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Suburban Life | 1. 

 
 

 

 

erry Williams was an adult baby.  

 

 

He had been since before he had even heard of the term. It 
wasn't a point of pride for him. In fact, it was something he went to 
great lengths to keep hidden from everyone he knew. It wasn't as if 
he felt he was doing something wrong, but he knew that confiding 
in friends and family would be complicated as they likely wouldn't - 
or couldn't understand - and that by forcing this aspect of his life on 
them, he would be asking them to carry that burden, that secret for 
him, and that didn't seem fair. So Terry did his best to navigate his 
life, finding succor for his baby desires where he could with phone 
sex operators, MP3s, and books, while at the same time struggling 
to make sure that the lines between his adult responsibilities and 
his baby needs never blurred. It was a difficult task, but one he felt 
he had done well with, at least as far as he could tell. 

Terry lived in a nice suburban neighborhood. It was 
populated mostly with young families, and despite being single, he 



Belle Means Beautiful 

7 
 

was well-liked and welcomed. Of all his neighbors, Mary was his 
favorite. She was one of those people who always seemed to exude a 
lightness about her. Even when she was having a bad day, she never 
let it get her down. She and her husband, Freddy, always made sure 
to go out of their way to include Terry in the goings-on in the 
neighborhood, and their kids loved to play in his yard.  

Yes, he loved everything about them, with the possible 
exception of Mary's preoccupation with setting him up on dates. 
She apparently had an inexhaustible number of friends that she was 
absolutely certain would be just perfect for him. It was a sweet 
gesture for sure, but with Terry's workload and need to regress 
whenever he could, it just seemed a little complicated. Imagine if he 
confided in one of Mary's friends about his need to be a baby, or 
worse yet, what if she discovered it by accident? That could ruin not 
just his relationship with that woman, but by extension his 
relationship with Mary, and go on to make him a pariah in the rest 
of the neighborhood as well. No, that was just a little too, too risky 
for his tastes, and so he continued to politely brush them off after a 
couple of dates, telling Mary that there just wasn't a spark, or 
something similar. This seemed to maintain his friendship with 
Mary while allowing him to engage in his adult baby activities free 
from discovery. 

It was on one of those soft, warm summer afternoons that 
come along every so often, that Terry, on one of his rare afternoons 
off, and despite him being in full baby mode at the time, had 
decided to pull the upstairs curtains back and open his windows to 
let the cooling breeze waft through his bedroom. He then laid back, 
sucking on his white adult pacifier and snuggling his large stuffed 
kitten while he listened to one of his favorite Adult Baby hypnosis 
audios. He was quite relaxed and truly enjoying the effects of the 
gentle voice telling him what a baby he was, and how he needed to 
be in diapers always when there was a ringing of his doorbell. 
Frustrated at being disturbed, he got up, still dressed as the baby he 
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needed to be and went downstairs to see who it might be. He was 
careful to avoid being seen, so he peered through the side window 
to the door, and seeing nobody there, but a package on his stoop, he 
decided to just grab it. It was a bit risky since all he was wearing 
was his triple-thick cloth diapers, yellow carousel plastic pants, and 
a pink T-shirt that had Pampers written on the front in baby blue, 
but he felt he would only be visible for a moment, so he would go 
for it. The truth was that the risk of his discovery, as minimal as it 
may have been, added a level of danger to the act that he found 
titillating. 

He opened the door and stuck his head out. He looked 
around, and upon seeing nobody on the street, stepped out onto the 
stoop, bent over to grab the package, and then reentered his house 
without anyone being the wiser. He felt quite pleased with himself, 
and when he saw that the package contained some adult baby 
books he had ordered, was doubly pleased with himself. He opened 
the box and grabbed the first book in it and walked back to his 
bedroom, still sucking his paci, and laid back down while still 
clutching his very favorite stuffed kitty, and began to read. He had 
decided that the spell that the audio recording had created was 
broken, so he would start it over some other time, and instead focus 
on the promises this new book held for him. As he snuggled in, 
feeling the cooling breeze flow over him, he was convinced that this 
was just the best day ever. 

As he read, imaging that it was he who was being reduced to 
a simpering baby by a dominant woman, he felt all of his stress 
simply melt away. Terry didn't have to be told by some Psychiatrist 
that this type of regression was important to his health. He could 
feel it, and so he was determined to enjoy his baby time without any 
further interruptions, and he did. 

It wasn't long after that afternoon that there was an 
invitation to the annual block party that showed up in his mail. 
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Terry liked his neighbors, he liked them all a lot, but he also knew 
that these affairs were mostly family-oriented, and being a single 
man, well, he always felt just a little bit awkward. Still, he knew that 
Mary would never allow him to just bow out gracefully, constantly 
fretting that he was so alone, and so he did the only thing he could 
do. He signed up to bring a side dish and then he just waited for the 
date to arrive. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad, but he wished he could 
have had the day to be in his diapers instead. 

