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Another World 
There are more worlds than this one. There are in fact 

thousands of duplicate earths that developed a society similar to 

our own. But there are some differences. For some the differences 

are subtle while in others, extreme. But in every world there were 

those that wanted to wear diapers, those who wanted to be babies 

again. 

On one such world, they celebrated such people and sought 

to bring them to their own world from other worlds. They could not 

only take them from sad and abusive lives but also make them into 

the babies they wanted to be and the babies that child-less couples 

wanted. But it came at a hefty price for these new infants-to-be. 

Pain. And a lot of it. Some of it seemed gratuitous while some 

had an obvious purpose. But an adult baby wasn’t the goal. It was a 

baby baby and to do so meant to make them smaller and younger 

and it was a painful process. 

It is said that love and pain are close cousins and being 

Babied On Another World meant both. 

Discover a world unlike ours and yet… not all that much. 
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Kidnapped 
Samuel Scott opened the front door of his home and walked 

confidently down the street. He was about to meet some of his 

mates and share some beers and a laugh and was excited about the 

day ahead. He was eighteen years old now and while not yet of legal 

drinking age, he was more than ready to enjoy some fun with his 

friends.  

Samuel’s morning had been similar to most in the past. He 

awoke just after 7 am to a familiar feeling – the sensation of a wet 

bed. Samuel was a bedwetter and had been for most of his life. He 

chose to ignore it as did his mother and he simply moved on in his 

life, quickly forgetting his nightly shame and the fact that he should 

have been wearing diapers to bed. 

The morning was clear and the air crisp as he turned the 

corner down a narrow alleyway – a shortcut to his friend’s home, a 

young man who had assured him that they would have an empty 

house to drink and laugh and play his Xbox in peace. 

Samuel didn’t even turn his head as the van approached 

slowly behind him. He glanced sideways as the dirty black vehicle 

crept alongside him. Suddenly, the sliding door of the van sprung 

open and two very large men wearing balaclavas leaped out and 

grabbed him. 

Being small for his age and not very strong, it took only three 

seconds for him to be thrown inside the van, the door slammed shut 

and the vehicle to drive off at normal speed, so as not to attract 

attention from anyone who might remember a suspicious speeding 

vehicle. 
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“What are you doing?” Samuel shouted as the two men held 

him down onto a thin mattress in the back of the van. “Please let me 

– “ 

His pleas were cut short as an extra-large adult size pacifier 

was forced into his mouth. The intrusive device was much larger 

than an infant pacifier and even by adult pacifier sizes, was 

considerably larger. A strap was tied behind his head forcing the 

infantile object deep into his mouth, forcing his jaw wide open, and 

making breathing difficult but speech, impossible. 

Samuel was terrified. 

“Get his clothes off,” one of the men ordered to the other.  

His shoes were pulled off and his tshirt was cut away with 

large scissors. Samuel kicked his legs to try and fight them off 

before a stinging blow to his face from a swift backhander stopped 

him. 

“Stop that shit, you big bedwetting baby!” yelled the man 

who had hit him. “Or you’ll get another one!” 

Samuel instantly stopped. 

They know I wet the bed? Who told them? 

Samuel’s bedwetting was a family secret. No one else was 

ever told and the wet sheets were laundered daily and discreetly. 

Not even the family doctor knew of his nightly weakness. 

Fearing for the worst, Samuel began to cry as his trousers 

were pulled down. As his underwear was removed, he closed his 

eyes and expected the rape that he was sure would follow. 

But it didn’t. 

He heard an unfamiliar crinkling sound and opened his eyes 

to see a very unexpected item. A diaper. 
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An adult diaper. 

The diaper had a pretty, babyish pattern all over it and it 

was held in front of his face so he could see it. 

“This is for you, ya big bedwetting pansy! Now lift your ass 

so I can get it on you!” 

In a state of shock, Samuel compliantly lifted his bum as the 

crinkly babyish diaper was slid under him and quickly taped on. It 

was Samuel’s first diaper in fifteen years. 

Numb from shock, he complied with the orders given to him 

as they expertly pulled an adult-sized blue onesie over his head and 

clicked the four fasteners between his legs. 

At least I’m not getting raped! 

He stopped struggling as knitted blue booties were tied to 

his feet and matching mittens were put on his hands. He was 

dressed as a baby. 

Why are they dressing me like a baby? This is insane! 

Suddenly, the van stopped and at the same moment, Samuel 

experienced something very new for his waking hours.  

He wet his diaper. 

He was afraid of what awaited him outside the van and 

without even thinking, he peed himself – just like he did when he 

slept. Only this time, he was wide awake. 

“Don’t fight me and you won’t get hurt,” one of the men 

exclaimed. “Someone is waiting for you.” 

Before he had time to think, the sliding door opened again 

and the burly man picked him up bodily as if he was carrying a 

small child and carried him towards a waiting car. The expensive 
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Mercedes SUV had darkened windows and so Samuel could not see 

inside. The second man opened the door to the SUV and Samuel was 

placed inside. More dumped than carefully placed, but it was not in 

a regular seat. 

The expansive interior of the vehicle had a child’s car seat – 

or so it appeared to be. Even with his small frame, Samuel was 

much too big for a child’s car seat, but while it was identical in 

design and appearance, it was much bigger. A lot bigger. 

