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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 
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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 
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. 



Tales From The Nursery 

 
9 
 

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. 

 

Michael Bent 
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The Infancy Contract 

 
 

Chapter One 
 

oe had known he was in big trouble long before he had 
arrived at the extensive mansion of his uncle. He was not 
the kind of man to call you up and demand your attendance 

for a social chat. He was all business and not one to waste time. He 
knew that he was only going for a bollocking at best and at worst… 
Well, he didn’t want to think of that. 

Joe had suffered through a largely sleepless night, preparing 
his defence and in his mind, was performing brilliantly. But just as 
when he had a few years earlier, had to make a defence for another 
infraction with the police, he was a blundering fool and looked just 
like one. 

As he travelled to his uncle’s mansion, his tension rose and his 
fear expanded. He knew exactly what the topic was going to be. And it 
wasn’t going to be a chat. It would be a lecture or worse… a demand 
for something he couldn’t possibly conform to. 

J 
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Ouch. 

Trouble ahead. 

 

 
 

"The thing is, Joe, you do owe me a considerable amount of 
money. There was the four-week holiday in the Maldives last year, 
as well as each and every expense you racked up while you were 
there. There was the loan for the car as well as the money for the 
engagement ring when you decided that you and Loren wanted to 
be married. The way I see it is that in the last eighteen months or so, 
I've lent you at least £30,000." 

My uncle sat back in his chair and raised his eyebrows 
expectantly, anticipating a response. 

I felt like a naughty child being told off for overspending my 
pocket money but the truth was that Uncle James was right. I had 
abused his good nature and blown just about every penny in my 
pursuit of Loren, who I had genuinely believed loved me as much as 
I loved her. Unfortunately, when she had realised that the money I 
was spending wasn't mine and that I - or we -would be expected to 
pay it back, she chose to leave, taking the £5,000 engagement ring 
with her. I, meanwhile, was left with the debt and an Uncle who, 
rightly so, was more than a little curious as to when he could expect 
to be repaid. 

I'd lived with my family for years in Italy. I was born there, 
to British parents. I'd visited the UK a couple of times when I was 
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much younger but can't say I enjoyed it too much. The weather was 
always too cold and wet, even during what was laughingly referred 
to as their 'Summer'.  

At the time this conversation took place, I was 22 years old. I 
was, and still am, smaller than average height and look 
considerably younger than my chronological age. I have even been 
mistaken as a pre-teenager which didn't amuse me one bit. I 
remember Loren finding it hilarious though! 

I looked at Uncle James. Dressed, as always in white shirt 
and tie, he looked at me, tapping the ends of his fingertips lightly 
against one another as he waited for my reply. I gulped, trying to 
moisten my parched throat and mouth. 

"I... er..." I croaked and swallowed again, clearing my throat 
and taking a deep breath. "I... er... hadn't realised it was that much, 
Uncle." 

That was a lie. I had expected the figure to be considerably 
higher and was happy it was less than my worst expectations.  

"I'm giving you the benefit of the doubt, Joe. If I listened to 
your Aunt's advice, we'd be looking a lot closer to £40,000." 

"Oh," I said, punctuating his comment and lapsing further 
into my guilty feeling. "I see."  

I looked down at my feet, trying to think of what I could say 
or do to ease my growing discomfort. I had nothing. There was no 
excuse and we both knew it. I'd enjoyed a lifestyle with Loren over 
those months that I simply couldn't afford and now it was time to 
pay it back and I had no clue how I could do it. 

My Uncle James was very wealthy. £30,000 or even £40,000, 
although both considerable sums, would have not made even a 
small dent in his wealth. He owned several art galleries throughout 
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Italy and indeed all of Europe. £40,000 to him might represent a 
day's profit on selling some artwork or other. Having said that, 
however, he hadn't become wealthy by giving out multiple five-
figure hand-outs to people who had no means of repaying it. Family 
connections, in this instance, had initially outweighed his business 
instinct. 

"I'm sure you understand that there comes a point when the 
money needs to be repaid somehow?" 

"Well yes, I knew that I’d have to pay it back but I just didn't 
think that it had gotten so much, so quickly." 

My uncle sniggered although without any humour. 

"Five-star accommodation, a rather nice, almost new 
Porsche sports car and diamonds don't come cheaply young man."  

"No, Uncle. I realise that." 

"It's rather a pity that the realisation didn't dawn a little 
sooner, Tom," he said, leaning forward. "So, how do you intend 
paying this money back to me?" 

I mumbled a weak response that when I got a job, I'd make 
sure that the money was paid back from my wages and I would get 
a loan so that he could have his money back sooner and..." 

He knew I was clutching at straws. I had no job, no prospect 
of a job and nowhere to live. The holiday had passed. Loren had 
gone with the ring and I had a second-hand Porsche that would 
soon need money spent on it. The expression on his face told me 
clearly that he wasn't going for it. He gazed solidly at me, looking 
increasingly sceptical with every word that came from my mouth. 

