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 Chapter 1 – Setting Him Straight

 

 	 

 	              Fran was busily packing her briefcase for her day at the office. It was a Saturday and she had some deadlines to complete. As she bent over her dresser, my mouth began to water at the sight of her shapely ass through her thin, taught dress slacks. Dressed sharply as a business-woman who took no nonsense, her very presence never failed to evoke the deep feeling of her power and authority over me. She turned her head to wink at me, her lovely smile reminding me also of her caring love and an amazing acceptance in the midst of a very new dynamic which we were experiencing.

 	              “Your list is on the kitchen table Alex. There is a lot to take care of this week, and I know you won’t disappoint me will you sweet baby? I’ll be home in the evenings to check on your progress.” Fran said, swinging her long dark hair in that way she always did teasingly at me and forming that seductive half grin on her lovely face that never failed to utterly melt me. The man in me winced a little bit at her giving me this task, but the submissive in me, that I knew couldn’t be held back much longer nodded, looked up at her and smiled. I was on my knees. Sometimes I still couldn’t believe it. What she had done to me. To break me in this way to her will. But she was so gorgeous…

 	Fran walked over to me, the sound of her high heels sending shivers into my struggling penis, causing me to wince in pain, suddenly reminding me of another humiliation that she had recently placed me in. “Oh, is baby frustrated? Its been awhile hasn’t it baby? How long exactly?” she giggled. I looked over at the calendar on the wall with the little stars on it. Just like a kids chore calendar, the calendar kept track of my obedience to her. I gulped, “its been 2 weeks already Fran.” 

 	              Fran bent down and faced me, looking me right in the eye, leaning over to kiss me gently on the mouth, the taste of her peach colored shiny lipstick driving me wild, her long, lovely smelling curly dark hair falling onto my cheeks, teasing me, “Yes, two whole weeks. Poor, poor baby. He must be so frustrated!” I gasped as her hand touched the front of my crotch. “I can’t hardly feel my little man in there, underneath that horrible, icky plastic tube!” she giggled. I gulped as she squeezed my crotch. “Poor baby. You know the rules this week too. Chastity till the end of the week and then only release if you’ve been a good boy and done all your chores.” I forced myself to look up once again at her stern amused face. What would my friends or coworkers say if they saw how whipped I was? 

 	Fran raised an eyebrow and smiled wide, “Oh and I almost forgot… Ha! Not really… What else? Huh little baby?” Fran began to tickle under my chin and suddenly began talking in the kind of tone that a mother would use with her 2 year old. She was using baby talk with me. 

 	I began to go red in the face. Damn. She was really going to go through with this. Deep down, part of me wanted it but I was too proud to admit it. I started to stammer, “Hey Fran, its ok, we don’t need to…” But Fran cut me off quick with a raised eyebrow and spoke up sharply, “Nonsense! Come on, don’t be embarrassed Alex! Aw… Are you getting red in the face because you know what’s coming? I think you’re honestly really excited about it. Huh? I can see you squirming in your cage… Why are you getting so excited Alex? Huh? Don’t try to hide it…” She started tickling me, forcing me to laugh and try to escape but somehow I couldn’t get away from her. She was like a powerful magnet or a flame drawing the moth to her intense fire. “I can see your excitement. You can’t hide it from me Alex baby. Tell me. What are you so excited about that Mommy Fran almost ‘forgot’? Huh? What is my diddums excited about? What are you going to wear for me like a good obedient boy all week long?” 

 	I gulped again. She was really going to go through with it. I was nearly in shock. Yes, it was true… I felt a quiver and sharp pain in my crotch as Fran smiled slyly and walked backward to her dresser, never once taking her smiling seductive eyes off of me. She swayed a little sexy sway and reached behind her to open the top drawer, still smiling at me. I gulped again as she pulled something out, holding it behind her back and nodding her head smiling at me. I was quivering at this point, a strange mixture of fear and excitement overtaking me. Slowly, with that look that she knew melted me, Fran swayed over to me still holding the mystery object behind her back. I felt myself leaking pre-cum in my excitement, causing me further embarrassment. The hold that this woman had over me… 

 	 “Ok, my obedient little boy. You get one guess to tell me what I’m holding behind my back. That’s right. I want you to tell me. Tell me what you’re going to be wearing in less than 10 minutes…” I could tell she was suppressing a giggle looking at my tormented face. She knew I had a hard time saying the word. She loved tormenting and teasing me like this. And I was helpless under her gaze. 

 	I knelt there trying to avoid saying it. Hoping that maybe she would just change her mind. 

 	“Having trouble Alex? Need a little hint? Here…” suddenly the near silence was broken by an extremely loud crinkling sound. An unmistakable crinkling sound…

 	That unmistakable sound… It was hard to miss and instantly made me feel 30 years younger. It instantly made me feel like a toddler. I gulped again. I could barely form the words. Fran mouthed them with me silently, smiling, her eyes wide. She looked like she was about to burst into total giggles. I opened my mouth to follow her lips.  “A… a… a… diaper,” I stammered. I gasped once I said the word, wanting to instantly hide. I must have turned 100 shades of red darker as she brought her hand forward from behind her back. She was holding a very large, bulky, crinkly, white, disposable diaper. 

 	“Bingo!” she smiled wide.

 	              I started to stammer again, suddenly sweating hard…  “Fran, maybe we should just, well you know… skip this whole thing? I mean, I know we had that little exchange last week but really, I mean…” Fran cut me off with a gentle finger to my lip, smiling at me. “Alex baby shhhh… Listen. The ‘exchange’ last week was not some light thing… You loved me dominating you and talking to you like a little boy that night when you were suckling my breasts? Remember how I noticed you getting harder when I began talking to you in baby talk? Your little dick got hard as a rock… Then as I stroked you, you suckling my breasts like a little one, I asked if you liked it when mommy did that to you… You were so hard, and you started babbling, just like an toddler… Then I said, ‘how would you feel if I made you wear a diaper?’ and surprise surprise… Who came almost instantly when I said the word diaper? Huh baby boy? Who? And you moaned and cried out like a total sissy while I did it… 

 	I grimaced, totally red-faced. She had me… Smiling, Fran continued, “Ya, I thought so… Don’t pretend with me. The way that you acted that night, the way you licked me to the most powerful orgasm, the way that you were so attentive to me, so suddenly sensitive, so loving… The way you came when I talked about putting you into a… diaper… You were like mush around me the whole next day even though I didn’t even bring it up again. But I knew. Tee hee! Aw look at you! You’re totally blushing! It’s ok, my little man! Or should I call you my little boy? Look Alex, calm down… That night I saw a different side of you. Different than the big aggressive macho male that you always seem to struggle with being. You’re always trying to be like all those other alpha men in your office. But you’re not really are you? If you were a real alpha male you would never have let me take you this far… You would never have used up some of your vacation time for what you are about to do this week… You were so sweet to follow my suggestion and give up some of your vacation time to do some housecleaning for me! It would be fun if we could do this all the time… You know, you could quit your job and just be my resident housekeeper. I make way more money than you do anyway and we wouldn’t really even need your salary. You could just let me take care of the financial end of things. Yes, who knows after this week… Maybe you will really want to quit your job. Yes, I have a feeling that you are going to really like this arrangement... Plus… I can see how you’re struggling and getting hard right now just thinking about it. Well, trying to get hard at least! Tee hee! Poor little man, little boy, his poor chastised little penis trying to get so hard, and all about the thought of serving his girlfriend and wearing this crinkly… white… diaper!!!” 