He hadn't seen either Mary or Freddy leading up to the party, 
which was a little odd for them, so after he dropped off his baked 
beans, he went in search of them. He spotted Mary first. She was by 
herself, with a drink in her hand, and was reclining slightly on a 
picnic bench with her back against the table. She was wearing a 
floral top, a pair of light yellow shorts, sunglasses, and sandals. He 
smiled at her as he approached, and she waved him over. 

“Hello, stranger,” was her chipper greeting. “Where have you 
been keeping yourself these days that you couldn't even find time to 
say 'hi' to a friend and neighbor?” 

It was always so comfortable with Mary, and so he sat down 
next to her and shot back,  “I was about to ask you the same 
question. I haven't seen much of you or Freddy recently. Where is he 
anyway?” 

Mary made a lazy waving gesture towards a group of men in 
the distance. “Oh, he's over at the beer coolers with the other guys 
talking sports. But don't run off. Tell me, Terry, just what you've 
been up to? Have you read any good books lately?” She smiled, but it 
wasn't just a smile. It was like she knew something. He wasn't quite 
sure what to make of it, but then she said, “I'm reading this really 
amazing spy novel.” And he relaxed again. “I just love spy stories. 
Everybody's got a secret they're hiding, and nobody is who they 
seem to be. Everybody's got these double lives that you have to try 
to discover. I have to tell you, Terry, sometimes I wish I was a 
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character in one of those novels.” 

“You? Really?”  

He may have been a bit too dismissive of her and her dreams, 
but it was just that she was so very average and middle class that 
she could have posed for the poster. Block parties and PTA 
meetings, yes. Licensed to kill? He loved her dearly, but she just 
didn't give off that secret agent vibe. 

“Don't laugh! I've always wanted to be a spy ever since I was 
a kid. I used to spy on the people in our neighborhood when I was 
growing up, hoping to uncover a Russian sleeper agent or 
something like that.” There was an excitement in her voice. 

He found her admission to be absurd, but amusing, so he 
played along.  

“Did you? Did you uncover a Russian sleeper agent?” 

“No,” she said with a sigh. “Just Mr. Murray stepping out on 
his wife with the widow Stevens. That's the problem with being ten. 
You just don't know what to keep to yourself. I told my mom and a 
few of the other kids and before you knew it, the whole 
neighborhood was in an uproar. The widow Stevens moved to 
Florida to avoid the scandal, and the Murrays, well, that was one of 
the most acrimonious divorces I've ever seen. As the news spread, it 
turned out that Mrs. Murray had stopped having sex with Mr. 
Murray years before, and the whole neighborhood seemed to 
fracture over who people felt was truly at fault for the whole mess, 
but I knew that the whole thing was my fault, even though nobody 
said so. I'm telling you, Terry, I sure learned a valuable lesson about 
how destructive secrets can be that summer, and to keep my mouth 
shut about what people do in the privacy of their bedrooms after 
that.” She patted his thigh, turned and looked him in the eye in a 
knowing way, and said, “Nope, I'm telling you, I won't ever make 
that mistake again.” 
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He felt oddly uncomfortable about her confession. It was like 
she was talking in code, where the real message was buried 
underneath what she was actually saying,  The problem for Terry 
was that if she was talking in code, he didn't have the key to break it, 
and he was worried that that just might be important. He decided 
that his best course of action was to just change the subject.  

“Hey, I've noticed you haven't been suggesting any of your 
friends as potential dates recently. Have you finally given up on 
me?” 

“What? Oh heavens no.” Mary struck an assertive tone. “No 
sir, you are a challenge, and I've never backed away from a challenge 
in my life. I've just decided that I need to refine my search 
parameters a little.” She patted his thigh again. “Nope, only a certain 
kind of woman will do for you I've decided, but when I find her, you 
can be sure you won't be able to say no.” 

He smiled at her. Again, there was nothing truly ominous 
about what she was saying, but the way she said it just struck him 
as a little off. It was like there was an unspoken meaning to her 
words that he wasn't privy to, and that just wasn't really Mary's 
style. She was always so straight forward and direct, almost blunt, 
when they talked before. Still, he tried to console himself. She had 
been drinking, so maybe that was it, but he was eager to find a way 
out of this conversation regardless of the cause of it.  

“Well then, it sounds like I have no choice in the matter. I 
guess I'm just going to have to put myself into your capable hands 
and hope for the best.”  

She just looked at him as if she could see right through him 
and smiled a smile that you might see from someone who had just 
seen the way to checkmate in a game of chess. He just smiled back 
and said, “You said Freddy was over here?” 

She nodded and he stood up and went over to the beer 



Belle Means Beautiful 

12 
 

coolers, instantly feeling less freaked out. He found Freddy and 
several of the other men from the neighborhood standing around 
drinking and talking about the upcoming game. When Freddy saw 
him, he beamed. 

“Terry! There you are. Where have you been man? I haven't 
seen you in an age. I was just telling Mary the other day that we 
should probably go and check on you, to make sure you weren't 
dead, but she just laughed and  said we needn't bother since she 
saw you when she went over to your place to drop off that package 
we got for you by mistake.” 

