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Foreword 

 
ords, sentences, paragraphs, chapters and novels. 
We are all familiar with them and yet they contain 
so much that we can scarcely understand the 

import. 

Writing and reading stories about Adult Babies is more than 
simply a kink or a fetish or a hobby. If you’ve ever wondered why so 
many ABs write down their detailed stories or even novels, then 
you need to fully enter the world that adult babies inhabit every 
day of their lives. 

Adult Babies are a hybrid. Part functioning adult, part 
hidden baby. The ratio of adult to child varies, but the fact does not. 
ABs live with the ‘child inside’ less of a metaphorical statement and 
more of an empirical fact. They are both objectively real and the 
challenges of living as both can be difficult, confusing and at times, 
overwhelming. The struggles can seem endless. 

Enter the world of literature. 

Since time immemorial, we have engaged the art of 
literature to take us to other countries, other times, other planets 
and to enjoy a period of time separate from the often humdrum 
nature of our regular existence. For minutes or hours or even days, 
we can put our reality aside and enter new and exciting worlds. For 
the adult baby, it has the parallel experience of re-inventing the 
truth of what lies inside of each of us. We can enter a world where 
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the truth of our existence can find form and measure, living and 
breathing as the baby adults we are all of the time. 

Adult Baby fiction reflects who we are as much as it gives us 
stories of what we want. Is it fantasy? Yes, but a fantasy about who 
we are, what we genuinely want and the society we wished that 
would accept us. It is the real-life we wish. 

When we read of a dominant woman that regresses and 
babies us similar to that of a literal infant, our inner child reacts 
with a sigh, a yes and a deep longing for it to be real. The very 
essence of infancy is being parented, cared for and loved with 
nothing asked for in return. 

When we hear of real-life stories of adult babies – male or 
female – who are living the dream of being part-time babies and 
part-time adults, fiction takes on an even deeper importance and 
relevance. 

Fiction takes us places we normally cannot go. It imagines 
that which we otherwise barely can believe. We can be more than 
the complicated, compromised, adult babies living in a fully adult 
world. We can be real infants, with no more care than a full tummy 
and a dry nappy. The playtimes we dream of can be real in the 
words on a page. 

So, if you think of ABDL fiction as simply a story then you 
undersell it. It is the author's depiction of who they wish they were 
in part or in full. You are entering not just a world created for your 
enjoyment, but a world they wish to live in. 

It is not mere fantasy. It is the real-life that struggles to be 
tangible for so many people, but for a small number… is real. 

Choose to read as if this is your world, your truth and your 
hope. For one day, it just might be. 
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The Flight Of A Baby 

 
here was something about that day that had kept me 
on tenterhooks. Right from the time I was gotten out 
of bed, had my soggy diapers changed, been fed and 

allowed to play with my toys, I had sensed that something different 
was about to take place. I couldn’t work out exactly what it was as I 
was too much of a baby to fill in the details, but just as a child 
senses ‘something’, I too sensed that a change was in the air. 

Life as a young child – even one like me – was constantly 
exciting and new. 

I was both anxious and excited. Being a baby to my wife was 
a truly remarkable experience but it also put her not only in the 
driver’s seat but also put me in the back seat, with no say in what 
was happening. I was there for the ride and being informed much 
ahead of time was at her discretion and actual decision-making was 
no longer a thing for me. 

I had no option but to trust her. And I was very right. There 
was a change in the air. A good one. 

"We're going on a trip tomorrow, honey," Marie said 
nonchalantly. "It's going to be very exciting!"   

 The parental tone in her voice was the one she used when 
she was being Mommy. It was the tone she used more and more 
with me these days and despite some trepidation at first, I was 
perfectly okay with it. When we were at home, it was fine. When we 
were in public, and more so with friends, it made me squirm inside 
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a little. Still, I was the one who had brought up the whole idea of 
being babied by my wife. I just hadn't expected her to relish the 
idea as much as she had. I wasn’t complaining though. I was 
discovering more about myself than I had ever thought possible. It 
surprised me some and mostly pleased me. I was on the adventure 
of a lifetime and I was determined to squeeze every ounce of fun 
and enjoyment out of it – just like any rambunctious toddler! 

 In the space of a mere six months, my home life had become 
increasingly that of a very small child – more of a baby or toddler 
really. Marie had put me back into diapers and bought baby style 
clothes from the Internet and even a local seamstress in my size. 
Pacifiers, baby bottles and infant toys were all a central part of my 
home life.   

 Marie had also taken charge of all the household finances, 
reasoning that a baby boy can't make decisions about money. He just 
knows when he's hungry or needs his diaper changing. I had allowed 
it to happen willingly. In a bizarre way, it made perfect sense and 
giving up control was rewarding me well in excess of that which I 
had given up. 

 I'd known nothing about a trip of any kind. It had all been 
arranged without my knowledge. I looked at her quizzically. I 
couldn't speak as I was sucking on one of the oversized pacifiers 
that Marie enjoyed seeing me nurse on. “A well-sucked pacifier” 
kept me "happy and quiet," she often said.  

 "Mommy's going to take you to see Aunty Sheryl in London! 
Won't that be fun?"   

 My wide-eyed disbelief conveyed that I wasn't so sure about 
the 'fun' part. Sheryl was my wife's sister who had always thought I 
wasn't good enough for her. I guessed from some of the overheard 
telephone conversations between them that Sheryl knew of the 
recent change in roles in our house. How much she knew however, I 
didn't know.  
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 "We're going to have to go on an airplane, and you're going 
to have to be a very good boy for Mommy."  

She was in her stride now. Clearly, all the arrangements had 
been made and I simply had to fit in - just as any small child would.  

 "You can take two special toys with you, but just ones that I 
can keep in your diaper bag," she said casually. My eyes widened 
further and she smiled.   

"Oh, don't look so scared you silly boy. No one is going to pay 
any attention to me carrying a diaper bag. No one cares! They're not 
going to know, or even care, that it's yours!" 

 "Why don't we go pick out your toys now, hmmm?"   

 She held out her hand to me. I took it, knowing that as her 
little boy, I would be expected to.  

 She led me through the living room, stepping over a new 
pack of Nightime Depends diapers that she had brought home that 
morning. As we reached the foot of the stairs, she picked a toy off 
the floor and tossed it towards the playpen which stood next to the 
main sofa.  

 "Can you count the stairs with Mommy?" she said. "One..."  

As she had trained me to do, I began climbing the stairs one 
by one, putting both feet on each stair before progressing to the 
next.   

 "One..." I half mumbled, past the overly large rubber teat 
that filled my mouth.  

 My wife smiled.   

 "Oh, so cute! I love it when I hear you try to talk with your 
paci in your mouth. Twoooo!" she spoke slowly, exaggerating the 
long syllable.  

