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About This Story

This is a very cruel tale about a high school boy who gets diapered and feminized by a bullying girl at school. 

Please remember that this is only a story – a complete work of fiction.  None of the characters are real or even based on anyone real.  The events and situations aren’t real either. 

I’m sure that as you read this, you’ll find at least a hundred reasons why the things that happen in this story couldn’t happen in real life, so please, take this for what it’s meant to be – a story to be read and enjoyed – a simple fantasy that hopefully you can get lost in as much as I do. 

Having said all that, I really hope you enjoy, Baby Bobby.
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Chapter 1

It was a fight!  The commotion it caused pulled Bobby and many of the other kids into the stand of trees that bordered the school grounds.  It was Wednesday of the second week of school, and like many of the other students, Bobby got to school early to socialize a bit.  As usual, everyone had been outside waiting for the school to open when the fight had started.  But fights are exciting, and the crowd of kids it drew was large.

Bobby was a sophomore.  He was a normal fifteen year old boy.  He was perhaps a little smaller and skinnier than many of the other boys, but not by much.  Since he and his mother had moved to the city during the summer, he really didn’t have a lot of friends yet.  Consequently, he found himself hanging around with different groups of kids, hoping to be accepted.  But so far, it was slow going in the friends department. 

He finally managed to push his way between some of the kids to see what was happening, and he couldn’t believe it.  Kyle, who Bobby had quickly learned was a bully and a royal pain in the ass, was facing off with…a girl!  Brandy, another kid he had categorized as a major pain in the ass!  He couldn’t believe it!  As wrong as it was, he was actually hoping that Brandy would win, just because in the short time he had been in the school, he had discovered that Kyle was even more of a pain than she was. 

Brandy was a year ahead of Bobby in school and was almost as tall as Kyle.  It was obvious that Brandy didn’t appear to be afraid of Kyle in the least.  From what Bobby had seen in the school so far, Brandy always seemed to have a gang of girls hanging around her – always!  Kyle, on the other hand, just seemed to be mean, always pestering everyone and playing practical jokes.

Kyle rushed headlong at Brandy.  Bobby expected Brandy to get hurt, but instead she somehow grabbed him and flipped him over top of her and onto his back.  She kicked him several times until he finally rolled away.  Kyle got back to his feet again, but now he didn’t look so confident anymore. 

“What’s the matter, Kyle?” Brandy asked, taunting him.  “Can’t beat up a girl?” 

He rushed at her again and this time she stepped aside at the last second, bent down with her leg out, and tripped him. 

“What a sissy you are!  Not at all the big hunk of a guy you think you are.  You’re a sissy, sissy, sissy!”

Kyle got up one more time and came at her again, only much more slowly and cautiously.  As he stood in front of her, ready to throw a punch, she suddenly kicked him in the balls.  He bent over in obvious pain and she moved in and started landing a frightening series of expertly executed and obviously painful punches against his arms and whatever parts of his body she could hit.  As he continually tried to move away from her, she stayed right with him, relentlessly punching at him until he fell on his back and started crying. 

“Look, he even cries like a little sissy girl!” Brandy taunted.  Everyone was laughing and cheering for her now.  She jumped on him and sat on his chest with her legs holding his arms down so he couldn’t use them.  “Say it!  Say you’re a little sissy girl!”  He was struggling madly to get up and couldn’t, he wasn’t sobbing anymore, but there were still tears coming from his eyes.  “I said say it!” she yelled. 

“No!” he yelled back at her.  She began slapping his face over and over again.  Not in any way that would bruise him, but by the sound of the slaps everyone could tell that they had to hurt.  With no way to use his arms to defend himself his face was turning a bright red from her slaps, and he was soon crying again.  “Stop, stop, stop!”

“I said say it!  Tell everyone that you’re a sissy girl!”

It took a second and a few more hard slaps, but through his sobs, he finally got it out.  “I’m a sissy girl.”

“Louder!  So everyone can hear it!”  She slapped his face again.

“I’m a sissy girl!” he said louder.

“Someone hand me my purse,” she called.  One of her girlfriends brought it to her.  She rummaged around in it for a moment and came up with a lipstick.  She grabbed his face and began applying a thick coat to his lips.  “There!  Now you look better!  Get up and show everybody what a real sissy girl you are!”  She finally got off of him.  He was crying.  The red lipstick on his face stood out plainly against his pale skin.  He ran off towards the school building.  Everyone cheered.

As Brandy and her gang of girls headed back towards the school, Bobby followed them, trying to listen in on their conversation as they all laughed excitedly.  “What else can we do to humiliate that shit?” Brandy asked.

“Make him wear the lipstick again,” one of her friends answered, “only next time, make sure he keeps it on in class.”  They all laughed again. 

But right then, Bobby’s eyes caught sight of a woman sitting on the bus-stop bench, changing her baby’s diapers.  In his excitement over the fight, the suggestion just slipped out without him thinking about it.  “Diaper him like a baby,” he said.

Brandy stopped and turned to him.  “And what the hell are you doing here Bobby?” she asked angrily.  “You’re even more of a sissy than Kyle is.  I ought to make you wear a diaper instead.”

“Uh…no, it was just a suggestion, that’s all,” Bobby replied meekly.

“Look at him girls, he’s blushing!  You’re a big sissy too, admit it!”

“No I’m not.  I was just…”

“I said you’re a sissy!  Say it!  Tell me you’re another big sissy too.”

“No I’m not!” He replied angrily.  
“Do I have to beat you up too to prove it?  Little sissy Bobby, can’t even take on a girl!  Such a baby.  And then I’ll put that diaper on you!”

“No, I’m not a sissy!”

“Either admit it, or tomorrow you’ll be wearing a diaper to school.”

“No!  Forget it.”  And he walked away.

“I can’t wait till tomorrow, Baby Bobby,” she called after him.  “Don’t worry, I’ll bring your diaper.  Don’t forget!”

Bobby knew his face was very red as he walked away.  Why had he followed her in the first place?  She was major pain just like Kyle was.  But for once, Kyle had finally been put in his place.  And that had been worth seeing.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

As Bobby was changing classes between the second and third periods, someone bumped into him.  “Don’t forget about tomorrow,” Brandy’s voice said tauntingly.  Then she was gone.  At lunch time, he found a note stuck in his locker.  “I’ll bet you can’t wait to wear a diaper tomorrow.  Can you?”  He crumpled the note and angrily threw it away.  She was taunting him.

“Hey Bob,” Jimmy said after one of their afternoon classes.  I heard Brandy bragging that she was going to put a diaper on you tomorrow.  What’s up?”

Bobby was suddenly frustrated, but also a tiny bit nervous.  “She’s just talkin’.  You know her.  But hey, did you see what she did to Kyle this morning?”

“Yeah, that was great….”

After school, Bobby walked home like he always did.  It was only about a fifteen minute walk, but before he got off of the school property, Brandy and her gang of girls were calling him.  He tried to ignore them and keep walking, but Brandy had one more final taunt for him.  “See you in the morning Baby Bobby,” she called.  He could hear all her friends laughing hysterically.  The damn girl.  She couldn’t leave things alone.  She just wanted everybody’s attention.

He tried to put her completely out of his mind, but he couldn’t quite do it.  She wouldn’t dare try to diaper him, would she?  Of course not!  She was just mouthing off in front of her friends like she usually did.  But he did worry about it one more time before he went to bed that night.


Chapter 2

The next morning, Bobby kissed his mother goodbye and headed off to school like he always did.  His mother didn’t have to go to work until a few hours after he left every day, which meant that she didn’t get home from work until fairly late.  But a job was a job and their money situation was extremely tight. 

The minute Bobby left the house, the tiny worry about Brandy crossed his mind again.  No, he finally decided, she wouldn’t actually try to beat him up and diaper him.  He wouldn’t put it past her though to taunt him some more about it.  That part he wasn’t looking forward to. 

There was a stand of trees just at the edge of the school property that he had to walk past every day.  A lot of kids hung out there in the mornings.  He walked past them…or he tried to.  “Baby Booobbbyyy,” Brandy’s taunting voice called from the trees.  “Come get your diaper on.”  He tried to walk past and just ignore her.  “Get your ass over here now, Bobby!” she yelled when he didn’t stop.  Again, he kept going.  “Get him girls,” she yelled.

Bobby suddenly found himself surrounded by girls.  All of them grabbing him and pulling him into the trees where Brandy was.  There was no escaping them, there were too many.  “Leave me alone!” he yelled.  But it did no good.  He suddenly found himself face to face with Brandy, and surrounded by way too many of her friends.  There was no way out. 

“You thought you’d get away from me, didn’t you, you little sissy!”

He didn’t answer.

“Well, look what I’ve got waiting for you.”  She reached down into her bag and pulled out a disposable diaper and held it up for him to see.  “You didn’t think I’d forget, did you?”

“Get out of here, Brandy.  Stop this stupid stuff!”

“Oh, Sissy Bobby is suddenly feeling scared, isn’t he?  I’ll bet he can’t wait to get his little diaper on though.”  All her girlfriends were suddenly laughing and egging her on.  Bobby noticed that the crowd of kids was beginning to grow.  He had to find a way out.

“Knock it off, Brandy.  I’m not interested in your silly games!”

“Aww, too bad…for you!  Now drop those pants right now!  ‘Cause if you don’t, I’m gonna’ make it ten times worse for you!”

“No!  Stop it!”

“You’re telling me no?”  She moved in quickly on him and grabbed his belt.  He knocked her hand away and stepped back.  He searched for a way out, but they were surrounded by way too many kids now, all of them yelling for a fight.  “You’re only making this harder on yourself, you know.”

“Brandy, stop it!”

“Why?  Are you afraid to fight me?  A girl?  Too much of a sissy?  Afraid that a girl can beat you up?”

“I’m not going to fight a girl!”

“Why?  I’m tough.  Or is it more like you know you can’t beat me?”

“Brandy…”

“Enough of this!  It’s time for your diaper, you sissy baby!”  She moved in fast then and grabbed his right arm and twisted it painfully behind his back.  His mouth suddenly gapped wide open in pain and fright.  No matter what he did, he couldn’t break free.  She seemed so strong!  She moved her grip from his arm to his hand and twisted again from there, pulling it up and back, bending him down and driving him to his knees. 