“Package?” Terry was confused. He hadn't seen Mary in 
weeks, let alone received a package from her. What was Freddy 
talking about? 

“Yeah,” Freddy continued. “You know, the one with the books 
in it. Mary felt really bad about that, she honestly didn't realize it 
was for you when she opened it, but she said she was going to tape 
it back up and take it over to your house. Seriously, you don't 
remember any of this?” Freddy seemed quite surprised. 

Terry was now becoming a bit nervous. “Maybe she just 
dropped them off on the front step,” he said. “Tell me, Freddy, what 
kind of books were they, do you know?” 

“Nah, I didn't see them, and Mary never said. You know I 
could have sworn she said she had seen you. She had this great big 
smile on her face when she came back and I assumed you two had 
been talking. In fact, I asked her about it, but she just said it was 
nothing. Hey, you're not cheating on me with my wife, are you?” 
Freddy laughed. 

Terry laughed back and said, “If I was, would I tell you?”  

Despite his laughter, Terry was now uneasy. All these odd 
puzzle pieces were starting to come together, and he didn't like the 
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picture they made. He started to worry what Mary's cryptic little 
utterances earlier might have actually been trying to tell him, but he 
knew a block party certainly wasn't going to be the place to 
confront her about it though. As he reflected on his dilemma, he 
wasn't sure there was any place that would be safe to confront her 
about it. He tried to console himself with the knowledge that he did 
get lots of reading material sent to his home that had nothing to do 
with being an Adult Baby, and so there was no reason to believe that 
it wasn't one of those boxes that she had opened but based on how 
Mary was acting around him today, he didn't think he was going to 
be that lucky. He looked at Freddy and told him that he was feeling a 
little ill and that he was going to head home, but to please make his 
apologies to Mary and everybody else. Freddy said he would, and 
Terry left for home. 

When he got there, he took a moment to pour himself a 
drink, and then he stared across the room at the box that had had 
his adult baby reading material in it. At a glance, it seemed normal, 
and so he started to slowly regather his composure, but as he 
moved closer and took his time to examine the box more 
thoroughly, well, that's when things began to unravel. When he 
looked, he saw that the box had indeed been taped shut twice. 
That's when he felt a sense of panic set in as he realized his secret 
was out, and the only question remaining was, what was he to do 
now? His first instinct was to just sell his house and move out of the 
neighborhood before he had the chance to become the focus of all of 
his neighbor's scorn and ridicule, or maybe he could just avoid 
everybody else in the neighborhood until this all blew over. That's 
when the doorbell rang. He got up to answer it and found Mary 
standing there holding a plate of food. 

She looked at him and then to the drink in his hand and said, 
“Freddy told me you weren't feeling well, so I thought I better check 
in on you. You know sweetie, if that's the case, well, you really 
shouldn't be drinking that, should you?”  
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She then reached into her purse and pulled out a full baby 
bottle and his eyes widened in shock at the sight of it.  

“This would be more appropriate, I think. I've also made a 
plate of sweet potatoes, shredded chicken, and some mashed 
bananas for dessert. May I come in, or are you going to leave me 
standing on the stoop?” 
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Mommy's Home | 2. 

 
 

 

 

is breathing became fast and shallow, and his heart 
was in his throat. He stepped to the side and said,  
“Yes, come in. Please come in. Look, Mary, I just want 

to...” 

“None of that now,” she said. “First things first. Mommy 
wants to get you back into those beautiful big diapers and pretty 
plastic panties you were wearing the other day.” Her tone had 
instantly changed, and she was speaking to him in a manner that 
one usually reserves for babies and small children. “You know the 
ones. After all, Mommy doesn't want the wittle baby to have any 
accidents until he's got his diapies on. No, she doesn't, no she 
doesn't. Once we've got you all diapered up like the good little baby 
I now know that you are, then Mommy is going to feed you your 
baba and din-din before she puts you down for a nap.”  

She had a smirk on her face, and her look was that of total 
triumph. 

She took the drink from his hand and handed him the baby 
bottle. She then took him by the hand and led him upstairs to the 
bedroom. She took a moment to slowly survey the room with the 
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trained eye of a seasoned professional. 

 “Oh no, I don't care for this at all,“ she declared. “This is not a 
proper nursery. Where's the crib? Where's the changing table? And 
just look at these walls, they're too dark. A baby's nursery should 
have light, colorful walls. I'm afraid that we're going to have a lot to 
do, baby, before I'm satisfied that this is a room that's fit for a baby 
like you.” 

She continued her assessment and demanded with some 
amazement, “Why, I don't even see where your diapers are being 
kept, baby. Come on, let's show Mommy where your diapers are. Be 
a good boy. I want to see the ones I saw you wearing when I looked 
up here the other day.” 

He realized instantly that she meant the day he opened the 
curtains to let the breeze in. The day she delivered his books. The 
day his life took this unforeseen turn into the Twilight Zone. She 
must have seen him through the window in all his baby glory. 

