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CHAPTER ONE
Jenny needed Carl. Now.

She'd been with Carl for about nine weeks, but he still wouldn't sleep with her. He was very affectionate and they’d kiss often, but every time he seemed to be getting really excited he’d immediately say goodnight and run home before Jenny even had a chance to ask him to stay.

He kept saying he didn't want to rush things, but he was evasive about why they should wait. He would only say it "wasn't the right time," and then he was gone.

Other than Carl's weird attitudes about sex, everything was wonderful between them. Jenny had never fallen so hard for a guy, so fast. She was 27, just reaching an age when her maternal instincts were really kicking in, and she was already fantasizing about getting married and having Carl's babies. She would lie awake at night, picturing little Carls and Carlitas running around the house.

If Carl wanted to wait to make love, she would wait. This guy was worth waiting for.

But then she would fall asleep and dream about Carl unzipping her dress, unhooking her bra, slipping her damp panties down over her ankles and tossing them aside. She would wake up at 3 AM covered with sticky sweat, and she'd have to jerk off just to get back to sleep. Then she would finally pass out, and dream that Carl was making love to her again.

The next morning she'd wake up twenty minutes before her alarm was set, and she would have to jerk off again before she went to work.

She couldn't wait. Waiting was killing her. She needed Carl. Now.

One night as she was getting ready for their latest date, Jenny decided that this time she simply wouldn’t let Carl get away. She was going to do whatever she had to do to seduce him.

After dinner they came back to Jenny’s place, where she joined Carl on the couch. She had kept her coat on while they were out, and now it was time for the grand unveiling. She unbuttoned her coat and hung it up, revealing her low-cut, skintight minidress. When Jenny put on a little extra weight, it went right to her chest and butt. Lately her sexual frustration had led to a lot of between-meal snacks, and now even her D-cup bras were getting a little snug. Five or ten more pounds and she would need to go on a diet, but right now she was in that magic zone where the sight of her made men stupid.

She sat very close to Carl, so he had little option but to look down at her deep cleavage. Carl’s eyes went wide, and Jenny could hear his breathing becoming more strained.

"So," Jenny said. "I wanted to thank you for a lovely evening."

He licked his lips nervously and glanced at the door.

"No need to thank me. It was nice for me, too."

Carl began to stand up, but Jenny just moved closer so Carl couldn’t get up without having to push her out of the way. From the look on his face, she knew her plan was having the desired effect. Glancing down, she could see a thick bulge in the crotch of his jeans, going well down his thigh. Jenny smiled, impressed. On top of everything else, apparently he had a really big cock. She had to have this man. Tonight.

"Oh, but I really want to thank you," she purred. "You’ve been so sweet tonight. I have a special treat I want to give you, for being such a good boy."

Jenny noticed some sweat on Carl’s forehead. His eyes darted to the door, and he tried to rise again. She moved still closer, so that her full breasts were mashed against his chest and their faces were inches apart. She parted her lips slightly and moistened them, waiting for him to kiss her. He swallowed hard and looked away.

"Jenny, please. I’m sorry, but I really have to go."

Carl was so panicky that his voice was cracking a little. Somehow he even looked a little younger, as though his nervousness was bringing out the shy kid in him. Jenny thought it was adorable, and she pushed forward.

"Ah, don’t be shy, honey. Mama won’t bite."

She leaned forward and slipped her tongue between Carl’s lips. He tensed up but after a moment he gave in, parted his lips and let Jenny’s tongue explore his mouth. Then he suddenly pulled back and tried to push her away.

"Jenny, no! I’m very sorry, but I have to go!"

Jenny just gave him a sexy pout.

"Why? Come on, we both want to do it. Why shouldn’t we?"

Carl pushed at her shoulder, gently but firmly. She sighed and slid over so he could stand up. He rushed for the door.

"I’m sorry," he said, "but I just can’t. I’ll understand if you’re angry, but it’s just too complicated for me to explain right now. I have to go!"

He got to the door but when he turned the knob it wouldn’t open. He turned back to Jenny with terror in his eyes.

"Sorry, sport," she said, rolling over seductively on the couch. "Door’s locked, and I hid the key. You won't get outta here without screwing me, first."

Carl gave the doorknob a few desperate turns, and as he did Jenny noticed that his sleeves were looking a little baggy. Actually, his clothes seemed kind of big all over. Carl was about 30, but as Jenny looked at him she suddenly thought he looked a lot younger than that. He could have passed for a 20-year-old! It was strange that she’d never noticed before how young he looked.

Jenny giggled, patting the seat beside her.

"There’s no escape. So get over here and give Mama some sugar."

Jenny stretched herself out on the couch, lazily running a hand along her breast while she looked up at Carl with smoldering eyes. Still standing at the door, Carl ran his eyes quickly down the length of Jenny’s body. He let out a small whimper. Jenny could see he was swooning with desire, and she knew it wouldn’t be long before he gave in to her advances.

Carl came over and sat on the edge of the couch, as far away from Jenny as he could manage. He tried not to look at her as he spoke.

"Please, Jenny. I just can’t stay. I have to leave right away!"

"Why? What the heck is this about?"

He didn't say anything.

"Carl, sweetie, just tell me. Are you married or something?"

"No, it isn’t that. It’s much more complicated. Please, I have to leave!"

"Don’t you think I’m attractive?"

He bit his lip and stared at the ceiling. He looked like he was about to pass out from sheer horniness.

"I think you’re the most gorgeous girl I’ve ever met. That’s the problem. I never should have tempted myself like this!"

Jenny sat up, unable to hide the frustration in her voice.

"Tempt yourself? Carl, what are you talking about? We're both adults, here. What's the big deal? Why can't we just have some fun?"

Carl looked away miserably. He really did look like a teenager, so much so that it was starting to worry Jenny a little bit. How old was Carl, anyway? Was he some kid who’d been passing himself off as a grownup all this time? No, that didn’t make sense. She’d seen him up close for weeks now, and he’d always looked like an adult.

"Carl," she said, "I know this is maybe gonna sound like a weird question, but... How old are you, honey?"

Carl quickly turned away from her, as though he didn’t want to be seen.

"Please, Jenny! I have to go! I have to go right now!"

Jenny leaned over so she could see his profile, and realized that somehow Carl looked even younger than he had a moment before. He was now very obviously no older than 15 or so.

"Oh my god," she said. "Carl, what’s happening to you? You’re just a kid!"

Carl turned back to face her, an outraged expression on his hairless, boyish face. His voice was so high it almost sounded like a girl’s.

"I told you, you should have let me leave! I didn’t want you to see me like this!"

Fascinated, Jenny reached out to touch his face, but Carl brushed her away. Despite the bizarreness of the situation, Jenny had to fight to keep herself from laughing. Carl looked so cute!

"Carl! You're turning into a kid! What’s happening to you, honey? Has this happened before?"

Carl slumped on the couch. He fumbled with his sleeves, angrily pulling them back as they flopped down over his hands. With every instant, his face was becoming softer and more childish.

"It happens every time I get aroused." He sighed, shaking his head. "My ex-wife put a curse on me. I cheated on her when we were married, and she told me I couldn’t control myself with women because I was just an overgrown kid. After we got divorced she put the curse on me and then disappeared. I haven’t seen that bitch in almost two years."

Jenny moved over to sit closer to Carl and get a better look at him. As she did Carl glanced at her cleavage, then quickly averted his eyes, moaning with a mix of despair and desire. Another year seemed to slip away from him in a matter of seconds. As it did, she saw that the bulge in his crotch abruptly shrank by several inches too.

She touched his chin, trying to turn him to face her. He wouldn't look at her.

"How young do you get, Carl? Do you become a baby?"

"No," he said. "At least, not yet. I’ve never let it go that far. One time I got down to about six years old before I took a very cold shower and stopped it just in time. That was pretty scary. When I get that little, it’s hard for me to think straight."

Jenny reached over and took his hand to examine it. It was smaller than hers, soft and pale and delicate. A boy's hand. And it was still slowly shrinking.

"How long does this last, before you become an adult again?"

"I can never predict it. I think it depends on how horny I was when I changed. If I was just kind of horny it can be a few hours. If I was really horny, it can be a whole day. The time when I became six I was stuck that way for half a week. I had to miss work, and it really sucked. I couldn’t even leave my apartment, because I didn’t want anybody to see me like that. That's why I have to work from home now. I never know when something is going to turn me on, and I'll become a kid."

He looked away bitterly. His shrinking seemed to be slowing down. He looked to be about 11 or 12.

"This happens every time you get aroused?"

"Yeah." He crossed his arms, looking for all the world like a pouting little boy. "I can be driving home and I'll see a sexy billboard, and just like that, I'm five years younger. One time I got stuck at a red light with these two really hot girls jogging in place next to me. They were wearing these tight, spandex outfits, and they kept bouncing and jiggling, they just wouldn't stop. By the time the light finally changed, I was too young to drive. The whole time I was driving home, I was scared I was gonna get pulled over."

Suddenly he grimaced in pain, doubled over slightly and grasped his crotch.

"Ow! Ow! Damn it!"

Jenny touched his arm.

"Carl! What is it, honey?"

He looked down at himself like he couldn't possibly hate his body more.

"My balls. They just retracted. That's always the worst part."

Jenny bit her lip, trying not to laugh. She knew Carl would be upset if she laughed, but this whole thing was just too ridiculous and cute.

"OK," she said, "so, you're desperate to never get aroused. I get that. But why did you ask me out in the first place? Isn't having a girlfriend just going to make you more crazy and frustrated?"

He almost looked like he was about to cry.

"Of course it's a bad idea for me to have a girlfriend! But I just couldn't help myself. I was so lonesome and horny, and then I met you, and... I couldn't resist you."

He turned to look at her, a little boy with a man's eyes.

"You're just so exciting, Jenny. You're so wild and fun and sexy. You're everything I have to stay away from!"