“Stop,” he cried painfully.

“Aw, are you going to cry, sissy baby?  Come on, show us how a sissy baby cries.”  She reached around and grabbed his other arm that was flailing uselessly in the air and pulled that back too.  She grabbed and twisted that hand like she had done with his right arm.  He screamed in pain.  There were definite tears forming in his eyes now. 

She twisted his hands a little more and brought them together behind his back, lifting them up towards his neck, and leaving him even less of a chance of using his tortured arms.  “Ooowww,” he cried as his arms erupted in worse agony.  “Stop, stop, stop!”

But she wasn’t stopping.  “You just go ahead and show us how a good sissy boy cries, okay?”  She kept the pressure on, kept pulling his arms up.  He struggled for all he was worth, but he couldn’t get free.  She managed to grab both his wrists with only one hand, still keeping his arms pulled up high behind his back.  With her free arm, she reached around him and began unbuckling his belt, then she unbuttoned his pants.  No matter how he struggled, he couldn’t stop her or get free.  She pulled down his zipper.

“No!  Don’t!  Please don’t,” he cried.  His crying became more desperate and real tears were coming out of his eyes as he tried uselessly to thrash around and get free.

She pushed him all the way down onto his belly then, still holding his arms behind him like she had.  Using her free hand and her feet, she began working his pants down his legs.  She worked both his pants and his underwear at the same time – all the way down to his ankles.  She turned her body so she could reach better.  He was screaming and kicking his legs, the only part of his body he could move just then, trying to stop her.  She caught the pants on one leg where she had pushed them down and held on.  She adjusted her grip and started pulling his pants over his shoes and off of him.  The other leg was even easier.  He was suddenly naked from the waist down.  All the kids were laughing and screaming encouragements for her, which only egged her on all the more.  Chants to diaper him started ringing out all around them. 

She looked up to one of her friends and motioned with her arm.  Her friend grabbed a diaper out of her bag and brought it to her.  He was still kicking and crying, begging her to stop.  But she had gone so far now that she could never stop.  Especially not with everybody cheering for her.  With just her free hand, she spread the diaper out on the ground, lining it up next to him.  Then she got off of him, and still holding his arms doubled over behind him, rolled him over onto the diaper with his arms now trapped underneath him.  She immediately was up and sitting on him with her ankles holding his tortured arms still underneath and behind him so they couldn’t escape.  With everybody cheering her on, she pulled the diaper up between his kicking legs and easily secured the fastening tapes.  Still sitting on him, she raised her arms in victory as if she had just roped a calf in a rodeo.  The kids all went crazy.  Bobby, still kicking, was crying like a baby.

She jumped off of him and grabbed his pants and threw them and his underwear out of his reach.  She turned around toward him.  He was still laying on his back, crying and nursing his now free sore arms.  “See, you do cry like a baby,” she said loud enough for everyone to hear her.  She came around behind him and forced him to sit up.  “Show everyone how a sissy baby cries.”  He had no choice but to sit there and let everybody see him crying.  “Now tell them.  Tell them that you’re a sissy baby!”

“Nooo!” he sobbed.

She grabbed one of his arms again.  He struggled weakly against her as she again brought the arm behind him and twisted it painfully.  “No, no,” he sobbed.

“Tell them!” she ordered as she began twisting his arm harder again.  But he’d had enough now.  Sobbing like a baby, he just barely got out.  “I’m a sissy baby.”

“Louder!” she ordered.  “So they can all hear it!”  Again she twisted on his arm.

“Owww!  I’m a sissy baby,” he screamed. 

She let up on his arm a little.  “Tell them you’re a sissy baby and you belong in diapers.”

“I’m a sissy baby and I belong in diapers,” he cried.

She let go of his arm and walked back toward his pants.

“Stand up!” she ordered.  “Show everybody your diaper.”  He didn’t move.  “I said stand up!” she yelled at him.  Slowly he got to his feet where everyone could see him better, crying and diapered like a baby.  She threw his pants at him and they wound up on the ground in front of him.  He grabbed them and pulled them on, covering his embarrassing diaper. 

“Oh Baby Booobyyy,” she called tauntingly.  He looked up at her.  She was holding out his underpants so everybody could see.  “Meet me here after school and you can have these back again.”

He wanted to run home.  It was the only place he could go.  But the circle of kids still surrounded them and he didn’t see a way out. 

“Awww,” she said.  “I’ll bet the little baby wants to run home to his mommy now, doesn’t he?”

She was right, he was only looking for a way out of there.

“I wonder what your mommy is going to think of her precious little boy when he tells her that he was just beat up and diapered by a girl!”

That stopped him.  For a moment he cried even harder, which only made her laugh even more.  His mother would still be home.  She would see him and he’d have to tell her.  He couldn’t do that – ever!  She would be so disappointed in him.  He just stood there, not knowing what to do. 

“Come on baby.  It’s time for class now.  So get you’re diapered bottom into the school and I’ll see you later.”

He looked at her.  She wasn’t kidding.  She really wanted him to go to class wearing the diaper under his pants…and everybody knew about it now.  Seeing no way out, he picked up his backpack and slowly walked toward the building.  He didn’t look at or talk to anybody, he was too embarrassed.  But he continuously heard, “Baby Bobby,” whispered all around him.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

He sat in the very back of his first class and sulked through the entire period.  He’d never live this down.  The stupid diaper felt bulky against his bottom and especially between his legs.  As soon as class was over, he hurried to the boy’s room.  He washed his face which made him feel a little better.  But the water made him have to pee.  He stood in front of the urinal and opened his fly, but he couldn’t get past the stupid diaper he was wearing.  Angrily, he went into one of the stalls and opened his pants. He ripped the diaper tapes up and removed the diaper.  He peed into toilet and fixed his pants again, they felt strange now with no underwear, especially after the hot bulky diaper.  His limp little organ hung down and flopped like he wasn’t used to, but at least the diaper was gone.  Leaving the stall, he threw the diaper into the trash.

All morning long the kids teased him, calling him Baby Bobby or asking him if he had wet himself like a good little baby yet.  “No!” he finally answered angrily.  “I threw the damn thing away!  Now leave me alone!”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Brandy was flying high.  She had pulled off a major stunt and everyone knew it.  Okay, so the kid really was a wimp, but she had still beat him and diapered him easily.  She was quickly becoming a legend, and she loved it.  But late in the morning, one of the kids mentioned that he had heard that Bobby had taken off his diaper and thrown it away.  That would never do.  She was a legend now.  She couldn’t let him get off that easily. 

As soon as the lunch period started, Bobby went into the boy’s room again to relieve himself.  When he got out again, he found Brandy and three of her friends waiting for him next to his locker.  “What?” he asked angrily as he opened his locker and put his books inside. 

“I hear you took your diaper off, Baby Bobby,” she said.

He pulled his lunch sandwich out of his locker and slammed it shut.  “What of it!”

“I didn’t tell you that you could take it off.”

“You didn’t tell me I couldn’t either!” he replied defiantly.

“She looked at her friends.  “He does have a point, doesn’t he?  But we’ll just have to fix that now, won’t we!”  She grabbed the waistband of his pants and pulled him into the middle of the hallway.

“Stop!” he protested. 

She stopped and turned to him again.  “Are we going to have to go through all that again?”

“No!  You’re not going to diaper me again!” he declared flatly.

In a flash, she had his right arm twisted behind him again, pulling up on it until he was standing on his toes.  “This way girls,” she said as she marched him painfully through the hall and straight into the girl’s room. 

She forced him to his knees again, then onto his back.  She had her friends hold him down this time while she again removed his pants.  “Aw.  No underwear for Baby Bobby,” she commented on seeing that he was wearing nothing underneath.  “I wonder what happened to it?” she teased.  She grabbed another diaper from her bag and slid it under him.  With three other girls holding him down the job went a lot easier and faster and quickly he found himself rediapered once again. 

She grabbed his pants and stood up.  “Okay, girls, let him up now.”  Bobby got quickly to his feet this time.  She could see how angry he was.  “If you even think about taking that diaper off again, I’ll beat you to a pulp!  You hear?”

Suddenly Bobby didn’t know what to think.  His main thought before that was going straight to the boy’s room and ripping the darn thing off. 

“I asked if you heard me?” she demanded. 

“Yeah,” he answered weakly.

“Good!  Because one of us will be checking all afternoon.”

Her statement was a huge shock to him.  His brain kept looking for a way out, but couldn’t find one.  He was licked and he knew it.  “Can I have my pants back now?” he asked.

She briefly thought about it.  “No!  You told everyone that you took your diaper off.  Now I want them to see that I’ve diapered you again.  We’re going to go into the lunch room now and you’re going to tell everybody that you’re nothing but a big sissy baby who belongs in diapers all the time.  Now let’s practice!”

“What?” he screamed.  Instantly she was behind his back again, twisting his arm.  “Stop, stop,” he cried.  “Okay, okay!”   She squeezed his arm again for a moment to get him talking.  “I’m nothing but a big sissy baby who belongs in diapers all the time,” he mumbled angrily.

“Good enough,” she said.  “But I want you to add that you’re sorry you took your diaper off earlier.  Got that?”

He nodded, unwilling to say anymore.

She let go of his arm.  “I say…you do!  Now get that through your thick skull!”

One of her friends poked her head out the door.  “It’s clear,” she called back. 

It wasn’t far from the bathrooms to the lunch room.  Brandy gave one of her friends his pants to hold while she grabbed his arm and held it firmly behind his back as she marched him across the hall and into it.  The room was packed and noisy.  He felt unbelievably exposed and embarrassed. 

She stopped him at the end of a table full of kids who were now all looking at him and laughing.  “You have something to tell them?” she prompted.  Once again she squeezed and twisted his arm a bit, and he got the message.  He hated himself so much as he said it.  “I’m nothing but a big sissy baby who belongs in diapers all the time.”  She squeezed his arm again the moment he finished.  “And I’m sorry I took my diaper off earlier,” he added quickly.   The kids at the table all started yelling and laughing.  Satisfied, she dragged him over to the next table. 