He shuffled over to a tall dresser with his head bowed down 
and opened one of the larger drawers and revealed several stacks of 
adult-sized cloth diapers. He backed away and let her walk over and 
inspect his collection, which she did with great satisfaction. 

“Why are these hidden away?” she demanded. “This isn't 
very convenient for changing baby's diapers, you know. These need 
to be laid out, preferably near the changing table, so that when 
Mommy needs to get one, it's handy.”  

She grabbed two of the cloth diapers from out of the dresser 
and walked them over to the bed, where she spread them out. She 
started humming, “Twinkle Twinkle Little Star,”  and as she did, 
commented, “Oh yes, I'd almost forgotten just how soft and fluffy 
these cloth diapers could be. It's no wonder my little baby likes to 
wear them so much.” Then she stared him in the eyes and said, “And 
you do so like to wear them, don't you baby? Don't you like to wear 
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your big thick cloth diapers for Mommy? Feeling all that soft bunchy 
material wadding up between your legs? I bet you want to pee right 
now just thinking about it.” 

She was right. He had always preferred cloth diapers to 
disposables because they were both so thick and so soft. The feel of 
them between his legs, forcing his thighs apart, instantly had him 
feeling like such a baby. Still, how do you, as a man, tell a woman 
what this meant to you? How do you explain to her without seeming 
creepy? He just looked at her and feared her scorn. For her part, 
Mary couldn't be bothered, she had already moved on.  

“Alright,” she commanded, as she looked around. “Where's 
the rest of it? Powder, oil, wipes, pins, and those pretty yellow 
plastic panties? Come on baby, your bottle and food are getting 
cold.”  

He felt helpless to resist her as she took charge of him and 
the situation, and so he did as he was told. He felt so humiliated to 
be treated this way, but even that wasn't totally unwanted. It was 
like she had crawled inside his brain and was having fun just 
pushing all of his buttons. 

He again opened the dresser drawers and revealed the 
accoutrements of his baby life to her. She simply beamed with 
delight at the sight of it all. She found the white paci he had been 
using the previous day, took it out, and stuck it in his mouth, she 
then collected the powder, oil, yellow ducky diaper pins, and the 
yellow carousel plastic panties and led him to the bed. She had him 
strip naked before her and then had him sit down on the diapers 
she had prepared. She then reached down, grabbed his legs, and in a 
swift single motion, swung him around so he was now laying on the 
diapers, looking up helplessly at her as she prepared to diaper him 
like the baby he was. 

For his part, Terry was feeling very exposed. Not just 
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physically because he was naked before her, but emotionally as well. 
He had never felt this vulnerable before, and he secretly liked it. He 
bemoaned to himself as to why was it that he was incapable of 
stopping this, or seemingly even wanted to? 

“There,” she declared. “That looks better. Now, let's get you 
pinned into those diapers before baby goes wee wee and wets the 
bed. Mommy knows just how little control you baby boys seem to 
have when you're getting your diapers changed. Why, it seems that 
you just can't seem to help going wee wee when your diapies are 
off, can you?”  

She giggled softly and then started humming the same 
nursery tune again as she applied a large amount of powder to his 
bottom and then began to oil his “pee-pee.” Terry was embarrassed, 
but he couldn't prevent himself from getting hard, either. Mary 
looked down at him, and with a wry smile on her face. 

“Oh, you nasty boy. How is poor Mommy ever going to get 
your diapers on you if you behave like this? I guess Mommy will just 
have to take care of this as well, won't she?” 

With that, Mary began to slowly glide her hand up and down 
his oiled shaft, all the while still humming that same little nursery 
tune to him, as if to reinforce his infant nature. Mary began to speak 
in a low tone. 

“Yes, baby likes his diapers. Baby needs his diapers, doesn't 
he? Oh, it feels so good doesn't it, when Mommy changes your 
diapers, baby. Mommy's helpless little baby in diapers. Mommy's 
sweet, helpless little baby in diapers. Baby always in diapers for 
Mommy, forever. That's it. That's a good boy for Mommy. Show 
Mommy how much you love your diapers, baby.” 

He sucked his pacifier slowly and became lost in the sounds, 
scents, and feel of his diaper change. He had never had somebody 
else diaper him before, and the total lack of power and control that 
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was being forced on him was indescribable. He was soon erupting 
in her hand, surrendering his manhood to her, but instead of crying 
out in ecstasy like a man, he instead began a stream of incoherent 
baby babbling. He had never done that before, and if he had been in 
full possession of all of his faculties, it might have scared him, but in 
his current state, all he recognized was the uninhibited freedom he 
felt from not being chained to words, and instead of being allowed a 
complete, unfettered emotional release. 