 	“Ha ha ha!  Look at you! You can’t stop blushing! Aw, its ok sweety! No one is going to know. No one is going to know that big powerful Alex is letting his girlfriend put him into diapers and make him clean her apartment this week during his vacation! Ha ha!! Anyway, you know you want to…  You’ve been so cute before when you let me tie the apron on you and do my dishes. Just think how it will feel to have this extra padding between your legs! Knowing that I put you there. You love serving me don’t you baby… Obeying me… Doing what I want? So come on now, tell me what you want to wear all week on your vacation time for your girlfriend…”

 	              I gulped. My cock was throbbing in its cage. I realized that my hidden desire had grown intensely over the past week wearing it. “If I could just take this chastity tube off Fran, just release, I think I could just let these crazy thought go Fran, just put it out of my mind. I mean I just don’t think…” Fran cut me off again, this time a little more sternly, “Look at how you’re beating yourself up baby! Stop it! There’s nothing wrong with you doing my housework and there’s nothing wrong with you agreeing to my request to wear a diaper! Besides I think it’s going to be cute… And I think the chastity tube was a great idea of mine. You’ve been much more attentive this week wearing that thing and I think it’s a good thing when your true feelings and desires come forward. So stop it. Right now I want you to admit it. I want you to ask me to put you in this diaper. It’s for your own good. Admit it to yourself. Tell me you want me to put you in this diaper. Come on baby. For mommy. Besides, I have a feeling this diaper will help adjust your attitude even more than the chastity…”

 	              I gulped again. Fran was teasing me with her seductive look and crinkling the diaper in her hand, bringing it up to my crotch. She started to mouth the words “diaper, put me in a diaper Fran,” silently, nodding her head and smiling that teasing smile. I couldn’t resist. I blurted it out, my face burning red hot, “I want you to put me in a diaper Fran. Please put me in a diaper.” As I said it, I felt a mixture of relief and embarrassment. I almost started crying. 

 	              Fran giggled and spoke, “Good boy! Yay! Even now it’s hard for you to admit your own secret desire isn’t it baby? Aw, is that a tear? Are you crying? But we both know that deep down you can’t help it can you? Is baby getting excited and frustrated? Your chastity tube makes things a little harder doesn’t it? It makes it so you can’t escape your deepest darkest desires doesn’t it? It makes it so you just want to do anything for me doesn’t it baby? Poor baby, a victim of his own need to be kept by his girlfriend…. Go on baby tell me again what you’re going to wear all weekend.” 

 	I gulped again, my face nearly purple, and blurted out, “I’m going to wear diapers.” I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I was a powerful man. A business-man. I was supposed to be the alpha male!

 	              “That’s right baby, diapers. A big tough business man like you is going to wear diapers,” Fran laughed as she pulled open the large disposable diaper in her hand, revealing the large, bulky plastic hourglass shape that suddenly had my head spinning. “Ooh… What do you think they’ll look like on you Alex? I bet you are going to be so cute! I can’t even imagine what it must feel like to wear diapers again. All that padding and the big crinkle! So infantile…” she giggled again. 

 	              “Doesn’t it feel so much better to just accept your servile nature Alex? Doesn’t it feel good to accept yourself as a diaper-wearing sissy? I want you to just let go of all of those shameful thoughts about yourself Alex. Just accept yourself this way. You think about that while you clean my toilet and scrub my stove this week. Think about that as you clean the grout in my shower, do my laundry and fix my dinners. You can think about how accepting you are of your new position in life, how much you live to make me happy, as you rub my feet at night and bring me to several earth shattering orgasms with your tongue, while your cock stays locked up in chastity and diapers, not getting any relief…” She was laughing now, watching me go red with both embarrassment and excitement. The thought of being between her legs and servicing her was driving me crazy. If only I could get out of this damn chastity device!

 	My cock was strained, aching now. Why did I have to be so turned on by this kind of thing? Fran laughed and thrust her hand down into the front of my sweats, into the waistband of my boxers, “Lets see what do we have here…” Fran cupped her hand around the plastic chastity tube encircling my engorged penis and began teasing it through the tip, “Oh yes, baby likes this whole plan I think… He’s leaking! Are you getting a little wet baby boy? Are you getting wet with me talking about how you’re going to have to wear diapers for me all week? You like that I’m making you wear them don’t you? You like doing things for your mistress don’t you? You like cleaning my toilets and scrubbing my floors like a good housekeeper?” I began moaning, nodding my head, my eyes glazing. “Are you going to be a good boy for me this week Alex?” she asked. I nodded my head. “Are you going to keep your diapers on?” I nodded, my eyes rolling back into my head. “Are you going to do everything on the list to absolute perfection?” I nodded. “Good,” Fran said, “because if you do, I’ll give you a little treat at the end of the week and let you release some of that horrible tension you’ve built up for the past two weeks. Oh, I guess it will be almost 3 weeks by then! But if you fail me in any of these tasks or if I find that you’ve gotten out of your diapers for any reason, it’s going to be another month in chastity. Are we clear Alex? I gulped and nodded. “Smile for me Alex. Smile to show how excited you are to be my diapered maid this week,” she taunted holding my chin up. I began to force my lips into a wide smile. I was fucked…

 	Are you ready then for your very first diapering since you were widdle biddle?” I grimaced at her shifting to baby talk again. But this excited part of me couldn’t help but follow her as she led me over to the bed. I was shaking nervously as she laid the now open diaper down onto the bed and snapped her fingers playfully, telling me to remove my pants. Amazingly, I found myself complying. Fran giggled as she looked at me take off my pants, “You know baby, I really do like your body better shaved. Especially your legs, although I love the chest and underarms too. And the crotch… It’s so infantile with no hair on it! Good thing you aren’t going to the gym this week with those burly friends of yours. I’m so glad you agreed to shave for me this week, although I know it struck a cord with your masculine pride. Your body looks so much more feminine now though! Aw don’t blush! Shhh… Its ok… I can’t wait to get you into these diapers! Lets go baby, lie down now!”

 	              Still shaking, my head swirling with crazy thoughts about how I could get out of this situation and simultaneously cursing my built up sexual tension and desire, I began to lie back onto the diaper. It felt totally strange, the bulk and plastic crinkling loudly as I lay on it. I did feel quite infantile and totally embarrassed. However, something felt, I’m not sure how to say this exactly, well… Right. Something felt right about me being on the diaper. I could barely admit it to myself… I winced in pain suddenly at my own desire around this, my cock attempting to burst out of its prison at my feelings and the sight of myself lying on a padded diaper. I had never before felt this simultaneous mixture of shame, humiliation, and excitement. My face was burning red. I wished so badly that I could just beat off now, as I had always done in the past. Something which had relieved my hidden submissive desires, even if only temporarily… But Fran had wickedly ensured that I would be meeting my desire head on with the cruel device. I was obeying her to the letter and knew my week ahead was going to be filled with a strange mixture of pleasure and humiliation that I would be willingly participating in. Part of me thought that I might be able to escape at the end of the week. Part of me thought that I would just end this crazy game and not let her put me back in chastity at that point. Another part of me was afraid that the game would continue. Already it had progressed so far. Then there was that part of me that never wanted her to let me go! I knew which part was winning now. I was about to let her put me in a diaper!

 	              Fran reached under the bed for something and then I gasped as I saw her holding in her hand a bottle of baby powder! “For that baby fresh scent, we can’t have you smelling too manly now can we sweety?” she teasingly mocked me as she twisted the lid. A shower of powder came down before I could even complain…

 	              As the powder came down my mind wandered, somehow to escape the intensity of what I was feeling right now. I was a business-man, a financial advisor. One of the top men in my firm… By day I was ruthless. Cutthroat. I couldn’t believe that just in the last month or so I had allowed this crazy business woman Fran, who I had met in a bar those many weeks ago, to completely take over my home life. I hadn’t even slept in my own apartment for weeks now. The sex with Fran had only been on her terms, usually after long slow oral pleasuring. I think I had only penetrated her something like two times since we had been together. But I had gone down on her countless times, until she had slowly broken me, teasing me, forcing me to have less and less orgasms, until finally she had wrapped me so tightly around her finger that I knew that it was hopeless to try to escape. She had gotten into my mind, twisted it, made me realize I really wanted to submit to her. I had been doing light chores in her apartment now for 3 weeks. Sometimes even wearing a frilly apron, and in the last week, this infernal chastity tube! And to top it off she had convinced me to start shaving my entire body only a few days ago! I had looked in the mirror that first day of shaving and felt completely emasculated. And now I was being powdered and put into a diaper! Now I was going to be her full time maid for one whole week! It was too much! Yet… My cock throbbed. Oh this woman! What would my co-workers say? They all thought I was going off on a trip to the Bahamas with my vacation time. Little did they know what I was really doing… My friends… I kept making excuses about going out to the bars after work with them, which was causing them to wonder. The last time my good friend Tim had called, Fran had answered and told him I was busy… I had been on the floor rubbing her feet at the time! Tim didn’t guess what was going on but he joked all the following day how I was a ‘kept’ man, that my new girlfriend really ‘had me by the balls.’ If he only knew…

 	              The smell of the baby powder and Fran teasing me with baby talk forced me back from my wanderings. My cock twitched in pain. I looked down to see myself being liberally covered with the white, smelly powder. Then to add shame to insult, Fran grabbed my ankles and lifted me off of the diaper and poured a generous amount on my butt! She was giggling and it looked like she was trying not to burst into full on laughter. I tried to look away, some part of me barely able to contain the humiliation but the excited part of me turned back, to watch the sides of the diaper come up. The feeling of the plastic and the padding was strangely humiliatingly comforting. I felt a feeling of security, combined with helplessness as I heard the tapes being pulled by Fran’s firm grasp and strong hands, and the diaper suddenly pulled taught across my front. The last tape went on. I was shamed to admit that some twisted part of me was actually enjoying this. Fran could tell… She smiled down at me wickedly. “Look at you Alex. You actually do like this! Well, I have to say, part of me can’t believe you actually let me do it. Big strong Alex… I mean look at you. You’re actually wearing a diaper. And that look on your face is just screaming to me that you love it!” My cock felt like it was about to burst and my face burned a deep shade of red. I turned my head in utter shame and embarrassment. It was too intense to look her in the eyes.