She made him repeat his performance five times before she dragged him over to her usual table and let him sit down.  He had never felt so low.  His sandwich was suddenly thrown down in front of him and he reluctantly opened the plastic zip lock bag and took it out.  He didn’t even see who had his pants.  Numbly, he took a small bite of his sandwich, but he wasn’t hungry.  He was feeling too sorry for himself.  Why did the teachers always avoid the lunch room?  Surely one of them could have stopped it.  But this was high school.  There were no teachers in sight.  No one who could come to his rescue. 

He didn’t get his pants back until lunch was almost over.  Just the act of standing up to put them on again was embarrassing. And he still had all afternoon to go.  His mostly uneaten sandwich went into the trash.

All afternoon he had to endure more taunts from the other kids.  So many more of them knew now.  Not only that, but those who hadn’t seen earlier or didn’t believe, now knew for sure. 

All afternoon he had to put up with Brandy and her friends constantly checking him, feeling his backside to make sure he was still wearing the diaper.  And they weren’t even trying to hide what they were doing.  They often asked him outright if he still had it on before they felt him up.  He felt miserably sorry for himself and thoroughly humiliated.  

With no hope of removing his diaper, his bladder kept filling up all afternoon.  He now had even more of a wish to get home quickly.  As soon as the last bell of the day rang, he went sullenly but quickly out of the room and to his locker.  As fast as he could, he stuffed the things he would need into his backpack and left to go home.  But he didn’t get out the door before several of Brandy’s friends stopped him one more time for another diaper check.  Laughing, they finally let him go. 

He hurried towards home, but once again as he passed by the trees at the edge of the school grounds, he heard her calling him.  “Baby Booobyyy.”  He looked.  She was smiling and holding up his underwear that she had taken from him that morning.  He walked angrily over to her.  She was still smiling evilly at him as she held them up in her hand.  He reached out to grab then, but she quickly pulled them away.  “Ah, ah, ah!” she said.  “Baby mustn’t grab.” 

He put his hand down.  “What do you want now?” he asked angrily.

“Pull your pants down,” she said, “so we can see your diaper.”

“I’m wearing it!” he replied.  “Can’t you just feel me like everyone else has been doing all afternoon?”  That seemed to send Brandy’s friends into a short giggling fit. 

“No,” she replied.  “I want you to drop your pants so we can see it this time.”

He really needed to pee, not to mention he really wanted to get out of there, so he undid his belt and lowered his pants to his knees.  “There!  Satisfied?” he asked.  All the girls went into fits of laughter again while he stood there with his pants around his knees.  He reached down to pull them up. 

“Wait a minute, one of her friends said, stopping him cold.  She turned to Brandy.  “How come he’s not wet?”

Brandy looked very surprised.  She looked down at his diaper.  “You’re right,” she said.  “That’s a very good question.”  She looked up at Bobby.  “Why aren’t you wet?” she asked, once again grinning at him like she was up to something.

His eyes bulged.  “You didn’t say anything about that!” he challenged.

She looked momentarily contrite.  “So true.  I didn’t, did I.”  He started to pull his pants up again.  “Leave them!” she commanded. 

“Now what?” he asked, once again angry.

“You’re not getting out of here until we see you wet your diapers like a good little baby.

“No…” he started to complain.

She shook her finger.  “Ah, ah, ah!  Do you want me to beat you up again?”  He made no reply.  In fact, he just stood there, still holding his pants halfway up.  “Drop them all the way down to your ankles!” she commanded. 

He hated doing it, but not wanting to risk anymore injury, he complied, feeling even more embarrassed than before.

“You do have to pee now, don’t you?” she said to him.  “You’ve been wearing that diaper all afternoon.  I can’t imagine why you’re not wet already.  So the sooner you get it over with, the sooner you can go home.”

The word “home” was like a calling beacon to him.  He desperately wanted to go there.  It had been absolutely the worst day of his life.  But it seemed the humiliations weren’t over yet.  He did have to pee, and badly.  He just didn’t want to do it in front of these girls.  But they weren’t leaving and they still weren’t letting him go.  Once again he was left with no choice.  He tried to wet himself, but surprisingly, it wasn’t that easy, even though he had to go badly.

“We’re waiting.” She said.

“I’m trying,” he replied.  “I just can’t seem to…”

“Awwww.  Poor widdle baby is having pwoblems. Does the baby need me to tickle him?”

The sudden fear of being tickled distracted and frightened him enough that his dam burst.  He found himself bending his knees as the pee rushed out of him into his diaper.  The girls all burst out laughing again at the faces he was making.  The only consolation that he could find was that at least it wasn’t the whole school watching him this time.  Inwardly, he was not only squirming under Brandy’s attention, he was now squirming because of the soggy wet diaper that was sagging between his legs.  The feeling was awful!

“See.  See what a good baby you can be.  Now that wasn’t so hard after all, was it?”

“Yes it was!” he replied, horribly embarrassed by what he had just done. 

“Then you just need a little more practice.  But don’t worry, we’ll see to it that you get plenty.  Because tomorrow, all bathrooms are going to be off limits to you baby boy.”

“What?” he screamed. 

“You heard me.  No more bathrooms!  You’ll have to use those diapers like the baby that you are!”

He was suddenly shaking.  “You mean I have to wear a diaper again tomorrow?”

“Of course!  Didn’t you tell everyone earlier that you’re nothing but a sissy baby who should wear diapers all the time?  We’ll I’ve still got plenty of diapers for you baby.”

He was visibly shaking now.  Wear them again tomorrow?  Hadn’t today been bad enough? 

“So don’t forget now.  I’ll be waiting for you in the morning….” 

The girls left him then, his pants still around his ankles and his diaper sagging miserably between his legs.  He slowly and carefully pulled his pants up.  The sagging diaper made it difficult to pull them all the way up.  And when he did, his pants compressed the wet diaper into his crotch even harder.  It was an awful feeling. 

Straddle-legged, he finally made his way home.  When he got there, he thanked God that his mother worked later hours and that she wouldn’t be home.  He removed his sodden diaper and cleaned himself up as well as he could.  Then he put his wet diaper in a plastic garbage bag and tied it up thoroughly before putting it into the trash can outside where it wouldn’t be found.  All the while, he was dreading tomorrow. 

She wouldn’t, would she?  He hadn’t thought so that morning, but now he wasn’t so sure.  In fact, it now seemed more likely that she really would!


Chapter 3

Bobby tried hard to act normal the next morning during breakfast, but his nerves were making his stomach churn.  “Are you all right?” his mother asked.  “You seem a bit…off today.”

“I’m fine,” he answered quickly.  He didn’t want her to have any idea of what he had been put through at school.  If she knew that he had been wearing a diaper at school all day yesterday – put on him by a girl – she’d have an absolute fit.  She wouldn’t think nearly as much of him anymore.  He couldn’t let his mother down.  She was all he had!

He hadn’t slept very well all last night either.  Remembering everything that happened yesterday, and worrying about today too, had been almost too much for him.  But he was trying his best to not let his mother know.

All too soon though, he was kissing his mother goodbye for the day and walking out the door like he usually did.  Going to school…going to face the other kids…going to face Brandy again.  He didn’t hurry like he often did.  In fact, the closer he got, the slower his footsteps seemed to get.  The trees at the edge of the school grounds now seemed to haunt the edges of his mind. 

“Baby Boooobyyy,” the call came, before he even got to the trees.  He looked up, and there she was, standing on the walking path, holding out another diaper. 

His heart sank.  Not again.  Not again.  Not again!  It suddenly became a mantra that his mind repeated over and over again with every step that he took.  His steps became bolder as he walked directly towards her.  Not again!  Not again!  Never again!  Anger filled every inch of him.  Yesterday had been enough…too much!  Not again!  Never again!  He wouldn’t allow it anymore.  He glared at her as he got closer.  He could see the surprise on her face now.  Girl or not, he wasn’t going to go through that again!  Never again!  He’d kill her if he had to.  “No!” he finally shouted at her as he approached.  “I’m not going to do it again!” 

He never even saw the kick coming that she planted all too firmly directly in his stomach.  He fell to the ground with the wind knocked out of him, doubled over in pain and trying to breath.  That one kick completely drained all of his determination.  Still struggling to recover his breath, she dragged him into the trees where her girlfriends and the other kids were all waiting. 

“Poor Baby Bobby.  You wanted to act so grown up.  But all it took was one tiny kick, and now we see once again what a sissy baby you really are.  And trust me, you really are a sissy baby – Baby Bobby.”

He was breathing a little better now and was trying to stand up straight.  But suddenly she was back again, grabbing and twisting his arm behind him.  “Do you want to fight me again, sissy baby?  If so, believe me, I’ve got plenty more where that came from.  Or are you once again convinced that you really are the sissy baby I say you are?  Hmmm?”  She twisted his arm again.  “Well?  Which is it?”  Again she twisted his arm.  The growing circle of kids was once again egging her on.  And again she was loving it.  She twisted harder.

He was writhing in agony now, his mouth wide open, unable to utter a sound.  There were tears flowing from his eyes again.  As he tried to collect himself to find an answer, he heard the kids starting to chant.  “Diaper him.  Diaper him.  Diaper him.”  Why did they have to root for this cruel girl?

She grabbed his other arm and twisted that behind him too.  “Well?” she asked.  “Are you a sissy baby that needs to be diapered, or do you want more pain?”

“No!” he cried real tears now.  He didn’t want this again!  But the pain was too much.  She was too much.  “Please no!  Please!  Not again!”  Once again he was balling like a baby, but he couldn’t help it.  And worse, all the kids watching were loving every minute of it.

“Yes again!” she replied.  “Now tell everybody that you’re nothing but a sissy baby.”

He was crying.  He didn’t want to do it.

“Tell them!” she yelled as she twisted his tortured arms even more.

Crying louder than ever he said it.  “I’m a sissy baby.  Now please stop.”

“Not yet.  Not till you beg me to diaper you like a sissy baby should be.”

“No!  Please.”

“Beg me!”

The words were so hard to say between his sobs.  “Please diaper me like a sissy baby.”

“What was that?  I didn’t quite catch it.  Beg harder!”

He never stopped sobbing.  “Please!  I’m a sissy baby.  Please diaper me like I deserve.  Please!”  He hung his head, crying his eyes out.

She released his arms and he fell to the ground.  “That’s better!” 

Once again, the chants of “Diaper him” could be heard coming from the crowd of kids.