The first man threw him into the seat and proceeded to fit 

the three-point harness over his shoulders and clipped the belts 

between his legs. But unlike a child’s seat, the harness connector 

had a keyhole meaning that a key was required to release it. Samuel 

wasn’t getting out of the seat on his own. But that wasn’t the only 

difference. On the sides of the seat were two built-in restraints for 

his arms.  

The man quickly tightened the thick leather restraints on 

each of his arms and securely fastened the Velcro ends so that they 

were immovable. Then he moved to his bootie-clad feet. Unseen by 

Samuel were two more restraints for his ankles attached to an 

unusual metal frame at the base of the car seat. He felt his ankles 

being firmly secured and unable to move even slightly. 

Looking forward, Samuel saw two people in the front seat of 

the SUV but they said nothing and did not turn around to 

acknowledge the crime taking place in their own back seat. 

Samuel’s head was wedged between two padded protective 

pieces of the car seat, designed to keep fragile infant heads from 

moving about too much. But just when he thought his restraining 

was complete, a two-inch-wide strap was passed over his forehead 

and pulled tight, holding his head firmly in position. 
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Samuel was immovable, restrained into a single position, 

and unable to move a muscle. Only his eyes could move and they 

darted around the car, seeking out some kind of escape. Then it 

happened again. 

He wet his diaper once more. 

The door was shut and the interior of the SUV became dim 

and very silent. He heard the van with his abductors drive away and 

it was only then that he realized they were just paid thugs. His real 

kidnappers were in the front of the car. 

The SUV’s engine started and he began to feel deep and 

persistent fear. If he had had any more pee left inside him, he would 

have wet his diaper even more.  

Suddenly, both the front occupants turned around and 

looked at him. They were a middle-aged man and woman but 

smiling incomprehensibly. 

“Hello, Baby Samuel!” the woman announced with a wide 

grin. “We are so happy to meet you finally. We are your new 

parents! We’ve come to take you to your new home!” 
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Samuel’s New Parents 
Samuel sat in the car seat stunned and immovable. If he 

could have even make a single word he would have shouted his 

anger, but the oversized adult pacifier had taken away his speech 

very effectively.  

The car drove for about half an hour before he saw electric 

gates open to a very large house and heard the sounds of gravel 

under the car tires as it traversed the lengthy driveway. A large 

garage door automatically opened and the SUV disappeared inside 

and the door closed behind him. 

Samuel began to panic yet again in the silence and wet his 

diaper out of fear.  

‘Mom and Dad’ got out of the car and ‘dad’ walked to the end 

of the garage and wheeled back a very familiar item. 

It was a baby stroller. 

Except that it wasn’t for a baby - or at least not a regular-

sized one. It was much larger and Samuel suspected that like the car 

seat he was sitting in, it was designed for someone of his size. 

“Let’s get you out of there, baby!” announced ‘dad’ with an 

impossibly cheery face as he opened the car door. “This is your new 

home!” 

Samuel wanted to yell and scream, but there was something 

about his situation that confused him. The wet diaper, rather than 

being disgusting, comforted him. The large pacifier stopped him 

from talking, but that felt like a relief. In recent years, Samuel had 

talked less and less to his parents and even his friends. Talking 

seemed somewhat of a burden to him and being denied speech at 



Babied On Another World 
Forced Regression and Painful Training 

12 

 

the time, seemed less onerous than it would for many. And his 

repeated pee-damp underwear in recent months was a growing 

concern, but the diaper meant it was one less problem to deal with 

at the time. 

But why have they kidnapped me? I don’t understand? What 

have I done to anyone? 

Samuel was less angry than he was confused.  

What’s happening? Why won’t they tell me? 

‘Dad’ extracted a key and unlocked the center harness and 

removed the straps that held his body down. He then removed the 

restraints from his ankles and arms and instead of waiting for 

Samuel to get himself out, the strongly built man lifted him out of 

the car like a child and carefully put him into the stroller. 

Samuel did not fight him at all. In fact, he didn’t move a 

muscle. Not that he hadn’t tried, but when he attempted to stand, 

his legs refused to move. His arms flopped around like… a young 

infant. 

‘Dad’ pulled a single strap over his body in the stroller to 

hold him in position. 

“I don’t think we will need all the straps just to take our new 

baby up to the nursery, dear!” he announced, with an odd sense of 

pride. 

As Samuel sat immobile in the stroller he remembered a 

flash from the kidnapping. While he was kicking and yelling, he had 

felt a prick in his arm and it slowly dawned on him that he had been 

injected. 

That’s why I can’t move! They injected me with something! 
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The stroller was pushed through an open door in the garage 

and Samuel saw his new ‘home’ as it was told to him. 

The house was huge and at least five times the size of his 

own home which was of average size in an average street in an 

average suburb. But nothing was average about this house. 

“Are you ready now, baby Samuel?” exclaimed a clearly 

delighted ‘mom’. “Are you ready to see your new nursery?” 

Despite his fear and wish to escape, Samuel was indeed 

intrigued by what the nursery would be like. A part inside of him 

seemed to want to see it. The diaper he was wearing was soggy and 

yet… comfortable. Samuel was very confused. 