 "Twooo..." I repeated.   
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 She squeezed my hand and continued to lead me upstairs 
into what was now 'The Baby's Room' - even the nursery style sign 
on the door said so. 'Baby's Room' with a stylised drawing of a pair 
of baby bootees.  

 
The open door at the left on the landing led to 'our room' 

where our marital bed was, along with another adult-sized crib, 
identical to the one in my nursery.  

 "Go choose two toys baby and bring them to Mommy. Let 
me see."   

 I began to walk across the soft carpet towards the toy box 
and play mat.  

 "Oh!" Mommy said, "I don't think that's how a baby gets his 
toys now, is it?"   

 I turned to look at her. She half smiled, knowing I 
understood very well what she meant. I sank to my knees and 
placed my hands on the floor in front of me to crawl.  
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 "That's a good boy. You show Mommy how well you can 
crawl now."   

 I moved forward towards the box of primary coloured baby 
toys, wondering what I should choose to take. I didn't want 
anything too large or obvious and I didn't want anything that 
rattled or contained a bell of some sort. It would be bad enough 
knowing I was being babied in public, without drawing the 
attention of others to that fact.  

 I lifted out a pale blue figure - a soft doll. It was one of the 
first baby toys that my wife had bought for me. It's softness in my 
hands felt good. I turned to her and held it up, offering it as an 
infant would.  

 "Oh! Do you want to take Chico with you? I think that's a 
lovely idea!"   

 Chico was the name she'd given the doll when she'd first 
given him to me. She brushed the material, front and back, 
removing and dusty detritus. "One more baby. One more."  

I turned back to the box and realised that just about all of the 
toys made a noise of some sort. Whether they were shaken, 
pressed, held or pushed, they made a noise. I rummaged lower 
down until I found a small teether which rotated in multiple 
directions in my hands. To some, it might look like an executive 
'stress toy', but, Mommy and I knew what it really was though. I 
held it out to her.   

 "Ah, that's cute. Do you want to take your little teether toy, 
hmm? Are you still getting owees in your mouth honey?"  

 She turned it in her hand.   

 "I remember the day we got this for you. Do you, sweetie?"  

 I could feel myself blushing a little as she reminded me.  
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 "I made you take it to the checkout, didn't I?" I remembered.  

 "I told you to go to the prettiest lady and ask her if it was 
okay to put into the refrigerator so that it was cool on the baby's 
gums."   

 I knew I was blushing more now at the memory of the 
gentle humiliation that she had inflicted at that moment. An 
innocent enough question, but it sparked a frisson of excitement as 
I had asked it and received the response that it would be fine for a 
small, teething baby.  

 "Okay then. We'll take Chico and this little teether. Mommy 
can see you're still just a very little boy from your choices."   

 She smiled lovingly and stroked my hair.  

 The rest of the evening passed normally - well, as normally 
as it would in a house where a woman was caring for a two or 
three-month-old baby.   

I was bathed, re-diapered and put into a sleepsuit, the cloth 
folded over at the ends of the sleeves to form mittens. Mommy fed 
me a bottle of formula while she watched TV and then I was put 
into my crib by 7:00 pm - my usual bedtime. As she sometimes did, 
Mommy had dissolved a sleeping tablet into the formula milk to 
ensure I didn't disturb her during her 'Mommy time.' Some nights I 
laid awake in the half-light with only my teddy bear and a gently 
swinging crib mobile for company. Mommy's voice would drift up 
from downstairs as I heard her chatting to friends on the phone. It 
had become a less frequent occurrence to have her friends over, as 
it meant that all of the baby things had to be hidden. That isn't to 
say it didn't happen. Julie and Fiona were her two best friends and 
they came over every three or four weeks. Mommy would tease me 
when they were due to visit, telling me that they would love to help 
look after her baby. 'If only they knew...' she would say. The nights 
they were due to visit I would be diapered extra thickly and put into 
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my crib by 6:00 pm, whether it was Spring, Summer, Winter or Fall. 
I can tell you, it's pretty humiliating to be lying in an oversized baby 
crib, wearing a wet diaper and sucking a pacifier when you can hear 
pre-school kids still playing outside!  

 It didn't take long for me to fall asleep that night. Even 
though my mind was busy with thoughts of tomorrow's flight, the 
combination of the warm baby formula and the sleeping tablet soon 
had me fast asleep, clutching my teddy bear.  

As usual, Mommy came in to check on me as she went to bed. 
She'd been keeping an eye and ear on me anyway via the nursery 
camera whose small red LED blinked silently as it stood vigil over 
my crib 24 hours a day, 7 days a week; 365 days a year. She 
smoothed the soft sheets around me and replaced the pacifier in my 
mouth, holding it for a second to be sure I had it securely, at least 
until I had settled back to sleep. Even though I was barely 
conscious, her presence comforted me and I willingly accepted the 
rubber teat into my mouth once more.  

 Waking the next morning, I was, as was usual these days, 
quite wet. Mommy had encouraged me over the months to become 
more dependent on my diapers and to use them whenever I needed 
to. It was, I knew, another form of gentle control over me and a 
continual demonstration to her of my obedience and submission. 
The truth was though, that I had gotten used to wetting myself and 
even filling my diaper when I was being babied. My diaper 
dependency had become normal for us both.  

 My diaper felt cool and heavy with the weight of urine that I 
had passed during the night. It wasn't uncomfortable for me now. It 
was just what it was - a wet diaper that would be changed when 
Mommy decided.   

 When we'd first begun our Mommy and baby play, Mommy 
had left me a little too long in wet diapers over a few days and I 
soon developed diaper rash. It was pretty painful too, but the good 
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thing was that Mommy made sure I was changed more frequently 
and that my groin was thickly covered in diaper cream. She always 
took time smoothing it onto me, making sure it got into every 
crease of my skin.  

She loved the babyish smell too.  

 As I turned in the crib, the mobile swung above me, an 
occasional nursery chime escaping from it. I heard Mommy getting 
up and heard her washing before she came through to the nursery. 
She expected me to amuse myself with the small selection of baby 
toys that were left at the foot of the crib. I knew she might be 
watching me on the monitor as I scrabbled for my favourite rattle. It 
was a 'dumbbell' rattle made from brightly coloured plastic. The 
spheres on either end were perfect for any small baby to 'gum' and 
lick. Knowing that that was what Mommy would be expecting me to 
do, I rubbed the rattle against my lips and gums, pausing to give it 
an occasional excited shake.  

 The creaky floorboard on the landing outside of my nursery 
door told me that Mommy was coming and I turned my head 
towards the door, just in time to see it open as she entered. Her 
smile lit up the room and my world. Her silken dressing-gown hung 
loosely and I could see the firm outline of her breasts. I longed 
immediately to be held at her breast, to be allowed to nurse. That 
though would have to wait.  