She rolled him over onto his back and began unbuckling his belt and unfastening his pants.  When his hands came to protest, she easily knocked them away and they never returned.  He was crying like a baby, all the fight completely taken out of him.  She removed his pants and his underwear.  Then she left him like that, half naked on the ground in the middle of the circle of kids while she went to her bag and pulled out another diaper.  The sight of the diaper brought cheers from the crowd of kids.  She quickly lifted his butt, placed the diaper under him, brought it up between his legs and taped it.  It was done!  He was diapered like a baby once again and on full display to everyone.

She helped him to stand up.  He wanted his pants, but she wouldn’t let him have them, leaving him standing in front of all too many kids again in nothing but a shirt and his diaper.  He was still crying.  Everybody was cheering and laughing.

She grabbed his hand and brought it up near his mouth.  “Suck your thumb, sissy baby!” she ordered.  He tried to pull his hand away, not wanting to do it, but she grabbed it again and even though he fought her, she still forced it up towards his mouth.  “I said suck your thumb!”  She was too strong.  He was the weaker one.  Lapsing into an even heavier amount of crying, he put his thumb into his mouth.  “Suck on it!” she ordered.  His sobbing diminished in volume as he began trying to suck his thumb in front of everybody.  “Now keep it there and keep sucking on it till I tell you to take it out!”  He wanted to cry more, but he was too busy sucking his thumb, showing everybody what a baby he really was.  The kids were all cheering for her again and she was preening herself all around, enjoying the attention…while Bobby was the center of ridicule.

Brandy held her hands up for quiet, and gradually the noise grew less.  “We have a little problem here,” she said to the crowd.  “It seems our little sissy baby here has trouble using his diapers like the good baby we all know he should be.  So I’m declaring that all toilets are off limits to him now.”  There was a roar of cheering and laughter once again.  She held her hands up for quiet again.  “And I need you to help me make sure that he can’t get to one.  Are you with me?”  The crowd went wild agreeing.  Actually, they were all so worked up that she could have said anything and they would have agreed.

But it was now getting late.  School would be starting soon.  She led Bobby, without his pants and still sucking his thumb, all the way to the school building before she let him put his pants on again.  “Now don’t forget.  No more bathrooms.  I better see one very wet diaper at lunch time today.  Or you’ll be a very sorry baby!”

He hung his head and didn’t say anything as she walked off.  Today was starting out even worse than yesterday.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

It was one of those classes where the teacher was out and there wasn’t much going on.  The students were given permission to just talk quietly or study for the entire period.  Brandy sat with a bunch of her friends and talked. 

“Baby Bobby was sooo funny this morning,” one of her friends said.  “I loved seeing him sucking his thumb in his diaper.  It was sooo babyish.”

“Yeah,” another one agreed.  “I loved it too!  Just great!”

“Hey, Brandy,” another one started.  “Are you going to put a diaper on him next week too?”

“I was kind of thinking about it,” Brandy admitted.  “In fact, yes!  I think I’ll keep him in diapers for a while.”  Her friends all laughed. 

“How long?” another one asked.

“I don’t know,” Brandy replied.  “I guess till I get tired of it.”  But another of the girls started giggling horribly at that.  “What?” Brandy asked her.

Still giggling, the girl said, “I was just thinking how funny it would be if he had to wear diapers for the entire school year.”  That got everybody laughing, including Brandy.

“Yeah, but it would be impossible,” another girl replied.

“I don’t know,” Brandy said, as she considering it.  “I don’t think it would be all that difficult.”

“No, can’t be done,” the first girl said.  “Besides, someone might find out and put a stop to it.”

Brandy thought about it for a minute.  “No, I think I could do it.  I think I could find a way around all the problems.”

“No way!”

“Bet I can.”

“How much?”

“A buck!”

“You’re on!” the other girl said.  Money didn’t mean anything to most of the girls.  They had money.  It was the idea that was interesting.

“So are you going to do anything else with him then?” another girl finally asked.

“I don’t know,” Brandy replied.  “Maybe I’ll make him my little pet.  A little sissy baby pet that follows me around all the time.” 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby was miserable.  Not only was he wearing a diaper in school again, but the other kids hadn’t even let him go into the boy’s room to wash his face earlier.  Every time he had tried to go in, they had pushed him out again, laughing about it and telling him he was a baby and should use his diaper instead.  They didn’t care that he just wanted to wash his face.

It was late in the morning when he first noticed that he had to pee – about the same time as always.  He still had two more periods to go before lunch.  Normally, when the class he was in was over, he stopped in the boy’s room for a minute and relieved himself.  But what was he going to do today?  Worse, the more he worried about it, the worse he needed to pee.  He was practically squirming in his seat by the time the bell rang. 

He grabbed his books and quickly headed out into the hall towards the boys room.  He saw the door ahead of him and stopped.  Brandy had said he couldn’t go in there.  He saw a few of the other kids watching him.  They hadn’t let him in there earlier.  He decided to brave it one more time.  He walked purposefully toward the bathroom door.  He reached his hand out to open it. 

“Where do you think you’re going – Baby Bobby?” someone asked.  He felt a hand on his shoulder and turned.  There were three other boys there, all of them trying not to laugh too hard.

“I have to pee!” he said.  “Let me go!”

“But you don’t pee in there anymore, do you – Baby Bobby?  Babies like you use their diapers, don’t they.”

He didn’t have a prayer and he knew it.  He shook the kid’s hand off his shoulder and walked slowly away from the door.  He was feeling more sorry for himself than ever.  And now he had to pee so bad he didn’t think he could hold it much longer. 

He headed for his next class, but instead of going inside, he stood out in the hall for a few minutes.  He had to pee so badly that he didn’t think he could sit in his chair very long. 

“What’s the matter, Baby Bobby?” Brandy’s voice rang in his ear.  He turned around and there she was, evil grin and all.  “Awww.  Does the little baby have to pee?”

“Yeah,” he said between his clenched teeth. 

“Well, there’s nothing stopping you, is there?” she taunted. 

“I can’t!” he replied angrily. 

She walked off laughing toward the room across the hall.  “Then you’ll just have to learn,” she said over her shoulder.

He hated her so much!  Time was running out.  He had to go inside.  He found an empty seat in the back of the room and sat down.  As he suspected, his need to pee was so great that he was having trouble keeping still, but he tried anyway.  No use calling more attention to himself.  Only through great willpower was he able to remain even a little bit still. 

A few minutes later, a little bit of pee escaped him.  A tiny bit of the pressure went away and he felt very relieved.  But the pressure built again.  A little bit got out and again the pressure eased up.  He had very little concept of what the teacher was talking about, he had to concentrate on his way too full bladder instead.  But as the period wore on, his muscles became more and more tired, and more and more pee escaped, until a few minutes before the period was over, his bladder was completely empty and his diaper was completely soaked.  He was glad he had sat in the very back of the room.

When the bell rang, he walked out into the hallway and headed for his locker.  The heavy wet diaper between his legs felt horrible and he walked far more gingerly because of it.  He was slow getting to his locker and Brandy was there before him.  “What’s the matter, Baby Bobby?” she asked in her mocking voice.

He said nothing and just opened his locker. 

“Awww.  Is the little baby all wet?”

“I need another diaper,” he said with his back to her.

“No problem,” she replied.  “I’ll change you myself.  Right after we eat.”

“Why not now?” he asked.

“Because I don’t want to.  Now get your lunch and come along.  It’s time to eat.”  He grabbed his sandwich out of his backpack and closed his locker.  She led him into the lunchroom and over to her usual table.  All her friends were already gathering and sitting down, but he noticed that the girls had saved a place for him right in the middle of one side of the table, right next to Brandy.  He was going to be stuck in the middle of all their conversations. 

“Where’s your drink?” Brandy asked. 

“I don’t usually get one,” he replied.  The truth was, drinks were expensive, and their money situation was just too tight.  He ate quietly while the girls all talked about lots of different things that he had no interest in – boys, makeup, boys, clothes, and boys. 

When he finished eating, he got up and threw his trash away, but as he turned around from the trash can, Brandy was right behind him…grinning again.  “Come along, Baby Bobby,” she said, grabbing his hand.  She led him over to the end of one of the crowded tables.  All the kids there were looking at him now, waiting for whatever Brandy might tell them.  He had a bad feeling that he wasn’t going to like what was going to happen next.

“Hi everybody,” Brandy announced happily to the kids at the table.  “I know you’ve all been helping our little sissy baby stay out of the bathroom this morning, so I thought it would be only fair to show you what a good baby he’s been.”  The kids all laughed.  She turned to Bobby.  “Drop your pants!” she ordered.

He looked at her, horrified.  “No, please,” he pleaded.

“I said drop them!  Now!”

The look in her eyes told him she wasn’t going to back down.  After the way she had beat him up before school, he was too afraid of her.  As far as he could see, he had no choice. No choice at all.  He slowly undid his belt and unfastened his pants.  She herself finally yanked them down to his knees, exposing his very wet diaper for everyone to see.  He started to cover them with his hands but she batted them away.  “Put your thumb in your mouth again, baby!” she ordered.  He felt like crying again, but he did it.  The kids at all the surrounding tables were all laughing and watching now.  She turned him all around and made him shuffle from table to table, sucking his thumb and showing off his wet diaper.  Tears fell from his eyes as he continued to suck his thumb, while Brandy continued to show him off to all too many kids. 

“Okay, baby, pull your pants up again.  Let’s get a fresh diaper on you now for the afternoon.”  He pulled his pants up, but she didn’t let him fasten them.  He had to hold them up with one hand since she made him keep his other hand in his mouth.  She led him once again to the girl’s room where several of her friends joined her like they had the day before.  This time, he didn’t even protest as he was made to lie on the floor and have his diaper changed.  He wanted it changed.  The wet diaper was awful.

“See you after school,” Brandy said tauntingly to him before they left the bathroom.  The bell rang just then.  He had only enough time to head quickly to his locker and get his books for the next class.  At least he wasn’t wearing a wet diaper anymore.  But what about later?

The afternoon seemed like a repeat of the morning, and late in the day he found himself squirming to pee again.  And again he had to let it out a little at a time during one of his classes.  He hated it.  Worse, he could tell afterwards that everybody could see him walking a little differently. 