"Hmmm. I don't think you believe that any more than I do, 
Joe," he said. "Jobs aren't easy to come by. Any job you got would 
not be highly paid and it would take an age to pay me back. No bank 
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is going to hand you £40,000 with no credit record to speak of so it 
looks to me, old boy as if you're stuck!" 

Of course, he was right and he knew it. I was flummoxed. I'd 
been an idiot and, although Uncle James didn't use that word, he 
knew it too. I sat waiting for any pronouncement he was about to 
make. He pushed himself back in his seat and swung his chair 
around so that he was looking out of his study window away from 
me. I could just see the top of his head as he spoke. 

"I’ve been speaking to one or two people, Joe." He paused, I 
imagined formulating his words. "There really are very, very few 
positions for which you might be suited. However, there is one that 
looks a strong possibility. Well, that's how it seems to me anyway." 

He turned his chair once more so that he was facing me.  

"I've spoken to a cousin of mine. Your Aunt Louise, although 
you've not met her. She's the youngest on that side of the family and 
she mentioned that she would have a position available in her 
home, starting at the beginning of next month." 

I had no clue who Aunt Louise was or what she looked like. 
I'd heard her name mentioned at family gatherings but beyond that, 
nothing. 

"She wasn't very specific about the post she has in mind, but 
she did say it pays £100 per day and includes all of your food, 
lodgings and, she says here, a very generous clothing allowance." 

He looked up from the piece of paper on which he had jotted 
the details and looked at me for my reaction. Just based on the 
information he'd given me, I was interested. I'd have been a fool not 
to have been. 

"Does she give any idea of what the job entails?" 

Uncle James glanced again at the paper and shook his head.  
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"No, nothing like that."  

I saw him read further. 

"She does say that the post is a live-in one. You'd be expected 
to live in the house with her." 

"How many bedrooms are there in the house?" I asked, 
curious to get some idea of the place I was going to live. 

"There are eighteen bedrooms," he said matter-of-factly. 
"150 acres of land. It's a very nice house. Been in her family for a 
long time. I know she's in the process of having a few rooms 
redecorated at the moment, but I suspect she'll be rattling around 
the place like a pea in a drum." 

A mental vision of an ancient spinster Aunt - resembling 
Miss Havisham - leapt into my mind. That was swiftly dismissed as 
Uncle James continued. 

"Your Aunt Louise is 27. She inherited everything a little 
while ago when her parents were in a helicopter crash on the way 
back from Ascot. Awful time, of course. You were away having your 
jollies with that young woman at the time. I wouldn't expect you to 
remember." 

He was right. I had no memory of anyone in the family dying 
so tragically. 

"I have heard that she often has friends to stay and she’s 
fond of an occasional party but, beyond that, I know nothing about 
her life. We have an occasional chat on the phone..."  

His words trailed off. 

I hadn't expected him to tell me that Aunt Louise was so 
young. She was only five years older than me and clearly loaded! 
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This post in her household - as that's what it sounded like - was 
very interesting. 

"She does say though, that you would need to sign a two-
year, exclusive contract to be employed by her. Your first thirteen 
months wages would automatically be paid to me. £100 per day for 
400 days. After that, any monies you earn will be paid into your 
bank account. She says here that if you break the contract and leave 
early, then any monies paid by her, to you, up to that date are to be 
repaid in full to her." 

That last part sounded a little harsh but hey, this was a way 
of getting my debt paid off in full and still walking away at the end 
of two years with over thirty grand! What was there not to like? 

"So, what do you think?" Uncle James asked. 

"It sounds really good," I replied, trying to hide my 
enthusiasm. "I think it could be the solution if you're willing to 
accept repayment over that period." 

"Yes," he nodded. "Thirteen months sounds better than 
never to me." 

"So, how do I get in touch with Aunt Louise?" I asked, eager 
to find out more. 

"She's coming out here at the end of the week. She flies into 
Milan mid-afternoon on Friday. You can take the car and meet her 
there. It would be a good time to chat about your new position on 
the journey back here." 

"Okay," I said eagerly. "I'll do that." 

"Alright then," Uncle James said, rising from the chair. "I’m 
delighted that you're going to do this. It'll be the making of you." 
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Even now, two years later, I think back to his final comment 
and wonder if he knew what I was going to made into. 
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Chapter Two 
 

he airport was as busy as I’d expected it to be. It was 
Manic. I'd been told that Aunt Louise, despite her 
relative youth, had traditional values and ideas. She 

was not without humour, Uncle James had said, but his advice was 
to do whatever I could to impress her as I would be in her employ 
for the foreseeable future and so, I’d made an effort to impress. I'd 
dug out my suit, new tie and a clean shirt and stood near her plane's 
exit gate within five minutes of it landing. I wanted her to see that I 
could be punctual and reliable.  