 "Hello, baby boy! How's my snookums this morning? 
Hmm?"   

She leaned over the bars of the crib and lightly rubbed my 
tummy.  

I smiled from behind the pacifier and realised, as I did so, 
that it had stayed in place all night. I had suckled on the nipple 
through the entire time I’d been asleep! Mommy, of course, noticed 
that too.  
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"You've still got your paci in your mouth? What a good baby 
you are! All that suck-suck will be such good practice for you when 
Mommy wants to start producing milk for you."  

 Was she serious? Was there really a possibility that she 
might be able to breastfeed me properly? I had always adored 
sucking at her breasts, but never thought it might be possible for 
me to actually be breastfed like a real baby!  

 Mommy didn't say any more about it, preferring to let my 
mind race with the thought that she had planted. My wife was 
clever. She knew how to keep me obedient and eager to please her. 
I could tell by the look in her eye that this may be more than a tease.  

 My wife unfastened the retaining pins at either end of the 
crib and allowed the side to fall. No expense had been spared when 
the cribs were made. Mommy had made sure that they were precise 
copies of a baby crib she had seen and thought 'adorable'. The cribs 
had been constructed by a firm of specialist furniture makers in 
North Carolina. Mommy had explained to them that they were for 
an Amateur Dramatic stage production that our town was staging. 
She'd even got them to bill the cribs to a fictitious theatrical 
company name at a PO Box she'd rented for a couple of months.  

 "Out you come, sweetie." I pulled myself up and swung my 
legs over the lowered side and then onto the floor. "Go lay on your 
mat, honey," Mommy said, matter of factly.  

I crawled across to my vinyl covered changing mat and lay 
down as expected. By the time I had done that, Mommy was right 
next to me with all the things she needed to change me. As she 
unfastened the poppers, she chatted, not expecting or needing input 
from me.  

"Okay honey. The flight leaves at four so we need to be there 
around one o'clock or so. International flights mean that you have 
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to get there really early or the lady gets cross and we don't want 
that now, do we?"   

 She spoke as if to a small toddler. She removed my wet 
diaper and began wiping my crotch, paying full attention to my 
penis, easing the skin back and forth to clean me thoroughly. All of 
my pubic hair had been removed months ago – as a prelude to 
being put back into diapers. Mommy ensured that any hair that 
reappeared was soon dispatched.  

"Now what I thought is that there's no reason why you can't 
still be a little one on our trip. Just we'll not have to make it too 
obvious."   

 As she said it, I began to feel a little nervous. I'd never been 
any place, as Mommy's baby, for more than a few minutes. I mean, 
we'd been shopping for baby food and toys, but that was all. 
Mommy was talking about a trip of around twelve hours in total!  

 "Of course," she continued, "You're going to be all snuggly 
safe in your diapers, but I don’t think I’ll be able to give you a bottle 
on the plane. That would draw too much attention, so I got you a 
sippy cup that you can use instead. You can hold it yourself and, 
although you won't be able to have formula until we get to London, 
I'm sure one of the stewardesses will be able to give you as much 
juice as you'd like."  

As she spoke, Mommy began punching small holes with a 
pair of scissors through the padding in the diaper. Sensing my 
curiosity, she explained.   

 "Mommy's going to double diaper you for the trip sweetie. 
That way I might not need to change you on the plane. You'll have 
to try and be a big boy for a little while and hold your wee wee if 
you can."   

 She wrinkled her nose teasingly.   
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 "Mommy knows that's going to be hard for you really and 
that's why you'll be wearing two diapers and your plastic pants. I'll 
take some spare diapers too. Don't worry. If you need to be 
changed, I’m sure the stewardess will be able to sort something for 
Mommy."   

 She gently patted the front of the now fully taped diaper and 
then began unfolding the next. I sucked harder on my pacifier, 
anticipating what the coming hours held. What was in the future 
though was not my concern.  

Mommy had clearly thought of every eventuality and 
potential problem of travelling with her husband as an adult baby. 
Worrying was not something I was expected to do. My role was 
simply to be submissive, to do as I was told and experience what 
was happening to me and around me.  

 "Now, when you were all sleepy-byes last night, Mommy 
packed your diaper bag with your things for the plane. You don't 
need to think about a thing. I've booked a taxi to take us there, so 
Mommy doesn't have to worry about the car either. Isn't Mommy 
clever?"   

She chuckled as she stuck down the final sticky tab on the 
second diaper. I could feel my thighs being pushed apart by the bulk 
of the absorbent padding between my legs.  

 "When we're at the airport and on the plane, Mommy will be 
with you all of the time, so you'll be fine. Are you looking forward to 
going on the big airplane up into the sky with Mommy?"   

“Boy,” I thought. “She's getting better at babying me. It's 
become second nature for her to talk to me in that tone and it's now 
second nature to her to organise every aspect and foresee every 
eventuality - just as if she were travelling with an infant.”  

 "Now," she said. "Mommy is taking a few outfits for you for 
while we're away but for the plane, Mommy's just going to put you 
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in this white bodysuit. It'll look just like a T-shirt to everyone else 
but we'll both know it's all snapped up tight over your diapers and 
pants, won't we? Hmmm?"  

 I nodded.   

 "Mommy just put some loose-fitting trousers on you so that 
if I need to check your diaper, I can do it without any fuss and 
bother."  

Soon, I was dressed and we were waiting for a taxi. Mummy 
had told me to sit in my playpen while she finished the last-minute 
checking of windows and doors. I heard a car pull up outside and 
honk his horn. It was time to go.   

 Mommy came into the main room and indicated I get out of 
the playpen and stand beside the door. I was convinced that my 
padded, diapered bottom would be visible and obvious to everyone 
who glanced my way. I breathed deeper than usual, trying to calm 
my worries.  

 "Okay, Snookums! Off we go!"   

 Mommy opened the door and I stood obediently by her as 
she locked the door behind us.   

 "Now remember, honey. You don't speak at all unless it's to 
Mommy. You hear me?"  

 "Yes, Mommy."  

 "And when you do speak, you always call me Mommy, no 
matter where we are. Clear?" She looked at me, smiling, knowing 
how much she was exciting me with the intensity of the role-
playing.  

 "Yes, Mommy."  

"Good boy," she said. "Let's go."  
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 The taxi driver put the large case in the trunk of the car and 
held out his hand to take the pale blue diaper bag that was over 
Mommy's shoulder.  

 "Oh, it's okay, thanks. I'll need to keep this close to hand, 
you know.” 

I saw her give a knowing glance to the driver who merely 
shrugged his shoulders and mumbled, "Okay lady."  

 The drive to the airport took around half an hour. The road 
works on I-95 slowed us a little. During the journey, my wife took a 
small, soft, pale blue blanket from the diaper bag - perhaps 12" 
square.   

