s disposable diaper and pulled the front of it down to expose her vagina.  Laura moved her hands over her vagina in an effort to be modest but John had obviously already seen it because once her hands were there, her hair was not.  John had somehow seen to it that Laura no longer had any pubic hair.  A look of utter surprise spread across Laura’s face.  “How could he have done this? When?” Laura thought to herself.

“Do you like it?” John asked.  “When I put this diaper on you earlier, I realized that it would be much easier to change you and keep you clean if you looked more like a baby down there, so I used this foaming mousse hair remover.” He held of a can to show to Laura.  “It seems to have done the job quite well, don’t you agree?”

Laura was now rubbing her hands over her smooth, hairless skin.  She wasn’t sure whether or not to let John know that she really did find it much more pleasant to be hair free because she knew he would make more accusations of her enjoying her new forced lifestyle.  Instead, she said nothing but let her hands relax out of John’s way as he started to wipe her vaginal area with soft wet baby wipes.  To hide the fact the Laura was finding some enjoyment out of being wiped this way, she bit her lip, closed her eyes and rested her head on the changing table.  John then slipped the wet diaper out from under Laura’s bottom and slipped two ultra thick cloth diapers back under her.  He applied lotion and a very generous amount of baby powder to her diaper area then pulled the diapers up.  John picked up a couple of very large, odd looking diaper pins and fastened one onto the left side of Laura’s diaper.  Then John pulled the diaper as snuggly as he could to Laura’s right side and attached another one of those strange diaper pin’s there as well.

Laura strained her neck to see just what he had done.  “Don’t even think about trying to take this one off my dear.” John instructed  “I’ve used locking diaper pins and will put the locking plastic pants back up over them.”

John raised Laura’s bottom up again and pulled the plastic pants up over her new cloth diapers and locked them back in place once more.  He pulled out a pair of fluffy footed pajamas.  He unzipped them and placed Laura’s feet into them one at a time.  John reached over and unbuckled Laura from the changing table, stood her up and continued to put the pajamas on her.  He zipped them up and fastened the lock at the top then scooped her back up into his arms and carried her over to her crib.

He placed her back into the crib, handed her the bottle of milk he had promised, pulled the blanket back over her, then kissed her sweetly on the forehead and raised the side rail once again and lock it into place.  He went over to the CD player and removed the CD and replaced it with another.

“I think you might be ready for this one already” He said as he started the new CD.  “Sweet Dreams Baby, I’ll see you in the morning” He said as he stepped back through the secret door and locked it for the night.

Laura lay there in the crib wondering what was to become of her and what this new CD was going to hypnotize her into doing.  It was beginning to feel more and more difficult to keep her eyes open and to fight to get away.  She did after all love John.  She started to think if she were to marry John, maybe this would all end and she could somehow try to live a normal life again but somehow, it felt too late for that as she picked up her bottle and blissfully drank from it until she fell asleep.

Laura could only assume it was morning when she awoke because she still had no way of knowing the time and somehow, she was starting not to care.  She did long to see other things than what was available to her in her new nursery, but that didn’t seem like it would be happening anytime soon.  

She sat up in her crib and stared around the room once more, hoping to see something she might have missed before.  She was in luck.  In another corner of the room was a large something covered in a sheet or drop cloth.  It had not been there the day before so John must have brought it in while she was asleep.  He seemed to do a lot of things while she was asleep.

The CD player was still playing the same music as it had last night and somehow it was a little less clear to Laura.  It was as though she couldn’t make sense of all the lyrics.  She tried to concentrate on it but found herself thinking more of what was in the corner and how nice and wet her diapers felt.  She realized that she must have wet in her sleep and yet could tell she was wetting again now.  She tried hard to stop herself from wetting but wasn’t able to.  Somehow she had forgotten how to control her bladder.

She was now wetting an already soaked diaper and had no way to stop herself.  What more, she was beginning to think she didn’t care whether she stopped herself because it felt so good and so right to do.  She went back to wondering what was under the cloth in the corner.