Jenny shook her head, trying to believe what she was seeing. As strange as it all was, she was surprised that she wasn't more freaked out. When your boyfriend turned into a little boy before your eyes, you were supposed to cry and scream and run away. Weren't you?

But she didn't want to cry and scream and run away. Watching Carl get younger was too fascinating and funny to be really scary. He was about 8 or 9 years old now, and he was the cutest little boy she'd ever seen. She wanted to sit him on her lap and shower his chubby cheeks with kisses.

"I think it's almost stopped," he said. "Thank God. I haven't been this young for a while. Usually, as soon as it starts, I'll do something to make myself less horny. Like, if I go to the movies and there's a sexy scene and I feel myself starting to get younger, I'll hurry out to the bathroom and splash some cold water on my face."

"Wow. You poor little guy. This must complicate the hell out of your life."

"I’ll say it does. I haven’t been able to be with a woman since my divorce."

Jenny looked down and realized that Carl’s feet were now hanging off the couch without quite touching the floor, and she had to cover her mouth with her hand to hold back a giggle. His shirt and pants were hanging off his body, he was like a boy dressed in Daddy's clothes.

It was so hard to take this seriously. Carl had such a grim, grownup expression on his kid face, it was hilarious. If he was just a little younger, she could pick him up and carry him, just like a real little boy. He would be small and helpless in her arms.

"I hate this curse so much," he said. "I’d give anything just to be normal again."

Suddenly, a wicked notion occurred to Jenny. She couldn't really do this. Could she?

Oh, yeah. She sure could. She had to do it. No matter how angry it made Carl later, she simply could not resist.

She stood up and struck a pose, one hip cocked and her feet planted far apart on the floor so Carl could almost see up her short skirt.

"Well," she said, " I don’t know. I mean, what’s so great about being normal? If this is the way you are, why not have fun with it?"

Carl scrambled back on the couch, alarmed.

"Huh? What do you mean?"

"What I mean is that I came here tonight to get some snuggles and kisses and sweet loving from my boy, and I aim to get some!"

Carl's little face went white.

"WHAT? No, Jenny! I can't!"

Carl struggled to stand up in his tangle of clothes, but Jenny easily pushed him back onto the couch with one hand. One of his now-oversized shoes slipped off and landed on the floor with a heavy thump. Jenny smirked down at it. Without a word of warning, she yanked off Carl's other shoe and tossed it into the corner, then she pulled off both of his socks at once and tickled the soles of his tiny feet. He gasped and pulled his feet away, sitting on them so she couldn't get at them.

"Jenny, stop! You don't understand what you're doing!"

She began to sway her hips, working her way into a little dance. Carl looked up at her like she was insane, and he lost another year.

"I understand perfectly," Jenny said. "And you know what I think? I think you want to be a baby!"

"What? That's insane!"

Jenny was bumping and grinding now, putting a little extra jiggle in each move. She'd done some stripping when she was in college, and she knew how to work her body.

"Come on, it’s obvious. Just look at yourself. You’re getting younger, right now. If this whole thing didn’t turn you on, you wouldn’t still be getting younger, would you?"

She giggled and spoke in a sing-song voice.

"Younger and younger... Smaller and smaller..."

Jenny reached down and in one smooth movement hiked her dress over her head. She tossed the dress to the floor, revealing herself in her lacy black panties and a push-up bra she bought two cup sizes ago. Carl writhed on the couch as he instantly lost another year.

"No!" His voice was a squeak. "Jenny! Please, that’s not the way it is at all! I don’t want to be a kid!"

Jenny began to toy with the straps of her bra, snapping one playfully against her shoulder.

"Right. Like you don’t wanna snuggle up in Mommy’s lap and kiss her big, full, ripe boobies for hours and hours."

The years were slipping away from him, faster and faster. She went into a move where she squatted down low, her crotch a few inches from the carpet, and slowly rocked her hips back and forth. The girls at the club had called this one the floor sweeper. Carl shuddered, getting smaller as he watched her.

"Jenny, no!"

"Yes," she said. "I know a boy who wants to be a tiny, helpless little bay-bee!"

She stood up, walked over and stood above him. He was very little now, and it made her feel huge and powerful. She leaned forward so her cleavage was inches from his face.

"Just look at yourself," she purred. "Soon you'll be lucky if you weigh ten pounds. I'll be able to pick you up, and cradle you, and I'll be the mommy and you'll be my precious, little, tiny, darling bundle of joy. Soooo small..."

Jenny undid the clasp of her bra so that her full breasts spilled out directly over Carl’s head. She dropped her bra in Carl's lap and giggled. Carl lost another few years, and he now looked to be about five at most. When he spoke, his voice was that of a frightened little boy.

"Please, Jenny! I’m getting too little!"

Jenny knew she had to stop. He was getting too little. But this was too fun, she couldn't stop it now.

"You love it. The smaller you get, the better you like it. You won’t be happy until you’re just a tiny baby sucking on Mommy’s tits. Drinking her tasty milk..."

Jenny leaned forward again so that her bare breasts were dangling above Carl. She gave them a little shimmy and Carl reached up for them helplessly, as if he couldn’t control himself. As he did, another year slipped away from him. He was now a toddler completely at sea in his oversize adult clothing.

Jenny reached down and picked him up easily, lifting him out of clothes. He was a child now, naked in her arms. He was perhaps two years old, and still shrinking fast.

She held him out so she could have a good look at him, and she burst out laughing at his tiny, chubby, hairless body. He looked at her furiously, and she laughed again and snuggled him close against her bare breasts. He looked at them longingly, obviously struggling to resist grasping for them with his increasingly tiny fingers. His little body was so soft and warm in her hands.

Jenny felt a rush of absolute power. Her beauty had literally transformed a man into a helpless little toddler. She'd reduced a man to childhood, with her tits.

It was wrong to get so turned on by this. It was sick. But she couldn't help it. She had never been so aroused in her life. Carl wasn't a man anymore and he was utterly helpless, at her mercy.

"Oh, my God." She giggled. "I wish every guy did this when he got horny. This is the best!"

"Pwease," he squeaked. "Put me down! I don’t wanna be widdle!"

He was still shrinking rapidly. She rubbed noses with him and spoke in baby talk.

"Yes, you do. You love being Mommy's baby boy, don't you? Just look at you! Getting smaller... and smaller. You'll need diapers soon, won't you?"

She took his hand.

"Look at these baby fingers. Look at your itty-bitty feet. And just look at your itsy, bitsy, teeny, weeny..."

She looked him up and down and gave him a wicked grin.

"Well, you're just tiny all over, aren't you?"

"Me... no wanna be baby! Me... gwon-up!"

He was slipping from childhood into actual infancy. Suddenly, Jenny regained her senses. What the hell was she doing? What if she'd made him too excited? Would he become a fetus? Would he vanish? Even if he just became a newborn, how long would be stuck like that? Would it be days, weeks, months? What if it was permanent?

She was playing a very dangerous game. She had to stop.

But making him little was just too good. And no matter how much he whimpered, she could see he was enjoying it too, despite himself. His eyes were full of fear, but they were also full of hunger for more. He was as curious as she was to see what would happen next.

She suddenly remembered having sex when she was a teenager, when her first boyfriend would talk her into doing it without protection. It was such a stupid, risky thing to do. But the risk made it unbearably exciting. As desperate as she'd been not to get pregnant, a part of her had craved it, the idea of becoming a mommy had been so sweet and thrilling. In the instant before she came, having a baby sounded like the best thing in the world.

That's what this felt like. Making Carl a baby was a stupid, risky thing to do. But it was just too good to resist. She wanted him to be her baby. She needed it.

She kissed his cheek and lifted him closer so she could whisper in his ear.

"If you get stuck like this, I'll be your mommy, for real. I'll raise you. I will."

His eyes were wide. She wasn't sure if she meant it as a threat, to make him even more afraid, or as a promise, so he would feel safe enough to let himself give in to this. All she knew for sure was that it was true. After all, if he was stuck as a baby, it would be her fault. She was the one who had pushed him into infancy. She would owe it to him to do the right thing, and raise him.

But she would worry about all that later. For now, she had to push him, she had to see how far she could take this, how small and helpless she could make him.

Jenny toyed with his lips with her finger. He looked confused, and began to suck on her fingertip, nibbling it with baby teeth.

"That’s right," she cooed. "You’re Mommy's hungry baby, aren’t you? Too little for solid foods. You need milk. Lots and lots of tasty milk."

Suddenly his teeth were gone and he was gumming her finger. The hair was vanishing from Carl’s scalp as his cheeks became chubbier. Jenny could feel him becoming lighter in her arms, and she burst into laughter at the expression of mingled outrage and terror on Carl’s adorable little face.

"Oh my God! You really are a baby!"

And he was. Tiny, soft, naked and pink, with big, blue eyes and soft wisps of blond hair on top of his head.

He was an actual baby. Jenny had done it.

Jenny carried Carl over to the mirror. Looking at themselves, they saw a topless, smug-looking young woman with a anxious baby boy wriggling in her arms. She bounced him against her chest, laughing as he struggled helplessly.

"People would see us and never know you’d been a grown-up," Jenny said. "They’d just think I was your mommy and you were my little boy. And that's just what we are. You're my baby, and I'm your new mommy!"

He squealed, unable to form words. She snuggled him against her breasts and spoke in sticky-sweet baby talk.

"What'sa matter, precious? You gotta go pee-pee? Maybe we should go to the store and get you some diapers, huh? Then Mommy can scrub you, and powder you, and pin on your diaper so you'll be nice and clean."

Carl whimpered in protest. Jenny giggled and kissed the top of his head.

"And while we're at the store, I can buy you some baby clothes! Tiny pants, tiny shoes. All for you. Then I can carry you around and show you off. Everybody will see what a little cutie you are."

Jenny's face felt hot. As excited as she was, she had to stop teasing Carl. It was too much, she knew it.

"All my girlfriends are just gonna love you. I'll get a stroller and wheel you around town, and everybody will see you and say, 'What a little angel!' And I can feed you with a bottle, and burp you! Doesn't that sound like fun, baby?"