 "I bought this for you at the baby store last week, sweetie. 
You've never had a security blanket and I didn't want you to miss 
out on that stage. So, here you go."  

She passed it to me and I said a quiet ,"Thank you," although 
I was surprised to have been given it.  

It was incredibly soft to the touch and felt surprisingly good 
to hold. Despite myself, I smiled at her thoughtfulness. Her 
attention to detail in our role-play made it so much more real. 
When I had suggested playing Mommy/baby games, I had just 
imagined it taking place as a prelude to sex, or maybe playing over a 
more extended period occasionally in the house. So many things 
recently felt as though her babying of me was becoming a 24/7 
thing.  I set those concerns to one side for the moment, listening as 
my wife spoke.  

 "I want you to carry that with you from now on, sweetie. It's 
your constant companion until I tell you otherwise. It's your baby 
blankie."   
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Her tone was still loving but her voice was firm. I was 
expected to do as I was told. "You hold it nice and tightly now," she 
said, patting my knee.  

 We soon pulled up outside the airport main doors and 
Mommy paid the driver. I stood waiting while she did so, acutely 
aware of wearing two thick diapers, plastic baby pants, a baby style 
bodysuit and clutching my baby blue blankie.  

 "Give me your hand, snookums," Mommy said, with no 
concern for who might hear her.   

We walked into the Departures hall and luckily, were able to 
get directly to the desk.  The woman behind the desk was very 
pretty. She had shoulder-length blonde hair, beautiful grey-blue 
eyes and a smile that lit up her face. My wife knew I would find her 
attractive and decided to use that fact to tease me more.  

 "Good afternoon," she said. "My name's Laurie. Welcome to 
American Airlines. Thank you for choosing to fly with us today. How 
may I help?"   

 Her voice was as gentle and beautiful as she was.   

 "Hi," my wife said. "My husband and I are flying to London 
today. We just need to check-in."  

"Certainly," Laurie replied. "Do you have your passports?"   

 My wife placed the passports on the shelf in front of Laurie 
who took them, checking their validity.  

 "Did you pack the cases yourself and have you been asked to 
carry any packages on behalf of anyone else?" Laurie asked.  

"I packed both cases and no, we're not carrying anything for 
anyone else," my wife replied. As she answered, she glanced at me, 
seeing the glint in my eyes as Laurie went about checking us onto 
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the flight. This was an opportunity not to be missed. My wife leaned 
forward and, in a stage whisper voice, said,   

 "Might it be possible for us to be seated in a block of seats 
by ourselves near the disabled restroom?"  

 Laurie looked at my wife and then at the reservation sheets 
she had in front of her.   

 "I can certainly check for you, Mrs Taylor. Do you have 
specific requirements that require you to be near a disabled 
restroom?"  

 "Well, you see, it's my husband. He's recovering from a 
pretty major accident and it's affected him in quite a few ways."   

 She looked at me and smiled. The smile was loving but 
mischievous.    

 "One of the things is that the accident has er… made him a 
little incontinent. Sometimes he just can't get to the bathroom in 
time."   

 Laurie glanced at me. This time I detected an element of 
sympathy in her expression.  

 "Oh, I see."  

 "But that's not my main concern really," my wife continued. 
"You see, our doctor recommended using adult diapers for the time 
being, so he's diapered right now. What concerns me is that I may 
need to change him, during the flight and well, we'll need that little 
bit of extra privacy and space.”  

 "Okay," Laurie said, scanning her monitor. "I'll see what I 
can do."  

 Mommy looked at me and grinned secretively, before 
turning back to Laurie.   
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"He also suffered from a head injury that affects his co-
ordination, particularly when he eats. He's getting better for sure, 
but I’ll probably have to help him when it comes to eating and 
drinking and, well, we'd rather that others weren't nearby in case 
they see him and feel a little uncomfortable."  

"Oh, dear. That's really too bad. I'm sorry to hear about that." 
Laurie said. "I can place you right at the back of the cabin. I can put 
you both in a block of three seats and there is a curtain that, should 
you need to, you can draw around the seats for extra privacy."  

"Oh, that sounds ideal!" my wife said. She turned to me and 
spoke as though to a toddler. "The lady has given us some special 
seats at the back of the aeroplane! Isn't that good?"  

I nodded and smiled, forgetting at that moment to answer, 
"Yes, Mommy." I would be reminded of that gaffe later.  

 She turned back to Laurie.   

"Actually, to a large degree, it's like having an overgrown 
toddler to look after and that's when he's at his best. Other times, 
he's more demanding than a newborn!"  

 Laurie agreed and chuckled politely as she printed off the 
boarding passes.  

 "He won't go anywhere without his blankie these days," my 
wife said conspiratorially glancing at me.  

I blushed red as Laurie looked directly at me staring directly 
at the tightly clutched blanket in my hand.   

"Oh, that's cute," she said. "I'm sure even something as 
simple as that must be a comfort to him. Something familiar."  

"Yes, I suppose so," my wife agreed. "The only time I can get 
it from him is when he's asleep. I wash it overnight and then make 
sure he's got it back first thing in the morning."  
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Laurie smiled politely and handed Mommy the passports 
and boarding passes.   

"There we are, Mrs Taylor. Your passes and passports. Your 
case is en route to the plane now. Are you taking your handbag and 
diaper bag on as..." She stopped herself. "Oh, I am sorry. I didn't 
mean to say diaper bag. Please forgive me."  

"Oh, that's fine," my wife chuckled. "After all, I think most 
women know that's what it is. Just this is for a bigger baby than 
usual!" She laughed as she pushed the documents into her handbag.  

"Thanks for that," Laurie said. "One last thing, if you mention 
to the Chief Stewardess in the plane, about your husband's needs, 
I'm sure she and her staff will help in any way they can to make 
your flight pleasurable. The Chief Stewardess will have her status 
on her crew badge."  

"That's kind of you. Thanks so much for being so 
understanding."  

"Not at all. Have a good trip!"  

I started to walk slowly away from the desk, knowing that 
my wife was just behind me.   

"What do you say, honey?"  

I turned somewhat baffled by her question.  

"I said, what do you say? To the lady?"  

I had been reduced to the status of a toddler in Laurie's eyes 
and was now expected to demean myself further.  

"Thank you!" I said.  

"You're welcome! Have a nice flight. Bye-bye!"   

To add insult, she even waved at me by opening and closing 
her hand.  
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"Wave bye-bye, honey," my wife whispered through 
clenched lips. "Do it!"   

I lifted my hand and returned her wave, ...like a baby waves. 

I opened and closed my hand too. Laurie beamed a smile 
back at me, as though I were a small child.  