She was no longer thinking about how to escape her confines but how she could get down and peak under the cloth and where was John with her breakfast.  She started to feel forgotten and alone.  Maybe he went off to work and left her alone, or maybe he was with someone else.  Thoughts of being abandoned flooded her mind.  She became very sad suddenly and began to cry, but it wasn’t the way a woman cries.  No longer was she suppressing her emotions, she sobbed and wept more like a little girl who had lost her best dolly.  She wasn’t concerned with what anyone would think, she wanted attention, and she needed it.

John quickly entered the room. “What’s wrong my angel?  Are you okay?” he said trying to comfort her.

Laura tried to catch her breath as she spoke through her tears, “You…..go;…..left…..me……all………awone”

She heard herself speak but wasn’t sure what she had heard.  These didn’t sound like the words of a business executive.  She knew how to say the word “Alone” but why couldn’t she pronounce it?

“No my dear, I didn’t leave you, Daddy is here.” John said in a comforting tone while opening the crib and cuddling her.

Laura managed to finally catch her breath then pointed to the large item in the corner. “What’s dat?” she questioned and once again was perplexed by her sudden loss of verbal communication skills.

John turned his head to look at what Laura was pointing at. “Oh, that is something Daddy just built for his little girl to make feeding time a bit easier.  Let me show you.”  

John walked to the corner and pulled back the tarp to reveal a large high chair, large enough for an adult to sit in but not too tall so that feeding baby would be difficult.

“Do you like it Baby?” John asked.

Still trying to figure out why she was having such trouble with her speech and not really excited over large baby furniture, Laura started to cry once again.

“I’m sorry baby, I thought by now you would be enjoying this a lot more.” John said once again comforting Laura.  “How would you like a few toys to play with?  I’ve got plenty in the toy box.”  John walked over to the toy box and pulled out a few Teddy Bears and Dolls, a rattle and some stacking blocks and put them all inside the crib.  “Is that better baby?”

Strangely Laura did feel better now that she had some toys to play with but she was wondering why her decaying speech patterns didn’t surprise John.

“You fink me talks funny?” Laura asked

“Not at all sweetie, you sound just like any two year old little girl and soon you will start thinking like one too if you haven’t already.” John said encouragingly.

Horror struck by the fact that John’s plan was actually working so well and so quickly, Laura lay in her crib face down and cried again.

“Don’t worry Honey, by the end of the day, you may not even remember that you sounded any different.” John said in a calming voice.  “Now let me go and fetch you your breakfast.  Mashed bananas and Farina, Yumm- Yumm” John said is if trying to make it sound more appetizing

He once again locked her inside the crib and left the nursery.

Laura lay there again in his absence listening to the music once again.  She now knew that the CD he had played for her all night was age regressing her and that she was already becoming a two-year-old.  She could feel herself thinking differently already, she was fighting the urge to play with the toys John had given her.  She didn’t want to be two years old.  She wanted to be a grown up woman in charge of a large corporation’s foreign office but she was loosing control of that life.  She had already lost all bladder control but now she was beginning to have other thoughts, other urges that didn’t seem right.

She was desperate not to loose bowel control.  It was already too late to stop herself from loosing bladder control and some of her verbal skills.  She needed to fight with everything she had left (even if it was only the cognitive reasoning of a two-year-old) but she refused to loose any more of her former life.

She knew she had to stop the music from playing but the CD player was too far away and she was locked in the crib with no way out.  What could she do?  She sat down in the crib and grabbed one of the teddies to cuddle while she thought about what she could do.  She came up with a plan, she would throw the toys at the CD player and hope to knock it off the shelf.  Any good two-year-old should be capable of that.

She grabbed the first toy, a teddy bear and hurled it towards the CD Player.  The teddy fell to the floor a few inches to short.  She grabbed a dolly this time and tossed it at the CD player, another near miss.  She continued to throw toy after toy at the CD player, making contact a few times but never managing to completely knock it off.  She had one last chance, one last little teddy bear.  She grabbed hold of his leg, gave him a kiss for good luck and threw the little bear with all her might.  

It was a perfect throw, it was heading straight for the CD player and might just bump it that last little bit that would send both it and the bear crashing to the hardwood floor.  