Carl looked up at her desperately and tried to speak but when no words would come he just burst into tears, his mouth opened wide and his eyes scrunched tight.

It was music to Jenny’s ears. She had reduced him to total, helpless infancy. She felt a thrill like nothing else, a thrill she'd been waiting for her whole life without knowing it.

"Aww, poor baby. Mommy knows just what her little man needs."

Before Carl knew what hit him, Jenny popped her nipple into his mouth. She knew she was really crossing a line, Carl would be furious when he was an adult again.

But right now she was acting totally on instinct, and she knew this was what they both needed.

For an instant Carl struggled to spit her nipple out, but then his infantile instincts took over and he began to suck greedily. A tingle of sleepy pleasure passed through Jenny's body. She staggered over and collapsed on the couch, savoring the feel of Carl’s soft little body in her arms and the warm, wet tug of his mouth on her breast.

She felt a confusing but wonderful rush of emotions: a nurturing, maternal contentment mixed with a sadistic, nasty thrill. It was hard to say which she enjoyed more: turning Carl into a baby, or cuddling with him once he’d become one. She had been going nuts with desire for weeks and weeks, and this was the most exciting thing she had ever done.

She cradled him close and knew that no matter how upset he was once he grew back to his normal size, Carl wouldn’t be able to deny just how much he’d enjoyed being her baby. The look of bliss on his face was unmistakable as his tongue circled her nipple and he squeezed at her breast with his pudgy little fingers.

"Sorry," she said. "No milk, honey. Not yet."

Carl was too busy sucking her nipple to listen. She stroked the sparse hair on top of his head.

"You know," she said softly. "I've read about ladies who adopt newborns. If they let the baby suck and suck at their nipples for weeks, eventually they start making milk and they can feed the baby naturally. I bet I could do that. Would you like that, baby? Would you like to drink milk from Mommy's tits, for real?"

Carl managed to pull his lips from Jenny's nipple. He looked up at her with wide eyes.

"Oh, that's right." She giggled. "This excites you. And if you get excited, you stay little! So..."

She circled his wet lips with her fingertip.

"I guess you'll have to choose, then. Do you want to be a big, grown-up man again? Or do you wanna stay a baby forever, sucking on Mommy's big, ripe tits, and drinking up all of her tasty milk? Lots and lots of tasty milk. All for baby."

She slowly, slowly brought her nipple closer to his mouth. He was drooling slightly.

"Huh? Which is it gonna be, baby boy?"

She brushed the tip of her nipple against his lips, and he whimpered and latched on again, sucking helplessly. She rocked him in her arms, drunk with happiness. It was time to stop teasing him. She couldn't be mean, not anymore. He'd suffered enough.

"Don't worry," she said. "One of these days, I'll let you grow up again. Maybe. If you're a very good boy."

The things Carl was doing to her nipples felt so good she could hardly speak. She closed her eyes, wondering if she was actually about to come. God, she was sick. This was so wrong... but also so right.

"Maybe," she said through her daze. "Maybe I'll let you grow up. Someday."

Carl was still sucking, and Jenny felt the biggest, wrongest orgasm of all time bearing down on her. She dug her nails into the arm of the couch, gritted her teeth and clamped her thighs together, squirming. It was going to be almost impossible to keep quiet, but Carl looked so sweet and drowsy that she didn't want to upset him with a lot of moaning and screaming.

How was she going to feel about all this, after she came? Would she be ashamed? Would she feel guilty? She had changed her boyfriend into a baby, because it turned her on. She had teased and seduced him into infancy. She was clearly a bad, terrible person.

But why did it have to feel so, so good?

She'd only meant it as a tease, when she'd said the stuff about using her breasts to keep him a baby forever. But if he was ever going to grow up again, she would have to somehow find the strength to resist doing this again. She wanted her boyfriend back. As hot as it felt to tease Carl, as sweet as it felt to mother him, she couldn't keep this going. She had to let him grow up.

She'd just keep him a baby and let him suckle at her tits for as long as it took for her to produce milk. That would only be a few weeks, probably. Maybe a month. Nine weeks. She's spent nine weeks aching for Carl to make love to her. He owed her nine weeks of this.

He could take a long vacation from his job, and spend it as her baby. She'd feed him baby food and formula until she started lactating. And then she'd let him grow up again.

She was giddy thinking about the life they could have. Carl could be her man for a few weeks or months, and whenever she felt like it, whenever she was horny or he was getting on her nerves, she could shrink him down again. Whenever they had an argument, she could just turn him into a baby and put him to bed in his crib with a belly full of her milk.

"Jenny," he would say firmly, "I've made up my mind. The matter is settled!"

She would look him in the eye, unbutton her shirt, and begin to unfasten her nursing bra.

"I've heard just about enough out of you, little man," she would say. "I think somebody needs his din-din and a nice, long nap!"

The whole idea was getting her way too horny, she really was about to have a loud, messy orgasm. She crossed her ankles together tightly, desperately trying to keep quiet. But then she couldn't help it, she threw back her head and moaned, shivering all over.

Carl looked up at her, her nipple slipping from between his lips, and he seemed to be coming out of a trance. Jenny snuggled him closer and grinned down at him.

"You know what, Carl? Your ex-wife was right. You were an overgrown little boy."

He glared up at her, a glimmer of adulthood in his pretty, baby blue eyes. Jenny cupped her hand against the back of his head and gently pushed his soft face against her breast, and in a moment his mouth was working her nipple again. His eyes closed, and he made a little sound of perfect contentment, a baby's coo.

Jenny sighed, thinking about how sexy Carl was, when he was an adult. They could never make love. If they tried, he would just turn into a baby again. She was going to miss grownup, nasty sex.

But she had to admit to herself that this was better than any sex she'd ever had.

Just like that, Jenny had a brand new fetish. As weird and wrong as it was, turning Carl into a baby was the ultimate thrill. It made her feel like some kind of mother goddess who could turn a man into a baby on a whim. She felt closer to Carl than she'd ever felt to another man. She wished, more than anything, that she could lactate right now. She'd have to look online to see what she could do to make her milk come faster.

She looked down at Carl, and he was a baby, but not completely. He loved being small and helpless, kept safe in the arms of a big, grown-up woman who adored him for what he was, not in spite of it. She loved Carl as a man, and as a baby. The tiny infant sucking at her breast was also the man she wanted to spend the rest of her life with.

After years of being ashamed and denying himself pleasure, Carl was finally admitting the truth about himself, enjoying it, loving it. In making him a baby, Jenny had also forced him to grow up a little.

"You were much too big," Jenny said. "But now Mommy’s fixed you, hasn’t she? Now you’re just the right size." 

CHAPTER TWO
At first, baby Carl was nothing but fun. He was tiny and helpless, and Jenny could carry him around all day, teasing him and cuddling him.

She took a few weeks off from work to spend with Carl, and she had never been happier. She bought Carl a little crib, and she kept it beside her bed. She would wake up in the morning and roll over to see her boyfriend as a baby, sleeping with his thumb in his mouth, and it was satisfying in all kinds of ways.

Jenny's duties as a new Mommy were endless, and she enjoyed them all. She loved feeding him his apple sauce and washing between his little toes. She even kind of liked changing his diapers. It really drove home how completely dependent he was on her, and it made her feel even more like his mommy. The books said that in order to induce lactation she should take certain herbs, use a breast pump and breastfeed Carl every few hours, and she did all of these things.

Carl did a lot of pouting about being stuck as an infant, but he sure brightened up when Jenny's nipple was in his mouth. As cranky as he could get, Jenny knew he was actually having at least as much fun as she was.

But after 12 days, Jenny was exhausted. She had always been kind of lazy and Carl's needs were becoming overwhelming.

Her nipples were raw and her breasts were swollen and aching, with faint, blue veins she could see just beneath the skin. She tried to be encouraged. The changes in her breasts were ahead of schedule, and she would probably lactate soon.

But she had been a busty girl before all this started, and now her breasts were simply ridiculous. She was up to an F-cup, and for the first time in her life she felt self-conscious about her chest. These weren't the bouncy, porn star boobs she was used to having. These were big, stiff, sore mom tits.

Sexy mommy role playing was one thing, but every day she was feeling more and more like a real mother, and that was getting weird. Sometimes, it was easy to forget Carl wasn't a regular baby. Jenny would push him around in the stroller she bought, and he would gurgle and drool and kick his little feet. She would pick him up and burp him, and rock him to sleep. There were hours at a time when he acted just like any other baby, and sometimes when he was asleep she would look at him and feel frightened by how much she adored this child who wasn't a child.

"He is not your baby," she would mutter to herself. "He is a man. He is Carl, your boyfriend. You are not his mommy!"

But there were still plenty of times when she saw the adult in him, and then it was all worth it. She would be playing with his feet and singing a little song to him, and he would roll his eyes like he was bored. He didn't like having his diaper changed, he glowered at her while she scrubbed his bottom and powdered him, especially when she was in a sassy mood and she teased him about making a big mess. There were many times when she was talking to him and he would open his mouth to speak, forgetting that all he could do was babble and gurgle. There were a lot of things that obviously annoyed him about being a baby, and it amused her to watch him fuss and pout.

But there were other things he obviously did like. He liked being bathed in the sink. He liked being snuggled, and falling asleep on her shoulder. And he obviously liked suckling at her breast, he never got tired of it. Neither did she. Even when her boobs were in agony, once she waved her nipple in his face and he latched on, she never wanted it to stop.

She hadn't seen any of her friends for weeks because she wasn't sure how to explain her new baby. She missed her friends, and she really missed Carl - the adult Carl. She was going kind of crazy with nothing to do but tend to her baby/boyfriend all day long. And her milk just wouldn't come. Day after day, and still no milk.

A few nights before Jenny was supposed to go back to work, her breasts were so sore that she didn't even want to think about them. They felt like they were about to burst, like if she poked them with a pin they would explode. She had started all this breastfeeding stuff because it turned her on. But it wasn't sexy anymore, it had become painful and gross.