We passed the next couple of hours pretty much as man and 
wife, looking around the duty-free shops. Perhaps the only 
difference was the time we spent looking at baby items in a large 
department store outlet.   

Marie looked at dozens of baby outfits from newborn to 
eighteen months, commenting on their cuteness and style features. 
In the few months that she had been babying me, she had found a 
company on the Internet who made adult-sized versions of any 
baby clothes. Their work was excellent, as my increasing wardrobe 
at home could now testify!   

Soon our flight was called and, because of my 'special needs' 
that Laurie had noted on the boarding passes, we were able to be 
amongst the first to board, along with those who had tiny babies 
and toddlers.  

"Kind of appropriate eh?" Marie giggled as we moved 
through towards the plane. I smiled, feeling a little bit of a fraud but, 
as Mommy said, I was also in diapers, two them in fact!  

As we stepped onto the plane, the first stewardess we met 
was the Chief Stewardess. Her name was Glynis. As she welcomed 
us on board, my wife gave her the passes containing the notes from 
Laurie regarding our requirements.  

The stewardess scanned the notes and said, “Ah yes...you're 
Mr & Mrs Taylor. They rang through from Check-In to let us know. 
Shall I take you to your seats?"  

"Yes, please. If you wouldn't mind." my wife answered.   
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Glynis looked at me and noticed the blankie I was clutching. 
She smiled to herself. I felt as though her eyes lingered over my 
crotch area too. I knew then that she was probably aware of my 
diapered condition too. There was nothing I could do about that, so 
I simply smiled.  

The plane was almost empty still. The only others on board 
were the few families who were settling themselves and their 
excited children into their seats. We walked the full length of the 
plane until we reached the rear bulkhead, which backed onto the 
disabled restroom.   

"I hope these will be suitable for you. You've actually got the 
whole row, as the flight isn't full this evening. There's also this 
curtain that you can pull around for privacy if you wish."  

"I'm sure this will be ideal. Don't you think honey?"  

I gulped. 'Mommy was talking to me and I answered as she'd 
instructed me to.  

"Yes," I hesitated. "Mommy."  

 The second word was spoken more quietly, but it still 
registered with Glynis who was standing right next to me. I saw, out 
of the corner of my eye, that without thinking she had raised her 
eyebrows in mild surprise. I hoped that if she had heard me use 
Mommy, she would simply assume it was a pet name and not an 
indication that I was treated as an infant by my wife!  

"Laurie at the desk explained some of the difficulties that 
you and your husband are dealing with. If there's anything you or 
he needs, then please don't hesitate to ask."  

"That's very kind of you. Really. Not everyone is as 
understanding."  

"No problem," Glynis said, as she turned and headed 
towards the front of the plane.  
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"In you go then, snookums. You can have the window seat. 
After all, it's not as if you need to get out to go to the toilet, is it?" 
She smirked as she said it.  

"No, I don't suppose so."  

I was becoming more aware of the diapers, as I settled into 
my seat. I'd been wearing them for over four hours now. My whole 
diaper area felt overly warm. No matter. I had to deal with that. 
Marie settled me in my seat, checking I still had the blankie she'd 
given me. She smiled as she saw how tightly I was holding it.  

"Do you want Chico yet?" she said.   

"No, thank you, Mommy."  

"Oh okay, hun. Maybe Mommy'll keep him safe until you're 
ready to go bye-byes eh?"  

I nodded my agreement.   

I turned to look out of the window at all of the activity on the 
airport apron. So many people with so many responsibilities. I 
didn't envy them at that moment. Not one little bit. My only 
responsibilities were to do as I was told and to keep holding onto 
the piece of soft cloth that I was clutching. Even then, I knew that if I 
didn't manage either of those things then Mommy would sort it out 
for me. The activity outside the window diverted my attention from 
the reality inside the plane. The sound of my wife's voice broke 
through my thoughts.  

"Excuse me? Miss?"  

I turned to see who she was addressing. Her request was 
directed at one of the stewardesses who was walking around the 
plane. Her arms were full of bags covered in the American Airlines 
logo.  

"Yes ma'am?" the young lady replied.  



The Flight of a Baby 

 
31 

"Is the Chief Stewardess available, please?"  

"I think she's with another passenger right now. Is there 
something I can help you with?"  

 "Well, it's little delicate you see..." She patted my knee as she 
spoke to the stewardess. "When we boarded, I spoke to Glynis 
about my husband..."  

"Oh yes.It's Mr & Mrs Taylor?"  

"Yes," Marie replied. "That's correct."  

"I should be able to help you. Our chief has already briefed 
the crew about anything you may need. How can I help?"  

"Well, I was just thinking - and I know you may think it's silly 
but well, I saw you giving those packs out to other passengers and 
wondered if we might have one to help keep him occupied during 
the flight?"  

"Well ma'am, these goody bags are for children who are 
flying with us today. We don't usually make them available to 
anyone who is outside the age range. Just give me a moment though 
and I’ll see what I can do." And, with that, she walked away towards 
another colleague.  

I looked at Marie disbelievingly. I couldn't believe she'd 
asked for a goody bag for me! Despite my surprise, I remembered 
her instruction not to speak or question her. Simply accept that she, 
as Mommy, knew what was best. She smiled at me, still patting my 
leg.   

"Don't worry sweetie. I'm asking her to give you a goody bag, 
not breastfeed you! It'll be fine. Relax!"  

The stewardess returned, smiling, within a minute.   
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"Hi, Mrs Taylor. That'll be fine. If you think he'll be okay with 
these, then we'll do everything we can to make your flights as 
pleasurable as possible."  

That's kind of you, thanks," Marie responded.  

"We've got two types of goody bag for the little ones." She 
stopped for a second and then continued, "We've two types of bags 
for our passengers. The first is designed for the under fives and the 
other is suitable for up to 10 years old." She showed both bags to 
my wife, ignoring me.  

"What sort of things do they contain?" Marie asked.  

"Well, the 6-10-year-old bag has a book about airplanes and 
a Young Flyers comic, a pair of plastic binoculars, a few boiled 
sweets to help when we take off and land, a flick book, a pen and an 
American Airlines baseball cap with the American Airlines logo. The 
under-five bag has a colouring book with larger, easier to hold 
crayons, a small, American Airlines teddy bear toy, an American 
Airlines baby bib, a picture storybook, a 'Junior Crew' badge and a 
soft plane toy."  
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Well," Marie pondered out loud. "Although there are a lot of 
things that are really nice in both...I think he'd be better with the 
under-fives bag if that's okay. His attention span has been really 
short lately so he'd be better with things he can play with rather 
than wear and colouring is certainly something he enjoys. Isn't it, 
sweetie?" She turned to me.   

 "YesMommy," I replied as enthusiastically as I could 
through my mounting embarrassment.  