 	              Fran giggled as she pulled me up and held my hand, indicating that I should follow her over to the standing mirror. Fran’s grip on my hand felt more motherly than anything and I felt this burning hot feeling of childishness suddenly, like I was no longer an adult in her presence. Walking felt very strange. I had a hard time putting my thighs together. My walk was funny, almost like I was waddling. I felt ridiculous. And that sound. I couldn’t make it stop no matter how hard I tried. I was crinkling! The secure feeling of the padding around my hips and the soft plastic made my brain spin in such a strange way. I felt infantile. Dependent. Like a little boy… By the time I got in front of the mirror, I nearly fainted. My cock was twitching and spasming, causing more pain to shoot through my loins.

 	              I looked into the mirror and Fran held up my shirt to reveal my new attire. My face was still glowing red hot with utter embarrassment. I couldn’t believe she had done this to me. That I had allowed her to do this to me… Fran started giggling, “you look so cute baby! Look at Alex’s diapers! Aw….” “Alex wears diapers! Alex wears diapers! Alex wears diapers!” she began to chant in a sing song voice, a taunting and teasing voice like the ones that girls sang at the playground so many years ago, that she knew was getting to me. I started to get mad. “Maybe this isn’t such a good idea Fran, I mean fantasy is one thing but I look completely ridiculous. I think maybe I should just take this off and maybe we should…”

 	              “Nonsense, baby boy,” Fran barked, stilling my words, “you do look maybe a hair ridiculous, but you also look so cute… And remember what we said about learning to accept your self? Come on. Just play my game with me this week. I promise there will be something good in store if you behave. In fact, maybe I’ll let you fuck me however you like if you’re a good boy… Like the macho stud I know you like to pretend to be sometimes. But honestly? Well, really I think that macho stuff is just an act. I mean, deep down you’re not really a macho man are you? You’ve been cleaning my apartment in an apron… And in fact, you’ve gotten a lot better at going down on me lately. Following my instructions, learning how I like it… Kind of like loving me more like a servile man or even a woman you know? I know you like bringing me off with that skilled tongue of yours. Maybe you’d like that instead little man? Would my little man like to go down on mommy instead of fuck her like a real man would? 

 	After all, little men in diapers don’t really need to use their penis for more adult things do they? Perhaps they’d like to put their mouth right here?” She pointed to her crotch. I gulped, my mouth watering. I found myself nodding like a total idiot. Fran smiled, giggling. Would baby like that? Huh widdle baby?” She teased. She could see that I was still not convinced so she suddenly she brought my head toward her crotch and I started to get extremely aroused. I grabbed her and started to pull her towards me to kiss her, feeling my aggressive side come forward. I could smell her faintly even beneath her jeans. Suddenly I was overtaken by desire to bury my face in between her legs. Two months ago, I would have thought about thrusting my engorged cock inside of her but my recent conditioning and the fact that I was wearing a bulky diaper around my hips made me feel somehow less male, less virile. It was like something had overridden my testosterone, my assertiveness. I felt more compliant. I felt more like submitting to her somehow… What was I thinking? I tried to snap out of it and stood up, grabbing her and thrusting my hips into hers. Fran burst into laughter as the padding of my diaper hit her groin, causing me to wince in embarrassment, quickly silencing my “manly” move.

 	              Fran couldn’t stop laughing as she pushed me away quickly and easily. “Tsk. Tsk. Tsk. Not so fast baby boy. You aren’t really looking “the man” right now. You’re looking more like a toddler. We play by my rules remember? You have to follow the instructions on my dining room table to the letter and obey me all week long. Then we’ll see if you get your prize, you big ‘stud’.” As she said the word ‘stud’ she teasingly patted the front of my diapers, causing me to jerk in excitement. The way she said ‘stud’ invoked a sarcastic tone, which left me both excited and humiliated at the same time. This woman! I was left there standing in front of this fully dressed woman with me wearing nothing but a diaper and my t-shirt. Suddenly whatever feelings of manhood I’d briefly experienced blew out of me like wind getting knocked out of my sails. My submission kicked in more deeply and I could do nothing but nod as she asked if I would comply with her wishes.

 	 Fran spoke again, “Now I know you’re going to be a good baby boy this week for me but just to be sure that you’re obedient and don’t try taking your diapers off, although I doubt you would do it anyway, since I know that deep down you are totally excited by this… I have some insurance…” 

 	Fran went over to one of her drawers and pulled out a small bag. She opened the bag and pulled out something bright, yellow colored, and shiny like plastic. As she unfolded the plastic item I felt a mixture of excitement and dread. It was a shiny pair of plastic pants. 

 	I gulped. “That’s right baby, you know what these are don’t you? Plastic panties. I’m still not so sure I can trust my baby this week. So we better not take any chances… These are very special plastic panties. See the waistband? There’s a little chain which runs through it, which lets me lock them on you! That’s right, oh you’re getting so red in the face! Yes, I’m not only going to just put these on you but I’m also going to lock them on. And don’t even think about tampering with them. If I find for any reason that these plastic panties have been tampered with, destroyed, or otherwise modified when I get back, there will be hell to pay and you will definitely be in chastity another month. And then the big hot stud doesn’t get to try to be a man with me… Got it baby?” I gulped and nodded. “Good, now step in,” she commanded, giggling, holding the pants down by my knees for me to step into.

 	My mind swam again. I couldn’t believe how it was just so easy to respond to her demands. I couldn’t believe I was doing this! I was such a kept boyfriend! My mind went to my friends again. If they knew that my girlfriend was making me wear diapers and clean her house this week on my vacation time I would be the laughing stock of my business and the entire town! 

 	“C’mon baby, stop daydreaming and step in,” Fran said as she continued holding open the panties. The shiny plastic held by her lovely manicured hands mocked me, teased me, daring me to really be a man and push them away. Somehow I couldn’t deny her request though. I felt like a total fool stepping into the plastic panties. What was I doing?! As soon as I stepped into the leg holes of the panties, she slowly and teasingly pulled them up my legs and right over my bulky disposable diapers. They felt so strange. I felt even more infantilized if that was possible. “Turn around,” she barked. I complied and began blushing bright red as I once again looked into the bedroom mirror. Now I really did look totally ridiculous. I suddenly gasped in total horror as I realized there were baby animal designs on the pants! How did I miss that before? They were sucking pacifiers! Just as I was once again suddenly having second thoughts about this whole crazy plan, I winced as I felt her pull the chain taught behind me. A deep sense of dread came over me as I heard the lock click into place. I was trapped! She spun me around, forcing me to look right at her, grinning wickedly and holding the key, dangling it from her finger, teasing me. “Alex wears diapers! Alex wears diapers!” she sang that sing-song teasing voice again, taunting voice as she swung the key on her finger. I nervously smiled again totally embarrassed, fumbling with the tight waistband, testing it to see if I really was stuck. I couldn’t move the chain at all. She had me trapped. Damn. She leaned over and kissed me, “There. Baby’s all diapered.”

 	 “Uh Fran?” I asked again, feeling suddenly very nervous at another thought that suddenly arose, “Uh what am I supposed to do when I have to go to the bathroom today? I mean… Uh you don’t expect me to uh…” Fran smiled wickedly at me, “What do you think silly? What are you wearing?” I couldn’t believe it. I mean, part of me really was enjoying what was happening but suddenly I was realizing… I mean, I hadn’t really thought about that aspect of it. Diapers were actually for… No… She couldn’t… She wouldn’t… I began to open my mouth to protest. She cut me off quickly. “What are you wearing Alex? Tell me,” Fran demanded.