She was tired of thinking about her body, tired of thinking about her breasts. How had all of this ever seemed like a good idea?

But it was 7 PM, time for Carl to suckle again. She sat down with him at the kitchen table, glumly lifted her shirt and brought his mouth to her nipple. He started to knead her breast with his tiny hands, and after 30 seconds or so Jenny felt something squirt out of her nipple.

She looked down and gasped. There were thin, clear drops on her breast. She was lactating. She started to cry and laugh at the same time.

"We did it, baby! I can feed you now, for real! Real milk, Carl!"

But Carl didn't look happy. He looked afraid. Jenny stroked his soft cheeks.

"What's wrong, sweetie? I thought you'd be happy. Don't you want mommy's milk?"

He glanced at her breast and then looked away, an anxious expression on his baby face. She chuckled.

"Oh, I get it. You think that drinking my milk is just a little too much, huh? You think that will mean you're really my baby."

She was breathing heavily, starting to feel that old, sick thrill.

"Well," she said, "I got news for ya, shorty. You already are my baby. You are gonna drink Mommy's milk, and you are gonna love it."

She touched her finger to the drops on her nipple, and then brought them to his lips.

"Come on. Tasty milk. All for baby."

He looked like he was trying to resist, but then his mouth opened and she was touching her fingertip to his tongue, feeding him the milk.

"There we go." She chuckled wickedly. "And there's plenty more where that came from. I bet I could open my own dairy farm, with these things."

Another drop dribbled out of her nipple, all by itself. She scooped it up with her fingertip and deposited it between Carl's lips.

"Good baby," Jenny said dreamily. "Mommy loves her thirsty little man."

Once Jenny's milk came in, it just wouldn't stop. It was like a geyser, so much that Carl couldn't handle it all and soon Jenny's fridge was full of bottles of the stuff.

Her nipples were still sore, but producing milk took a lot of the pressure off her breasts and suddenly breastfeeding was everything she had dreamed it would be. It made her feel wonderfully close to baby Carl, it made her feel powerful, it made her have epic, window-rattling orgasms.

Her vacation time was all used up, but she called in sick for a few days because feeding Carl was just too sweet, she couldn't bear to stop so soon. Besides, her nipples were leaking constantly. How was she supposed to get anything done at work while milk was squirting through her shirt and dripping down on her desk?

It was reaching the point where she couldn't go on hiding her new life from her friends, family and co-workers. Even if Carl became a man again tomorrow and she didn't have a baby to keep secret anymore, her tits were so big now that everybody would assume she'd had a boob job. And if she wanted to still be able to lactate for Carl the next time he was a baby, she was going to have to keep pumping. These crazy, leaky boobs weren't going away anytime soon.

She bought some hardcore nursing bras and started wearing baggy tops. It seemed like it would maybe be enough for her to look normal again, but then one afternoon she went out to the driveway to get something out of her car and she ran into the lady who delivered the mail. They had never exchanged a word before, but the mail lady smirked when she saw Jenny.

"How old is your baby?"

Jenny gasped slightly, looking down at herself. Carl was napping inside. What had given away that Jenny had a baby? Had Carl spit up on her again, or something?

"How..." Jenny fumbled. "How did...?"

"Oh, it's obvious. You have that glow."

Jenny bit her lip. Holy shit. She had a glow.

The mail lady put her hand on Jenny's shoulder and smiled.

"Plus, I've been a mom, and..." She chuckled. "You've got the boobs."

Jenny smiled awkwardly, folding her arms over her chest. This was one of the first conversations she'd had with another adult for weeks. Did it have to be about her tits?

"Well," Jenny said. "Thanks. I think."

The mail lady laughed.

"I'm sorry, you just look like such a happy little mommy. I had to say something."

Jenny couldn't help grinning. She was a happy little mommy.

"Treasure these days," the mail lady said. "They never last as long as you'd like."

Jenny smiled and looked back at the house. Baby Carl was sleeping in his crib, sucking his thumb. It was almost dinner time.

These days would last as long as she wanted. And she would treasure every one.

Finally, the day came when Jenny absolutely had to go back to work. She kept using her breast pumps to keep her milk flowing, but now she was only feeding Carl from bottles. She forced herself not to tease him at all, and she snuggled him as little as possible. It hurt to be cold, but she had to do it. It was time for him to grow up again, and she couldn't risk him getting even a little aroused.

"Come on," she told him. "No more baby time, Mister. You have to grow up, right now. You can be a baby again later, but now it's time for me to stop being your mommy and go back to work. So, come on. Get big again!"

Carl would just look frustrated, like he was trying but didn't know how. But then, just when Jenny was starting to worry she was going to have to find a good day care center or something, Carl started hollering in his crib.

"What's wrong, Carl?"

He was kicking his little legs, twitching all over. She picked him up, terrified.

"Carl! What's wrong? Oh, honey!"

He suddenly felt heavier in her arms. For a moment she thought he had just pooped his diaper, but then his diaper split open and he seemed to weigh 20 pounds more. She struggled to hold on to him, but he was just too heavy now and she had to put him down on the carpet. He was getting bigger!

"You're growing up, Carl! Come on, you can do it! Get big, sweetie!"

Carl was a toddler now, his limbs stretching out every second. Jenny watched with fascination as his body expanded across the carpet, his babyfat fading away and his muscles becoming more defined. His jaw was sharpening, hair was sprouting on his chest and limbs. He was a boy Carl, a teenage Carl, a young adult Carl.

He was her Carl.

She had never seen his naked, adult body. He was chiseled and masculine. And he had a massive erection. Jenny bent down low and kissed him on the lips. She giggled. He tasted like her milk.

"Stop it," he said sulkily. "I'm angry at you. You made me a baby, Jenny!"

Jenny grinned.

"I sure did. I danced for you and shook my boobies and made cute little pouty faces, and you got so horny you shrank into an itsy, bitsy baby boy..."

She glanced down at his erection. It was magnificent. He grabbed a pillow and used it to cover himself.

"Stop it, Jenny."

"Did you like sucking Mommy's boobies? So much milk. I have more, if you want it..."

Carl looked at her desperately.

"Jenny, please. No more. I just grew up again. Don't make me turn right back into a baby."

Jenny's panties were already damp, but she knew he was right.

"OK," she said. "No teasing. I'll be good. For now."

His face already looked a little bit younger, maybe two or three years. He was getting younger. She winced and slapped his cheek.

"Ow!" He looked horrified. "Jenny!"

"I'm sorry, sweetie. But are you horny anymore?"

He looked down at himself.

"No." He heaved a sigh of relief. "Not enough to change, anyway."

Jenny found herself blinking back tears.

"Oh, Carl. Oh, my big, strong, handsome, grownup, manly man! I missed you so much!"

She threw her arms around his shoulders. He was stiff for a moment, still angry, but she felt him melting.

"It was so weird, Jenny. I was a baby. I was really a baby."

"I know. You were my baby, Carl. All mine. And I love you as my baby, you're a beautiful, sweet baby. But I missed my man. I love you so much, Carl."

Now Carl was crying a little, too.

"Come on, Jenny. I'm trying to stay mad at you."

"You can't." She giggled. "What little boy can stay mad at his mommy?"

"Jenny, stop."

"It's almost dinner time." She started to lift her shirt. "Here. Want a taste?"

"Jenny!"

He grabbed her shirt and desperately yanked it back down.

"Please, no more mommy talk. No milk. I can't get aroused, not now. I'm begging you."

She whimpered.

"But I'm so, so horny for you, Carl."

She put his hand on his bare, muscular chest, entwining her fingers in his chest hair.

"You're so naked. So beautiful. Beautiful, naked man. For Jenny."

She reached for his pillow.

"And that giant cock. Jenny must have."

He jumped away from her, keeping his pillow held firmly in place.

"No! Jenny, it can't happen. When I've calmed down, maybe we can kiss a little or something. But not now. I'm begging you."

Jenny suddenly realized her hand was between her legs, she was rubbing her crotch through her jeans. She had been aching for the adult Carl for months, and now it was like she was in a trance of lust.

She pulled her hand away from her crotch and pouted.

"Fine," she grumbled. "But I gotta do something, I'm going crazy. I guess I'll just... go jerk off in the bathroom."

He looked alarmed.

"Don't tell me that! Don't tell me what you're gonna do in there!"

Jenny smiled.

"I'll just toy with my wet, wet little pussy, and think about my beautiful, naked boyfriend who won't fuck me with his giant cock. If you hear me screaming, you'll know I'm thinking of you."

"No! No screaming!"

"Fine. I'll just whimper. Like this."

Jenny whimpered.

"Jenny, no!"

Carl was getting younger again. He looked about 23 or 24, now. Just a little push, and she could take him down into his teens. Maybe this would be a good time to practice, to see if she could take him to certain ages and then stop.

"I don't know what you're so scared of," she said. "You're still legal. We've got a few years left."

"Jenny, I mean it..."

She slipped her hand under his pillow and grabbed hold of his cock. He gasped, and his pillow fell to the floor.

"Jenny..?"

"Mine."

She tugged him by the cock, leading him like a dog on a leash towards the bathroom.

"Jenny, what are you doing? Stop!"

"I will. Eventually."

She steered him by his cock, into the shower. She was jerking him off now, tugging quickly and firmly. She looked up to check his age. He was maybe 20 at most.

"Jenny!"

He put his hands against the shower stall, bracing himself. His eyelids were fluttering.

"Please, Jenny. Stop. I want to be a grownup."

Jenny leaned into the shower and gave him a big kiss, biting his lower lip. This was the meanest thing she'd ever done, but it was going to hurt her more than it hurt him.

"Are you sure, Carl? You don't wanna be Mommy's baby? I have so much milk to give you. Tasty milk for baby."

"Not now. I need to be an adult for a while. Please."

"Well... OK."

Jenny stepped back and turned on the shower so it was spraying cold water at him. She stepped back and grinned as he sputtered at her, looking outraged.