"Okay then. Here you go," the stewardess said, passing the 
bag to my wife. "You enjoy it now!" she said with a smile on her 
face.  

Marie turned to me smiling broadly. "Well aren't you the 
lucky little boy, hmm?" I was unsure whether replying might go 
against what we'd agreed so I stayed quiet.  

As Marie started to open the bag, the plane began to back 
away from the ramp and out towards the runway. The take-off was 
always a nervous time for me and Marie knew it.  

"How about we look at this when we're in the air, sweetie?"  

I nodded, happy to be delaying the embarrassment of being 
given the bag, but also, strangely excited about its contents. Marie 
took my hand and squeezed it lovingly. I began taking deep breaths 
as the plane began to gather speed. I was looking directly at the 
seatback in front of me. Marie, who had flown many more times 
than me, chuckled softly.   

"Oh, you really are such a big baby, aren't you?  

All big and grown up on the outside but still Mommy's little 
baby on the inside."   

I smiled nervously as the plane left the ground, convincing 
myself that everything was fine. I was with Mommy and she would 
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look after me. From the corner of my eye, I saw her fidgeting with 
her handbag and then take out a small, plastic box.  

She turned to me and teasingly said, "Would you like your 
pacifier,, baby?"  

I looked at her and she was smiling broadly. I think if I’d 
nodded at that moment, she would have put it into my mouth and 
then come up with a good reason as to why I needed it if anyone 
saw me sucking on the nipple.   

 "Sucking on your paci will help keep the air pressure equal 
in your ears, honey."   

 She continued smiling, pushing me gently to give in to my 
infantile desires. She knew though, that I wasn't ready for that level 
of exposure just yet.   

 "I'll tell you what, Mommy keep it safe for you? If you need 
it, then just whisper to Mommy. Okay?"   

I nodded.Within a few minutes, we were levelling out and I 
felt more able to relax. Marie picked up the goody bag once more 
and opened it up.  

 "Oh, look at this!" she said, holding the soft plane toy.   

 "Weeeee!" She made a playful noise, as she flew the toy back 
and forth in front of me, almost demonstrating to an infant how the 
toy could be played with. I smiled at her silliness. She flew it into 
my tummy, wiggling it as it pressed against me. It was impossible 
not to laugh out loud.   

"Here you go. You hold it," she said, as she put it in my 
hands. As I turned it in my fingers, I noticed the tag which read 
Suitable from 3 months. Somehow that felt okay. It made a lot of 
sense. 
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Marie pulled out the small colouring book and set of six 
crayons. I watched closely as she flicked through the pages. There 
were perhaps 12 outlines to colour, all with an aviation theme, 
although the pilot and crew were all different animals dressed in 
airline type outfits, and most looked very babyish.  

 "Oh, how cute are they? Can you see the teddy bear honey, 
hmmm? It looks like that's his big airplane too! I wonder where he's 
going to take all the boys and girls? Do you think they might be 
going to London too?"  

I smiled and nodded, looking at the infantile outlines in the 
book.  

 "Why don't you do some colouring for a while, sweetheart? 
The lady will be coming around with some food soon and then 
Mommy needs to get you to sleep after that. Mommy doesn't want 
you cranky all day tomorrow, so if you do some colouring now, 
that'll be a good boy for Mommy."  

She unfastened the tray in the seatback in front of me, 
lowering it gently into place.   

 
 

"Which picture are you going to do, baby?"   

Her referring to me as 'baby' felt as though she was 
purposely intensifying our role play, which largely up to now could 
have been interpreted as a caring wife looking after her husband's 
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special needs. 'Baby' reduced my status even more, it seemed. 
Marie turned the pages one by one until she came to a picture of 
some teddy bears next to a smiling plane.  

 "Oh, look baby! That looks fun! See all of the teddies and the 
plane looks like he's looking forward to flying, doesn't he?"  

I grinned at her silliness, but yes, it did look funny.  

"How about you colour this one for Mommy and then we can 
put it up on the wall when we get home?"  

Clearly, that was what was going to happen, as she placed 
the book onto the drop-down table in front of me. She pulled open 
the packet of oversized crayons.  

 "These are nice and chunky so that they fit better into little 
one's hands honey, but that's okay because it'll help some with your 
co-ordination. They'll be easier for you to grip."  

I glanced at her and, as I did so, noticed one of the 
stewardesses was standing just beside the seat. The co-ordination 
comment had been for her benefit.  

 "Here you go, sweetie," she said, as she put the wax crayon 
into my left hand. "Always colour with your left hand."  

My left hand was my weakest and I realised as I put the tip 
onto the paper that my efforts would inevitably look childlike as I 
began to fill in the shapes. It was hard for me to even keep the 
colour inside the black lines which made up the picture. I knew 
instantly that that was what Mommy had wanted. A small child 
would, like me, find it hard to keep within the lines. I began to 
concentrate on colouring in.   

"Excuse me," a voice came from the side.  

"Would you or your husband like a drink?"  
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"Oh, thank you," Marie said lowering her voice and the 
stewardess leaned forward.   

 "My husband doesn't drink alcohol these days and as I’m 
looking after him, I’d better only have a glass of wine with my meal. 
But, I wonder could I get a drink of very dilute squash for my 
husband please?"  

"Certainly ma'am, that's no problem. I'll go back to the galley 
and make it up for him."   

"Oh and miss...!"  

"Yes, madam?"  

"I hope you don't mind, but would it be possible for you to 
put it in this cup please rather than a glass? He's kind of messy 
sometimes and so I’ve found it's easier for us both if he has his 
drinks from this cup."  

rom the diaper bag, she took out a toddler sippy cup. Bright 
yellow and green with a decal of a diapered bear on it. I'd never 
even seen this cup before! I couldn't believe Marie was asking for 
my drink to be put into a toddler cup. Of course, I could not say 
anything at all as it would have created an even more 
uncomfortable moment.  

"Why sure," the stewardess replied, taking the cup from my 
wife. "You want the squash quite weak?"   

"Yes, please. I don't want to risk upsetting his tummy on the 
flight."  

"Sure. I understand. I'll be back in a moment." She turned 
and walked back to the galley.  

I looked wide-eyed at my wife. "What are you...?" I 
whispered.  

"Er, excuse me, little one?" she replied calmly.   
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"The..." I indicated with my eyes, glancing backwards after 
the stewardess.  

"Three things. Firstly, you're my little boy today and little 
boys don't question what Mommy does. Two, you need a drink to 
keep hydrated during the flight and to make sure that your diaper is 
wet when Mommy changes you. And thirdly, the stewardess is very 
used to helping all kinds of passengers, young and old, so putting 
squash into a sippy cup is not going to freak her out or cause a 
problem. What do you think she's going to say, honey? Excuse me, 
madam, we wondered if you are infantilising your husband?" She 
laughed. "Don't worry sweetheart. Mommy knows best. You just 
concentrate on your colouring-in. Make it as pretty as you can for 
Mommy."   