I'd seen a photograph of her a day or so before and she was 
more beautiful than I’d anticipated. Somehow, I’d never looked at 
or thought about, relatives being attractive. However, Aunt Louise 
was very attractive. In different circumstances, I could have been 
extremely interested! 

I stood with my sheet of A4 paper, across which I’d printed 
her name. "Louise Harrison".  

I felt like an idiot standing holding it in front of me, but it 
seemed a better method than potentially calling out to strangers. I 
needn't have worried though. I recognised her the instant she came 
through the exit door. Her photos didn't do her justice. She was 
much more attractive, stunningly so. I moved along behind the 
others who were waiting to meet passengers from the plane, trying 
to catch her attention. Her long, blonde hair made it easier to track 
her through the bustling crowd. 

After a few more seconds, she saw me beckoning towards 
her. She smiled without parting her lips and strolled elegantly 
towards me. Her eyes were the deepest blue and I felt mesmerised 
by her. 
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"Hello," she said warmly. "You must be Joseph?" 

"Yeah. It's Joe actually. I'm pleased to meet you, Aunt 
Louise."  

I must have sounded feeble as I stumbled over my greeting 
and I felt myself blush. She looked me up and down and spoke 
again. 

"I think I prefer 'Joseph' if you don't mind. Joe just sounds so 
perfunctory to me." 

"Oh, right!" I babbled, not really certain what perfunctory 
actually meant.  

"Joseph it is then," she said, gesturing that I should take her 
case and carry-on bag from her. 

"Good flight?" I continued in a weak effort to keep the 
conversation, any conversation going. 

"Not bad. First Class can be rather dreary sometimes, but the 
food and champagne were actually very good." 

First Class? This was a lady with some style and the money 
to back it up.  

I guided Aunt Louise to the car which I’d parked close by. 
Uncle James had lent me one of his Mercedes to collect her. Aunt 
Louise sat in the back as we drove the few miles back to the house. 
As we left the car park, Aunt Louise spoke, her self-confidence and 
bearing belying her years. 

"You know why I’m here, don't you, Joseph?" she said. 

I glanced in the rear-view mirror and replied.  

"A short holiday?"   

She chuckled slightly.  
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"If you can call 24 hours a holiday then possibly yes."  

I looked at her in the mirror once again waiting for her to 
elaborate. Her eyes found mine in the reflection. 

"I've come to collect you and take you back to England with 
me. It's important for me to see, before anything is formalised, that 
you are - to put it bluntly - up to the standard I need to work for 
me." 

She must have seen my look of surprise at her bluntness.  

"Well, there's no point in pretending otherwise, Joseph. I've 
not met you before and you've had no interview and yet you're 
going to be employed by me for the next couple of years." She 
paused briefly for effect. "To be honest with you, I’m only taking 
you on as a favour to James, so that he can get the money back that 
you wasted on yourself and that tart." 

Obviously, Loren and I had been discussed. My debt to Uncle 
James was no secret. 

"I will expect you to sign a contract before we fly back 
tomorrow. Your employment will begin from the moment your pen 
leaves the paper. I won't tell you that again. Do you think you'll 
remember that, Joseph?" 

"Yes, I think so." I agreed, slightly taken aback by her 
directness.  

'Still,' I thought to myself, 'You don't become successful by 
being indecisive.' 

A silence descended over the car for a minute or so as I built 
up my courage to ask a question. 

"Aunt Louise?" 

"Yes, Joseph?" 
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"I was wondering... well, no one's given me any idea what my 
job is going to be and I just thought that..." 

She stopped me with a dismissive wave of her hand and 
turned to look out of the car window. 

"There are many facets to your new role, Joseph. It will be a 
learning experience for you and one which will necessitate you to 
modify some of your more thoughtless characteristics. The first 
thing you'll need to learn is that I'll expect you to do as you're told. 
Having said that, none of the things you're going to be doing are too 
onerous. You'll soon fit into a routine. An everyday routine. A 
typical routine."  

I glanced back at her, wondering why she had repeated 
herself. No explanation was forthcoming although I did think I saw 
a smile play around her red lip-sticked lips. I went back to driving, 
reconciling myself to the idea that I was going to be some sort of 
odd-job man for her, learning on the job as it were.  

Aunt Louise's visit and manner continued in much the same 
vein. I had clearly been discussed by Uncle James and Aunt Louise 
during her time at the house and I'd been told to pack a case for my 
trip to England. 

"Don't go mad though, Joseph." she had said. One suitcase 
will be all you'll need. Any clothes, toiletries and such that you need 
will be bought for you once we're home. You may bring a few of 
your personal belongings. That'll be fine." 

So, as she'd instructed, I packed one suitcase with basic 
clothes. T-shirts, jeans, shoes, etcetera. I wondered what kind of 
uniform or outfit I'd be expected to wear once we'd arrived at Aunt 
Louise's home. 
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Chapter Three 
 

Joseph?"  