“Hey baby!  I see your diaper is bigger now,” someone called cruelly to him.  “Did you wet yourself again?”

He didn’t answer.  His diaper was bigger?  He hadn’t thought about that.  He supposed it was, which meant that it was all that much more noticeable – even under his clothes.  What was he going to do about it?  Nothing!  That was the problem.  He was stuck!

He met Brandy after school at the edge of the woods again like he did the day before.  She made him beg to get his underwear back, but only after showing her girlfriends how wet his diaper was. 

She handed him his underpants and he stuffed them into one of his pockets. 

“Have a good weekend, Baby Bobby,” she said. 

It was over.  Finally!  Now all he had to do was to get home and get out of his wet diaper and hide it in the trash.  She hadn’t mentioned anything about next week and he was glad.  He was fairly sure she wouldn’t be playing her stupid games anymore and was really glad about it.  He’d had enough!  Too much!  His bigger problem now was that everybody kept calling him Baby Bobby all the time.  He had a feeling it would be a long time before they would stop. 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

When Bobby had gone, Brandy said goodbye to her friends and walked around to the side of the school where she knew a car would be waiting for her.  She saw Sammy in the front seat with the window down, reading a newspaper.  Sammy usually picked her up after school.  She was fairly sure he liked the easy job.  “Hi Sammy,” she said as she opened the back door of the car and got in.

“Hi kid.  How was school today?”

“Great!  Just great!”

“Good!  Glad to hear it.”  He started the car.  “You’re a few minutes late again.”

“Oh, I was talking with my friends.  Do you mind?”

He laughed, “Are you kidding?  I haven’t even done the crossword puzzle yet!”

She leaned her head back against the seat of the expensive car and closed her eyes.  It had been a great day.  Really great.  She had really enjoyed pushing Bobby’s buttons, and she realized she couldn’t wait to do it again next week.  But now she had claimed that she could keep him in diapers for the entire school year.  She had made a bet – a whole dollar.  She almost laughed.  It was silly.  But still…it would be kind of interesting to see if she could.  Not to mention fun.  But that took planning – at least some.  And if there was one thing her Uncle Vinny had taught her, it was to plan for all problems – and always, always have a backup plan. 

She was quick to realize that the one thing she really needed for Bobby was some kind of extra leverage against him.  Something that would scare him so much he’d fall all over himself to stay in line.  She needed to figure that out.  What would put him completely in her power?

She thought about that all the way home and well into the evening after dinner.  She had a pretty good idea of what kind of thing she needed.  She just didn’t have the capability.  But someone else she knew probably did.  In her room alone, she picked up her cell phone and called.

“Hello, Uncle Vinny?”

“Haaaayyy,” the voice on the other end said.  “If it isn’t my favorite niece!  How are you kid?”

“I’m great, Uncle Vinny.  Really great!”

“Good!  I’m glad to hear it!  Sammy pick you up okay today?”

“Yeah, perfect.  Just like always.”

“You’re a good kid Brandy.  Real good!”  As usual, she was struck by how thick his Italian accent was whenever he was talking with family – different, she knew, than at other times.  “How’s school goin’?  You’re not in trouble again, are you?”

“No Uncle Vinny, everything’s fine, but that’s kind of why I’m calling.”

“Oh?  So what’s up?”

“Well, I kind of need your help with something.”

“You ain’t got some boy giving you trouble do you?  Cause you know what I’ll do to him!”

She laughed.  “Uncle Vinny!  You know me better than that!”

“Yeah I do. You’d probably kill him.  Too many of those martial arts classes you used to take.  What were you when you quit, first degree black belt or somthin’?”

She laughed again.  “Second degree!”

“Ah…. You shouldn’t ‘a quit.  You were pretty good.”

“I got tired of it.  There are more important things in my life now.”

“Yeah, like boys, and shopping!  I see all your bills.  I understand though.  You’re growin’ up Brandy.  Growin’ up.  So if it isn’t some boy giving you a problem, what is?”

Brandy hesitated.  “Well, it is a boy.  Only this time I’m giving him the problem.”

“Say what?”

She spent the next fifteen minutes explaining what she wanted.  Finally, when she was done, he said.  “Kid, you are some kind of crazy, you know that?”

“Yeah, Uncle Vinny, I know.  But how about it?”

“I don’t know.   Let me think on it.  I’ll have to call you back later.”

“Okay, I understand.  Thanks Uncle Vinny.  I really appreciate it.  I love you.”

“Love you too kid.”

Vinny hung up the phone and sat back in his chair.  His niece was crazy.  Brilliant, but crazy.  She was talented too.  Very talented in areas that were of interest to him later.  She could scheme and scam with the best of them.  She was already good enough that he was considering introducing her to some of the family business interests – just to see what she could do.  Someday, the girl would be money in the bank.  But until then, she was still just a kid growing up.

He had a few misgivings about what she was asking of him.  It didn’t sound exactly right. Not at all!  But he was still curious.  Over the years, the family had noticed a few things about Brandy.  Things that he and the others thought might be useful later on.  His future plans for Brandy meant that she would have to hone those things to a fine edge.  She would have to learn that there were times when she would have to be absolutely cruel and merciless…along with and beyond being just manipulative.  And she would have to learn that in those situations, she could never back down.  He needed to develop all that in her for the future, even though those were the very things that the family had already noticed about her.  Still, she needed the practice on something outside of her relations with the other kids in the family.  For those reasons, he found himself interested in her manipulations with this Bobby kid.  His bottom line…the girl needed practice, and this might be as good a case as any…not to mention that it should keep the rest of the kids in the family happy since her “inclinations” would be occupied by someone outside of the family.  But…he still had his misgivings about it.  Grave misgivings!

He thought about it for an hour before he called her back.  “Hey kid, it’s me.  Listen, I’ve been thinkin’ about this thing and I’m still not too sure.  But here’s what I’ll do.  I’ll toss some ideas around with the boys and see what we can come up with.  But in the meantime, I need you to get me all the information on this kid.  And I mean everything.  Right down to what kind of toilet paper he uses.  Got that?”

“Yeah.  Absolutely, Uncle Vinny!  I’ll work on it Monday.”

“Okay then kid.  Let me know.”

“Great Uncle Vinny.  Talk to you later.”

Brandy hung up the phone.  She felt elated.  He hadn’t said he would help, but then he also hadn’t said that he wouldn’t help either.  In fact, it sounded more like he might be willing to help her.  She only knew a little bit about Bobby, but by the time school finished on Monday, she planned on knowing absolutely everything!


Chapter 4

Bobby kissed his mother goodbye Monday morning and headed off to school.  He wasn’t looking forward to going, but at least it would be better than last week.  He would just have to live with everybody calling him Baby Bobby – probably for a few months.  But hopefully the kids would all forget about it…eventually.

The sight of the trees at the edge of the school grounds still had that same haunting horror quality about them, but he pressed forward.  Those trees would probably always remind him of what he had lived through last week. 

But the minute he reached the edge of the trees, Brandy stepped out onto the path up ahead.  He stopped short.  He wanted to run.  “Baby Boooobyyyy,” she called to him once again.  Then she held up another diaper.

He panicked.  “No!  Not again!”

“Yes again,” she replied as she started walking towards him.

“No!  I can’t!”

“Yes you can, Baby Bobby.”  She was still holding the diaper up where he could see it, swinging it back and forth now as it dangled from her fingers in front of her. 

Bobby’s stomach felt like it was full of lead.  He couldn’t take his eyes off of the diaper she was holding in her hand.  His knees began to shake as he stood there.  “No.  Please!  This was all supposed to be finished.”

“I never said that.  Did I?  No.  I’m sure I never said it was finished.  It’s not over till I say it’s over.”

He watched the diaper in her hand coming closer and closer.  With every step she took, his fear grew.  He wanted to run, but he couldn’t, his feet felt rooted to the ground. 

She stood in front of him now, still swinging the diaper back and forth in front of his eyes.  He couldn’t stop looking at it.  “Come along now, Baby Bobby.  Time to get diapered.”

But he couldn’t move.  She reached out and grabbed his shoulder and pulled.  Slowly he began walking where she led him, almost as if he was in a daze.  She led him all the way back to her usual spot under the trees.  The kids were starting to gather again.  She was glad.

She let go of his hand and stood in front of him.  “Now, sissy baby, what do we need to do for you today?”

He looked at her, anguish plainly written all over his face.  “Please, not again.  I can’t do this anymore.”

“Of course you can do it, Baby Bobby.  You did it last week.  It should be easier now.”

He shook his head.  “Please…no.  Please….”

She shook her head.  “Do we need to fight again?”

His eyes went wide.  “No!  I…can’t.”

“Then what is it that I should do for you today?”

She wasn’t backing down.  He knew she wouldn’t.  Again, he had no choice.  He hung his head.  “Diaper me,” he finally answered.

“Diaper you?  Why?”

“Diaper me because I nothing but a big sissy baby.”  He felt like crying and was already getting close to tears. 

“Say please.  I love to hear you begging.”

He sobbed just a bit.  “Please…please diaper me because I’m nothing but a big sissy baby.”  And because of the way he was starting to cry just then, he knew deep down that it must be true.

She seemed to brighten.  “Of course I’ll diaper you Baby Bobby.  That’s what I’m here for.  Now lay down and let’s get those nasty pants off of you.”

He collapsed into a sitting position, trying to fight back his sobbing.  She knelt down next to him and grabbed his hand.  She pulled it up near his mouth.  “Suck your thumb, baby.”  He couldn’t resist her.  His spirit felt crushed, like it had nothing left.

She took his pants off him and then his underpants.  She made him raise his butt up and she slid the diaper under him and fastened it.  “All done now, Baby Bobby,” she said, wiping her hands and getting to her feet.  “That wasn’t so bad now, was it?” 

He couldn’t answer.  He slowly climbed to his feet with his thumb still in his mouth.  The feel of the diaper was strange, yet familiar now.  And he hated it! 

He expected her to make him walk back to the building again in nothing but his diaper, but she surprised him by handing him his pants to put on.  He did so gratefully.  Covering up his diaper made him feel a tiny bit better and at least she didn’t make him put his thumb back in his mouth after putting his pants back on. 

He wanted to walk away then, to just leave and be by himself to enjoy his own misery.  But she wasn’t done with him yet.  “Oh Boooobyyy,” she called from just a few feet away.  “I’ve got a present for you today.”