The stroller stopped outside a set of double doors with 

opaque leadlight and with a flurry of excitement, ‘mom’ opened 

both doors and ‘dad’ pushed the stroller into the nursery. 

It was enormous.  

The nursery was a very, very large room, obviously once a 

dining or family room that had been converted and was filled with 

everything a very young baby would need.  

Except it was obvious that Samuel was to be that baby. 

“Do you like your nursery?” mom asked, knowing that 

Samuel could neither speak nor move his arms. 

“I think our baby boy needs his diaper changed, mommy!” 

exclaimed dad, also flush with excitement. 

Dad unclicked the single strap holding Samuel in place and 

bodily carried his thin and light frame over to what was very 

obviously a diaper-change table, once again in a larger size. 

As Samuel lay there a new thought came to him as the effects 

of the drug were beginning to wear off. He noticed that the change 
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table was exactly the right size for him. He was not a big teenager at 

all. He was quite short for his age and his build was slight and yet, 

the change table seemed to be exactly right. It wasn’t made for a 

generic adult or for an older preschooler but was his size precisely. 

Samuel’s thoughts were interrupted by mom unclipping and 

removing his onesie over his head. Despite the slowing returning 

muscle control, Samuel did nothing to stop her. He was naked 

except for his diaper and the unusual knitted booties and mittens. 

“Someone wet their diapee!” announced mom with 

unrestrained glee. 

Why is she so excited by a wet diaper?  

The tapes of the diaper were pulled away and he laid naked 

and exposed on top of the wet garment. It was then that he noticed 

the two leg restraints hanging down from the ceiling.  

Dad then took each of his ankles and put them in the 

restraints and both of his legs were at 45 degrees in the air and his 

bottom and genitals were exposed. 

The soggy diaper was pulled away and Samuel felt more 

vulnerable than he had ever felt before in his life. His fear of rape 

returned but was instantly vanquished by the feeling of baby wipes 

cleaning him and wiping away the residue of pee. Baby power 

followed and in a cloud of white, Samuel felt the incredible 

sensation of a clean diaper – much thicker than the previous one 

being taped back onto him. 

The ankle restraints we removed and as his feet were 

lowered to the change table, a pair of white plastic pants were 

slipped up his legs and over his diaper. 

“Now that was easy, wasn’t it, baby? But we need a bit of 

extra protection I think.” exclaimed mom. “But you’ve had a very 
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busy day, my darling baby boy and I think it is time for you to have 

a nap. Let’s get you into your sleeper and then into your crib.” 

Samuel moved his head to the right and saw in the middle of 

the nursery a large crib. It was much bigger than a baby’s crib but 

not quite as big as an adult crib that he had once seen on the 

internet. Once again, it felt like the nursery was designed around his 

own small frame. 

“Let’s get you into your sleeper, little man!” mom explained 

as she removed his booties and slid the footed nursery print sleeper 

up his legs, and put his arms in the armholes. Samuel nodded with 

some alarm that the zip that was normally on the front of a baby’s 

sleeper was at the back where he would not have access to it. He 

was stuck in the sleeper. 

“I think it is time for baby to crawl!” announced Dad. 

He looked at Samuel’s face and the smile turned into a very 

serious visage and clearly not one to be ignored. 

“Since you are our baby now, Samuel, you will not be 

walking anymore. You will be crawling. Do you understand?” 

The manner in which the instruction was given made it very 

clear that he was not to be disobeyed. Samuel nodded his head. 

“And you are way too young to speak. Do you understand 

that as well?” 

Once again, Samuel nodded. 

Dad lifted him off the change table and placed him prone on 

his back on the thickly carpeted floor. 

“Off you go, sweetheart,” mum encouraged. “Crawl off to 

your crib for a sleep like a good little boy.” 
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Samuel’s muscle strength was slowly returning but it was 

weak and difficult to control. He worked hard to try and roll over 

and it took a minute to finally flip himself onto his stomach. His 

thickly mittened hands only made the task harder.  

Once he was in the correct position, Samuel slowly put 

himself into a crawling position and slowly moved towards the crib. 

He was awkward and fell onto his face multiple times as he 

effectively emulated a very young infant just learning to crawl. By 

the time he reached the crib, Dad had already pulled the side down 

and was waiting to put him in. 

Dad lifted him up and laid him onto the crib mattress and 

Samuel was instantly aware that the crib was exactly the right size 

for him. But what scared him more than anything were the other 

items in the crib. 

There were restraints. Lots of them. 

“Daddy wants to make sure that baby doesn’t hurt himself as 

he sleeps and so we will make sure you cannot move. At all!” 

Samuel began to cry. His fear overwhelmed him and tears 

began to flow. His pacifier-filled mouth enabled only soft moans 

rather than the crying sounds he wanted to make. 

“Oh sweetheart,” mom comforted. “We are only trying to 

care for you the very best. You are only four months old and you 

need everything to be safe. Now let daddy take extra good care of 

you.” 

“You don’t talk, remember?” warned Daddy as he removed 

the oversized pacifier from Samuel’s mouth.  

Samuel was silent apart from a few sobs. 