The door opened and in walked John, right into the path of the flying teddy bear.  The bear missed his intended target and struck a new one, John’s head.  The bear deflected off his head and straight into the bowl of farina and mashed bananas he was carrying.

With one look of the toys on the floor, John immediately knew what Laura had been up to.  He put the tray of food on the changing table, snatch up all the teddy bears and dolls and tossed them all, included the farina covered one, into the diaper pail.  “We won’t be having any more of this kind of behavior.” He said as he closed the lid of the diaper pail.

Laura sat down again in her crib.  All her efforts did was make John mad and made her loose all of her toys.  John moved the CD Player back squarely on the shelf.  “I guess I need to re-think this a bit” he said realizing that she had almost been successful in knocking it from the shelf.

“And because you were so naughty, you now don’t have any breakfast.  It seems your Teddy ate your share.” He said jokingly “All he left you was your bottle.  Do you think you can behave yourself or should I give this to Teddy too?”

Laura hung her head low so that her chin was on her chest and looked up with just her eyes at John.  Her lower lip was extended in a very severe poutty fashion.  She was beginning to look every bit the two year old she was know becoming.

“Okay than, you can have it, but not until after I get you out of that wet diaper.” John said as he took her out of her bed and carried her to the changing table.

John unlocked her pajamas and pulled them off of her.  He removed her locking plastic pants and her saturated cloth diaper and tossed them both in diaper pail.  He took out the wipes again and wiped her clean all over.  He stopped for a moment to admire his handy work with the foaming hair remover.  He wished he could have done that to her when she was his girlfriend and not his baby.  He continued on with his work of changing her.  This time he put on another disposable diaper and a clean pair of locking panties.  He pulled out a cute little baby dress and pulled it on over her head.  Once he helped her put her arms in, he buttoned up the back of her dress, put a pair of lacey socks on her feet and put her back in her crib and gave her the bottle.

Laura lay down and began drinking from her bottle feverishly.  Missing breakfast on account of tossing teddies seemed to be more than enough punishment for one day.

“Since you didn’t seem to like that CD, maybe we should try this one.”  John said as he pulled out a third CD from the changing table.  “We’ll see if you still resist my efforts and affection once this has had a chance to work on you.”  John started up the new CD and left the room.

Laura sucked on her bottle harder and harder to make sure she got every last drop of milk out of it.  It was strange though.  She never remembered milk tasting quite this way before nor did it make her this sleepy before.  She finished her bottle while listening to the third CD.  This time the music had no words but was all instrumentals.  Laura could feel herself floating away on a cloud with listening to it.  It was peaceful and soft.  It made her feel safe and warm, as though she was safe in the arms of her mother again.  The feeling grew stronger and stronger.  Her entire body became relaxed and worry free.  She could picture herself as a bird or an angel soaring in the sky without a care in the world.  She must have drifted off to sleep but yet she felt so alert and awake.

John re-entered the nursery and shut off the CD Player.  “How is my little girl doing now?” he asked.

Laura tried to sit up but was unable to,  She tried to roll over, but couldn’t do that either.  John leaned over the side of the crib and looked down at her.  Laura grinned at the sight of his friendly and familiar face.  She knew she owed this blissful feeling to him somehow, but who was he?  How did he make her feel so good?

John reached in the crib and tickled Laura’s belly.  “Coochie Coochie Coo” he said as he smiled at her lying there helpless in her crib.  Laura giggled and kicked her feet.  “What a happy little baby you are now, Laura.” John said with a smile on his face.  “Don’t worry, Daddy is here to take care of you, Baby."

He scooped Laura up out of the crib and carried her to the changing table.  He pulled down her locking panties and opened up her diaper.  To John’s delight, Laura had finally both soiled and wet her diaper.  “Who’s a messy baby?”  He said to her in a high voice.

Laura giggled uncontrollably.  She had finally been set free.  She was no longer fighting the urges, no longer living in the adult world and worrying about missing who she used to be.  She was, at long last, happy. 

No one ever went looking for Laura.  They all assumed she had found happiness, which she did as a baby, John’s Baby.

John is keeping his promise to take care of Laura for the rest of her life.  He has no plans of ever marrying anyone else or caring for any other babies.  He is happy being the whole world for his precious little girl.