 

 

Aunt Louise's voice echoed down the hallway to my room. 

"Yes?" I shouted my reply. 

"A moment of your time please?" 

"Coming!" 

I walked to the living room to find both Uncle James and 
Aunt Louise waiting for me. They both smiled warmly as I entered 
the room. I returned their smiles. 

"Come in and sit down, Joe old boy," Uncle James said in his 
strangely stuck in the 1940's voice that I used to tease him about 
when I was a kid. I smiled at the reminder.  

"Your Aunt and I have sorted out a contract of sorts for you 
to sign. There's a fair bit of legalese in there but basically, by signing 
it, you're agreeing to her being your guardian for the next couple of 
years." 

"A guardian? But that's just for little kids isn't it?" I queried. 

"A long time ago that was the perceived wisdom, but things 
have changed, legally speaking. You see, we're doing it this way 
because if you go back to the UK as an employee, it opens up all 
kinds of red tape and administration problems. You'd have to apply 
for visas and other documentation. We'd have to submit birth 
certificates, documents of residency, medical records and so on. 
However, by agreeing to Aunt Louise becoming your guardian then 
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you can enter the country immediately on your passport and live 
with her without questions being asked. As her ward, your Aunt is 
simply agreeing to oversee your welfare and guaranteeing that you 
will not become a drain on the state by claiming any benefits during 
your time in the UK. She will effectively be your sponsor. The 
contract also states that the £100 per day figure that I mentioned to 
you the other day is paid directly to my account here in Italy at the 
end of each week." 

"I see."  

I nodded my understanding. Actually, it was more a nod of 
resigned acceptance that this was something I had to go along with 
if I was to ever clear my debt. Uncle James slid what appeared to be 
three sheets of A4 paper across the table towards me, his own 
silver fountain pen laid across them. In actuality, each sheet was 
three sheets of paper stapled together. 

"Three sets?" I queried. 

"Yes, there are three sets, Joseph," Aunt Louise interjected. 
"One for each of us. Your Uncle and I will keep ours safe of course 
and you should make arrangements for your copy to be kept 
somewhere safe too." 

I shook my head, puzzled. I didn't have anywhere secure to 
keep my copy. 

"But I don't think that I have - " 

Aunt Louise cut me short.  

"Oh, I'm quite sure that your Uncle James and I can keep 
your copy secure for you if that would be easier for you." 

"Well," I responded, knowing I sounded rather weak. "If it's 
no trouble." 
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"No, Joe. It's no trouble. You can leave your copy of the 
contract here. I doubt that you'll need it anyway. It's just more of a 
legal agreement that you're prepared to commit to paying back 
your debt by living with Aunt Louise." 

I nodded my understanding. 

"So, if you sign the contracts, Joseph, we can get going," Aunt 
Louise said. 

"Going?" 

"Yes. Going. To the airport. The plane leaves in three hours 
and check-in is in an hour."  

She placed her delicate fingers on top of the contracts and 
turned them anti-clockwise towards me. She tapped a finger on the 
dotted line, indicating where I should sign. The firmness of the 
tapping seemed to indicate the increasingly pressing need for me to 
add my signature. 

I removed the lid from my uncle's pen and signed each sheet. 
I then replaced the silver lid and passed two copies of the contract 
to my uncle and the other to Aunt Louise who remained impassive 
on my right side. 

"Good!" she said, sliding her copy of the contract towards 
her. She folded it once and slipped inside her handbag, snapping the 
catch shut with finality. "Come along then. The taxi will be here 
shortly. Bring your case to the front door, Joseph and I’ll meet you 
there. Hurry up." 

'Good grief,' I thought. 'Calm down woman!'  

I'd only just signed the contract and she had me fetching and 
carrying for her.  
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'Whatever happened to 'please'’? I thought as I went upstairs 
to get my case. 
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Chapter Four 
 

t took less than a minute before I was at the front door, 
case in hand. Aunt Louise looked at me disapprovingly 
but refrained from comment. I smiled lamely, hoping 

to get some sort of smile or acknowledgement from her. I got 
neither as she took a deep intake of breath and turned towards the 
taxi which was approaching the house, its wide tyres crunching the 
gravel ever more noisily as it neared us. 

Aunt Louise pointed at the two cases and indicated to me 
that I should put them into the boot of the car while she got 
comfortable. I loaded the cases and then got in beside her, closing 
the door as gently as I was able. I sensed that the noise of a 
slamming door was not high up on her likes list. 

The journey to the airport was quickly over. Only minimal, 
polite conversation had taken place between us. She asked about 
my likes and dislikes, my education and hobbies. It was hard to 
glean much information from her although it was obvious to me 
that she was used to being in control. 