“Now we need to keep your pretty little head safe.” 
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Samuel was still as a restraining helmet was put over his 

head. The thin, but solid plastic helmet slipped easily over his head 

and once again, was perfectly sized. An extra-large pink supersized 

pacifier was then pushed into his mouth holding his jaw wide. Then 

the chin strap of the helmet was tightened until his mouth was 

tightly shut with only the pacifier keeping his teeth apart. 

“Honey, I think the chin strap needs to be tighter,” mom 

suggested. 

Dad grinned at her and pulled extra hard on the strap 

making it extremely tight and very uncomfortable.  

Samuel’s eyes widened in response to the discomfort, but 

dad only tightened the strap further causing pain in his jaw and 

around his head. 

“That looks much better!” she agreed. 

“Now for the spreader,” explained dad as he held up a blue 

hard-plastic device with padded edges that were designed to keep 

his legs far apart.  
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He put the spreader between his legs and looped the 

shoulder straps around and then pulled them tight. Very tight. 

Samuel felt his legs spread wide apart.  

“Is that tight enough?” enquired Mom. 

“Hmm, perhaps not,” dad answered and he pulled the 

shoulder straps even tighter and Samuel struggled as the pain of his 

widened legs pulled on his hips. 

“Now let’s get you firmly tied in, little boy, and ready for a 

big sleep!” Mom exclaimed with excitement. 

Samuel’s widely spread legs were restrained tightly at the 

ankles to the side of the crib while his mittened hands were tied in a 

similar manner to tie-down anchors. A wide leather strap was then 

pulled across his chest and pulled tight so that he was able to 

breathe but with no more movement than necessary. 

“Don’t forget baby’s head!” Mom said. 
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Dad quickly tied narrow ropes to the side of Samuel’s helmet 

through small metal loops clearly designed to hold the device in 

place. 

Samuel was totally immobile and in pain. His face hurt from 

the over-tightened chin straps of his helmet. The enormous pacifier 

was filling his mouth and could not be spat out. His hips and legs 

were in growing pain from the unnatural spreading. 

“Doesn’t he look sweet, honey?” Mum exclaimed. “Just like a 

four-month-old baby boy!” 

The couple walked away, pushed a button that closed the 

curtains on the large windows and the lights dimmed. It was ‘nap 

time’. But Samuel was in no mood for sleep. 

The pain was consistent and unending but Samuel felt 

another problem brewing deep inside. He had not yet had a bowel 

movement that day and the position of his wide-spread legs had 

another unexpected effect. He was unable to control the growing 

pressure inside him and as he laid there, his bowels opened and 

slowly filled his diaper with thick smelly poo. 

Just like a baby. 

Despite the pain and the fear, Samuel did indeed fall asleep 

in his crib. The combined effects of the remains of the drug and the 

stress of the kidnapping overwhelmed him and he fell into a deep 

sleep. As he slept, his new parents watched him on their portable 

baby monitor. 

“He’s such a cutie!” exclaimed mom. “I wonder what he will 

be like once we have fixed him up?” 

Dad looked at her and smiled a knowing smile. 

There were many plans ahead for Baby Samuel. 
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Getting Dressed Properly 
“Time for our baby to get up!” announced mom as she 

strolled into the nursery, turning on the lights and automatically 

opening the curtains. 

Strong afternoon sunlight streamed into the room as Samuel 

opened his eyes. He had been awake for about ten minutes and had 

struggled against his restraints, all to no avail. But his attentive 

‘parents’ had seen him wake on the monitor and were now ready to 

continue their babying of their new infant son. 

“Hmm, someone has a dirty diaper on! Let me see what we 

can do about that, shall we?” 

Dad lowered the side of the crib and carefully removed the 

chest, ankle, and wrist restraints, the leg spreader, and finally, the 

strap holding his helmeted head in place. But the pacifier remained 

firmly in place. 

Samuel began to struggle now that his limbs were free and 

tried to shout through the pacifier gag. 

Dad was ahead of his pitiful struggles and sat on top of him 

as he lay in the crib. He moved his face close to Samuel and the 

smile was gone and in its place was a stern and commanding 

presence. 

“You are our baby now, Samuel,” he explained 

dispassionately. “You are nine months old and you can not walk or 

talk. If you disobey us you will be punished severely, do you 

understand?” 
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Samuel nodded, all fight gone from him. He didn’t know how 

they would punish him but he knew he was no match for either of 

them, never mind both. 

“Baby, crawl to the changing table and let’s get you 

changed,” mom commanded. 

Once again on the carpeted floor, Samuel crawled in a far 

more successful manner now that the muscle relaxants were no 

longer affecting him. When he reached the change table, mom 

unzipped his sleeper and removed it. Samuel was surprised and a 

little distressed to see that the sleeper was slightly wet and 

somewhat dirty where his diaper had leaked. 

How did that happen? I wasn’t asleep long enough for that? 

Dad lifted him bodily onto the change table and mom put his 

feet in the sling restraints and carefully untaped the dirty diaper. 

“Well, baby Samuel,” mom laughed. “Until now you’ve just 

been a bedwetter, but now you are a bed pooper as well! You really 

are just a nine-month-old baby, aren’t you?” 

Samuel felt the indignity of mom using a handful of baby 

wipes to clean the mess off his backside and then retape him into a 

pretty pink disposable diaper. 