She winked at me. As she did so, I saw the stewardess 
approaching. As she walked, I could see her pushing the plastic lid 
of the sippy cup into place.  

"Here we are, madam. I hope that's okay for him." As she 
spoke, she completely ignored me, talking to the adult.  

"Oh, thanks so much. I hope you didn't mind putting the 
drink in here for him?"  

"Oh no. Not at all. I’d rather that, than have juice all over the 
floor and seat, eh?" She smiled as she spoke. "Anything else you 
need, just let me know."   

"There we are!" Marie said. “No problem at all. Think 
yourself lucky I didn't ask her for a bottle of formula for you!"  

The next couple of hours passed quietly. I spent my time 
colouring, looking out of the window and watching the cartoon 
channel on the video screen in the seatback in front of me. Mommy 
thought that would be better and more appropriate than watching 
anything too grown-up or for big boys. The cartoons were okay for 
a while, but it was hard to concentrate for too long. I began to feel 
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tired and couldn't prevent an occasional yawn from being obvious 
to Marie.  

"You starting to feel sleepy, honey?"  

There was no point in denying it. Just at that moment, the 
Chief Stewardess appeared carrying several blankets. She was 
certainly being attentive to us.  

"Excuse me. Would you like a couple of blankets?" Once 
again, her comments were directed towards my wife and I was 
ignored. Having a blanket was, in the stewardess' mind, not 
something I could decide for myself.  

"Yes, please," my wife replied, taking two from her. He's 
getting tired, so I think I’ll get him settled and a blanket will help."  

 The stewardess smiled at me, glancing momentarily at the 
blankie I still clutched tightly.  

Turning back to my wife, she smiled warmly and said, "Yes, 
he looks tired and it's been a long day, hasn't it?" They both looked 
at me and smiled indulgently, as though looking at a sleepy toddler 
doing his level best to stay awake.  

"I wonder," my wife asked. ”Could we draw the curtain 
around these seats while he settles? He's really prone to any 
distractions nowadays when he's falling asleep, so the curtain 
would help."  

I was genuinely surprised at how easily Marie could spin a 
story to the stewardess in order to facilitate what she had in mind.  

"Of course, that's what it's there for - to give some privacy."  

"Oh, thanks so much. You've been so understanding."  

"Not at all," the stewardess replied. "Will he need another 
drink before he goes to sleep?"  
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"Oh, that's a good idea," Marie replied. "Could you get him 
another very diluted fruit squash please and maybe warm it a 
little?"   

I cringed inwardly at the thought of her warming a drink for 
me, but cringed even more when the stewardess said, "Maybe he'd 
like some warm milk instead of the juice? It might help him sleep."  

Marie's eyes lit up. "Oh, that would be perfect. Thank you. 
You're sure it's not too much trouble?"  

"No, that's fine. We're usually doing quite a lot of milk 
warming at this point in the flight, particularly for those who've got 
young families."  

Marie reached across me and passed the stewardess my 
sippy cup, which still had a little juice in it. The stewardess shook it 
slightly, as she gripped it.   

“Does he want to finish this? I can put the milk into another 
cup like this if you'd like him to finish the rest of his juice."  

"I hadn't realised that there was still some left. Sorry." She 
took the cup back from her. "If you've got another cup like this, 
with...", she indicated the rubberised drinking spout, “then that 
would be terrific. Thank you."  

"Not at all. Just give me a few minutes." She turned and 
walked towards the galley once more, a smile playing around her 
lips.  

"Now then, baby," Marie said, turning to me. "I'm going to 
move into the aisle seat and we're going to put those two armrests 
up so that you can lie down and put your head on my lap to go to 
sleep."  

It felt like that may be too obviously a babying situation and 
I shook my head doubtfully, but not convincingly. I knew that I 
would go along with whatever she decided I should do.  
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"Don't be silly. All you're doing is getting comfortable. We'll 
be hidden from everyone else so there's no need to be embarrassed. 
And, let's be honest, it's not like you don't enjoy falling asleep on 
Mommy's lap is it?" She raised an eyebrow mischievously, almost 
daring me to contradict her.  

 I sighed resignedly, but actually quite excited by the idea of 
being held like a baby in a fairly public place, as I fell asleep.  

"Come on," she added and, with that, she stood up. arranged 
the armrests and sat in the aisle seat, brushing her lap to straighten 
her skirt.  

 The stewardess appeared, still smiling.   

"Here we are, madam. Some warm milk. It's actually quite 
creamy milk and I hope it's okay for him. I've just warmed it a 
little." She held out what was clearly a baby's cup. There was even a 
decal on it of baby blocks and a pacifier!  

"I hope the cup is alright," she said apologetically. "It was the 
closest to the one he already has. I hope he's not going to feel 
insulted by it being so babyish."  

I didn't know where to look but kept glancing at them both 
out of the top of my eyes.  

"Oh, it'll be absolutely fine thank you. I think he's so tired 
that he probably won't even notice. Once he's drinking the milk, 
he'll close his eyes anyway and, once he's done that, he'll go down 
pretty quickly."  

 Go down? I thought. Now that is a term used when talking 
about getting a baby to sleep. The stewardess simply nodded in 
agreement.   

"Okay. If there's anything else you need, please just let me 
know."  
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She reached up and pulled the curtain around the seats, 
effectively blocking the view of anyone nearby or passing in the 
aisle.  

 Marie patted her lap. "Come on then. Lie down."  

I moved around, kneeling first on the seat and then 
stretching out, laying my head in the crook of my wife's left arm. 
She smiled as I did so.   

"Good baby," she whispered.  

Marie shook the blanket open over me, arranging it so that it 
draped loosely over my head.  

"Hmmm," she said quietly, "I could probably breastfeed you 
like this!"   

My eyes almost popped out of my head. She laughed at my 
reaction. "Perhaps on the flight home, eh baby? This would be 
perfect for a nursing Mommy and baby wouldn't it?"  

 At that moment, enclosed in a soft blanket, resting on my 
wife's chest, I felt my entire body relax. I felt as if Mommy had 
blocked out anything nasty in my life. The only thing that was 
expected of me now and for the next few hours was to drink some 
warm milk and fall asleep!  

I watched as Mommy pushed back the protective cover from 
the nipple-like spout, clicking it into place. She tipped it gently, 
touching the now milky tip against my lips.  

Open up now," she said encouragingly. I needed no second 
invitation. I could already smell the warm milk and I simply wanted 
it.  