He sensed more trouble, but there wasn’t much he could do about it. 

“Take your shirt off sissy baby.”

What?  He was having trouble comprehending her command.  “My shirt?” he asked, still a bit dazed.

“That’s what I said.  Take your shirt off.”  When he didn’t move fast enough, she very firmly ordered, “Now!” 

He unbuttoned his shirt and slipped it off.  Brandy took it from him and went back to her bag.  She pulled something out of it.  Something pink.  She held it up.  “Look what I had made just for you at the mall this weekend.  Don’t you just love it?”

His eyes went wide with horror at the item she was holding.  It was a girls pink t-shirt with the words Sissy Baby written on the front in big glittery letters.  He shook his head.  “You don’t want me to…”

“Of course I do, sissy baby.  I think it’s perfect for you, don’t you?”  He didn’t answer that.  Instead he watched as she brought the shirt closer to him.  “Arms up,” she said. 

Very reluctantly, he raised his arms slightly over his head.  She slipped the t-shirt over his hands, down his arms, over his head and with a strong pull, down to his waist.  The shirt felt as horrible as the diaper he was wearing.  His knees were shaking again. He was afraid he would fall.

“Time for school now, sissy baby,” she said as she went back to her bag and picked it up.  “And don’t forget…no bathrooms.”

He barely heard her.  He was still trying to comprehend everything.  He was stuck in a diaper once again with seemingly no way out.  And worse, now he was wearing a t-shirt that absolutely screamed exactly what he was.  Very slowly, he picked up his backpack and headed for the school building. 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Every one of his teachers looked twice at the t-shirt he was wearing.  So did most of the kids.  But there was nothing he could do about that.  He wet himself once again during the period before lunch, just as he had done last week.  He only hoped that Brandy would change him again after he ate.  If not, then he had no doubt that he’d have other problems before the day was over. 

At lunchtime, he was stuck in the same seat, right next to Brandy and in the middle of all the girls.  But this time he was very surprised when she seemed to be paying all her attention on him.  And to Bobby, for once, she seemed to just want to talk with him…nicely.  And he was even more surprised when she seemed to be really interested in him.  Maybe even a bit concerned.

“So what does your father do?” she asked. 

He shook his head.  “He died a long time ago,” he answered.  “It’s just Mom and me.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said.  “I know what it’s like to lose your father.  Mine died two years ago.  My Uncle makes sure that Momma and me have everything we need now.”

He was surprised.  She had revealed a bit about herself that he hadn’t known. 

“So what does your mother do?” she asked.  “Does she work?”

“Yeah, that’s why we moved here.  The job doesn’t pay much, but we’re getting by.  She doesn’t get back from work as early as she used to anymore though, and that’s tough.”

“I can imagine,” she replied, still listening.  She let him talk on and on about his mother and how proud of him she was.  He seemed to need to talk.  And she let him.  In the process, she learned a lot.  She talked with him so long that she almost missed having time to take him into the girl’s room again to change his diaper. 

Afterwards, she thought a lot about him.  They had very little in common except the loss of their fathers.  They came from two drastically different worlds.  Yet, and strangely enough, she found she somewhat liked him.  Not enough to go easy on him in any way.  Yet he was…vulnerable, and dare she say it…nice.  And the last thing that she realized about him, was that he seemed to be very, very lonely.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby got to take his pink t-shirt off when she gave him his underwear back at the end of the day.  Despite the soggy wet diaper he was wearing under his pants, his own shirt gave him a small measure of comfort.  “Do we have to do this again tomorrow?” he asked, knowing to expect the worst.

“Of course,” she replied.  “We can’t stop now.  We’re just getting started.”

Her words sent nothing but fear throughout his body.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Late that night, Vinny sat and went over the notes about Bobby that Brandy had sent him.  Her notes were far more complete than he had hoped for.  He had to wonder how she got some of her information.  All he really needed was some of the basics.  He’d have his own people check for him now.

He picked up his phone.  “Hey, Jimmy?  I got someone I need you to check on.  …  No, and I need this quick, like yesterday.  …  Yeah, A to Z.”


Chapter 5

Bobby dreaded going to school the next day, mostly because he both knew and didn’t know what to expect.  What he did expect was another diaper and plenty of humiliation.  The only nice thing that had happened to him yesterday was talking with Brandy at lunchtime.  That had been a bit of a surprise.

Once again, Brandy was waiting for him at the edge of the woods.  She wasn’t holding up another diaper today, and she wasn’t calling him.  But she was waiting for him.  He walked up to her and stopped right where he was.  “Again?” he asked, hoping she would say no.

“Of course, baby.  We’ve just started.  You’ve got a long way to go.”

He wondered what she meant by that, but was afraid to ask.

There were a lot less kids around today, but there were still some.  He didn’t even try to offer any resistance when she told him to lay down so she could take his pants off.  It seemed like only seconds until he went from being dressed normally to wearing a diaper again.

“See how easy that was today?  See how easy it is when you don’t put up a fuss?”

He didn’t answer.  He was too depressed.

She handed him his pants and let him put them on again, which he did quickly and gratefully while she walked back to her bag.  “Okay, Baby Bobby.  Shirt off again.”

“Oh God!” he thought.  “Not again.”  He removed his shirt and handed it to her.  He was expecting the pink t-shirt again, but instead she handed him one of her white blouses.  He held it up so he could see it better – and shivered inside.  The blouse was all white with tiny very pale blue and pink flowers scattered here and there.  The very wide collar was trimmed with elaborate lace, as were the puffy short sleeves and the hem of the blouse.  On any girl it would have looked very pretty and feminine.  To him, it looked almost babyish.  He looked at her questioningly.

“Isn’t it pretty?” she asked.  “It’s one of my favorites.  I used to wear it a lot.  I just know you’ll love it too.  It’s just the thing for a sissy baby like you.  Don’t you think?”

She had said it so innocently that it positively dripped with her evilness.  He slipped it on and had a lot of trouble buttoning it.  Not only were the buttons on the wrong side, but they were rounded pearl-like buttons that were hard to fasten.  When he finished, he realized that it was too short to tuck into his pants.  Every bit of the lace would show on it.

“Wonderful!” she exclaimed happily.  “It looks very pretty on you!”  Not exactly what he wanted to hear.  “Now for the next part.” 

Next part?  There was more?  His knees suddenly started shaking again as she dug into her bag once more. 

She had something in her hand when she approached him, but he couldn’t see what it was.  She stopped right in front of him and held it up for him to see.  Lipstick!  He winced.  The butterflies in his stomach felt more like elephants.  “No…” he started to say, but he bit his tongue.  It did no good to protest.  Every time he did, she only made things worse.  She twisted the tube slowly and made him watch as the bright pink color extended further and further.  If his bladder hadn’t been empty just then, he might have wet himself. 

She grabbed his face with one hand to hold him still and began applying it thickly to his lips.  He had to force his body to stand still.  There was suddenly a lot of laughing from the kids all around them.  Actually, he couldn’t blame them.  If he were in their position, he would have laughed too. 

When she was done, she stood back looking triumphant.  He unconsciously brought his arm up to wipe his lips.  “Ah, ah, ah!” she said, slapping his arm back down.  “Don’t touch!”  He felt horrified.  “But don’t worry,” she continued, “every time I see you today, I’ll refresh it for you so it always looks real good!”  He wanted to faint. 

She stood back from him.  “Now suck your thumb again.”  Oh how he hated his life.  But knowing she would only make him do it somehow, he slowly brought his thumb to his mouth and began sucking on it.  The kids all laughed, but her eyes were fully lit up.  “It seems you have a bit of a dilemma now, Sissy Baby Bobby.” 

A dilemma?  He had no idea what else she could be thinking about.  He didn’t have to wait long to find out. 

“Pull your thumb out now,” she commanded.  And he did.  “You see, now everybody can see how pretty your lips look today.”  Again, not something he wanted to hear.  “Now suck your thumb again.”  He reluctantly put his thumb back into his mouth.  “There,” she said, “we can’t see your pretty lipstick anymore.  So you see, you have a choice, you can either suck your thumb and hide your pretty lipstick, or not suck your thumb and let everybody see it.  I wonder which you’ll choose to do today…Baby Bobby.” 

She was grinning evilly at him again.  He realized he suddenly did have a dilemma.  Either he sucked his thumb in front of everybody, or he showed everybody the lipstick he was wearing.  There was no winning.  And worse, he didn’t know if he wanted to suck his thumb just then or not.  He couldn’t decide. 

But now she was coming back again.  “Suck your thumb for me again, Baby Bobby.”  He put his thumb into his mouth…and saw to his horror that she was now holding her cell phone up and aiming it at him.  He stood wide eyed as she began walking towards him, taking picture after picture.  Then she did it all over again, this time without his thumb in his mouth.  He couldn’t believe she was doing it.  No, he could believe it.  It seemed that she would do absolutely anything that she could to make his life more miserable.  And then she proved that by making him pull his pants down to his knees while she took even more pictures of him, both with his thumb in his mouth and without, showing the bright pink lipstick she had put on him.    

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

When he walked through the halls of the school toward his first class, he honestly couldn’t decide if he should keep his thumb in his mouth or not.  The result was that he kept putting it in, then taking it out again.  There was simply no good answer.  The other kids were all looking at him, watching him, laughing at him.  But what could he do about it?  All his teachers gave him strange looks again, but none of them really said or did anything.  He was trapped. 

Twice during the morning, Brandy stopped him in the hallway and refreshed his lipstick.  He hated it.  She was doing everything she could to keep him noticeably humiliated.  Worse, all her girlfriends kept checking to make sure he was still wearing his diapers.  Like he had a choice anymore!  He still couldn’t get into the boy’s room and no longer even tried.  And when he wet himself late in the morning, he hated that too.  Having to sit through class in a sodden diaper that was now far more bulky than before wasn’t exactly fun.  And even worse, every time one of the girls checked his diapers, they now commented and laughed over how they could now feel that he was wet.  He would have screamed and punched the walls if he thought it would help.  But punching the walls wouldn’t solve any of his problems at all.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Late in the morning, Vinny was reading the first of the reports that he would receive about Bobby and his mother.  So far, everything pretty much jived with what Brandy had sent.  But this report was more about their finances – which were none too good.  From everything he could see, they were good people, but they were struggling.  And probably struggling pretty bad.  He hated to work over people like that, but sometimes there were other things that he could do to make things not so bad, maybe even better. 