“Now, baby, we have some new things for you to wear,” said 

Dad with a wide grin. “We think you need to be a better ‘shape’ for a 

baby and so we have this for you to wear.” 

He lifted up an unusual device that Samuel didn’t 

immediately recognize and his eyes betrayed his ignorance. 

“It’s a corset, baby. An old-fashioned woman’s corset that is 

going to give you a lovely shape – a very babyish and feminine 

shape.” 
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Samuel shook his head slowly but the fight was already 

gone. 

“But first, let’s get some baby tights onto you. We don’t want 

you to get cold and we don’t want you to touch your diaper either 

do we, naughty baby?” 

Mom carefully dressed him in white tights with little stars on 

them. The tights went up so high, the tops were halfway up his 

torso. There was no way he was ever going to be able to touch his 

diaper – or any other part of his anatomy. 

“Sit up straight, baby, and we can get the corset on you and 

have you completely safe.” 

The corset was a young woman’s over-bust version in ivory 

with lace top and bottom. Naked except for a diaper and his 

restraint helmet. Samuel sat up straight, not know what to expect. 



Babied On Another World 
Forced Regression and Painful Training 

24 

 

Dad skillfully put the corset on him and began the process of lacing 

up the rear. 

This doesn’t feel too bad! I thought it might hurt! 

When the lacing was completed, mom took charge. 

“Now baby, let’s get you into shape, literally!” 

She pulled on the laces and tightened the corset until it was 

firm around his body. Then she really pulled. And pulled hard. 

Samuel winced in pain as his entire torso was compressed. 

His waist, in particular, began to feel very, very tight. And it was 

very uncomfortable. 

“What do you think, dad?” she asked. 

“He needs to lose another inch, I think,” he replied. 

In a well-practiced maneuver, Dad stood in front of Samuel 

and held him while mom pulled on the laces even harder, pulling 

them through the loops and tightening the corset even more.  

Samuel winced in pain as his body was subjected to the ever-

tightening garment. Tears formed in his eyes and he looked 

hopefully at his new daddy, wishing for it to stop.  

But it didn’t. 

Bit by bit, mom tightened the full length of the corset until he 

was rigid and unmovable and in considerable pain. He could still 

breathe – just. Every breath caused his constricted ribs to send jolts 

of pain thru his body. 

Samuel began to cry and tears flowed down his face and 

onto the corset. 
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“In a week we will tighten it a bit more, I think,” mom 

observed. “He needs to lose a couple more inches before he is really 

ready to display and meet other babies.” 

Other babies? What the…? 

“And now for some proper leg braces!” 

Dad went to the cupboard, opened it, and brought back a 

most unusual contraption that at first, Samuel didn’t recognize. 

 

“These are the leg braces you will be wearing from now on, 

baby,” dad explained. “They are supposed to help you walk, but as 

you are too young for walking, you will be crawling while you wear 
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them. I don’t suppose you will ever walk again, don’t you think,  

mommy?” 

Mommy smiled back at them both. “Our new baby will never 

talk or walk and he will crawl and cry and be just a baby for us 

forever.” 

Samuel was horrified at the prospects but was limp with fear 

and resignation as dad and mom carefully fitted him into the leg 

braces. First, his feet went into thick shoes that he knew instantly 

were a size too small, but they pushed hard and squeezed his size 8 

feet into size 6 shoes. His toes were crushed and his foot was in 

pain as they tightened the laces as hard as they could. 

The waist straps went over the base of his corset and were 

tied tight as were the six sets of straps along each of his legs.  

“Now it's time for a pretty baby outfit for my pretty little 

baby!” 

Mom opened another of the cupboards and as Samuel 

looked in, he saw an enormous array of baby clothes, once again in 

his own size. What surprised him was that there were clothes for 

both boys and girls - dresses as well as rompers. 

He was relieved when she returned holding a blue baby 

romper. He briefly thought just how cute it looked. 
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Don’t think that, Samuel! You are a man, not a baby. Wetting 

your bed doesn’t make you a baby! 

Then he thought of his recent dirty diaper and suddenly, he 

wasn’t so sure after all. 

Am I a baby? 

As expected, the blue baby romper fit him perfectly. Mom 

then produced a beautiful knitted blue baby bonnet and expertly 

tied it over his restraining helmet, effectively covering most of the 

restraint so that he looked like any other teen baby in baby clothes. 
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“Doesn’t that look lovely, daddy? He has the security of his 

helmet and the beauty of his pretty bonnet!” 

Dad nodded with a face of parental pride. 

Samuel was deeply confused. The corset and the leg braces 

hurt him and the helmet was so tight his entire head hurt some and 

of course, he couldn’t talk with the oversized pacifier shoved in his 

face. But there was something else he noticed. 

I think they love me like I was really their baby! Why? 

“Now for those pretty little feet of yours!” mom added. 

Quickly producing two oversized knitted blue booties, she 

bent down and soon had the booties over the too-small shoes, 

hiding them completely. 

“And now for your mittens!” 

A pair of blue knitted mittens lined with thick material were 

securely tied to his wrists. They were so tight that he had to ball up 

his hands to fit inside them. He would never pick up anything with 

the restrictive mittens on his hands. 