“That's a good baby, let it all out for Mommy,” Mary chuckled 
as she wiped her hands on the front of his diapers before pinning 
them in place. She looked at him as she pulled his plastic pants into 
place and cooed at him. “Doesn't that feel better now, baby? Yes, 
such a good baby for Mommy. All nice and tucked in, in your pretty 
little diapers and safely contained in your plastic panties. You can 
make all the messes in your diapies that you want to, now. I can't for 
the life of me understand why you've been pretending to be a man 
in front of me all this time when it's clear to me now what a baby 
you are. No wonder I couldn't find a woman for you, silly. I was 
looking for a potential wife for you when what I should have been 
looking for was a nice Mommy to look after you instead! Now that I 
know what I'm looking for, I have no doubt that I'll find somebody 
to take care of you soon, my little baby. In the meantime though, I'll 
be happy to step in and  feed and change you when you need.” 

She sat him up and took a onesie from the dresser and 
placed it on him. It was white and had a pink teddy bear on the 
chest, with pink ribbing, and she was beaming as she was snapping 
it at the crotch. She next selected a bib for him. It was white 
terrycloth on one side with white plastic on the other. Both sides 
were adorned with pastel baby blocks and had red ribbing around 
the neck. She marveled at the transformative effect it had on his 
appearance as she held it up in front of him. There was no denying 
his baby nature while he was dressed in diapers and a onesie, but 
somehow, the bib seemed to make it all the more adorable, and then 
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she took him by the hand and led him back downstairs. The double 
diapering not only filled out his plastic panties in a most prominent 
manner, but it accentuated the waddle he had when he tried to 
walk. She giggled out loud as she watched him try to move, as it 
made just the sweetest, most ridiculous picture ever. 

When they got downstairs, she had him sit down and then 
tied his bib into place, and commented about the baby blocks it had 
on it, and how fitting they were for “such a wittle baby.” She then 
removed his paci, and once he was situated, she began to spoon-
feed him his dinner. There was a constant stream of baby talk while 
she was shoveling the food into his mouth.  

“Oh, who's a good baby? Who's a good baby? Terry is. Terry's 
a good baby for Mommy, isn't he? Open up, baby. Eat all your 
nummy food for Mommy. That's it... That's my good baby. Oh, 
Mommy is so pwoud of her wittle baby.”  

Mary could have gotten any type of food from the block party 
to bring to Terry, but she went directly to the baby's table when 
making her choices. She had wondered if anyone noticed since her 
children were clearly too old for these offerings, but she didn't care. 
It was just too enticing to get baby food for her new baby. 

As Terry submitted to her attention, he felt helpless to resist 
her. He was humiliated by every word she uttered, but he 
desperately craved them at the same time. It was so emasculating to 
be talked to in this way, but it was also so nurturing and reassuring, 
and he had longed to be babied like that for so long. He felt like his 
mind was being torn into two. When she finished feeding him, she 
took the baby bottle and placed it back in his mouth.  

“Now, you suck on this nice baba of warm baby formula, 
baby. That's a good boy, drink your baba for Mommy and she is 
going to take you and put you down for a little nap. Don't worry 
though, baby, Mommy will be back in just a little bit, and I'm sure 
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that these big soft diapies will keep you nice and comfy until I get 
back.”  

She began to squeeze his diapered crotch, and he started to 
suck faster.  

“Mommy just has to go and let Freddy know that she will be 
staying here for a little while, to take care of the baby. I mean really, 
it just wouldn't do for Mommy to let her precious little baby be 
without near-constant supervision, now would it? No, it wouldn't,” 
she said as she tickled his belly. “So, until I've found you your new, 
forever Mommy, I'll be here to look after you. Isn't that wonderful? 
Isn't it just wonderful that I will be here to change your diapies and 
feed you your babas?” 

When she got him up to the bedroom, she handed him his 
large stuffed kitty, laid him down, and tucked him in, still sucking 
his baby bottle. She placed his paci on the nightstand next to him 
and then relished his appearance.  

“Oh, I don't think I'm going to have any trouble at all finding 
a Mommy for a baby as cute as you. No, I won't. No, I won't. Such a 
good baby... such a good baby for Mommy. That's it, suck your baba 
for Mommy, baby. Baby needs his nice warm baba so he can fill his 
diapies.” She brushed his hair to the side and watched as he closed 
his eyes and resigned himself to his fate. 

When she got back to the party, Mary sought out her 
husband. Freddy was still drinking and enjoying the company of the 
other men by the beer coolers just like she knew he'd be. “Hey, 
how's Terry doing, babe?” 

“I don't know, he doesn't look too good, Freddy. Were you 
two standing close or sharing anything you ate or drank? Did he 
cough on you?” Mary put a concerned look on her face and Freddy 
reacted just the way she knew he would. 



Belle Means Beautiful 

22 
 

“Jesus, are you saying the guy's contagious, Mary? No, we 
weren't all that close when he was here, and as far as eating and 
drinking, all I've had is beer so far, so we didn't eat or drink the 
same thing. Oh my goodness, do you think it might be something 
here at the party?” Mary was quite aware that Freddy was a major 
hypochondriac, and she made sure to play upon his fears. 

“No, probably not. He told me he really hadn't been feeling 
too well since he woke up today, and that he hadn't actually eaten 
anything here, but I just thought it was best to check. I'm no doctor, 
but you just can't be too careful in these cases, you know.” Mary 
then took a moment to let the idea of being exposed set into 
Freddy's brain.  