He heard his computer beep and noticed an email from Brandy.  What timing!  He opened the email and found several pictures she had taken of the boy she was tormenting.  He laughed to himself as he looked closely. 

“Hey Vinny,” Sammy said as he walked into the room.  “You need me to pick up Brandy again today?”

“Yeah, of course,” Vinny said, half distracted by the pictures.  “Sammy, come look at this.” 

Sammy came around the desk and was surprised by the humiliating pictures he was suddenly looking at. 

“That’s some boy that Brandy is tormenting,” Vinny told him.

“Damn!  Poor kid.  It looks like she’s really going at it.”

“Yeah, and look at these pictures here.  You can see where under his pants she’s got him in diapers!”

“What?”

“Yeah, she’s trying to keep him in them for the entire school year.”

Sammy shook his head.  “Maybe we’re thinkin’ the wrong line of work for her.  Maybe we should apprentice her to something more in the revenge line.”

Vinny laughed along with Sammy.  But Sammy was partially right.  The girl was damn inventive, and he did need to further her training for the future.  He made a decision.  It was a tempered decision, but a decision. 

The email from Brandy had been sent from her cell phone.  “Technically,” she was supposed to have the darn thing turned off during classes – if she remembered.  He took a chance and picked up his phone and called her.  He was relieved to hear her voice mail kick in. 

“Hi Brandy.  It’s Uncle Vinny.  Loved the pictures – thanks.  Call me as soon as you get a chance.  Love ya’.”

He hung up and looked up at Sammy.  “I think I’m gonna’ let her run with this – but I’m gonna keep a real close watch. 

Before Sammy could reply, his phone rang.  “Hello?”

“Hi Uncle Vinny,” Brandy’s voice came back. 

“Hey, that was quick.  I just called.”

“I’m between classes.  What’s up?”

“Okay, kid.  Here’s the deal.  I’ll go along with you on this thing, but I’ve got one big demand in return.”

“Okay,” she replied hesitantly.  “What is it?”

“Look kid, this boy and his mother ain’t got nothin’.  Their finances are like the worst.  So here it is.  Whatever you do with this kid, you don’t cost him or his mother one red cent.  Not one!  Got that?  Nothin’!”

She was a bit surprised over how insistent he was being about it.  “Sure Uncle Vinny, I understand.  That will be just fine.”

“Good girl.  Just let me know when you want this first part to take place.”

“The sooner the better,” she replied.  “You just have to let me know when you can do it.”

“Okay,” he replied.  Is tonight too soon?”

“No, actually that would be great.”

“Okay, let me call you back if I can arrange it.”

“Thanks, Uncle Vinny.  You’re the best!”

Vinny hung up the phone and dialed another number.  “Hey Gino!  How are you?”

“Vinny!  Good to hear you again.  Everything going good?”

“Great Gino, Great.  Listen, I need a favor.  Somthin’ special.  And I need you to take some extra care with it for me….”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Brandy checked her messages just before lunch and found one from her Uncle Vinny to call him back. 

“Hi Uncle Vinny.  What’s going on?”

“Okay kid.  I set it up.  It’s gonna happen this evening.”

“Great!  What are you going to do?”

“It’s best if you don’t know.”

She was disappointed.  “I understand.  But what do I tell him?  I have to set it up.”

“Yeah.  Here’s all you should say….”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby had to endure another diaper check from not one but two of Brandy’s friends as he was putting his books in his locker just before lunch.  Both of them commented on how wet he felt…just like a baby.  He blushed.  He always blushed.  All the girls made him feel so embarrassed.  He grabbed his sandwich and followed them into the lunchroom.  Brandy was waiting for him at her usual table, saving the seat next to her just for him.  He had enjoyed talking to her yesterday.  He was suddenly looking forward to it now. 

“Hi Baby Bobby,” she said in that taunting voice of hers as he sat down. 

“Hi Brandy,” he replied cautiously.  He saw her starting in on her lunch, so he pulled his usual peanut butter and jelly sandwich out and started eating it. 

She leaned over with something in her hand.  “Look, Baby Bobby,” she said.  “See how great the pictures I took of you this morning came out!”

He couldn’t take his eyes away from the display on her phone as she slowly went through each and every picture.  Suddenly, he wasn’t hungry anymore.

When she was done she put her phone away and leaned over to whisper in his ear.  “Keep eating and don’t look at me.  Just listen, and listen good!”

He was suddenly a bit frightened.  He brought his sandwich up to his mouth, but it was difficult to take a bite.  He took one anyway and tried to chew.

“What do you think your mother would think of you if she saw those pictures?  I’ll bet she’d be really surprised at her wonderful son.  Wouldn’t she?  Just nod if you agree.”

He nodded his head woodenly.

“Do you think she’d be really disappointed in you, seeing for herself what a sissy her son is?”  Again he nodded.  There was a very tight knot in his stomach now. 

“Don’t worry, she’ll never see any of these…unless!”  She paused for a very long time, letting the “unless” sink fully in.  “Unless you don’t do absolutely everything I tell you to.  And…and this is the most important part…you don’t tell anybody who might stop me!”  Again she paused.  “Do you understand?  Nobody!” 

He nodded his head.  She was trapping him, locking him in.  And it didn’t feel good. 

But she still hadn’t removed her head from next to his.  “Now there’s more.  I know you love your mother, don’t you.”

He nodded again.  Of course he did.  Very much!

“Good,” she breathed in his ear.  “And I know you wouldn’t want anything bad to ever happen to her, would you?”

“No!” he said out loud, then nodded his head.

“Good.  If you don’t do whatever I say, I can make something bad happen to your mother.  And I will!  The more you refuse me, the worse that something could be!”

He turned his head to look at her with a horrified expression.

“Turn your head back!” she commanded.  He faced across the table again.  “Take another bite!” she commanded.  He did.  But chewing was impossible.

“I know you don’t believe that there’s anything that I can do.  But I’m going to prove to you first just how wrong you may be about that.  Tonight, your mother is going to have a little problem.  One that could be potentially very dangerous.  If things go wrong, she could get hurt badly, maimed for life.  She could even die.  But hopefully, it will all amount to nothing at all.  It’s going to happen tonight and there’s no way to stop it now.”

He turned his head angrily back to her.  “What?  What’s going to happen?”

She smiled.  “The truth is, that I really don’t know.  I have no idea at all.  I only know that it will happen because I want it to happen.  And now understand this.  Remember that every time you refuse me, something else will happen.  And each time, those things will get worse and worse!”

He shook his head.  “I don’t believe you!  You’re not fooling me with that crap!”

She got up from the table then.  “Tonight!” she whispered to him.  Then she left.

He couldn’t finish any of his lunch.  Three of her girlfriends dragged him into the girl’s room to change his wet diaper and then refresh his lipstick before sending him out to his afternoon classes. 

But Brandy had planted the seeds of worry in him and he brooded about it all afternoon.  She had to be kidding, right?  There was no way she could do anything to his mother, was there?  He was fairly sure she was just trying to scare him.  But still, he worried.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

It was just starting to grow a bit dark by the time his mother closed the building and locked the door behind her.  With her car key already out, she nervously walked across the parking lot to her car and quickly got in.  She always breathed a sigh of relief after she got into her car and locked the doors.  She turned the key, praying that the car would start.  It did…fortunately.  She headed for home.

Two blocks away, a man waited, leaning up against the side of a building.  He was waiting for her car to pass.  The only muscle that he moved as the car went by was his thumb, pushing down on a tiny button in his hand.

She suddenly heard a loud bang and her car started to go crazy as it tried to pull every which way but where she wanted it to go.  “Oh hell!” she exclaimed as she finally wrestled it under control.  She pulled it over to the side of the road and got out.  The driver’s side tire was okay.  She walked around to the passenger side.  The darn front tire was completely flat.  She kicked it.  “Damn!” she cursed.  “It couldn’t last just a little bit longer?”  She didn’t know what to do.  But before she could try to find some help, a red tow truck pulled up right behind her.  She breathed a sigh of relief.

The driver of the truck opened his door and leaned out.  “You need some help lady?”

“Yes!  Please!” she called back. 

He got down from his truck and walked over to take a look.  He pulled a business card out of his shirt pocket before he got to her.  “Hi,” he said.  “I’m Gino.”  He handed her his card.  “Gino’s Auto Repair and Towing.”

She took his card gratefully.  “I can’t believe what a lucky break it was for me, you showing up so quickly.”

“Yeah, well we were just getting back from another job when we saw your tire go.”  Actually, he had been worried that her tire might not make it from her parking lot to where his employee had set off the small explosive device.  When he planted the device earlier on the inside wall of her tire, he had been really surprised at how bad the tires had looked – all of them.  Not only was all the tread gone from all of her tires, but there were cords showing through on both the front tires.  Women!  They never thought of proper maintenance.  “If you’ll unlock your trunk, Ma’am, I’ll put the spare on for you.  Then if you like, you can follow me to my shop, it’s just a few blocks away, and I’ll fix that for you.”

“Thank you,” she said as she headed straight for her trunk, “I’d be ever so grateful.”

As he pulled the spare tire out, he noticed that it wasn’t completely full of air.  In fact he was worried that it might be too low to drive on.  “Ma’am, this spare doesn’t look too good,” he told her.  “But let me put it on anyway, just in case.  Then we can see better.  Okay?”

“Please,” she replied.  “Do whatever you think will work.  I just need to get home to my son.”

He nodded and got to work.  Changing tires for him was a matter of minutes since he had been doing it most of his life.  When he was done, he looked at it and shook his head.  “Tell you what.  That tire ain’t gonna make it very far.  I’m not even sure it’s gonna make it to my shop.  If you go straight there, I’ll see what I can do for you.  Okay?”  She was a little hesitant, but she agreed.

He got back in his truck and pulled ahead of her so she could follow him.  He led her, very slowly, all the way back to his shop. 

When she got there, she was pleased to see how big and bright his company was. 