“Doesn’t our baby look so pretty now, daddy? 

Dad smiled in genuine pleasure at the sight. 

Samuel, wanted to smile back, seeking some small amount of 

joy in his dilemma but the helmet and pacifier made that 

impossible. 

“Now, baby, time for you to play in your playpen for a while, 

and then mommy will feed you. You must be really hungry now! 

Crawl over to your playpen for us, baby.” 

Crawl? You have to be kidding? With all this on? 
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Dad lifted baby Samuel down from the change table and 

placed him face down on the carpet. The corset was hurting him 

and restricting his movements. The leg braces were making every 

attempt to crawl, much harder than it was before. 

And his entire body hurt – a lot. 

Baby Samuel crawled slowly and painfully and fell on his 

face multiple times. It took a long time but eventually, he traversed 

the entire length of the nursery before finally crawling inside his 

playpen where dad shut the gate and firmly locked it. 

He was stuck inside. 

“Play well, baby,” they both said as they left the nursery, 

shutting the door behind them. 

Samuel tried as hard as he could, but he found he could not 

sit up. The corset made it too painful and the leg braces made it 

almost impossible to try. Eventually, he gave up and remained in 

the face-down crawling position, and began to explore his infantile 

‘prison’. 

There were a number of infant-age toys scattered around 

the playpen, but with his mittened hands, he was unable to pick any 

of them up. There were chew toys, rattles, and noisy toys that he 

could hit and touch, and for a few brief moments, Samuel felt briefly 

at peace touching and hitting and exploring the toys of the very, 

very young. 

And while he explored, he wet his diaper yet again. 

He had no idea he had done it. 
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Feeding Time 
Samuel ‘played’ for about an hour, exploring his 

environment in the manner of a very young baby, only able to crawl 

and push things around. Despite everything, Samuel began to find a 

degree of comfort in his playtime.  

At least in here, no one is trying to hurt me anymore! 

The nursery doors suddenly swung open and in came dad 

pushing his stroller. 

“Time for a feed, baby boy!” announced dad cheerfully. “We 

don’t want our baby to starve, do we?” 

Without another word, the powerfully built man picked 

Samuel up as if he were literally an infant and sat him down in the 

stroller, clicked the single strap across his waist, and then pushed 

him out of the nursery and through the very large house. 

“It’s a bit too far to the dining room for you to crawl, Samuel. 

Maybe in time, you can do it, but today, I will take you myself. 

Mommy is very excited about your first feed!” 

A minute later, the stroller rounded a corner in the hallway 

and exited into a very large dining room with a dining table suitable 

for at least twenty people or more. But Samuel’s eyes were focused 

on the high chair. At one end of the table stood a replica of a regular 

infant’s high chair, except much larger and this one was in Samuel’s 

size. 

Samuel’s heart sank. The look of the highchair burst any 

hope that he would be getting normal food like a burger or fries or a 

coke.  
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“Let’s get you in and make you all safe,” Dad exclaimed as he 

lifted Samuel out of the stroller and into the high chair. 

He quickly pulled the five-point harness over his body and 

then pulled on each of the straps as hard as he could. Samuel could 

feel all of his body movement being held back as the thick straps 

held him securely and adding to the pain of the corset. He tried to 

cry out, but only baby gurgle sounds came out through his 

overstuffed mouth. 

Before the table of the high chair was fitted into place, dad 

took each of his wrists and put them through restraining loops on 

the seat, and tightly held them in place. It was clear that Samuel 

would not be feeding himself. The footstool also had looped 

restraints for his ankles and dad tied them into place just as mom 

came into the room with a bowl of mushy baby food. 

“I’m not happy about his feet, mommy,” dad said quietly, but 

loud enough for Samuel to hear. “They are still too big. We will try 

him on size four shoes next week, but if that doesn’t work, the 

doctor says he can rectify that as well. What do you think?” 

“We want him in size two shoes by the time it comes to 

present him, so we might have to do that. But for now… it’s din-din 

time, baby!” 

Mommy bent over Samuel and unclipped his pacifier strap 

from the helmet and then extracted the pacifier from his mouth. 

Samuel sighed in relief as the pressure was reduced. But the tight 

chin strap still made it impossible to open his mouth more than a 

quarter inch. 

“Daddy,” she asked. “What are going to do about this? I don’t 

want to take the strap off to feed him all the time. Suggestions?” 
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“When he goes to the dentist tomorrow I will suggest he 

installs a mouth opener that we can operate to open his mouth even 

with the restraint in place. Remember he said he had installed one 

in a previous baby?” 

“Of course! I forgot that. Great idea, daddy, but for now, I will 

loosen his chinstrap and feed him that way. But from tomorrow, 

baby, we will be the only ones able to open your mouth! Won’t that 

be fun?” 

That doesn’t sound like fun at all! Why are they doing this to 

me? 

Samuel wanted to speak, but could hardly open his mouth, 

but the thought of a beating from daddy kept him quiet. 

Samuel felt additional relief as the chin strap was loosened 

enough to open his mouth about three-quarters of an inch – just 

enough to get a spoon of baby food mush in. 

Shit! This stuff is awful!  