She turned to go, but just before she left she looked back over her shoulder.

"If you need me," she said, "I'll be in the bedroom..."

Carl stood there, looking alarmed as the water hit his teenage body. He was still legal. Just.

"Jenny, come on."

"All alone," she said poutily. "Jerking off. And whimpering."

And with one last, lingering whimper, she was gone. Just in time. 

CHAPTER THREE
It was a warm and sticky summer afternoon. Jenny and her best friend Denise were sitting together in Jenny's backyard, and baby Carl was snuggled against Jenny's chest. Jenny felt sleepy and contented, despite Denise's nagging questions.

"When the heck is Victoria coming back, anyhow? She sure seems to leave the country a lot."

"Oh," Jenny said, "Victoria should be back any day, now. But there's no rush. I love taking care of her baby."

Denise looked down at Carl suspiciously.

"I still don't get why you're doing all this for her. I mean, it's one thing to watch her kid for her for weeks at a time. But breastfeeding him? You're a smart, hot, young gal... What do you wanna get burdened with somebody else's kid for?"

Jenny smiled to herself. She had worked out an elaborate, deliberately confusing story to explain why she suddenly had a baby she was breastfeeding, a baby who would be there for a few days or a week and then mysteriously vanish.

She said that her old college pal Victoria ("Oh, you never met her? We go way back...") had just had a baby. Victoria was allegedly a devoted mother, but she was also one of the few doctors in the world who specialized in the treatment of some rare but horrible diseases, and sometimes emergencies came up and Victoria had to go overseas. Victoria was also supposed to have a genetic condition that made it impossible to breastfeed, so Jenny had volunteered to help.

"Victoria's work is very important," Jenny said. "I'm glad to help."

Carl was wriggling angrily in Jenny's arms. He resented being a baby when other people where around.

"Besides," Jenny said, "How could I resist taking care of this precious, itty-bitty angel?"

She played with Carl's lips, and he looked up at her warily.

"Look," she said. "I think he's hungry."

Denise shifted in her chair, looking only a little less uncomfortable than Carl.

"Again? Didn't you just feed him?"

"A growing baby needs lots of milk. Lots and lots."

Jenny lifted her top, lowered her bra and placed Carl's mouth against her nipple. He resisted only briefly, then he latched on and began feeding. Jenny gripped the arm of the chair, swooning. Making Carl feed while people watched was her new thing.

Denise chuckled.

"Look at you. You're such a mommy."

Jenny sighed happily.

"Yeah. Sometimes I wish he'd never grow up."

Carl's lips froze on her nipple, and he looked up at her with wide eyes. She bounced him a few times, cooing, and then she closed her eyes and tried not to look too obviously aroused as he resumed his feeding.

A few weeks later, Carl was a man again and they were throwing a party where all of Jenny's friends and all of Carl's friends were meeting for the first time. It was only 10 people, 6 girls and four guys, but Jenny's apartment was small and the evening was loud and fun.

About two hours in, Jenny's breasts started to ache. She needed to pump, but she didn't want to excuse herself and miss the party. But then, right when Carl's pal Don was telling a funny story, Jenny realized the situation was becoming urgent. If she didn't pump very soon, she would start leaking.

She looked over at Carl and an idea occurred to her. It was so evil, she knew she had to do it.

"Carl, honey? Did you hear that? In the bedroom?"

Carl looked at her strangely.

"Huh?"

"Yeah, I'm sure I heard something. Can you come with me?"

She took his hand and led him back to the bedroom. As soon as she got him in there she locked the door behind them and started to unbutton her top. Carl gasped.

"Jenny, what are you doing?"

"These things are about to pop. I need to get milked. Like a cow. So, so much milk."

Carl stared at Jenny and two or three years slipped away from him, just like that.

"Jenny, no! Our friends are out there..."

"Don't care. Need milking, right now."

She tossed her top onto the bed and began to unfasten her nursing bra.

"So," she said. "You wanna be old enough to talk? Or do I take you all the way?"

Carl looked horrified as a few more years slipped away from him in an instant. He was about 20. Then 19.

"Jenny, stop!"

"Too late. You're already too young to go back out there and pretend like nothing's changed."

She pushed him down on the bed, straddled him and dangled her breasts above his face.

"Mm. I do like a younger man."

"Jenny, please..."

She put her palms over her nipples. She really was about to explode, she felt like she was going to cover the bedroom walls with milk.

"Come on. Baby, or old enough to talk? You choose."

He whimpered.

"Old enough to talk. Please."

"I'll see what I can do."

She popped her nipple in his mouth and moaned as her milk began to gush down Carl's throat. She grabbed one of his hands and placed it on her other breast.

"Milk me," she said. "Please, get it everywhere. I need it. I'll wash the sheets later."

He groaned and began to squeeze one breast as he suckled at the other. Jenny closed her eyes and dug her nails into Carl's shoulders. She could feel the muscle tone in his arms fading, he was getting softer and smaller. He was a gangly teen... She heard him yip, the sound he always made when his balls retracted. That meant he was 10 or 11. She had to stop now.

She was going to stop. Now.

Any moment.

She opened her eyes and pulled herself free of him. He was a boy of 8 or so, his face and hair wet with her milk. There were puddles of milk all over the bed. Jenny stood up woozily, cupping her hands over her breasts to try and stop the flow.

"OK, sweetie," she said, trying to sound businesslike, "if you don't wanna get too little, you gotta calm down."

He sat up.

"Calm down? How?"

Jenny frowned. She hated this part.

"Sorry..."

She reached down and pinched his arm, hard.

"OW!"

"I'm sorry, hon. Did it work? Are you still horny?"

He rubbed his arm and looked down at himself. He was still 8.

"Yeah. I think it worked. Thank God."

He gave her a dirty look. He was annoyed, but it was also obvious he was enjoying himself.

"I can't believe you did that to me. You are one mean bitch."

Jenny playfully slapped his cheek.

"Language, little mister. You keep talking like that, and Mama is gonna wash your mouth out with soap."

"I mean it. That's the most cruel thing anybody ever did to me."

Jenny laughed.

"Yeah, you just hated it, didn't you?"

She titled up her head and made gulping noises, imitating him.

"Mommy! Ooh! Please, more milk!"

He folded his arms, looking both annoyed and guilty. She knew she had to stop teasing soon, or she'd end up turning him into a baby again.

"OK," she said, "I'm just gonna go into the bathroom and finish pumping, and then we'll go out and introduce you to everybody."

"Introduce me..? Jenny, no way!"

"Oh, yes, totally way."

Jenny smirked and went into the bathroom for her pump.

She hooked it up and went to work on her aching boobs. She got a cupful in just a minute or so.

When she came back out, she saw that Carl was now about 6. Her jaw dropped.

"Carl? What happened?"

He sighed.

"I could hear you. I knew you were in there pumping, and... you kept making these little sounds."

Jenny giggled. She had been groaning a little because her chest was hurting, but from the outside it probably did sound kind of hot.

"You sure you don't wanna take this all the way? I'd love to show off my baby to everybody."

"No! Please. I don't want the guys to see."

Jenny smiled.

"Aw, what's the matter, cutie pie? You think all of your big man friends will tease you about being a soft, sweet, tiny baby boy?"

Carl stuck his tongue out at her, and Jenny laughed.

"OK, OK," she said. "Let's clean you up. Your friends will really tease you if you come out there with Mommy's milk all over your face."

She led him into the bathroom and started to scrub his chin with a washcloth. He swatted her hands away.

"Quit it, I can wash myself."

"Oh, let your mama fuss over you a little."

He glowered at her as she scrubbed his face and then used the washcloth to rinse the milk out of his hair. His clothes were barely hanging onto his body, and she stripped them all off before he knew what hit him.

"Jenny!"

"You can't go out there looking like that. Come on."

She led him back out to the bedroom, trying not to giggle at the sight of chubby little body. She pulled one of her old ex-boyfriend's t-shirts out of the closet and pulled it down over Carl's head. It hung past his knees. He looked down at himself and then looked back up at Jenny with a scowl.

"You have got to be kidding."

"This is gonna be awesome. Let Mama do the talking out there."

She picked him up, carrying him against her hip. She was used to baby Carl. 6-year-old Carl was heavy!

"Jenny, don't carry me... I can walk!"

She carried him out to the living room. His skin was blazing hot against hers and she could feel his little heart thumping, he was obviously terrified of being seen like this.

"Hey, everybody. Carl had to leave, all of a sudden. Work stuff. This is... Billy. Victoria's other son. We're babysitting him, tonight. He was asleep, but I guess we woke him up."

Everybody looked a little taken aback.

"Carl's gone?" It was Don. "He didn't even say goodbye."

"He told me to tell everybody he's sorry."

Denise looked over Jenny's shoulder.

"How did Carl get out? There's no door outside, from the bedroom."

"He left through the kitchen. I guess you didn't notice. Billy is 6. Aren't you, Billy?"

Carl looked at her resentfully.

"Come on, Billy," she cooed. "Don't be shy. Say hello to all the nice grownups."

He sighed.

"Hello."

"Good boy! Billy is a very shy little boy. He doesn't talk much. But isn't he soooo precious?"

Soon all of the girls were cooing over "little Billy," while Carl's guy friends just sat there looking uncomfortable. All of a sudden, the grownup party had turned into a bunch of women playing with a little boy.

Carl kept giving Jenny dirty looks, but it was obvious to her he was enjoying the attention. The girls giggled over everything he said, and they kept hugging him and giving him kisses.

Things were going well until Denise picked him up, sat him on her lap and snuggled him against her cleavage.

"He's such a little cutie pie," Denise said. "Oh, I could just eat him up..."

Carl looked over at Jenny desperately. He was shrinking. Jenny stood up.

"It's his bedtime," she said quickly. "Bedtime for Billy!"

Denise frowned.

"What? No! He just woke up!"

Jenny snatched Carl off of Denise's lap, but as she did she noticed Denise giving Carl a very strange look. Carl was shrinking fast, and it looked like Denise had noticed something unusual was going on.