 	“I uh… C’mon you know what I’m wearing Fran…” I spoke. Fran raised her eyebrow at me, “Mr Studly want to have some hot sex in a few days or not?” I gulped. “I’m wearing a diaper Fran,” I said blushing. I still had a hard time saying that word. Diaper. 

 	“That’s right baby. And who wears diapers Alex?” Fran asked smiling. I couldn’t believe she was making me admit this. “Uh… babies. Well I guess incontinent people do too…” “And are you either of those Alex?” Fran asked. “No,” I said firmly. “That’s right. You really aren’t a baby even though you kind of look like one now.” She giggled and continued, “I would say that you are something else entirely. More like a … lets say… sissy.”

 	A sissy? This was too much! I was a man! Or was I? Crap, I sure didn’t feel like a man. I mean, I had just let my girlfriend lock me into diapers! “A sissy Fran?” I stammered. “Yes. I would say you are a sissy. A diaper-wearing sissy! Its ok! Remember, acceptance? Don’t blush. There isn’t anything to be ashamed of Alex! I love it that you are a sissy. My sissy. And what would a true sissy do if he or she were wearing diapers? Would they be macho and take them off to go to the bathroom? Or would they be a little more infantile? A little more helpless? Tell me, where would a true sissy, a sissy like you really want to go potty? In the bathroom, like a real man, or in their diapers, like a little baby?”

 	I gulped. Fran started rubbing the front of my diapers and even through the thick padding and the plastic tube I could feel her. I winced. “Tell me baby. Where do you, Little Sissy Alex, want to go potty for mommy today?” I gulped, turning beet red. She was making me admit that I wanted to use my diapers. She was making me take responsibility for this. I couldn’t believe how calculating she was. And I couldn’t help but comply with her.

 	 “In my diapers,” I stammered. “What are you going to do baby? Say it. I want to hear you promise me. Say, ‘I’m going to pee and poo in my diapers for Mistress Fran today like a good sissy.’ Say it just like that, ‘I’m going to pee and poo in my diapers for Mistress Fran today like a good sissy.’ Say it.”

 	I was shaking with sweat, “I’m going to … pee and … wait a minute Fran, I mean, hey its one thing to maybe let go a little into these uh… but really? You want me to take a … in my … I mean, I don’t think that …” “Hmm… Disappointing baby, I mean I really thought that you had what it took to be my sweet sissy… Maybe baby doesn’t really want his reward at the end of the weekend…” She teased, suddenly thrusting her hand into her pants, “Oh God I’m wet, I love teasing you like this. Here…” She held her fingers, glistening up to my nose and wiped them along my upper lip. I suddenly went wild, smelling her musky scent. She was smiling and nodding, “That’s right baby. You want to do everything just the way I want you to. Which means that you’re going to use those diapers for everything this week. Even your stinky messes.” I gulped. “Now say it. This time properly. Your sissy promise to me… Go on.”

 	She mouthed the words silently so I could follow out loud. I couldn’t believe that I was agreeing to this. But some part of me was excited. I spoke, “I’m going to pee and poo only in my diapers this weekend for Mistress Fran, just like a good sissy.” Fran started clapping her hands, strangely in a way that an adult would clap their hands for a baby, with a big broad wide eyed smile, “good baby!”

 	“I like this game,” Fran said, “Now I want you to say, ‘ I, Alex, choose to use my diapers with my own free will.  I prefer to go to the bathroom like a sissy in my diapers rather than as an adult in the toilet.’” I was blushing fiercely. She really did want me to own this, for it not to be just something she was forcing me to do, but for it to really be something I wanted and chose to do. And once again, I found myself complying. I shook nervously as I repeated her words, following her silent lips yet once again as she smiled and mocked me, “I, Alex, choose to use my diapers with my own free will.  I prefer going to the bathroom like a sissy in my diapers rather than as an adult in the toilet.” Fran clapped her hands again, “excellent! Don’t you feel better about yourself Alex? Aw…”

 	I tried to switch topics, hoping she wouldn’t make me repeat anything else. “Uh Fran? Ok, so I have to use my diapers, but I’m not supposed to wear this same diaper all day am I?” I asked, dreading the answer. Fran laughed, “Yes, of course baby! I mean, I can’t really trust you yet to change your own diapers and besides, that’s not very fun is it? So yes, you will be in this same diaper until tonight when I get home. And I’m not quite sure when I will be home as I have a lot to do today. But I will be calling in on Facetime and checking you regularly to see that you haven’t tampered with your diapers and also to check your progress. And to tease you a little bit...” 

 	I started to open my mouth as I felt like I had more questions but Fran quieted me with a quick finger to my mouth and told me she had to finish getting ready for the day and that I should go to the dining room table to check on my list of chores. When I reached down to pull on my sweats, she pulled them away and smacked me on my diapered butt. “You are to keep your lower half naked today except for your diapers. I don’t want you putting on any pants. I want you to see very clearly what you’re wearing today. All day long… Understand me?” she said with a stern look on her face. I nodded glumly, gulping with embarrassment. 

 	Another thought came up and I hesitated but decided to ask anyway, “Hey Fran, uh… Well the Monday night football game is on tonight and I was wondering, well, maybe if I do a good job here today if you might let me watch it?” Fran giggled, and then sighed and looked at me. My mind went back to that first Sunday we were together…

 	A big game had been on that day and I was eager to see it. I had left to put on the game after our breakfast together that morning. The game wasn’t on for more than 2 minutes before Fran came into the room, turned the TV off,  and with hands on her hips asked what the hell I thought I was doing. She’d told me that Sunday was our day together. With a snap of her finger she ordered me to follow her into the bedroom where she then instructed me to begin rubbing her feet. While I rubbed her feet like a kept man, I was forced to listen to her lecture me on how important it was that we spent time together on the weekend. After the foot rub, she pulled off her pants and snapped her fingers, pointing between her legs and smiling. Within seconds my face had been in her wet crotch, licking her to multiple orgasms over the next hour or so, until my face was damp with juices and my tongue was exhausted. When I had finally finished to her satisfaction, I tried to mount her, to have sex. Fran just laughed and pushed me away. She made some excuse that the kitchen needed cleaning from the night before and that she was a little tired after her orgasm so wouldn’t I “Be a ‘sweety’ and clean up for her in the kitchen while she rested.” And then, teasingly, “Oh, and I don’t want to hear that TV come on while I’m resting, and anyway I want your mind just on me today. If you do a good job on the dishes you can play with yourself later while you lick me again. Then we can cuddle and watch that show I’ve been wanting to see tonight. That girl flick? Don’t you give me that look mister…” Burning with embarrassment and blue balls, desperate for some relief, I found myself complying. That first Sunday set the tone for much of what was to come… 

 	So I stood there patiently waiting to hear her reply. Fran smiled and said, “You know baby boy… I’m not sure. You have a lot of work to do today. I’ll tell you what. If you’re really good this week, maybe I’ll let you watch some football next weekend. But you have to get all your chores done. Sorry about tonight hon. I think you’re just going to have too much on your plate making me dinner later… Now go get to work sweety… Here give me a kiss. That’s a boy…”

 	So much for Monday night football… My face burned listening to the crinkle as I walked out of the bedroom to go start my chores, the taste of her lipstick on my lips.

 	 

 	 

 	              It felt weird walking around Fran’s house in just a diaper (with those ridiculous plastic pants) and a t-shirt. I felt constantly exposed as Fran didn’t draw the shades and although the windows didn’t look right onto the street, I still felt as if a neighbor might come up to the window and look in…

 	              I stood there at the dining room table looking at the long list of chores while Fran continued to get ready for work in the bedroom. I couldn’t believe I was going to play maid for the week. In a diaper no less… The list I was looking at was too long to mention and I thought I better just focus in on one thing at a time. I was basically being asked to clean the entire house and she wanted it scrubbed and deep cleaned. Of course she didn’t have a mop so I was going to be on my hands and knees washing all the floors on both levels with rags. The house was a gorgeous 4 bedroom modern Fran had bought about 2 years back. She wanted it scrubbed up and down as it hadn’t been deep cleaned in awhile. Toilets, sinks, stove, counters, blinds, windows, trim cleaning, refrigerator, sheets, and much more. Oh boy. 