He couldn’t say a word but his facial grimace told his new 

parents that he didn’t like the taste – not one bit. But it didn’t stop 

mummy from shoveling the lukewarm mush into his mouth. He 

didn’t dare not swallow and eventually, the plate was empty and 

the emptiness in his stomach at least a bit better.  

“Now time for your bottles, baby boy!” 

Mommy left the table and returned seconds later with three 

glass bottles of hot baby formula. She immediately thrust the 

larger-than-normal teat into his mouth. 

“Suck baby. Suck your bottle for me!” 

Samuel’s mouth was half-filled with the formula-filled teat 

and he briefly considered refusing but finally took his first 
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mouthful. His eyes opened at the taste. It was not at all what he 

expected. He thought it would be foul, but instead, it was unusual 

but drinkable. 

It took four minutes to drink the first bottle and it was 

immediately followed by a second which he emptied even faster. 

Something about the formula was addictive and enjoyable and he 

didn’t understand why. 

Why do I like this stuff so much? It’s for babies, not teenagers! 

But I want more of it! 

When the third bottle entered his mouth, he slowed down to 

make it last. The warm, nourishing taste was by far the best thing to 

have happened to him that day and he didn’t want it to end. For the 

first time in years, his normal unfillable, ravenous teenage hunger 

was satisfied. 

I actually feel full! he thought in utter amazement. I’ve never 

felt this full! 

“Good baby! Look, Daddy! Baby Samuel has drunk all three 

of his bottles and I bet his diaper will be getting wet pretty soon, 

won’t it, pretty baby?” 

Dad smiled genuinely. “He sure did, mommy. And I bet his 

diaper will be brown as well next change time! Eleanor told us, 

remember? When you bottle-feed a new baby like this and add 

some laxative to it, you will end up with a very dirty baby several 

times a day.” 

Mommy smiled and laughed. She did remember all too well. 

And the warm feeling in Samuel’s tummy suddenly went 

cold as he heard that there had been laxatives in the formula and 

another dirty diaper was soon to appear.  
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The pacifier was reinserted and the chin straps retightened 

and the pain in his head and face returned once more. 

After the mid-afternoon meal, Samuel was taken back to the 

nursery for more playtime. But this time, he was taken to the other 

corner of the room where a baby bouncer had been fitted to the 

ceiling. Samuel was astonished at the sight of the bouncer which 

again was in his size and he was both eager and terrified at the 

prospect. 

 

Dad lifted him into the bouncer which was a full-size harness 

that had connectors at the top. Once again, he was strapped in with 

multiple straps and then let go. 
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Samuel could just touch the floor with his painful feet which 

were still in too-small shoes and blue booties. 

“Bounce, baby!” encouraged dad. “Bounce for daddy!” 

Samuel tentatively pushed off the floor slightly and was 

rewarded by a soft rise and fall as his feet touched the carpet again. 

Then he pushed harder and rose more and came down again. Over 

the next few minutes, Samuel got the hang of the bouncer and 

began to jump and even spin slightly as much as the bouncer 

allowed. 

Mom and Dad both looked on with huge smiles. Samuel was 

having genuine fun. 

“He won’t be having much fun tomorrow!” mom whispered 

as they watched their new baby son bounce and smile and enjoy 

himself in the infantile device. 

“Nobody likes the dentist – especially Doctor Spencer!” 

replied Dad. 
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The Morning Bath 
Samuel endured another diaper change at around 8 pm that 

night and as promised, it was more than wet and was quite dirty. 

He was past caring as the work of removing the leg braces, and 

tights took place to facilitate the removal of the sodden, soiled 

diaper. As mommy bottle-fed him three more bottles of thick 

laxative-laden formula, he gulped it down with vigor, wishing there 

had been a fourth to fill his belly. 

He didn’t fight the new ultra-thick diaper as it was taped on 

along with the large plastic pants. When the leg braces went back 

on, he cried again as the too-tight shoes crushed his feet once more. 

When mom changed his pacifier for a new one and put him into a 

new sleeper zipped at the rear, he simply relaxed and let her do it. 

When daddy lifted him into the crib and once again put the 

spreader in place to further incapacitate him, he simply endured 

the pain. As the last restraints were put in place and he was finally 

unable to move, he looked up at the slowly turning baby mobile 

fitted above his crib and drew comfort from the moving and the 

sounds of the nursery rhyme playing in the background. 

Despite the pain all through his body, he fell asleep an hour 

later. It was only 9 pm. 

Sometime during the night he awoke with an odd sensation 

and realized that his diaper was soaking wet. If he could have 

moved, he would have simply shrugged with disinterest since 

waking up wet was his usual routine but as he lay there, his bladder 

opened automatically and wet the soggy diaper even more. That 

surprised him, but not as much as what happened next. 

Samuel felt the pressure increase inside his bowels and in a 

move that shocked him, he simply relaxed and let his poo slowly 
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flow out into the waiting diaper. He did not know if the large mass 

would escape his diaper, mess his sleeper or even mess the crib 

sheets. 

He simply didn’t care. 

And as he fell asleep once again, he felt like a baby. It was a 

good feeling. 

*** 

“Morning, baby!” exclaimed his impossibly happy new mom. 

“Let’s get you all ready for the day. You have a big day ahead.” 