“I'm telling you, Freddy, he certainly looked a little green 
around the gills to me, and I just can't help but worry about him 
being home all alone with him looking like that.”  

Mary knew how to push Freddy's buttons, and she was going 
to take her time and lead her husband just where she wanted him to 
go. 

“Wow, if he's that bad,” Freddy said. “Maybe he should just go 
to the hospital.” 

“You know, I suggested that,” Mary responded. “But he 
doesn't think he needs to. He said that he was just going to stay at 
home and call off work until he feels better. He can be so stubborn 
sometimes. You know Freddy, maybe if you were to talk to him, you 
know, man to man, and all that, maybe you could talk him into going 
to the hospital. You could even offer to go along with him so he 
doesn't back out. What do you think?” 

“Are you insane? There's no way I'm going into that house 
now, let alone to the hospital. You know how I am about germs. No 
way. Look, Mary, sweetie, he's a man, not a baby. Just leave him 
alone. I'm sure he'll be fine.” Freddy felt that that concluded the 
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matter, but Mary wasn't done. 

“Not a baby? Let me tell you something Fredrick.  Think back 
to the last time you were sick, my love. I'm telling you, you men are 
all babies when you get sick. We are not abandoning our friend 
when he needs us the most. Shame on you.”  

Mary had a commanding way about her that Freddy had 
learned to respect, so he backed off. 

“Fine, but if you're going into that house, I'm going to ask you 
to stay there until it's over. I don't want you bringing whatever it is 
that he has back into our house and infecting me or the kids. If you 
insist on interfering in this matter, I will see to our family and you 
can look after Terry, but I'm telling you, that's all the compassion I 
can muster. Deal?”  

Freddy was chastened but adamant. He had set out the rules, 
it was now up to her to choose what she wanted to do, but he knew 
in either case, he wasn't going to expose himself or his kids to 
whatever pestilence poor Terry had run afoul of. 

Mary feigned exasperation at Freddy's declaration. “Fine, 
Freddy. I'll look after Terry, and stay at his place until it's all over, 
but I must say, I really think you're being ridiculous.” Mary patted 
his hand. 

“Yeah? I want you to remember that when you’re on your 
knees with your head in a toilet bowl. I want you to think to 
yourself, 'You know that Freddy, the one not puking his guts out 
right now, he's just so ridiculous.'“ He then stuck his tongue out at 
her. 

She laughed and said, “Oh Freddy, you're such a beast. I 
promise you that if I do end up with my head in a toilet bowl, I'm 
going to make you come over and hold my hair.” 

He laughed back, “Not without getting me a hazmat suit you 
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won't.”  

He looked at his wife and smiled. She had such a good heart. 
She was always the one to look out for other people, so why should 
he be surprised that she was willing to go out of her way to look out 
for poor Terry. And Terry, he really was a good guy, and he didn't 
have anyone else to look out after him, so maybe being so dogmatic 
with her was being a bit unfair. “ 

“You know,” Freddy said. “If you promised to wear a mask all 
the time you're there, and maybe some gloves, maybe it would be 
okay.” 

“Freddy!” she exclaimed. “Did you just offer to let me come 
home? Come home to my own house to be with my own husband 
and children? You are so generous!”  

Freddy was now feeling just a bit put upon. He didn't think 
keeping the plague out of the house was being that unreasonable on 
his part. 

Mary smiled as she relented. “Still, I can see your point. We 
don't know what Terry has, and I would feel awful if you or the kids 
ended up catching it because I brought it into the house, so I guess 
we can do this your way if you insist.” She kissed Freddy on the 
forehead. 

“See, that's all I'm saying. Thank you. It's not that I'm 
unsympathetic to poor Terry's plight, I'm really not, but there's a 
limit to it too, that's all I'm saying. While you're out playing Florence 
Nightingale, somebody needs to step up and look out for our family 
as well,” insisted Freddy. “Tell me that you get that.” 

“Fine, I get it. I'll head home and collect some things and then 
head over to Terry's. Do me a favor and keep an eye on the kids, and 
don't forget to collect my pot at the end of the party, okay? I know I 
was joking before, Freddy, but this really is nice of you, sweetie. I'm 
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sure that poor Terry appreciates it too, and will probably tell you so 
when he can get up the strength to do it.”  

She then hugged her husband and got up to leave. Freddy 
pictured the image of Terry laying on the floor of his foyer and told 
his wife, “You know, dear, you might want to burn your clothes 
before you come back home. It's just an idea.” 

When Terry awoke, the bottle he had started with had 
dropped to the side of his head. He was slightly disoriented for a 
moment or two, but then he remembered Mary and being diapered 
and fed by her, and he started to sit up. As he did, he felt that the 
soft bulky diaper between his legs was now also wet. He was 
shocked by that revelation. He had tried over and over again, but he 
had never been able to wet his diapers while he slept before, but 
this time, not only were they wet, but they were soaked, and he had 
never felt it happen. He was conflicted about how that made him 
feel. Was he excited, anxious, both at the same time or neither? He 
was sorting through his feelings when Mary walked back into the 
room. 