Check-in was straightforward and Aunt Louise's explanation 
as to why she held on to my passport and documents was logical. As 
her ward, it would make complete sense. Although I didn't admit as 
much, I was happy for her to hang on to it for me. One less 
responsibility for me! It was only during the flight home that I 
began to wonder exactly what I was getting in to. Shortly after take-
off, Aunt Louise turned to me and said, 

"So Joseph, you're mine for the next couple of years."  

A smile played over her lips as she began to drip snippets of 
information to me. Clearly, I was only going to find out details as 
and when she deemed it necessary. 
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"You're going to be really well looked after in the next couple 
of years, Joseph. I'll be asking Kate, one of my employees, to look 
after you and supervise your training. You'll like Kate, I think. She's 
a year or so younger than you but she knows how to get things 
done. She's meeting us off this flight, so you'll meet her very soon. 
Kate reports directly to me. Remember though Joseph, a poor level 
of effort from you at any time will incur penalty clauses, as in the 
contract." She lifted her eyebrows, anticipating my  
understanding. 

"How do you mean? Penalty clauses?" I asked. 

"The penalty clauses in the contract, silly!" 

"I didn't see any mention of penalty clauses!" I replied, 
beginning to feel a building tension in the pit of my stomach. 

"Oh really? And whose fault might that be?" she asked 
patiently. 

"Well I just... and the er...  the thing with the..." I stammered. 

"Hmmm. Very astute and concise, Joseph. I couldn't have put 
it better myself." 

I stopped talking, well, I stopped babbling more like. 

"The penalty clauses are simply there to ensure that 
everything I require from you is completed to my, and Kate's, 
satisfaction. Any misdemeanour that either of us considers 
sufficiently significant adds a week to your contract. Surely you saw 
that before you signed the contract, Joseph?" 

"No, I didn't." 

"Well, that was silly of you, wasn't it? Let that be a lesson, 
young man, that you must always thoroughly read and understand 
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any document - particularly a legal one - before you add your 
signature." 

"But why penalty clauses?" I asked her. 

"Very simple. Your Uncle James needed a guarantee that he 
would get back all of the money that you borrowed and squandered 
on that tart. By being contractually bound to me for a minimum 
period of two years, it gives him the necessary security he needs as 
well as giving me the knowledge that you will complete your role 
within my household. By the time your contract is complete, Joseph, 
you will have fully repaid your debt and you will have a far clearer 
understanding of, and respect for, other people and particularly 
women." 

I wasn't completely clear what she meant but didn't feel that 
moment was the best time to ask for clarification. I felt I'd stretched 
her patience sufficiently. 

"I'm sure however that for some of your undoubted 
misdemeanours, that we'll be able to find an alternative way of 
getting you to comply. I have a feeling that if we didn't have an 
alternative to adding time to your employment, you'd still be with 
us in ten years’ time." She looked at me and smiled and, to my 
surprise, patted my leg lightly saying, "Although after a while you 
might prefer not to leave? Who knows, heh Joseph? Who knows?" 

She took her hand from my thigh and looked away from me, 
out of the window, leaving me with my thoughts. She's said quite a 
lot but I felt as though she'd told me very little that I hadn't already 
known. 

 

 



The Infancy Contract 

 
32 

 

 
 



The Infancy Contract 

 
33 

 

Chapter Five 
 

he flight passed without any problem and our cases 
were among the first to appear on the baggage 
conveyor. Without being told this time, I took each of 

the bags, leaving Aunt Louise to stride in front of me as though I 
was her lackey or servant, which was, I surmised, pretty much what 
I’d agreed to becoming. 

The automatic doors swung open as we left Arrivals. The 
first person I saw was a dark-haired girl who was stunning. Her hair 
seemed to glow in the reflected sunlight which streamed through 
the lounge glass panes. Her face broke into a broad smile as she saw 
Aunt Louise. I realised that this must be Kate. She was going to 
effectively be in charge of me during my time here, reporting back 
to Aunt Louise.  

Her clothes, like Aunt Louise's appeared expensive yet 
understated. Stylish without being showy. It would have been 
impossible for me not to find her attractive. 

"Hello, Louise!" Kate said as they leaned forward to embrace 
one another. "Good flight?" 

"Mmm. Pleasant enough thanks," Aunt Louise responded. 
"How're things with you? Is the house still in one piece?" she said, 
laughing. 

"Oh yes! Just as you left it with the exception of the new 
room. The interior designer just finished this morning, so 
everything is just as you directed." 

"Oh, goodie!" Aunt Louise said, slightly more animatedly 
than I’d seen her before. "I can't wait to see it!" 

"Oh, I'm sure you'll be pleased," Kate replied. 
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I placed the bags onto the trolley that Kate had brought with 
her and the two women walked in front as I guided the trolley 
through the crowds who were still milling around the Arrivals Gate. 
Kate occasionally glanced over her shoulder and smiled at me. Each 
time, I noticed, she leant close to Aunt Louise and whispered in her 
ear. I wondered if she was commenting on me. 
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Chapter Six 
 

unt Louise's house was enormous. In many, many 
acres of land. Even the driveway leading to the house 
was over half a mile long.  