Marie held the cup for me as I nursed on the spout. The flow 
of milk was much faster than from the teats I was used to at home, 
but that was no bad thing. The milk flowed quickly and without 
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much effort from me. The milk was very creamy. It was almost like 
baby formula, in fact, I couldn't be certain that it wasn't. I wasn't 
going to complain. It was warm, rich and comforting. I could feel 
Mommy gently squeezing me as my sucking on the spout eased. I 
was to finish it. Of that, there was no doubt.  

I could see nothing from underneath the blanket save for 
Mummy's white blouse and the hint of pink flesh that lay beneath. 
Every now and then, her fingers would ease the blanket back from 
my face, allowing me to look up at her through increasingly sleepy 
eyes. The more of the milk I swallowed, the easier it was for me to 
imagine that it was, in fact, the very same Enfamil that Mummy had 
introduced me to shortly after we had met.   

My initial bottle feeds had consisted of ordinary cow's milk. 
Over the weeks, although I hadn't realised, they had been 
sweetened little by little. Thereafter, without me realising, Mummy 
had begun to mix 'Ready to feed' Enfamil into the cow's milk. Every 
few days, a little more was added until I was having complete 
formula bottles - indistinguishable from those fed to newborns. I 
had been weaned, all too easily, back to infant formula. Anything 
else now would have tasted unpalatable to me.  

It became obvious to Mummy that the milk in the cup was 
almost finished. She smiled and cooed softly that I was her Good 
boy, her Forever newborn. She knew how her words made me melt 
inside. She was, and is, my world.  

Mommy eased the spout from my mouth. In my now half-
dazed state, I knew that my tongue continued to search for 
something to suck on. Mummy chuckled when she saw that and 
immediately did what she knew would soothe me and satisfy my 
continuing need to suck; without hesitation, she pushed her thumb 
into my mouth. Gently but firmly. With her other hand, she eased 
the blanket back over my head, covering me completely from any 
chance of being observed.  
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"Good boy," she said. "There's my good little boy. Time to go 
bye-bye now. You just do suck on Mommy's thumb. Show Mummy 
how a clever boy goes sleepy byes."  

It was easy to relax. I was warm and safe and it wasn't long, 
apparently, before I was asleep. I slept well in Mommy's arms. No 
surprise! As Mommy woke me, I heard the pilot's voice advising 
that we were around half an hour away from landing. I was still half 
asleep, but aware that Mommy was patting my diapered bottom 
gently. What a perfect way to come back to awareness.  

"I think we'd better get you back into your seat, honey 
bunny. You've been a very good boy. You slept all the way through 
without waking up or crying, even though you've got a wet diaper 
on."  

 I looked at her, puzzled.  

"Oh, it's alright sweetie. Mommy checked while you were all 
sleepy byes. It's not too wet though. Mommy doesn't need to change 
you on the plane."  

That was a relief. I sat up slowly and somewhat stiffly in the 
seat and moved back to the window seat I’d been in originally. I 
smiled to myself as I realised how tightly I was clutching my blankie 
and plane toy. I didn't want to let either go.  

Mommy folded the blanket, placing it on the aisle seat that 
she'd vacated. She drew the curtain back from around our seats and 
I could see the rest of the passengers settling down for landing.   

Glynis, the Chief Stewardess, came along the aisle towards 
us. She was smiling broadly, looking alternately from my wife to 
me. She stopped at the end of our row.  

"Hi, Marie...good flight?"  

"Marie?" How come she was addressing my wife, her 
customer, by her first name?  
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"Yes, really good. Thank you."  

"And how was baby?"   

My heart skipped. Glynis was looking directly at me.  

 "Oh, the baby was fine! He slept right through after his 
feed." Marie replied.  

"He's a clever boy, isn't he?" Glynis said.  

"You're obviously training him well!"   

 I was stunned by their conversation.  

"How did he do with the Enfamil? I hope it was alright for 
him. I only wish I could have let you have a baby bottle for him, but 
we've got a crew supervisor on board this trip, so I would have 
found it hard to explain."  

"Don't even give it another thought. He managed fine with 
the sippy cup, although he'll be back to the bottle once we're off the 
plane."  

"I've got to go now, Marie," Glynis said, "But I’ve checked my 
schedule and I’m Chief Stewardess on your flight home too, so the 
bottles and formula for baby won't be a problem." She turned to me. 
"And you be a good baby for Mommy, you hear me?" Instinctively, I 
nodded that I would.   

Glynis chuckled and said, "He's such a cutie! See you next 
week." She strode off down the aisle with a wink.  

I looked at my wife incredulously. What had just happened?  

"Did you enjoy that, baby?"  

Wha...? Wha...?" was all I could get out.  

Glynis and I were at University together. We were 
inseparable, but we lost touch once we'd graduated. She was such 
fun at Uni, always in charge and it was her that introduced me to 
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Femdom. It was amazing to see what she could get pretty much any 
guy to do for her if she took charge of them. We lost count of the 
number of times we had meals and drinks bought for us. Guys 
would buy us gifts hoping that we would give them some attention 
and a smile. There was never any question of us having sex with 
them. Ever. They understood that, but still begged to spend time 
with us. I remember one particular guy begging Glynis to lead him 
around the halls we lived in, on all fours on a dog collar and leash. 
The thought amused her. She eventually did it and he was giddy 
with excitement. When she brought him back into our flat, she 
made him masturbate into a dog bowl and then lick it up."  

I listened intently. This was news to me!  

"I watched him as he did it. He didn't take his eyes off her for 
a second. He had that devoted puppy dog look. When he eventually 
came for her she told him to clean the dog bowl with his tongue, 
then show her and get out. He obeyed her totally." She smiled at the 
memory. "I was getting hot too. I loved the idea of being able to get 
a man to obey and worship me like that."  

"But when...?" I tried to interject.  

"We re-established contact on Facebook about a year ago. 
She asked if I’d found a submissive guy and I told her about you, 
and how I babied you. She thought it would be fun to meet up and 
that was when we co-ordinated to be on this flight. She told me 
she'd be happy to help a friend flying with a young baby."  

"Please fasten your seat belts." the captain's voice came 
across the intercom. “We’re going to be having some slight 
turbulence over the next few minutes.”  

 Although I didn’t realise it at the time, his words turned out 
to be an accurate metaphor for my life over the coming weeks and 
months.   

  



The Flight of a Baby 

 
47 

Epilogue 
  

 don’t normally include an epilogue to any of my stories, 
but felt that this one perhaps deserved one.  

 

 The story, although not 100% true, is largely an accurate 
account of a flight I took with a Mommy several years ago. Any 
babying which took place was, as you will read, very gentle and 
done in a very private way. No one else on the plane was aware of 
what Marie & I were doing. The thrill of being infantilised, 
effectively in a public place, was incredibly exciting.  

 

 
 

 

Now, go to www.abdiscovery.com.au and end enjoy the full 
61,000 word book. 