"You folks keep chatting," Jenny said over her shoulder as she rushed Carl back to the bedroom. "I won't be long."

As soon as she got Carl back to the bedroom, she set him on the floor and stood above him, her hands on her hips.

"What the hell was that? You let Denise shrink you!"

Carl looked guilty.

"It wasn't my fault. I have no control over getting younger, Jenny."

"Apparently not! I can't believe this. You sat on another woman's lap and got smaller, right in front of me!"

"She wouldn't let me go, honey. I'm sorry."

"Don't you 'honey,' me! I got stretch marks on my boobs thanks to you, and then you let yourself get shrunk by the first pretty girl who comes along!"

Jenny paused, realizing how silly she sounded. She knew it wasn't really Carl's fault. Denise had an amazing figure, and any guy would feel turned on squished up against that chest of hers.

She looked down at Carl. He was so little, and he looked scared of her anger. He was just like a real child. She decided to have a little fun with him.

"I'll forgive you," she said. "This time."

He sighed, obviously relieved. Jenny grinned down at him.

"Don't look so happy. You're not getting off the hook that easily, little mister..."

She pulled her shirt over her head and tossed it away, standing there in her nursing bra with a smug expression on her face.

"You're spending the night as a baby, like it or not!"

Carl was instantly a toddler. He looked up at Jenny pleadingly

"Jenny, no... I can't be a baby, tonight! I'm way behind on my work..."

"Tough titty."

She unfastened her bra, tossed it away and gave her breasts a little shake. The bra had been much too tight, and it felt good to let her boobs out to breathe.

"Come on. Get little for me, right now. Smaller and smaller..."

Carl was 3. Now 2. Barely 1.

"No," he squeaked. "Jenny, me... no baby now!"

He fell forward and landed on his elbows. He tried to speak, and when the words wouldn't come he started to bawl. Big, baby tears.

Jenny picked him and snickered at him. She waggled her finger in his little face as she carried him over to the crib she'd set up beside their bed.

"I hope you got enough milk earlier, buster, because that's all you're getting for tonight. Bad little boys get sent to bed without supper."

He whimpered and kicked as she set him down in his crib. She tried to look stern but he was too cute, she couldn't keep up the act.

"Oh, don't worry, ya crybaby. You'll still get your midnight feeding. Mommy could never let her little man starve."

She stroked his cheek and pulled his little blue blanket up to his chin. He still looked fussy, but his eyelids were already drooping. As an infant he needed a lot of sleep, and this was well past his baby bedtime.

She bent down and kissed him on the forehead, then she gathered the milky sheets off the bed and put them in the laundry hamper.

She was about to go back out to the party when she noticed the pump on the bathroom counter. It was still full of the milk she'd pumped earlier. She sighed. She'd left it sitting out too long.

Oh, well. There was plenty more where that came from.

A moment later she headed back out to the living room. She was surprised to see that one of the guests was gone.

"Where's Denise?"

Don frowned.

"She said she didn't feel well and had to leave. It happened all of a sudden, right after you left to put Billy to bed. She seemed kind of upset about something."

"Oh."

Jenny reached into a drawer and pulled out a pack of cigarettes.

"I'm just gonna have a quick smoke on the patio. Be back in a second."

Jenny hurried outside, lit up a cigarette and inhaled deeply. She hadn't had a cigarette for two years, but all of a sudden she really, really needed one.

Denise had seen Carl shrinking. Jenny was so happy with this strange life she had made with Carl. If Denise knew the truth, what would that mean? Would it be the end of everything?

Jenny remembered something. She looked down at the cigarette bitterly for a long moment, and snuffed it out.

She couldn't smoke. She had a baby to feed. 

CHAPTER FOUR
"It can't be true! It can't be!"

Denise got up and paced around Jenny's apartment, her face flushed and sweaty.

"It's insane, Jenny! It's a lie! Why are you telling me these crazy lies?"

Jenny sighed. Last night, she had decided to just tell Denise the truth about Carl. Denise had been Jenny's best friend since their stripping days, and Jenny thought she could trust Denise to keep a secret.

She had expected Denise to freak out, but not quite this much.

"It's not a lie," Jenny said gently. "You saw it happening yourself, Denise."

Denise shook her head, refusing to accept it.

"I don't know what I saw. I mean, yeah, it looked like that little boy at the party was getting younger, but..."

Denise flopped back on the couch beside Jenny and sat staring straight ahead for a long moment.

"No shit? That was Carl? He really gets younger every time he gets horny?"

"Yup." Jenny sighed. "Every damn time. We've been together almost four months, and we still haven't gotten to screw."

Denise reached over and gave Jenny's hand a sympathetic squeeze.

"Really? Not even once?"

"Not once. I do get really horny turning him into a kid and everything, but... It's been hard. I can only make out with him for a couple of minutes before he gets too young and we have to quit."

Jenny suddenly realized what she had said. Talking about Carl becoming a kid was one thing, but she had just admitted she liked turning him into a kid. Denise was giving her a funny look.

"Yeah," Jenny said. "So, I like it. You know I've always had a lot of weird kinks."

Denise just stared at her, not saying anything.

"Hey," Jenny said defensively, "You have plenty of kinks too, lady. You're the one who likes dressing guys up as french maids and spanking them and stuff! What about that time when you got drunk and you made Phil wear a diaper?"

"Yeah, but come on, Jenny... That's different! Making a guy wear a diaper is one thing, that's just basic domination stuff. You turn your boyfriend into an actual baby!"

Jenny looked away for a moment, her face burning with shame. But then she glanced over, and saw that Denise was smiling at her, that naughty smile that always meant she was eager to hear more.

"Wow," Denise said. "You really like it, huh?"

Jenny exhaled. She had never talked about this with anybody but Carl.

"Oh, God, yeah, Denny. It's the hottest thing ever. I mean, I've always liked to tease guys and make them helpless, you know that. But this is taking it to the ultimate extreme."

Jenny was getting excited talking about it, and suddenly she felt something in her bra.

"Oh, damn it."

Denise looked down at the twin wet spots on Jenny's shirt.

"Oh, gosh. You're having a little accident there, huh?"

Jenny sighed and went to get a paper towel.

"It happens all the time, especially when I think about Carl. I read that nursing moms can leak when they're thinking about their baby, and I guess it's all mixed up in my head. I think about my boyfriend, and he's also my baby, so... God, this stuff does sound creepy, when I say it out loud."

Jenny stood at the sink, washing the front of her shirt. Denise came over and leaned on the counter, watching her with a predatory grin.

"Um, that's not totally hot, or anything. The whole wet t-shirt thing. With the huge boobs. And the pointy nipples. Not hot."

Jenny giggled. They used to make out with each other a lot at clubs, although it had been a few years. Denise was still very flirty, something Jenny certainly didn't discourage.

"Oh, come on. I have big, gross, leaky mom boobs. So not hot."

Jenny leaned over the sink, rubbing her chest with a dishtowel as she tried to dry off. Denise leaned back against the counter like she was swooning.

"Yeah," Denise said. "Just stand there, feeling yourself up while I watch. Torture me, why don'cha?"

Jenny blushed, grinning shyly.

"It's not feeling up. It's just drying."

Denise was staring at Jenny now, a stare that made Jenny feel warm all over.

"Damn," Denise said. "Carl is a very lucky man. Or, um, a lucky baby. Whatever the hell he is, he's lucky."

Jenny bit her lip. She knew Denise's flirting was crossing a line, but it was too fun to quit.

"Oh, shut up."

"I'm serious. I hope Carl appreciates what he has with you. You're a hot girl, and not only are you not totally freaked out by this guy turning into a baby whenever he gets a hard-on, you like it. You made yourself lactate for him! You are one in a gazillion, girl."

Jenny set the towel on the edge of the sink and looked out the window for a moment.

"Sometimes I feel like I'm the lucky one," she said. "I mean, imagine meeting the man of your dreams, the sweetest, most sexy guy you ever knew... and you have total control over him. Whenever you want, you can make him horny, and he'll turn into a baby, an actual baby. Even if he doesn't want to be a baby, you can make him do it anytime. Just show him your tits, and poof. Instant baby."

Denise considered.

"I have to admit, that does maybe sound... kinda fun."

"Oh, it's the best. Sometimes he gets so mad when I change him into a kid, he cries and kicks his little feet."

Denise giggled.

"Oh, jeez! Really? He cries?"

"Yeah, just like a real baby! As he gets younger he forgets how to talk, so it's like, 'No, Jenny! Please, I don't wanna be a kid... Me... no wanna... be baby!"

Jenny screwed up her face into an infantile pout, imitating Carl. She rubbed at her eyes, like she was wiping away baby tears.

"Waaah! Ma-ma!"

Denise burst into laughter.

"Oh, my God! That's so cute. I wish I could see it."

They laughed together. And then they suddenly stopped laughing and looked at each other for a long moment.

And then they smiled, thinking the same thing.

That night when Carl came home, the living room was dark. There was a light on in the bedroom.

"Jenny?"

"Right in here, darling. Come on in..."

Carl stepped into the bedroom. Jenny was stretched out across the bed, wearing a lacy, black bustier with fishnets, a garter belt and stiletto heels. She struck a little pose on the mattress, her arms behind her head so her cleavage was displayed to best effect.

"Hi, big boy."

"Jenny?" Carl took a step back. "What are you doing?"

"Oh, just sharing you with my best girlfriend."

"Yeah," said a woman's voice behind Carl. "Give us everything you got, big boy."

He turned and saw Denise standing in the doorway of the bathroom. She was wearing a blue corset with stockings and heels. Carl looked up her up and down, his eyes getting stuck on her amazing breasts. Jenny felt a twinge of jealousy, but she squashed it down.

"You remember Denise, don't you, honey? She's the busty young lady you were snuggling with, at the party. The one who made you shrink. Remember?"

Carl spun back to face Jenny.

"Jenny, what..?"