Aunt Louise and Kate sat in the front of the car. Me being in 
the front hadn't been an option. I sat quietly in the back of the car as 
they chatted about Aunt Louise's trip and some house guests they 
were expecting and so on. General chit chat. There was nothing I 
could add or wished to add so I sat quietly until the car pulled up 
outside the main door. 

Aunt Louise and Kate got out of the car and I reached over to 
pull the door release handle. I pulled it but nothing happened. I 
pulled it once more and again the door didn't open. I tapped on the 
window to attract their attention. They were still chatting beside 
the car and Kate turned and smiled, waving her hand 
acknowledging my tapping. I felt foolish and leaned over to try the 
door on the other side of the car. Same result. Still locked. I was 
beginning to feel more than a little silly as the two women 
continued talking, ignoring me. I tapped again, prompting Kate to 
move towards the car slowly while finishing her conversation. As 
she placed her hand on the outside handle, I heard her say,  

"I'll aim to bring him down around seven so you can see how 
he's settling in!" 

'Did she mean me?' I wondered. My thoughts were 
interrupted by the click of the door releasing and then opening. 

"Out you come!" Kate said in a soft, encouraging way. It 
sounded as though she was talking to a child. "The child lock was 
on!" she laughed. "I leave it on all of the time, just in case I forget to 
set it when I've got a little one in the car." 
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I nodded my understanding and she continued.  

"I wouldn't have forgotten you so don't worry about me 
leaving you in the car! I won't do that."  

The implication I took from that was that she envisaged me 
being driven by her again and that I would have to accept her use of 
the child lock. I felt a slight twinge of humiliation, realising that I’d 
be perhaps dependent on Kate to let me out of the car in future. 

She pushed the door closed quite forcefully and then, to my 
surprise, held out her hand towards me, indicating that I should 
take it. I placed my hand over hers only for her to change its 
position so that she was holding my hand, effectively leading me. It 
felt different to the way I’d held hands with a girl before. She 
squeezed my hand gently and pulled me after her towards the 
house. 

"Can you see the turrets, Joseph?" she said, pointing 
skywards. "They're just like the ones they used to have on big 
castles with knights in shiny armour! They'd fire their arrows down 
on the naughty soldiers down here and they'd run away quickly!" 
She laughed as she chatted. "I think I’d run away too, wouldn't 
you?" 

"Yes. I suppose so," I answered slowly, unsure of why she 
was telling me this and more importantly, why she was telling me 
in this manner with that tone of voice. 

"C'mon!" she giggled. "Let's get inside before the men with 
arrows see us! Come on!" and, with that, she squeezed my hand and 
started walking quickly to the front door. "Phew!" she said 
exaggeratedly, "I think we're safe now! You haven't been shot have 
you?" she asked in mock concern. Suddenly she began to frisk me 
all over, patting me. "Thank goodness! Your Aunt Louise wouldn't 
have been very happy with me if you'd been shot with an arrow 



The Infancy Contract 

 
37 

 

before you'd even got into the house and seen your room would 
she?"  

She was obviously in a silly, playful mood and so I went 
along with it. 

"No, I don't think Aunt Louise would have been happy at all 
if I’d been shot!" 

"Right. Now that I’ve got you here safely, I need to take you 
up to your room. It's just been finished and Aunt Louise has chosen 
everything especially for you for your time here." She leaned to me 
conspiratorially, "Your Aunt Louise has spent a small fortune on 
your room, Joseph. She's had furniture specially made for you. It's a 
really special room. I know you'll like it." 

She held her hand out to me again and I allowed her to take 
my hand in hers once more. 

"I'm really pleased that your Aunt Louise has asked me to 
look after you and get you settled in," she chatted as we walked. "As 
a rule, those who I look after and oversee are younger than you are, 
but your Aunt Louise told me that your training is almost identical 
to those I’ve looked after in the past. So, you're in good hands." 

She looked at me and smiled. 

"You'll soon get used to how things are done here, Joseph. 
Trust me." 

Kate held my hand tightly, even if I’d loosened my grip, she 
was still firmly in control. We went upstairs along a corridor which 
reminded me of an upper-class hotel. Tastefully decorated yet 
functional in a house which was actively lived in.  

"You're in the room next to mine, Joseph," Kate said. "So, it's 
nice and handy if you need me for anything or if I need to pop in to 
see you." 
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I was quite pleased that Kate would be so close. She seemed 
really nice, if a little dippy. She clearly had a sense of humour and, 
although I hadn't seen any evidence yet, she was clearly a clever 
and responsible young woman to be entrusted with a new 
employee by Aunt Louise. 