 	              Fran had more than enough money to hire a maid, but for some reason took perverse pleasure in having me fulfill that function since I had met her. It had started so simply with just dishes but more and more she had talked to me about how she loved it when men did the housework. It hadn’t taken long before she had convinced me to give up some of my vacation time to clean her house for her…

 	              I decided to get the worst out of the way first, the toilets. I couldn’t believe I was being made to clean toilets. I headed for the downstairs bathroom. I started to pull out the toilet brush when Fran came in from upstairs, looking drop dead gorgeous in her dark navy business pantsuit. I felt small next to her, wearing only my diapers and t-shirt and holding a toilet brush. “Oh good boy, getting the toilets first. I absolutely hate cleaning the bathroom, as you can tell. And as my usual maid hasn’t been here since you’ve arrived you can tell they need the cleaning. It’s so nice to finally have someone to take care of that for me again! Excuse me though sweety, I have to go…” I gulped as I watched her pull down her trousers and panties and turn around to face me sitting her lovely backside down onto the toilet. She had a wide smile on her face. “You can just kneel there while I take care of my business….” Fran smirked as I stepped back and knelt down without even thinking, mesmerized, watching in strange perverted excitement as she began to pee. Something about watching her caused my cock to ache inside its many-layered prison. Fran giggled at me as she continued peeing, “You look so cute in your diapers Alex, I think I’m going to love this arrangement… Aw, are you blushing again? Hee hee! Oh look sweety! I’m peeing! Like adults do. On the toilet… Something you’re not going to be able to do today… Or even this entire week… At all…” She burst into laughter as she finished, wiped and got up. She didn’t even bother to flush. My face burned red and I swallowed hard as I watched her pull her panties and pants up over her lovely shapely hips and ass. Pain shot through my penis, trying desperately to break free and get erect. 

 	“You can kiss me right here as a token of your thanks Alex,” Fran giggled, pointing to her rear. I bent over almost without even thinking and placed my lips on one of her cheeks to kiss her. “No, right here sweety…” she said, pointing right to her crack. I gulped. Thank God she had her pants on. Nevertheless it was quite humiliating placing my face right between her cheeks and being forced to kiss her. She made me linger there for a moment, basking in her command over me. Turning around, she stuck out her tongue at me playfully, “Oh here, I almost forgot, you need to remember to stay hydrated today honey. Here let me fill up a nice glass of water for you.” She grabbed a tall glass by the sink and filled it up, handing it to me. I took it from her, “I’m not really thirsty Fran, I’ll just save it for later.” Fran cocked her eye at me and I decided I’d better listen. I drank down the entire glass and then Fran reached for it to fill it again, “better have one more just in case. I don’t think you drink enough water Alex. Here, one more.”

 	I almost choked as I drank it, listening to Fran’s words, “a little insurance that those diapers will be nice and wet by the time I get home tonight. Can’t have you wearing diapers without the full experience now, can we sweety?” She giggled as I nearly spit my mouthful out. She forced me to drink the rest…

 	“Have fun today sweety, I’ll text you and Facetime you later. Get back to work! Oh will you flush for me?” she said as she pulled away giggling and left me kneeling on the bathroom floor. I couldn’t believe my life…

 	              

 Chapter 2 – Chores

 

 	              I don’t think I had cleaned house like this my entire life. I grew up in an upper class household. We’d had maids to do the chores that I was doing now. It felt awkward, not to mention totally humiliating. I was glad to be on the second floor today, nervous that the neighbors might see a grown man in a diaper washing the floors like a total sissy. 

 	              I was about an hour into my chores, trying to follow everything on the list when I began to notice the urge to pee. Damnit! I had figured it would come sooner or later. I just hadn’t expected it so quickly. Or so urgently… Damn Fran’s devious mind… The two glasses of water were definitely pushing on my bladder. 

 	              I tried to distract myself as I continued dusting the blinds in one of the upstairs bedrooms. Tried to think about other things… To not pay attention to that growing feeling. I was a man after all. I knew how to hold my bladder. Right?

 	              Suddenly I was startled by a loud ring coming from the computer in the master bedroom… I jumped and noticed a slight weakening of my grip. I felt a tiny squirt release. Did I just do that? I couldn’t believe it. No way. The sound from the computer did not just make me lose control of my bladder. No. Forcing myself to ignore that, I rushed to the master bedroom. I knew better than to ignore Fran’s call. I couldn’t believe how whipped I was…

 	              I opened the laptop on the desk and hit accept. Fran’s face came onto the screen and I suddenly felt the intense need to cover up. I was glad to see she was alone but I still felt embarrassed, knowing she could see me. I slid down a bit so just my face was showing. “Hi sweety! How are the chores going? Oh don’t do that! Stand back a bit! I want to see you in your diapers!” I cringed at the word again and reluctantly complied. 

 	              “What’s the matter Alex?” she taunted, “you look a little flustered.” I nodded, “It’s going well Fran, I just, uh… I just. Hey, is it possible if I could maybe just have the key and I could, well you know… use the toilet? I promise I’ll put these… uh… you know back on…” I stammered. My bladder was going crazy. I really needed to pee.

 	              Fran laughed and held up a key to the screen, “sorry baby, I’m holding the only one that’s going to let you out of your baby pants. And even if I was there, I wouldn’t unlock you. Remember acceptance baby boy? Remember accepting your sissy nature and your promise to go potty in your diapers for me? Well I think this is a great time to show me how you can follow through with your words. It’s called integrity… Doing what you say you’re going to do? Hmmm? Lets see it then. Come on baby boy. Lets see you go potty in your diapers for mommy.”

 	              I grimaced. She wasn’t going to do this. “Oh wait honey, let me hit the record button on here. There we go. Now we can have this moment on video to look back on! Alex’s first time going potty in diapers since he went back to them as an adult! Ready sweety?”

 	              I was sweating. My bladder was aching. “Please Fran, please don’t make me do this.” “This is your life now sweety. Well at least for this week. But something tells me you’re going to want to sign on to this life for much longer than that. Come on, I don’t have all day, I have to get to a meeting. You have 10 seconds,” Fran barked. Her voice was getting sterner. 

 	              I was too tense. I felt everything seize up. I couldn’t pee myself in front of my girlfriend. This was crazy. “Oh are you too scared honey? Its ok, just relax and think about a nice calm river. That’s it. A nice river, think about the lulling sounds of a nice river.”

 	I was struggling. I couldn’t do it. Break years and years of conditioning. My potty training. Adults didn’t wet themselves. Not like this. I looked at Fran’s stern face on the screen and felt heat in my face. I knew I had to comply. Fighting my conditioning on every level I tried to override it for her. I told myself, just this once. Maybe she was really just playing with me and this game would be over tonight. Just this once… I let go a little bit. My face burned even hotter. Oh no…. Fran burst into laughter as she saw what was happening, “Oh ha! Look at you! You’re really doing it! You’re really peeing yourself!”

 	              I realized I was. What had started as a little trickle was now a current. I could feel the pee flowing out of me, rushing, gushing into my thick diapers. Part of me wanted to stop it, to somehow alter its course, but something about it suddenly felt strangely good… My face burned redder if that was even possible. My eyes locked onto Fran’s as I continued peeing myself. The submissive feelings going through me made me want to fall at her feet and cry suddenly. She smiled and blew me a kiss, “Good baby. You’re coming along. More later. Get back to work. Ta ta.” The screen went dark. I was standing there, feeling the weight, the warmth, and the wetness of a damp diaper for the first time since I was two years old. I looked over at the clock. It was 10:15 am. And I wouldn’t be getting changed for at least another 8 to 9 hours or more. Damn!

 	              The next 2 hours dragged slowly. It felt totally strange walking around in a wet diaper. Clammy. Clingy. Damp. My cock throbbed in its plastic prison. Something about it also strangely excited me. Listening to the constant crinkle and feeling the damp wetness between my legs was a constant reminder of my state. As if looking at myself in the many mirrors every time I walked by wasn’t a constant reminder enough!

 	              I was about to make myself some lunch downstairs in the kitchen when my phone rang. I quickly grabbed it and hit answer before I even looked at the screen to see who it was (I assumed it would be Fran). To my instant dismay, I realized it was my friend Kevin from work. Crap!

 	              “How’s it going buddy! You getting some? So glad to see you left your tight leash girlfriend behind for a trip to the Bahamas. You’ve gotta be getting some right now huh my man?” Kevin’s strong masculine voice rang out at me through the phone. I looked over at myself in the mirror and wanted to cry suddenly. My diapers were drooping slightly. I looked like a big toddler in a saggy diaper. 