"We used to share our men all the time," Jenny purred. "You can have us both, right now. If you're man enough."

Denise stepped over to him and snaked her arms around his waist, so her breasts were against his chest and their crotches were touching. He tried to step back, but she slipped her hands in his back pockets and pulled their bodies tightly together, so he couldn't escape.

She looked up at him and pursed her lips like she was waiting for a kiss.

"Are you a big, strong man, Carl? Or are you a little, tiny baby boy?"

Jenny came up behind Denise and wrapped her arms around them both. She started grinding her hips against Denise's bottom, making a swoony, lusty expression. Then she lifted Denise's hair away from her neck and kissed her shoulder, leaving a bright red lipstick print. She looked up into Carl's eyes.

"Aw, he's just a baby," Jenny cooed. "He's Mommy's little man."

Carl was suddenly in his late teens. He tried to squirm away, but both girls entwined their limbs around him, making a trap of their bodies.

Denise was breathing heavily. She brought one of her hands down and cupped Carl's erection. Jenny hadn't said that touching wang was OK, but when she saw the expression on Carl's face she was too amused and horny to feel jealous.

Denise looked Carl up and down appraisingly.

"Are you sure he's a baby, Jen? He looks like a big man to me."

Jenny placed her own hand on top of the hand Denise had on Carl's cock, and gave it a squeeze.

"Oh, I'm sure. Carl thinks he's a man who turns into a kid when he gets horny. But the truth is, he's really just my baby, and sometimes I let him be a grownup for a while."

Denise kissed Carl's neck, nibbling the flesh. Jenny knew from experience that Denise gave astonishing hickeys.

"Maybe you're right," Denise said between mouthfuls of Carl. "He is starting to look like a baby."

Jenny giggled.

"Yeah. It's such a shame. I know how much he'd enjoy fucking you. He loved sitting on your lap, and snuggling against your big, soft boobies. This is his chance to fuck us both. If only he could stay a big man..."

Denise flicked her tongue across Carl's cheek.

"Aw, can't you stay a big man for us, Carl? Can't you stay big, and fuck us both?"

Carl managed to wrestle his way free of them.

"Jenny... What are you doing?"

He was about 16, now. And then 15. He took a step away and tripped, clumsy in his adult shoes.

"Hold him down," Jenny said. "Sit on him. You're bigger than he is now, and he has to do what you say."

Denise pushed him to the carpet and sat on his chest, straddling him. She looked up at Jenny.

"You were right, this is fun. Where can I find a boyfriend I can shrink?"

"Maybe his ex-wife can go into business, selling that curse. I bet a lot of women would love to be able to turn their men into helpless little babies..."

"Yeah, that has serious franchise potential. I'd invest."

Carl squirmed, and Denise leaned forward, easily holding his wrists in place. As he struggled, her big breasts bounced in the cups of her corset. She sneered down at him, curling her lip.

Carl looked over at Jenny desperately.

"Jenny, honey. Please..."

"What'sa matter, Carl? Is the big, mean lady holding you down? You need Mommy to come help?"

Jenny strutted over and stood above Carl and Denise, her face full of false sympathy.

"Aw, the poor little guy. You better get off him, Denise. He's too small now, you might crush him."

Denise giggled and stood up. Carl was about 9. He looked up at them from the floor, and seemed to go right from 9 to 6.

"Oo!" Jenny clapped, delighted. "I've never seen him do a jump that big! I think he likes you, Denise."

"I know he does. But he won't get any milk from me. That's Mommy's job."

"I milked myself before he got home. He'll be drinkin' from a bottle, tonight."

Denise looked dizzy as she dabbed at the perspiration on her cleavage.

"God almighty. This whole thing has got me so hot."

"Yeah," Jenny said. "Me too. This is so fun, we gotta double-team him again sometime soon."

They looked down at Carl as he shrank to toddler-hood. Denise slipped her hand around Jenny's waist.

"Look at us. Two horny, beautiful, grownup ladies. In lingerie. Too bad there aren't any big, strong men around here to screw us."

"Yeah," Jenny said. "Too bad."

They glanced down at baby Carl, whimpering on the carpet, and then they looked at each other and grinned.

"Tell you what," Jenny said. "I'll put the baby to bed a little early tonight, and then we can have some fun. Just us grownup ladies."

Denise giggled and kissed Jenny on the mouth.

"Excellent idea," she said. "But first, tuck baby Carl in nice and snug. We want to make sure he's warm and comfy, so he'll fall asleep and he won't hear anything."

"Oh, yeah. Of course."

Jenny picked Carl up.

"We don't want to keep him awake with the sounds of us having having wild, passionate, lesbian sex a few feet from his crib. All that girlish giggling and whimpering could keep a baby awake all night."

"You do get so noisy when somebody is fingering you."

Jenny snickered.

"Yeah, and you're a real moaner. Try not to make too much noise when I'm feeling up your tits. You'll wake the baby."

She set Carl down in his crib beside their bed, pulled his little blue blanket up to his chin and kissed him on the nose. He was looking at her with wide eyes, and Jenny wasn't sure if he was terrified, excited, or a little of both. She smiled at him sweetly.

"I love you so much, baby Carl. You're my favorite little guy in the whole world."

Carl tried to open his mouth to speak, but he just made a squeaking sound and drooled. Jenny wiped his chin with her finger.

"Shh. I know you're hungry, baby. But your bottle will have to wait a little while. Now it's time for the grownup ladies to have their fun."

Jenny moved over to the bed and patted the mattress for Denise to join her. Denise climbed in beside Jenny, and they wrapped their arms around each other and began to kiss.

Jenny hadn't had sex with Denise for years, but as soon as she felt the ticklish flick of Denise's tongue across her cleavage, she wondered why it had been so long.

For the next hour and a half, Jenny and Denise made love in every position imaginable. Jenny had months of frustrated lust built up, and she went insane between Denise's thighs. It wasn't the sex with her beautiful boyfriend that Jenny had been aching for, but knowing Carl was close made this feel less like cheating and more like another little game she was playing with him.

Carl was very quiet in his crib the whole time. She figured he was probably having fun. But even if he wasn't, she wasn't going to stop, not now.

Mommy needed her grownup lady fun. 
CHAPTER FIVE
Jenny held the spoon a few inches from Carl's mouth and made train noises.

"Woo woo! Choo-choo choo-choo choo-choo! Here comes the choo-choo train! Come on, be a good boy and open up! Open up for Mommy!"

Carl sat in high chair, staring at Jenny with his mouth firmly closed.

Last night had been their six-month anniversary. Jenny had promised she wouldn't turn him into a baby, but they had started kissing and one thing led to another.

Normally, no matter how much Carl protested about Jenny transforming him into a kid, once he had changed he would eventually relax and enjoy it. But Carl had been fussy all night, and he was still acting like a little brat this morning. He'd thrown a few noisy tantrums and now he was refusing to eat.

Jenny sighed and put the spoon back in the jar of baby food. She knew she could get him to eat if she breastfed him, but her breasts were just too sore. Lately they'd been doing more baby time than ever, and Carl had really been drinking her dry.

Recently it had been getting easier and easier to transform him. Sometimes she just had to flash her nipples at him, and in half a minute he was a baby at her feet. The instant baby game could be lots of fun, but part of her missed the days when it always took a few minutes of drawn-out seduction before he gave in and shrank for her. A few nights ago she'd just been at the mirror adjusting her bra, and when she turned around Carl was a baby on the bed. She hadn't even meant to shrink him!

He was looking at her furiously now. Jenny knew he had to be hungry. Why wouldn't he eat?

"I told you I was sorry about last night," she said. "I just got carried away. We were having such a nice evening, it was all so romantic. I couldn't resist baby-fying you."

He looked away from her, pouting.

Jenny grunted in frustration, undid his bib and lifted him up.

"God damn. I swear, sometimes, even for a baby, you're really a big baby."

She held him against her chest and stared down at him.

"You're being a real pain in the butt this morning, little mister. What's the matter, really? Do you need Mommy to change your diaper?"

Carl squirmed. He always got embarrassed when Jenny talked about his toilet habits, but he had a baby's bowel and bladder control and by now diaper changes had become routine to Jenny. She sniffed the air.

"Hmm. You don't feel wet, and I don't smell anything. Are you rashy? Do you need your powder? Are you teething or something? Do I need to take you back to your pediatrician?"

He kicked and wriggled in her arms, looking as mad as she'd ever seen him. Jenny groaned, exhausted. This was way too much like having a real kid.

"Honey, whatever it is, I'm begging you to stop fussing. Just give Mommy a break, OK?"

She noticed Carl glancing at the coffee table. She looked over and saw the heart-shaped box of chocolates he had given her last night. She hadn't opened it. She'd just started kissing him, and then that was that.

She walked over and stared down at the box.

"What? You want chocolates? You can't have any, sweetie, you don't have teeth right now. You'll have to wait until you're a grownup again."

She frowned down at the box.

"I guess I could bite into one for you, and feed you some cherry creme. Is that what you want, baby? You want Mommy to give you some candy?"

He was wriggling like crazy now, and making the little gulping sound he often made before he cried. The more Jenny looked at the box, the more upset he seemed to get.

"Why are you acting so weird, baby? Do you want candy, or don't you?"

She bent down and took the lid off the box. In the middle of the chocolates, there was a huge ring.

Jenny sat down on the couch with Carl balanced awkwardly on her lap. She leaned forward and picked up the ring.

"Sweet home Alabama. Carl, is this..? Did you...?"

She looked down at him. There were tears on his chubby cheeks.

Jenny wiped the tears off his face, then she wiped the tears from her own eyes.

"Wow," she said. "I must be the first woman who has ever been proposed to by a kid too young to talk. I guess... you wanted to do this when you were a grownup, huh?"

He nodded sadly. She put the ring on her finger and smiled down at him.

"Yes," she said. "The answer, God help us, is yes. I will marry you. For richer or poorer, older or younger. I promise to love, honor and burp you, as long as we both shall live."