“There's my baby. Who's a good boy? Who's a good boy? 
Here, let Mommy check. Did baby go wee wee in his diapie while he 
slept? Let Mommy check. Let Mommy check, baby boy.”  

She was holding a pink rattle while she talked to him, and 
she shook it while she did. He stared at it in disbelief, since he didn't 
have a rattle, and concluded that she obviously must have brought it 
with her. It seemed that it was pretty unlikely that this was going to 
be a short term state of affairs for him. As she walked up to him, he 
felt embarrassed about having wet his diapers while he slept, and 
even more embarrassed about having Mary discover that fact while 
shaking a rattle at him. He tried to use his hands to cover up, but 
there is only so much you can do when you have a bulky wet cloth 
diaper pinned around your waist. It was like trying to hide an 
elephant with a fig leaf. 



Belle Means Beautiful 

26 
 

Mary saw his feeble efforts and began to laugh. “What's the 
matter, baby? Did somebody go wee wee in his diapers?” Mary was 
a pro at checking diapers, and soon had two fingers inside the 
waistband of his plastic pants, quickly followed by a check through 
the leg openings. “Oh my, who's a wet little baby for Mommy?” She 
shook the rattle in his face. “Who's a wet little baby for Mommy? 
You are, aren't you? Yes, you are! Yes, you are. You're such a wet 
little baby for Mommy. Baby likes to wet his diapies for Mommy, 
doesn't he? Yes, he does!. Yes, he does. Baby likes to wet his diapies 
for Mommy. I think Mommy will need to give baby a bath now.” 

Terry felt that he needed to explain what had happened to 
Mary. She had burst in on him like a tornado and he never got a 
chance to tell her anything. “Uh, Mar… Mar... Mary, I just want to...” 
but he never got a chance to finish his thought as she put her finger 
to his lips and stopped him mid-sentence. 

She looked him in the eyes and in a soft sweet tone told him, 
“No sweetie, not Mar... Mar... Mary, it's Ma... Ma... Mommy. Come on 
baby, you can say it. Say Ma... Ma... Mommy. Ma... Ma... Mommy.” 

He was helpless before her as all reason had left him, and 
without a thought, he began to repeat after her, “Ma... Ma... Mommy. 
Ma.. .Ma... Mommy.”  

He felt silly for doing it, and yet he also felt a strange sort of 
accomplishment for completing the task Mommy had asked him to 
do. He also felt an almost Zen-like sensation from baby babbling 
while wearing soaked cloth diapers and looking into the eyes of a 
woman who was at once both commanding and nurturing. 

“Yes, baby, it's Mommy. It will always be Mommy from now 
on. No matter who else is around or what we're doing, it will always 
be Mommy. When I'm checking your diapers, it'll be Mommy. When 
I'm changing your diapers, it'll be Mommy. When I'm feeding you 
your bottle, it'll be Mommy. When you see me in the street, it'll be 



Belle Means Beautiful 

27 
 

Mommy. Do you understand, baby?” 

He looked down at his diapers, swallowed hard, and then 
replied, “Yes... Mommy.”  

As the words left his lips, he knew everything had changed. 
He could never see her in the same light again, and he knew he 
would never be anything more than a diaper-wearing baby to her 
again. No trace of adulthood, let alone masculinity, would be left to 
him. His old life was over, and his new life was now in her hands. He 
would be controlled by his Mommy, and he was frightened by the 
very thought of it, but he was also secretly excited by it too. 

“Good baby,” she cooed.  

She began to rub the front of his diapers, grinding the warm 
wetness into his crotch, and sending waves of pleasure through his 
body. She laughed to herself as she watched the light of adulthood 
leave his eyes, to be replaced by the sparkle of infancy. 

 “This will be a joy,” she thought to herself as she teased the 
Big Baby laying before her. “A pure, unmitigated joy. All men should 
be kept just like this.”  

Her only regret was that it couldn't last. The idea of keeping 
a man in a helpless, baby-like state appealed to her on a very primal 
level, but she had a husband that she loved and a family to raise, so 
she knew that this could never be more than a temporary 
distraction for her. Still, she felt that temporary though this may be, 
there was nothing stating that she couldn't enjoy it, now was there?  

“Yes Mommy's little baby loves to wet his diapies, doesn't he? 
So nice and warm.” 

After a few minutes, she stopped the diaper massage, and he 
looked at her with pleading eyes.  

“I'm so sorry baby, but we really do need to do something 
about this very wet diapie of yours. Mommy knows just how much 
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you baby boys like the warm wet feel of your diapies, but Mommy 
would never forgive herself if her big baby got a diapie rash. So let's 
see about getting you into a nice warm bath, and then maybe we can 
get back to this when I'm putting you in your nice new clean diapie, 
how's that?” 