 	              “Uh, oh hi Kevin, ya, you know me… The beaches here are awesome and the chicks, holy hell, they are hot!” I started to babble, trying to summon my man voice up for the occasion and trying not to move too much, lest Kevin hear the crinkle from my diapers.

 	              “Dude, take some pics for me and send them over on the phone now. I want to see some hot asses in bikinis. You fucking stud. Dude, honestly I’m so glad you decided to go it alone on this trip. That girlfriend of yours has you by the balls man. Probably time to dump her. I mean, the way she’s treating you, not letting you come out with the guys and all that, its like she’s got you in panties or something! Or even worse, acting like her bitch and scrubbing her floor or something.” 

 	              I started to burn beet red. If he only knew… “Well uh,” I started to say. “Pictures. Now man. Lets go. I want to see some hot ass. Catch you later guy…” Kevin laughed. Click. Damnit. I was fucked. There was no way I could get pics off to him. Not trapped in Fran’s house doing her housework like this. I was nowhere near the Bahamas. Doing chores for my girlfriend, wearing these ridiculous… I nearly cried as I looked at myself in the mirror again. And then I felt my cock stir. Throb. I couldn’t believe how turned on I was. Damn that woman!

 	              I couldn’t take it anymore. I went to the bedroom and started trying to get at the lock. Fumbling with it, it didn’t take long before I realized it wasn’t going anywhere. I pulled at the tight chain around my waist. No good. I could probably cut the plastic of the panties but Fran would kill me. Was this relationship really worth it? I looked at myself in the mirror again. My cock throbbed again. Damn.

 	              At the very least I needed some cover up downstairs. There were too many windows without blinds. I grabbed some of my sweats and threw them on over my diapers. Fran would never know that I covered up for a bit. Even with the sweats, I still looked ridiculous. My hips and butt were bulky as hell. It was obvious I was wearing diapers under my sweats but at least I didn’t have to look directly at them anymore. I walked downstairs, listening to the loud crinkle as I descended, another constant reminder of my state.

 	I thought about what to do about Kevin while I fixed myself some lunch in the kitchen downstairs. He would want pictures ASAP. I would never live this down… 

 	I texted him, “Something wrong with my camera. Can you believe it? You should see these hotties though… catch you later…”

 	 I decided to turn my phone off and not answer Kevin for a bit, just put him out of my mind. Looking around the kitchen I moaned when I realized that I had a lot of work to do. Fran was a total taskmaster. I made myself a sandwich and started to think that maybe a little break would be in order. I could just lie down on the couch and watch a little TV. Just for 20 minutes I told myself.

 	              I made myself comfortable on the couch and began flipping channels. Stupid daytime TV. There were no sports games at this time on Monday. I wondered if there were any way to get Fran to changer her mind about letting me watch Monday night football tonight. I couldn’t even believe I was wondering that. A normal man would never have to ask his girlfriend permission to watch football… As I thought about that first Sunday again, lying there on the couch in my wet diaper, sweats and t-shirt, my eyes started to feel a little tired so I just let them close. Just a little rest maybe. Just for a minute I told myself…

 	 

 	 

 	              “Ahem.”

 	              What? What the fuck!? I looked up and a very gorgeous 20 something year old blonde in a short dress was standing over me. I panicked. “Who are you? What the hell are you doing here?” I blurted out.

 	              “Uh uh. Sorry boy, it doesn’t work like that. Fran sent me over to check on you since you seem to have turned off your phone. And it looks like you’ve disobeyed her dress code as well. Off with the pants. Now!” she barked.

 	              What? Who was this girl? Fran sent her? I began to stand up, “Let me call Fran and ask her what the hell’s going on…” But then I panicked. I suddenly realized that this extremely gorgeous girl was going to hear me walk across the room and I started to blush. Damnit!

 	              “I know what you’re wearing pissy pants boy. Fran let me know before I came over. Pretty amusing really... But then, she’s really good about breaking men down and turning them into the little boys that they really are. Take down your pants now or I call Fran and tell her you’re misbehaving,” the girl barked. Damn… She was cold. Ruthless…

 	              I was turning 50 shades of red. “Um… Hey look, I don’t really know you and uh…” I stammered.

 	              “I’ve been away on business for Fran for awhile and recently got back. But I don’t really need to explain now why we haven’t met before now do I? Do you want to take those pants off or do you want me to do it? I’m not into getting lip. Keep it up and I’ll slap you. And trust me, you couldn’t take me if you tried. I know several different forms of very effective martial arts,” she said.

 	              I’d had enough of this. I didn’t care if she heard me crinkle at this point. I started to walk across the room to get the phone to call Fran. This had gone far enough. Suddenly, without warning I found myself spinning around and then felt a strong slap ring across my face. Before I could even register the pain of the blow, I felt my legs go underneath me and I was on my back. This girl was on top of me facing towards my legs, my arms were pinned to the ground overhead with her legs, her gorgeous ass was hovering just inches from my face. I could even see up her skirt to her cute striped cotton panties. I was mesmerized. I didn’t know whether to get excited or mad. I started to struggle anyway and then her feet came ringing in against my ears and her foot came smashing down on my face. I cried out, still struggling but it was no use. This girl was good. I couldn’t believe I was being beaten by a 20 something year old girl. But the worst part was to come. Suddenly I felt my pants get yanked down. I wanted to cry as she started laughing, “Oh. My. God. Plastic pants? Love the baby animals… Pretty studly... And sissy yellow is so your color. Looks like someone had an accident today too!” She began to feel my crotch and pat it mockingly as she increased the grip of her legs on my torso and head.

 	              “Please, can you let me up?” I started to say but then she cut me off, “Did you say something? Here, let me give you something to shut up that mouth of yours.” Suddenly her ass pushed right into my face, covering my nose and mouth. Her scent was intoxicating, her panties right over my face. But I could barely breathe. I tried talking but only muffled sounds came back. “That’s better. You know, if you’re going to be with Fran, you’ll soon learn where your place is,” she sniggered. 

 	              I heard her dialing her cell phone. I still could barely breathe. The smell of her crotch and ass were causing my cock to spasm and go into painful convulsions. The harder I struggled the more she bore down her weight and pinned me. It was useless. I couldn’t believe I was trapped.

 	              I panicked when I realized who she was talking to. “Ya, I found the lazy bum on the couch sleeping with the TV on. Ya, can you believe it? He was wearing sweat pants over his diapers, trying to cover up. I’m sitting on his face right now pinning his sorry ass down. You want me to what? Oh that’s great. Sure no problem. He’s a piece of cake. Thinks he’s all tough and shit, but with that diaper on, he’s weaker than a little boy. You have yourself a good sissy here Fran… Sure, no problem…”

 	              “You like my sweet ass diaper boy?” she laughed. “I can never understand why sissies like ass so much… I mean…” Suddenly, without warning I heard her grunt and then a hot blast of air hit my face. I choked and coughed intensely as she continued to let loose a seriously loud wet fart right over my face, laughing hysterically. I bucked and struggled, trying to get away but she held me down. I was nearly in tears. 

 	              “Had enough sissy boy?” she giggled. Just pound your hand once on the floor if you’re ready to obey me. I pounded my hand once on the floor. She got up. I was coughing, still trying to get her foul smell out of my nose. I rubbed my cheek where she had slapped me. Slowly I sat up. She was sitting on the couch eyeing me. 

 	              “I’m Marissa. Don’t fuck with me. I work for Fran obviously and sometimes my job involves dealing with her pansy ass sissies. I’m not nice like Fran. I tend to like to rough the sissies up a bit and when Fran gets upset she sometimes uses me to handle it… So don’t fuck with me.” She said, with a look that could melt ice.

 	              I gulped. I couldn’t believe this. Could my situation at Fran’s get any stranger? I was tempted to get out of here but my cock was throbbing, betraying me. Something inside of me was enjoying this immensely, even though the humiliation of it was burning me up. 

 	              “Follow me sissy…” Marissa started walking towards the dining room. Meekly, still rubbing my face, I followed her, embarrassed at the loud crinkling sound that echoed through the hallway. “Stand in the corner while I secure these…” she said, pulling some strange looking leather cuffs from a nearby bag.

 	              I started to complain, “Uh, Marissa is it? You know…” Suddenly she reached into the bag and turned to walk over to me.  “You need to be quiet. And I think this will help. Fran informed me to use it if you misbehaved and I think I will. Recognize what it is?” she laughed holding up the bright pink object.