She held the ring up for him to see. He reached out and grasped her finger in his tiny hand, baby-style. Jenny forced herself not to laugh.

"You know," she said, "maybe we should try this again in a few hours."

CHAPTER SIX
And so they were married. A traditional ceremony, Carl in a tux and Jenny in a huge, white, ridiculous princess gown.

They were about to hop in the car and leave for their honeymoon when Denise took Jenny aside. Denise had been Jenny's maid of honor, and during the ceremony they'd exchanged some smirky glances, enjoying the little secret they shared.

Denise led Jenny to an alcove, away from the wedding party.

"Hey," she whispered. "I know how weird this will sound, but... Do you guys want me to come along on your honeymoon? I could... help."

Lately Jenny and Denise had been having sex every few weeks. Carl was the love of Jenny's life, but Denise had become a wonderful help for Jenny, she was always happy to offer Jenny the chance to work off a little bit of her frustrated sexual energy. They loved teasing Carl, baby-fying him, putting him down to nap in his crib and then making out in a bed three feet away. Carl got jealous about it sometimes, but it was obvious that he also thought the whole thing was really hot. Sometimes, when Jenny said that Denise was coming over, Carl would get two or three years younger right then and there.

"No," Jenny said. "It's sweet of you to offer, and I promise we'll have lots of fun as soon as we get back. But I want this to be just Carl and me."

Denise raised her eyebrows.

"How are you going to handle this? I mean, if you guys can't have sex without him changing. Are you not going to do anything, or is he gonna spend the whole honeymoon as your baby?"

Jenny smiled.

"I don't know. But this time, whatever happens, I'm hoping I can resist teasing him so much. I want our honeymoon to be very sweet and romantic. No mean mommy games."

Denise chuckled.

"Yeah. Good luck!"

They hugged and the hug turned into a kiss. Jenny lowered her veil around her face so nobody could see, and the kiss became something more for just a moment before Jenny pulled away.

"OK, stop that!" She giggled. "I'm a married woman, remember!"

"Don't stay away on that honeymoon too long. I'll miss you guys while you're gone."

"We'll miss you, too."

Jenny sneaked her hand around and gave Denise a little pinch on the ass, just enough to make her yip. Then Jenny rushed over to Carl and threw her arms around him.

"Come on," she said. "It's time to go start our new life together..."

As they drove to the hotel, Carl kept starting to get younger, then it would stop, then he would almost get back to his normal age before he would get younger again. Jenny tried not to say anything, but finally she couldn't keep it to herself.

"You gonna be OK, sweetie? I'm worried you'll suddenly get too little drive again."

He didn't say anything. Jenny reached over and put her hand on his thigh.

"Remember the time you were driving us to the beach, and you looked over at me in my bikini? All of a sudden, there was a little boy driving the car! You could barely reach the floor pedals!"

Carl didn't smile. Jenny squeezed his knee.

"What's wrong, baby?"

He sighed.

"What are we gonna do, Jenny? I'd give anything to consummate our marriage, but... I can't! You should've just stayed home and had sex with Denise. I can't do anything, I'm useless!"

She reached up and put her hand on the back of his neck, stroking it. There was a little stubble there, from the haircut he'd gotten for the wedding. This was her husband. She looked at him, at his Adam's apple and his strong jaw and brow.

It was hard to believe this was the baby she had breastfed hundreds of times. When he was a man, he was such a man.

"I enjoy having sex with Denise," she said, "but she's just a very good friend. You're the one I love. You know that, right?"

He glanced over at her.

"Well... you did tell me that, before. It's always nice to hear, though."

"It's true. Denise is kind enough to supply me with a warm, sexy body to play with whenever I need it. But I wanna be with you forever, Carl. You're my man."

He looked ahead at the road. He was blushing. Jenny tried to resist saying the next part.

"...Well, you're my man, except when you're Mommy's itty-bitty, precious little baby."

He shook his head.

"I knew that was coming," he said grimly.

Jenny giggled.

"Of course."

When they got to the hotel, Carl picked Jenny up and carried her over the threshold. Jenny laughed and shrieked, and didn't complain when Carl accidentally bonked her head on the doorway.

He dropped her onto the bed, and she grabbed his belt and yanked it off in a split second. He took a step back, but she got hold of his pants and fumbled with his zipper until she got it down.

"Jenny, wait. You know we can't..."

"Yes, we can. Sex. Need sex with my husband. Right now."

"Jenny..."

"Shut up. Don't care. Make yourself not shrink too fast. I need sex. Sex, now."

She hauled out his swollen cock and wrapped her lips around it. That shut him up. She swallowed as much of him as she could, wanting to take his whole body in. She wanted Carl in her throat, in her heart, in her belly, flowing through her veins. She wanted them to be a part of each other.

"Jenny..."

He was about 22, now. His hands were on her head, tangled in her veil. She wasn't sure if he was pushing her down on him, or trying to push her away.

"We can't," he said. "We can't."

She slid his cock out of her mouth and looked at it, shiny, wet and pulsing in her hands.

"Have to," she said. "Have to."

She pulled his pants down around his ankles and steered him back onto the bed beside her. She frantically struggled with her endless skirts until she got her panties off, then she hopped on top of him and guided him up inside of her.

"Come quick," she whimpered. "Just come! Come real quick! Please, before you're too young and this is wrong! Come while you're old enough to be my husband!"

She began to bounce on top of him. He moaned and grabbed her hips, driving their bodies deeper together. He was 20. He was 19.

"Jenny, we have to stop! I've never had an orgasm, since the curse was put on me! I don't know what'll happen!"

"Maybe you'll get me pregnant," Jenny said, laughing. "Then I'll have two babies, you and our son! You can share a crib! Please come, right now! Please!"

His cock thrust inside of her, faster and faster.

"Jenny! I..."

"I don't care! It doesn't matter! Nothing matters! Fill me up! I need you inside, now! I need you inside!"

Carl screamed, and Jenny felt an explosion of wonderful wetness and warmth inside of her. He was 18, and shrinking fast. Then his eyes went wide, and he looked afraid.

"Jenny! Something is..."

"Shh!" Jenny kept rocking on top of him, using the muscles of her pussy to squeeze his cock. "I love you. I need you. Just let it happen, I'm begging you. Whatever happens, it's what we need! We need this!"

She closed her eyes and felt his cock throb, it was huge within her, splitting her. Then she felt a moment of searing pain, it was like his cock suddenly grew five times as large.

And then the feeling suddenly stopped. Jenny had a dull pressure in her belly and a strange emptiness between her thighs.

She opened her eyes and looked down. The huge skirts of her wedding dress were spread out across the entire bed, crinkled up almost to her armpits. She couldn't see Carl.

"Carl?"

She cringed. Carl must have turned into a baby again. Right now the poor little guy was hidden somewhere under her skirts, looking up at her from the mattress. Suddenly, this whole thing felt a lot less sexy. It had to be the weirdest honeymoon in human history.

"Carl? Baby? I'm not crushing you, am I?"

She started to get up, but found it strangely difficult to move. Her balance was all off, it was like she had a bowling ball strapped between her legs. She reached down, clumsily sweeping her skirts from side to side and trying to find any sign of Carl.

"Honey? Where are you down there? Make a sound, OK?"

There was no sound from Carl. Jenny felt a little cramp in her stomach. She was starting to panic.

"Carl? Baby? Please, make a sound, OK? Where are you?"

She winced, feeling another cramp. She managed to struggle off of the bed, standing with some difficulty, and as she did her skirts dropped back down, revealing the huge, round belly that had split the seams along the sides of her dress.

She looked back at the bed. Carl was not there. There was a little wet spot on the bed, where they had made love. His tuxedo was on the mattress, empty.

"Carl? Honey?"

She felt another cramp.

No, not a cramp.

A kick.

She struggled out of the dress and rushed into the bathroom to look at herself in the full-length mirror.

She was pregnant. Absolutely, unmistakably pregnant, her belly fat and hanging low.

She ran her fingers gently across the taut swell of her stomach and wept.

"Oh, Carl. I'm sorry. Please, please forgive me, honey."

She felt him within her, kicking, punching, trying to escape her womb. All of his despair and rage and panic, just little cramps inside her tummy.

"Shh." She stroked her belly. "Please, baby. Calm down. It's OK. I'll take care of you."

The cramps stopped, but she could still feel him stirring restlessly..

"Don't worry," she said through her sobs. "You'll just be in there for a few months, and then... Then I'll give birth to you. I'll be your mommy for real, Carl."

She hugged her belly, wishing she could kiss it.

"I promised I'd raise you, honey. I promised. And I will. I'll make you a happy little boy."

Jenny waddled back over to the bed and sat down, her belly hanging between her thighs.

She wiped her tears on the back of her hands. As she spoke, she ran her fingers across her belly, praying Carl could feel it somehow.

"I'm sorry," she said. "I'm so sorry, really. But as much as I loved having you as a husband, as much as I loved having you as a baby, I guess I knew I couldn't have you as both. Not forever. I couldn't live without you, but... How could we make it work? Some day I was gonna be 70, and you would still turn into an infant every time a pretty young girl walked by."

She stroked her tummy, aching to see her husband one more time.

"I'm not saying I knew this would happen. But deep down, I kind of I suspected it might. Maybe we both did. Maybe we both made this choice. Maybe we both needed it to be this way, Carl. Maybe this will break the curse. Maybe this way you can grow up again, as a normal little boy."

He didn't stir, not at all. Jenny broke down sobbing again, desperately pressing her fingers into the flesh of her swollen belly, trying to find him in there.

"Please," she said. "Please, just let me know you're there, let me know you can hear me. If you still love me, if you can ever forgive me, do something. Kick me, hit me, bite me from the inside, tear me open, I don't care. Do anything. Please."

There was a long pause, and then Jenny felt the faintest stirring, different from all the others. It was a caress against the wall of her womb. A tiny hand from within, touching her gently.

A husband saying farewell to his wife. A baby reaching out for his mommy.