"I know!" Kate said excitedly. "Why don't you close your 
eyes and I'll guide you into your new room? I'd really like you to get 
the full effect when you open your eyes." 

"If you want me to, then I suppose so," I said sheepishly. It 
felt a little silly, but it did no harm. 

"Okay. Hands over your eyes. No peeking now!" 

I closed my eyes and covered them with my palms. I 
genuinely couldn't see anything. I felt Kate's hand on my arm and 
heard the handle of the door being turned. A slight creak told me 
that the door had swung open. 

"Eyes closed now!" Kate reminded me. "Let's take a few 
steps straight ahead. I'll guide you don't worry. You won't bump 
into anything." 

The carpet in the room instantly felt more luxurious, even 
through my soft shoes. The air was warm and, I though a little 
sweet-smelling mixed with a smell of fresh paint. Even with my 
eyes closed, I could sense it was a good-sized room. 

I sensed Kate ease the door closed behind me and it closed 
with a deep clunk.  

Kate was close beside me now and I could feel her breath as 
she whispered, "Alright now, Joseph. I'm going to count down from 
five and when I say open, I want you to open your eyes. Do you 
understand?" 

I nodded and mumbled through my hands that I understood. 
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"Alright. Five, Four, Three, Two, One, Open!" 

I dropped my hands in anticipation and opened my eyes. My 
mouth, which had been fixed into a smile dropped and I felt the 
weight of my cheeks as my smile fell away. 

I was in a nursery.  

A baby's nursery.  

As my eyes surveyed the room it was hard to take it all in. 

"What the...?" I stuttered. "But this is not..." My voice faded 
away. 

All of the furniture was large. Much larger than was 
necessary for a baby. Everything seemed perfectly to scale. The 
white baby crib with lace drapes, the highchair, the playpen and the 
changing table were all adult sized. Then it hit me. The realisation. 
My mind couldn't process the idea. Such a thing would be 
ridiculous! 

I looked at Kate who had moved towards the crib whose 
barred side had been lowered. She lifted out an overly large, sandy-
coloured teddy bear.  

"Look who's here to say hello, Joseph!" She waved the bear's 
paw at me. "Hello, Joey!" Kate said in a childish voice. "How are you 
today?" 

I shook my head in disbelief, hoping that this wasn't real. 

"You're going to be my bestest friend of all!" Kate continued. 

"You're not serious that this is my room are you, Kate?" 

She placed the bear back onto the pale blue crib blanket and 
turned to me. For the first time, I saw a coolness in her eyes as she 
looked directly at me. She smiled but said nothing. Turning back 
towards the crib she idly ran her fingers over the lace which hung 
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either side of the barred sides before tapping one of the gaily 
coloured cloth animals that hung from the mobile attached to the 
headboard. My eyes looked at the mobile as it swayed slightly from 
side to side. I looked back at Kate to see that she was already 
staring at me, awaiting her moment. 

"Oh, I'm serious, Joseph. Not only am I serious but your 
Aunty Louise is serious too. Why do you think you're here? To 
work? To be an odd job man? To be a servant? What did you think 
you were going to be doing, Joseph? Tell me." 

My mouth had gone dry. Perhaps at the shock of my 
surroundings or perhaps the shock of realising that the situation I 
was in was now spinning wildly out of my control. 

"I thought I’d be helping out and cleaning." 

Kate smiled.  

"No, my dear, it's a little simpler than that. You're going to be 
a child again. A baby, in fact. Your Aunt decided that with the level 
of irresponsibility and selfishness you've shown over the last few 
years, that it was time to take you in hand as she put it, and retrain 
you so that you show consideration to the needs and situations of 
others. It's an important lesson that everyone has to learn at some 
point in their lives that just because they want something, doesn't 
necessarily mean they'll get it."  

She paused, watching my reaction as my new reality was 
sinking in.  

"Most people learn that when they're very young. It seems to 
your Aunt Louise that somehow you missed that part of your 
education so we're going to allow you to experience all those things 
again to see if you catch on this time." 

"I don't think so," I said. 
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Kate smiled and shrugged.  

"It doesn't really matter what you think, Joseph. Thinking is 
not one of the priorities we have for you while you're here. Every 
decision will be made for you - from what you wear, what you eat, 
how you eat, where you go and of course, how you'll be expected - 
and taught - to behave." 

"No. Not happening. You'll need to find someone else to play 
this game with," I said as forcefully as I could. 

Kate shrugged again, clearly unconcerned by my refusal to 
play along. I watched her as she ran her fingers over a small pile of 
pale blue and white clothing, rubbing the cloth between her fingers.  