Terry nodded his head vigorously in agreement and started 
to stand up to walk to the bathroom. He was taken by the effect that 
the bulk of the two diapers combined with the wetness had on him. 
His thighs were forced apart, so he couldn't stand naturally, and the 
wetness caused his diapers to sag and create a downwards pull. It 
was an odd, but somewhat comforting sensation, almost like a 
pleasant forgotten memory returning.  

He started his waddle to the bathroom when she placed a 
hand on his shoulder and demanded,  “What do you think you're 
doing?” He was confused as she had clearly stated she wanted him 
in the bathroom. Before he could formulate a question, she looked 
at him and said, “Little babies like you don't walk, do they? No, they 
crawl. Show Mommy what a good baby you are and crawl for her 
sweetie. That's it, down on your hands and knees. Let me see that 
great big wet diaper butt sway to and fro as you do. And here, suck 
your paci baby. Baby always needs to suck on something, doesn't 
he? He needs his paci, or a baba, or his thumb, or...” She then looked 
down at him and suggestively ran her fingers over her nipples. 
“Sometimes, something special.”  

His eyes grew large with desire and she mused at how easy 
this was all going to be. She laughed just a bit as he did exactly as 
she asked and got on his hands and knees and crawled down the 
hallway that led to the guest bath. As they made their way there, 
Mary took note of a pair of spare bedrooms that didn't seem to have 
any particular purpose currently, and that got her thinking. As she 
sat on the side of the tub and began to draw the baby's bath, she 
had Terry sit on the floor in his wet diapers and suck his pacifier. 
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The more she stared at him, the more she kept thinking, and the 
more she kept thinking the more an idea took hold. So while the tub 
filled, she returned to look at the rooms in more detail. They shared 
a common wall, and although neither room was particularly large in 
and of themselves if that wall were removed and they were joined, 
that would make a remarkably nice-sized nursery for her baby. 
They also had the advantage of facing the back of the house, so the 
likelihood of baby Terry being spotted by any of the other neighbors 
through the windows would be quite low. Yes, there was no doubt in 
her mind that this definitely had potential. 

She returned to the bathroom and finished filling the tub. 
She unsnapped Terry's onesie and pulled it off him. She then had 
him stand up so she could pull his plastic panties down, and 
unpinned his diapers. As they fell to the floor with a “plop” she 
giggled.  

“What a wet baby you were, sweetie. I don't think we can risk 
you ever being out of diapers again. Not if you wet like that. No, 
baby needs his diapies. Imagine the mess as my little baby wets 
himself and he's not in his diapers, simply awful. And I ask you, 
embarrassing? My goodness, just think of how embarrassing that 
would be. So Mommy's baby will be kept in diapers forever, just like 
he wants to be, and you do want to be in diapies forever, don't you?”  

Her teasing was playful, but her intentions were crystal clear. 
She wasn't asking him his opinion. No, she was merely letting him 
know just how things were going to be from now on. This wasn't up 
for debate. She had already made her decision, and he was to be 
diapered 24/7 moving forward. All he had to do was get used to the 
idea because this was happening one way or the other. 

She had him step into the tub, and he found the water to be 
pleasantly warm. She had him sit down, and then she looked for the 
supplies she needed. When she was unable to locate them, she 
turned to Terry and said, “Baby, where can Mommy find your baby 
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bath and baby shampoo? Oh, and I'll want the bubble bath as well. I 
should have thought of that before I filled the tub, I know, but we'll 
want it for the next time, certainly.” 

He just looked at her with big sad eyes, sucked his paci, and 
shook his head. She looked at him with genuine surprise.  

“You don't have any of those things? Really? Alright, I guess 
we'll just have to make do with what's at hand for now, but 
Mommy's going to need to make a list, it seems.”  

With that, she grabbed a cup and began to pour warm water 
over his head. Cup after cup, wetting his hair and stirring memories 
from his infancy. She finally grabbed the shampoo and started to 
wash his hair. As the lather began to build, he felt the tension drain 
from his body. The whole process wasn't unlike what he felt when 
they did it at the hair salon, and yet it was a totally different 
experience, in that he felt so powerless and small before Mary. 

When she was done with his hair, she rinsed it clean with 
warm water. She took a washcloth and soaped it up, and began to 
wash his face. He didn't enjoy that nearly as much as the hair 
washing, and even got some soap past his pacifier and into his 
mouth, but that was far from the end of it. She moved down and 
washed his neck and then his arms and hands. She washed his chest 
and his back. She then washed his legs and feet, and even his “little 
toesies.” She next had him get on his hands and knees in the tub. She 
washed his genitals and then began to wash his bottom, moving 
slowly ever closer to his little hole. When she got there, she cleaned 
it quite thoroughly, using an almost massaging method, and he felt 
that that was all there was to the job. He was mistaken.  

She then took a finger, draped it in the washcloth, and she 
entered him. He was startled by it at first, but as she rhythmically 
moved her finger in and out, penetrating ever deeper, he started to 
follow along by moving his hips and sucking his paci. Just as he was 