 	              I shuddered. No way. No fucking way… This was going too far! “Tell me what it is before I put it into your mouth sissy,” she said grinning. “It’s a pacifier,” I gulped. “That’s right, a pacifier, sized for big sissies like you. You are going to put it in your mouth, shut up and keep it in until Fran gets home tonight. If you drop it, spit it out or if for any reason it is not in your mouth when Fran gets home, you aren’t even going to want to know how bad it will get for you. Do I make myself clear?” she barked. 

 	              I felt myself clench, suddenly feeling the urge to pee, cursing myself silently. Why did these women have that strange effect on me? I found myself nodding, my cock throbbing in pain. “Good then open up wide baby boy,” she said holding the pacifier up to my mouth, playing it across my quivering lips.

 	              Excited as I was a part of me had decided enough was enough. Fuck this bitch, I told myself, I was out of there. I turned to move, hoping to somehow get into the next room to grab my pants and run for it. I didn’t make it far. Suddenly I found my right arm yanked behind me, my neck in a strong lock. I struggled but somehow this young girl managed to pull me backwards. I was flailing. I couldn’t believe she was doing this to me!

 	              Within seconds I was thrown roughly over the table face down, Marissa on my back knocking the wind out of me, and my left arm was pushed forward and was being cuffed. I could barely see what was going on but felt a sudden tightness around my wrist. Before I could wrestle free, my right arm was pulled forward too and brought into another cuff. Marissa pulled off of me and secured the right wrist as well. I was face down over the dining room table, cuffed to two of the legs!

 	              I started to think fast, maybe I could climb up and get over the table, somehow free my arms. Marissa was much faster. She quickly went around behind me and before I could move, I felt my right ankle being cuffed to one leg of the table. I was screwed. I resigned myself as I felt her cuff my left leg to the other leg. I must have looked ridiculous, my legs spread wide and my hands pulled forward over the table. 

 	              Marissa came around and took a seat at one of the dining room chairs in front of me, grinning. She was holding the pacifier up and taunting me with it, “Thought you could take me huh sissy? Think again. You’ll never win against me in a match. And I was barely trying. You’re easy. Now take this pacifier in your mouth like a good sissy boy. Otherwise I’m going to call up Fran and tell her you’re really being disobedient. And I think she’s already upset enough with you that you were being a lazy maid today.”

 	              I opened my mouth. What could I do? Marissa laughed as she put it in and my lips closed around it. It was huge. It really was sized for adults apparently. It felt so strange to be sucking a pacifier after all these years. I remember I had used mine until I was like 5. Strange memories coming back to me… Something comforting about it… My cock throbbed. I couldn’t believe this was happening but I tried to surrender to it.

 	              Marissa got up and walked around behind me. I was in a slight panic and then almost cried out when I heard her phone camera go off several times. She was laughing. “I’m going to send these to Fran. I’ll keep them of course too, because they’re so funny… some of my friends will get a laugh out of them…” she said giggling. She came around and took one from the front, “Gotta have a shot with the paci!” I was burning red hot with embarrassment. She wasn’t really going to show these pictures to her friends was she? I felt too frightened to ask and cursed myself as I found my mouth sucking the pacifier like a little scared kid. 

 	              Marissa walked around behind me again and started patting my crotch and butt, making me wince with excitement and pain. “These diapers are pretty saggy. You really are a baby aren’t you? Aww… Poor pissy pants sissy. Has to wear diapers for his mean girlfriend. Has to clean her house…. Ha ha ha!!! Oh man, I love working for Fran. It’s never boring that’s for sure… Well I have to go now sissy. I’ll lock up, don’t worry… I think I need to pull these dining room blinds open a little wider though first… Wonder if anyone will see in? What a sight that would be, huh? Ha ha ha!!! Remember to keep that pacifier in! Guess you get to have your rest now after all! Lucky you!”

 	 

 Chapter 3 – An Evening to Remember

 

 	 

 	              I don’t even know what time it was when she got home. Fran that is. Marissa had left me squirming on the dining room table and frightened that someone might see me through the dining room window. Sometime, it must have been a couple hours after Marissa had left, I had been forced to use my diapers again. I’d fought it for a while but decided at the time that I had no choice. It was miserable enough being cuffed to the table. But I had regretted letting my bladder go afterwards. My diapers had swelled even more, making them feel even hotter and damper than before. In fact, now it felt like my diapers were a sagging wet lump hanging over my hips. My arms ached and my body was stiff from lying prone over the wood table. I couldn’t believe how uncomfortable I was.

 	              I hadn’t imagined it ever being like this but over the hours lying there, I couldn’t deny how strangely excited I was. My cock throbbing again and again reminded me that I secretly somehow liked all of this. But then the excitement would pass for a moment and I would struggle, somehow, anyway I could to escape. Marissa had secured my bonds well though and try as I might, there was just no way. So for the last few hours waiting, I had resigned myself to my fate. 

 	              When I heard the front door click open finally I opened my eyes and tried to turn to see if it was Fran. I couldn’t tell. She didn’t say anything at first. I just heard the clicking of her heels on the wood floor. I heard the drapes being pulled shut. Then I heard her walk behind me and then stood there so still that I could hear her breathing. Then I felt her hands grab and cup the seat of my soggy wet diapers, shaking them a little causing the crinkling sound to echo through the room. I gulped. I couldn’t believe the pacifier was still in my mouth. I had thought about spitting it out many times over the last few hours but somehow the thought of making Fran even angrier kept me sucking fiercely on it. I couldn’t believe how badly she had me wrapped around her finger. 

 	              Finally she spoke. It was Fran. She slapped my padded butt, causing another loud crinkle to reverberate through the dining room, “Somebody’s been a very naughty sissy today. How does it feel having been cuffed to the dining room table for the last 6 hours? Oh no, don’t bother answering me, I think I like it better with that cute pacifier still in your mouth.”

 	              Fran began to taunt me, cupping my diapers and patting them, forcing me to feel how wet they were, “I knew you were a submissive who liked humiliation from the first night. The way you liked me bossing you around in bed. We didn’t even fuck that first night did we? A real man would have insisted. But not you… You were fine just going down on me. Fine with me asking you if you would just jerk off after you brought me to two orgasms with your mouth, because I felt tired after you made me come. How did that feel huh? You secretly liked it didn’t you baby? Then we did the same thing the next night and the next. You must have wondered how long it was going to be. How long it would take before I allowed you to have sex with me. And when we did finally have sex, who was on top? Who was directing the show? Do you remember how you came that night? Uh huh. I know you do… I pulled off of you just as you were about to come. A nice ruined orgasm. Bet you didn’t expect that did you? The look on your face then was priceless… Oh look at you squirm right now in your wet diapers! You’re getting all excited thinking about it again! 

 	              “Yes, it wasn’t long before we had a repeat of that night. By then you were doing tasks for me. Following me around like a puppy dog, doing my laundry and dishes, rubbing my feet every night, even shaving your entire body for me, including your legs and underarms, even your crotch! You were so worried about what your friends would say. Big macho stud, whipped by his new girlfriend… You didn’t really know how kinky she was did you? No… Not by a long shot…”

 	              “Then that fateful night when I was giving you a slow long teasing hand job after you licked me… I started talking baby talk to you and you started suckling my breasts. You thought you were just going to get off easy, finally come for the first time in a few days didn’t you? What did I say? Do you remember?

 	That’s it baby boy… Do you like being my baby boy, sucking on momma’s breasts like that? Uh huh. Just like a little baby. Does baby want to come for mommy? You do? Keep humping my hand… That’s it. That’s a good baby boy… Except… There’s something missing don’t you think? I mean, you’re all smooth and hairless like a baby, and you’re nursing on your mommy like a baby, but babies don’t usually go around naked like you are right now. Do they? Oh are you starting to get excited? That’s right, keep humping my hand… Yes, babies don’t usually go around naked because they usually have accidents. They can’t control themselves. They make little messes. Just like you’re about to make a little messy mess in my hand aren’t you? Don’t you think you might need some protection too? So you can be my baby? So you can look so sweet in your…

 	              At this point that night you were like silly putty. You were so ready to just release but I kept pulling off at the last minute. Then… right when I said so you can look so sweet in your… I intensified the stroking and you gasped, right when I said the word …diapers! 