"It will happen, Joseph. Most certainly. You see, there isn't a 
choice for you. This," she indicated the nursery with a sweep of her 
hand. "Is your world from now on. You've got a minimum of two 
years here." She smiled again. "I think you'll grow to like being in 
your nursery. I think you'll get used to it really quickly. You'll be all 
safe and secure. Someone else will make all of your decisions for 
you. You'll get lots of cuddling and be fussed over just like a real 
baby. Your Aunt Louise did ask me to make sure you were treated, 
as much as possible, like a real baby. I won't be carrying you 
around, more's the pity, but you'll soon get used to crawling 
everywhere rather than walking. Walking is just for grown-ups, 
isn't it? And that's not you." 

"I'm out of here!" I said. "You're crazy."  

I turned to the door and saw to my horror that there was no 
handle on the inside. I looked around quickly for an alternative exit 
and saw another door. I moved quickly towards it but soon realised 
that there was no inside handle on that either. 
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"Oh, really Joseph? You think all of this money has been 
spent without thinking of how we'd keep you in here? Now that 
would be silly, wouldn't it?" 

"I'm not doing this, Kate. Simple as that. I'm 22 years old. For 
God's sake, I'm older than you!" 

"Chronologically perhaps but I worked out a long time ago 
that there were consequences to my actions. This, Joseph, is your 
consequence. Regression." 

"No. Not happening," I said again automatically as I tried to 
think through what was happening. 

"Alright then. I'll leave you for a while to think things 
through. I'll just remind you before I go that there isn't an 
alternative to this. There just isn't. The sooner you accept it and our 
control over you, the better it will be. After all, what's so bad about 
being a little baby again?" 

Kate moved towards the other door and tapped a six-digit 
code onto a small box on the wall that I hadn't noticed. The door 
clicked open. Kate lowered her head thoughtfully as she eased the 
door open and then looked up at me. 

"I'll be back in a couple of hours, Joseph. I'm sorry there's no 
ensuite in this room but babies don't use the grown-up toilet, do 
they? They wear nappies. I'm sure that'll seem more important to 
you in a little while." 

Her lips formed a satisfied, wicked grin. She was in control. 
She knew it and loved it. 

"Oh, one final thing for you to contemplate. From now on 
you can call me 'Nanny' or 'Mummy'. Your choice.  'Nanny' or 
'Mummy'."  
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She grinned, turned and walked through the door. The click 
as it locked into place felt like a chapter marker on my old life. I 
lowered myself to the floor and looked around me. No detail 
seemed to have been missed. No detail had been too small to ignore. 
No expense had been spared. Every piece of furniture had been 
accurately scaled to adult size. Even the highchair with its padded, 
nursery print seat and feeding tray looked to have been specially 
made. None of these items was off the shelf. After all, where on 
earth could things like this be bought?  

The corridor outside the room was silent. I thought, for a 
moment, that I heard a movement in the next room, but I couldn't 
be sure. A small red LED caught my eye as it flashed steadily in one 
corner of the room, just below where the corner of the room met 
the ceiling, an inch or so under the coving which had been 
decorated with dancing, smiling teddy bears - each wearing 
dungarees of varying colours. A small camera lens was pointing 
directly at me. Who, if anyone, was watching me at that moment? 
Perhaps no one? Perhaps more than one person? I had no way of 
telling. This had clearly been planned for me, or someone else, 
many months before, years even. 

I stood up to more easily appraise the situation I now found 
myself in. I opened cupboard doors and found stack after stack of 
over large nappies. Each one had been decorated (or pre-printed) 
with an infantile design. They were no longer adult nappies. These 
were 'adult baby' nappies, of that there could be no mistake.  

Next to the nappies were packets, still sealed, of plastic pants 
of various type and design. Some were plain, others were made 
from frosted plastic and still more with nursery designs on or 
ruffles and frills on the seat of the pants.  

'Surely they can't be serious,' I thought.  

The evidence, however, was as obvious as it could be. 
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I felt a slight twinge in my groin, reminding me that I hadn't 
been to the bathroom in hours. Kate's words about there being no 
bathroom in the nursery echoed in my head. I tried to dismiss it, but 
it was difficult as the items I was looking at held the solution to that 
problem. It was an option I didn't want to consider. 

Pushed up against the wall furthest from the door through 
which I’d entered was an over-large changing table. The shelves 
under the vinyl pad were laden with an entire range of baby 
toiletries. Baby Powder, Baby Oil, Nappy Rash Cream, Vaseline and 
the containers went on and on - each in different pastel shades of 
one type or another. 

'Damn! I wished I hadn't thought about needing the 
bathroom.’ 

I sat on a large settee, covered with a nursery throw blanket. 
The design on the blanket matched the rest of the room. Friendly, 
smiling teddy bears in human clothes. Non-threatening but their 
presence was inherently ominous in their meaning for me.  

The minutes ticked by so slowly. There was no way in which 
I could accurately measure the passing of time. I rarely wore a 
watch and there was no clock in the nursery. 

My thoughts seemed to be in a loop of solution / problem, 
going round and round. As the door clicked open and I looked 
towards it, I was no nearer a plan for getting out of this than I had 
been when Kate had left me. 
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