Samuel was surprised as his new mom lifted him out of the 

bed on her own. He knew he was small and light for his age and his 

mom looked fit and athletic, but he was still shocked that she could 

lift him like a baby. She struggled a little with him, unlike dad, but 

still managed to easily get him to the change table where she 

removed the sleeper and the leg braces and finally saw the mess 

that was his diaper underneath his plastic pants. 

“Oh, baby! Look what you’ve done!” 

Samuel lifted his head slightly and saw that the color of the 

previously pristine diaper was now a darkish brown shade. The poo 

had mostly stayed in the diaper although his leg and waistbands 

were a bit brown. The plastic pants had kept the mess from his 

sleeper… just. 

“It is bath time for you, little boy! Let’s get you undressed 

then.” 

Leaving the dirty diaper on, mom unlaced the corset and he 

sighed with a deep sense of relief as the constricting object was 

removed. She followed up by removing his helmet and taking the 

overlarge pacifier out of his mouth. 
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He was about to say thank you when he remembered the 

warning that he was never to talk and so he simply nodded his 

thanks. He was finally restraint-free although still wearing a diaper. 

“Stay there, baby while I go and run a bath for you,” she 

announced and quickly disappeared. 

Sensing his first opportunity to escape, Samuel sat up and 

was met with instant pain as his previously corseted body tried to 

find its true shape again. Then he turned and slipped off the side of 

the change table and onto the floor. 

“Ow!” screamed Samuel in pain, his first words since being 

kidnapped. “Mommy!” he yelled out automatically, thinking of his 

real mom not his ‘new’ mom. 

Samuel collapsed onto the floor, his feet in excruciating pain 

after nearly 24 hours in the too-small, crushing shoes. Tears ran 

down his face as mom ran back into the room to see what the 

commotion was all about. 

“Oh, sweetheart! You know you shouldn’t get off the change 

table. You are too young to walk!” 

“Mommy! Mommy!” Samuel wailed, the crushing pain and 

disappointment breaking his spirit. 

His new mom extracted a new pacifier from her pocket. It 

wasn’t the massive oversized one he had worn before. Nor was it a 

baby’s pacifier. It was somewhere in between and as it slipped 

between his lips, he sucked on it hard and realized it was just his 

size. The pacifier lived up to its name and Samuel stopped crying 

and when ‘mom’ reached over to hold him tight, Samuel put his 

arms around her in response. 

“Now let’s get you into that bath and get you all cleaned up!” 
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She struggled to lift Samuel from the floor but succeeded in 

holding him and the prone once-teen, now-baby boy held onto his 

‘mommy’ as she carried him into the ensuite bathroom connected 

to the nursery. In the middle of the room was an enormous white 

enameled bath half full of water and a baby bath seat in the middle. 

Like everything else, it was his size. 

Unable to stand, Samuel was laid down on the floor on a 

large mat as mom removed his filthy diaper, wiping up the worst of 

it before carefully placing him in the bath sitting on the bath seat 

which had a single strap across his middle ‘to keep him from falling 

over’. 

The hot water instantly soothed his many aches and pains 

and he sighed deeply. Knowing that he was not allowed to talk but 

yet somehow “mommy” was acceptable, he called to her. 

“Mommy, Mommy.” 

Mom smiled and looked at her new infant son. 

“Good boy, now let’s get you all cleaned up, shall we?” 

Despite everything, Samuel enjoyed the thorough bath-time 

washing. She soaped up his entire body washing every nook and 

cranny, including his penis and scrotum. When she washed his 

bottom, she gently inserted a single finger into his ass and 

muttered, “Size two or three I think.” 

With hair washed and shampooed he was lifted out and laid 

on the rug once again and towel dried. She then carried him back 

into the nursery and back onto the change table where he was laid 

naked and exposed. 

“Size two, daddy,” she said to her husband as he stood next 

to the table. “Start him on size two and we can move him up to a 

larger size soon.” 



Babied On Another World 
Forced Regression and Painful Training 

40 

 

Dad grinned as he went to a drawer underneath the change 

table and retrieved a size two… 

Butt plug. 

Samuel looked at the penis-shaped plastic butt-plug in 

horror and almost yelled out in fear before remembering the threat 

about talking. He noticed that the penis was smaller than an adult 

male and indeed, smaller than his own when erect, but still, the idea 

of it going into him caused him concern about what it all meant. 

Mom put his legs high up in the leg restraints, reminding her 

of time in obstetric stirrups during her gynecological examinations 

and her failed pregnancy. 

“But I have a baby now!” she whispered almost inaudibly. 

Dad slathered lube over the head of the plastic penis and put 

it at the entrance to Samuel’s ass. 

“Just relax baby Samuel,” he offered. “It will be much easier if 

you just relax and let it in. You will be wearing one of these a lot and 

over time, we will get you up to the proper size.” 

What the hell does ‘proper size’ mean? A bigger one? An adult 

size? Your size? 

But Samuel was defeated. He was in some pain and the fight 

had all but gone and so he relaxed as best he could as the phallic 

intruder slowly made its way inside him. 

That was easier than I thought! 

The filling sensation was unusual but not as unpleasant as he 

expected. 

“Mommy, size two was pretty easy, so tomorrow we start 

him on size four and eventually get him up to size eight by the time 

he is presented.” 