 	              Oh my God that was so funny. You should have seen the look on your face when I said the word diapers. You got all frenzy eyed and moaned as you sucked harder on my breast and thrust hard into my hand. What did you say as you were about to shoot your load? Oh yes, I believe it was, “Unnggg. Unngg. Yes mommy yes. Ungg. Ungg. Unggg. I want to be in diapers! Ah ah ah ah…I’m coming mommy, I’m coming!”

 	              Then the look of utter bliss turned to terror as you realized what you’d just said to me. Realized that I had teased you into admitting that you wanted to wear diapers for mommy… Such a big bad macho stud, reduced to admitting he likes wearing diapers! Oh it was priceless. You could hardly look me in the eyes that night or most of the next morning! But we both knew didn’t we sissy?

 	              And now look at you… Diapered and bound to my table. And you’ve been a very bad boy today. Didn’t follow instructions at all… Well its ok, you’re going to get another chance tomorrow. But first of all you are going to have to take your punishment.

 	I know you’re excited to get started but first I just have to grab a few things. I’m going to change also. I would shower but I’m so wet just looking at you like this that I don’t think I can wait for what I have planned for you still tonight… Stay there and keep that pacifier in your mouth.”

 	              I swallowed hard. I turned to watch her gorgeous form walk down the hall and up the stairs. I pulled at the cuffs, knowing that they wouldn’t move. Part of me hoped she was just playing with me somehow, that maybe we would have sex after this crazy day. She was one kinky woman, Fran. 

 	              My cock throbbed. I wanted release so bad. I tried humping the table a little bit to see if I could get any relief but it only made it worse, feeling the sad plastic hard lump of my chastity device deep underneath the wet bulky folds of my diaper. I worked myself into a daze, thinking about having sex with her, thinking about Fran’s wet, waiting pussy. Thinking about her taking my diapers and chastity tube off and letting me free, letting me enter her wetness…

 	              I was snapped out of my reverie by loud laughter, “Oh my God. Are you trying to hump the table? Getting anywhere with that sweety? Oh that is hilarious. Oh baby… So cute! I bet you wish you could fuck me like the stud that you imagine yourself to really be don’t you? I nodded my head as best I could, drool falling out of my mouth around the ring of my pacifier. 

 	“Oh that’s so cute darling… I want you to turn and look at me sweetheart. Look at the body that you aren’t going to touch now with your baby penis for some time since you’ve been so disobedient…” What? Did I hear her right? Nevertheless I turned and my cock spasmed in pain. Fran was down to her lacy black and pink panties and bra, her perfect breasts jiggling as she laughed. She carried a large wooden paddle. Oh fuck. 

 	              “That’s right baby. I can see the look in your eye. The look of simultaneous excitement and dread. This is what you really wanted though I think. This is what you need. Someone to keep you in line. Someone to make sure that you never revert back to that excuse of a man that you thought you were. Someone to make sure that you stay in diapers for a good, long time… Ha ha! Don’t deny it. Don’t fight it. I’m going to give you your punishment now. Do you know why I’m punishing you baby?” Fran asked.

 	              I nodded, my cock straining against its cage in my wet diaper prison, much to my humiliation. “Yes you do. You had a long list of chores to begin today. A lot of housework to do for me on your time off… And what do I find when my assistant comes over to check on you? You’re sleeping on the couch with the TV on? And wearing pants over your diapers… I had explicitly told you no pants today! Didn’t I? Then, to make things even worse, I hear you were very disobedient with Marissa. More strikes against you. 

 	              “And look at these diapers! They’re totally soaked. To think that I was actually considering getting take out tonight and letting you watch that Monday Night Football game. Well that is until you didn’t text me back and then I get this report from Marissa. Very disappointing. You could have been watching the game cuddling with me and now… Since you’ve disobeyed me in such a disappointing way today, I think that the little privilege I was promising you at the end of the week is also now going to be revoked. Until further notice at what time I see fit. That’s right. No penetration. No big man alpha male sex. Which is fine really. I mean, you really don’t look anything like an alpha male anyway. I can’t think of an alpha male in the world who would allow me to do to him what I’m doing to you… “

 	              I was burning hot in the face. Simultaneously humiliated and excited. Also in a state of disbelief… No sex? No!!! My cock cramped in the chastity device. No!!!

 	              “Ha ha, don’t bother struggling. I think you’ll continue to like our arrangement. I’ll give you someplace else to come at the end of the week, if you’re good and do all of your chores, how about that little boy? Yes, if you can pull it together and do better for me tomorrow, then at the end of the week I’m going to let you come while you hump your diaper. That’s right. Your diaper. I mean, maybe the wetness of your pissed in diaper feels a little like a warm wet pussy anyway right Alex? So you can look forward to that… Oh, if you’re good and do your chores, and if you do a good job humping your diaper at the end of the week, then maybe, just maybe I’ll let you watch one game on next Sunday… Wouldn’t that be nice?” I was convulsing…

 	Now, lets see... Hang on for a minute I just want to get your phone. Oh here it is. Turn it on… Oh this is funny… Your friend Tim has been texting you all day wondering what’s going on with you. You told him you were going to the Bahamas? Oh that’s so funny little man. Are you too embarrassed to tell him the real reason you took your vacation this week? Well we’ll fix that right away in a little jiffy here. Here we go, I’ll text him back…”

 	              I began to shout ‘no’ through the pacifier, suddenly panicked and felt a loud swat come down on my diapers. I winced. No. No. No…..

 	              “Here we go. I’m texting him, ‘Dear Tim, it’s Fran. Alex is so silly. Telling you he went to the Bahamas for a vacation. No dear, he’s over at my place cleaning this week. He graciously agreed when I asked him to take some vacation time to help me around the house and do some deep cleaning for me this week. A true gentleman. I know cleaning toilets for his girlfriend may not be as fun as looking at half clad women on the beaches of the Bahamas, but I really know he enjoys pleasing me. Such a sweety he is, skipping the Monday night football game to make me dinner. He even does the dishes afterwards... I’ll have him contact you tomorrow. He’s a bit busy, tied up right now with some chores. Xoxo.”

 	              I squirmed and struggled. I couldn’t believe this. I was in convulsions. I was screwed. I would never live this down. I wanted to spit the pacifier out and escape. Complain somehow. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I was hers. I lay there and resigned myself, my cock throbbing in strange delight as I listened to her obediently, knowing I was soon to be seriously kept and emasculated. 

 	              “Oh baby. I love having you around the house. Even when you are bad… I really do think you should consider quitting your job. I make way more than you and could easily support both of us. And I really do think I’m going to be able to train you to be a better house-keeper. Who knows? It might be fun to get married even, and you could be my house husband, more like my house wife really… Well, lets just see how this week goes. We still have another 6 days till Sunday…”

 	              “Now its time for your punishment baby. Just let the stuff with your friend Tim go. You can contact him tomorrow and let him know how much you really do love being with me. Now stay still… I’m going to pull down your diapers and paddle your ass with this nice wooden paddle. I’m going to paddle it hard, really hard, until it’s so red and swollen you’ll want to cry. But I don’t want to hear your cries so keep the pacifier in. When I’m done you’re going to get turned over on this very table and changed. Yes that’s right, changed into a new diaper. And then you’re going to drive to get us some take out and a bottle of wine. Yes, you’re going to go to the restaurant and the store in your diapers. I’ll give you some pants to wear don’t worry… Don’t you give me that look… After we have a nice dinner, you can draw my bath and then rub my feet as I fall asleep tonight. Oh, and I forgot. I’ll probably play with myself and bring myself off with my vibrator. I’m so wet right now watching you all frustrated and excited that I think I need to let loose a little. But you don’t deserve to lick me tonight. No, you’ve been too disobedient. Let that be a reminder the next time you get out of line. But maybe if you’re good, I’ll let you watch from the foot of the bed as I bring myself off. Yes, you’re going to go to sleep extremely frustrated tonight mister. And maybe, just maybe, if you’re a really, really good boy and you do everything I say to the letter tonight, maybe, just maybe, I’ll let you lick and clean my vibrator with your mouth when I’m done playing with myself. Oh I can’t wait to start your punishment tonight… Here, lets pull down your diapers… Tee hee…”

 	 

 	 

 	 

 	Book 2, coming soon!

 	The week continues and Alex spirals deeper into the world of submission. Can he keep his friend Tim and his colleagues from work from knowing the depths of his newfound world in Fran? Will he still resemble a man by the end of the week? Will Marissa return? Will Alex ever have sex again? A new series involving a very intense female led relationship, diapering, and more…
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