While one of his employees removed the spare tire from the front of the car, Gino pulled the damaged tire out of her trunk.  “Ma’am,” he called.  “Come look at this.”  She walked over to see.  “See this?  The whole side wall of the tire is gone.  That can’t be fixed.  In any case, see these little lines here?  They’re the cords underneath the tread.  This tire is history.  Even if I could fix it, I couldn’t in good conscious put it back on again.  And I noticed your other tires look just as bad.”

She looked really nervous all of a sudden.  “I can’t afford new tires.  Not now.  I don’t even know when I’ll be able to.  I was just praying they could last me for a little while longer.  I don’t know what to do.”

He sighed.  Vinny had said he thought their money situation was really bad.  He suspected it might be worse than Vinny had thought.  “Tell you what, Ma’am.  I’ve got a used tire in the back that I think will fit.  I can let you have it for nothing.  You just pay me for mounting it and for changing the tire.  Okay?”

“How much will that be?”

He decided not to give her the real total.  “Will fifteen bucks be alright?”

She sighed.  “It will have to be.”

He nodded and got his workers busy. 

“Can I use your phone?” she asked.  “I need to call my son.  He’ll be worried.”

“Sure,” he replied.  “It’s in the office there.”

As soon as she was out of earshot, he pulled out his cell phone.  “Hey Vinny!”

“Gino!  How did it go?”

“It went just fine, but I gotta tell you, this lady’s car is in really bad shape.  I can’t guarantee that all the rest of her tires will make it back to her house tonight.  And I told her I’d only charge her fifteen for everything, and now I’m worried that she won’t have that!”

“That bad huh?”

“Geez!  Every tire she’s got not only has no tread, but the cords are showing through.  The damn thing is a death trap!”

“Shit!  Okay, here’s what I want you to do.  Tomorrow, have your guys boost a set of tires….”

Gino listened to Vinny’s whole idea.  “Okay, will do.  And I’ll talk to you more tomorrow.”  He was feeling a little bit better about things now.  He glanced at the tire that was already mounted on the wheel and was ready to be put onto the car.  It was one that he had gotten long ago.  He had pulled it out once they knew her tire size and had it ready and waiting since earlier in the afternoon.  The tiny explosive device he had used on her old tire always blew them so they couldn’t be used anymore. 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

“Mom!  I was so worried about you!” Bobby said as he hugged his mother the moment she came in through the door.

“It was just a blown tire dear,” she replied.  “But I appreciate your concern anyway.”

Bobby was so glad that his mother was safe.  He still didn’t really believe anything that Brandy had said earlier, but now he found himself wondering even more.  Could she have had anything to do with it?  It didn’t seem likely at all.  In fact, he couldn’t see any way it could be possible.  It had to be just a coincidence.  But still, it made him wonder.


Chapter 6

Once again, Bobby dreaded going to school, but he went.  There was no way he could ever let his mother become suspicious that anything wrong was going on.  She would be so disappointed in him.  And once again, Brandy was waiting for him by the trees.  He didn’t even stop to talk to her this time, he just walked right to her usual spot so she could diaper him. 

“See, Baby Bobby,” she said as she pulled his pants off, “you know now that you’re a sissy baby who belongs in diapers and you aren’t even trying to fight it anymore.  Now isn’t this so much better than fighting?  Isn’t it?”  When he didn’t answer, she repeated, “Isn’t it?”

“Yeah,” he mumbled.

“I would think you’d be very grateful to have me diaper you every day like you belong.  But you don’t seem to show it very well.  Tell me that you’re grateful.”

He hated these games that she played.  “Thank you for diapering me like I should be,” he managed to get out without choking on his words too much.  Fortunately she seemed satisfied. 

As soon as his diaper was taped into place, she leaned over top of him so that her head was close to his.  “Did your mother have a little problem last night?” she asked quietly.  His eyes went wide, but he didn’t answer.  “Did she?” she repeated.  He still didn’t answer.  “I can see in your eyes that she did though, didn’t she?”

“Yeah,” he replied angrily.  “But there’s no way that you could have had anything to do with that.  The tire was old, that’s all.  It blew because it was worn out, nothing else.”

“Me?  Have anything to do with it?”  She sounded shocked.  “But I knew about it, didn’t I?  I knew!  I might not have known exactly what would happen, but it still happened because I wanted it to!”

“How?” he asked angrily.

She shook her head.  “I can’t tell you that.  But believe me, if you ever disobey me or even give someone a hint about what I’m doing to you, then it won’t be so simple next time.”

He still didn’t believe her, but now he wondered even more.  It was impossible!

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Late that morning, Bobby’s mother got a call at work from Gino.  “Hi, Ma’am,” he said as soon as she answered the phone.  This is Gino, from the auto shop.”

“Oh hi, Gino.  I hope there isn’t a problem.  You don’t know how much I appreciate your help last night.”

“Yeah, well you’re welcome.  Listen, I had a guy in here earlier who bought all new tires.  And he didn’t need them!  The dork!  His old tires are practically new!  Listen though, they’re the same size as I put on your car last night.  If you want.  You can have them.”

She was completely taken aback by his generous offer.  But it sounded too good to be true.  “Um…I’m afraid that the few dollars I gave you last night was all I had.  I’m sorry.  I really want the tires, but I can’t afford even a single penny more.”

“Listen, no problem.  They’re on me!  It’s like, I saw how bad your car was last night.  Let’s just call it my contribution to highway safety, okay?  Now you bring your car in at lunchtime and we’ll get it all fixed up this afternoon.  And don’t you worry about the money.  Geez, it’s not like these things cost me anything anyway.”

She couldn’t believe it.  “I don’t know what to say?”

“Just get your car in here fast…before the tires you got now evaporate into thin air!”


Chapter 7

Two months went by and the morning air grew cold.  The leaves on the trees turned bright colors and began covering the ground in their thick blanket.  Every day Brandy continued to diaper Bobby and either give him one of her blouses to wear or the pink Sissy Baby t-shirt.  Most times she put lipstick on him too, but very gradually, she began to introduce a day here and there where she had him go without the lipstick.  By that time though, she had him so thoroughly confused with different things that on the days that she didn’t put lipstick on him, he was forgetting and still putting his thumb in and out of his mouth as if he didn’t know if he was wearing lipstick or not.

His bigger problem was at home.   Mostly, he seemed to mentally relax the minute he walked through the door of his house.  His mother still had no idea what was going on and he meant to keep it that way.  But lately, he began to catch himself a few times with his thumb in his mouth.  He kept making mental notes to watch himself so she wouldn’t get suspicious, but it was getting to be easier said than done.   

At school, sometimes Brandy changed him and sometimes some of her girlfriends did it.  But they all made good and sure that he was never without diapers while in school and that he could never get into the boy’s room.  Wetting himself had gotten a lot easier for him, which made it easier for him to concentrate on his school work too.  He realized that he had somehow become just another odd-ball character in the school now – one that the kids talked and joked about constantly, but everyone, including the teachers, now accepted him that way.  It was both a comforting, and not a comforting thought. 

Not one boy in the school would really talk to him though, and the only girls who ever paid any attention to him were all Brandy’s friends.  Fortunately, she had a lot of them.  But that still left him with only girls to talk to every day, or even hang around with.  Of course, Brandy demanded that he stick as closely to her as possible all the time so she could always keep an eye on him.  Without realizing it, he was becoming remarkably well versed in things like makeup and fashion and whatever else the girls always talked about, which usually included their opinions about all the different boys.

In some ways, he was finally beginning to fade into the background behind other events at school.  Brandy realized this too.  But what she didn’t truly realize, was that over time she had become somewhat obsessed with what she had been doing with Bobby.  It was as if she couldn’t get enough of it.  But doing only what she had been with him had become somewhat commonplace and was beginning to become a bit boring.  She knew without a doubt that she wanted to do more with him.  Much more.  But what?

She spent an entire Saturday with her girlfriends discussing what they could do next.  And finally, they made a list.  Some of the items they would introduce him to right away, and some would be stretched out over the rest of the school year.  If Bobby knew everything that they had planned, it would have probably driven him insane.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

It was on a Monday in the middle of November when he walked into the lunch room with his sandwich as he usually did.  He threw the sandwich down on the table in his usual place next to Brandy and sat down.  He saw Brandy staring at him with an odd look on her face.  “What’s wrong?” he asked. 

“Nothing much,” she said as she reached over and took his sandwich away from him.  “It’s just time for a change, that’s all.”

He suddenly got very nervous.  “Can I have my sandwich back?” he asked.

“No,” she said flatly.  She got up from her seat and reached into her bag.

“You know, Baby Bobby,” she said as she rummaged through it, “I’ve been going really easy on you lately.”  That was news to him.  “I hope you appreciate that.”

He didn’t answer.  He had no idea where she was going with this, and he was also fairly sure he didn’t want to know.

“I’ve gone easy on you to let you get used to wearing diapers all the time.  And you have gotten used to wearing them now, haven’t you!”  She smiled that wicked smile of hers, waiting for an answer.

He thought about it for the first time.  It was something he had never considered before.  He guessed he really was used to wearing them now.  Whoever would have thought?  He hesitantly nodded his head.  “Yeah,” he stammered cautiously.

“And you have to admit that you’ve gotten used to wetting your diapers now too, haven’t you!”

It was another disturbing thought.  But yes, he had to admit that too.  He was starting to feel more and more uncomfortable about how far down the road she had already taken him. 

“And…did you know you’re sucking your thumb now, even when you’re not wearing lipstick?”

He actually blushed.  He remembered catching himself a few times, but did he really do it that often? 

“You see, Baby Bobby, that’s how much of a baby you are already.  And it’s only been two months!  Not only that, but I’ll bet you don’t even think about having to wear my frilly blouses around the school anymore, do you!”

She was quietly driving home point after point.  Had he sunk so low already?  Unfortunately, the answer to that was painfully obvious. 

“But you see, Baby Bobby, while you think you’ve come so far, you’ve actually learned only a very tiny bit.  I’m afraid you still have a long way to go.”

Her words were frightening him now.  He couldn’t imagine what more she could do to him, but knowing her, it wouldn’t be good!  He was suddenly glad he hadn’t eaten now.  He might throw up!

She smiled at him.  “But don’t worry, Baby Bobby, while you have a lot to learn, we’re going to start you out slow and easy.  Trust me, for someone who’s such a big baby already, this is going to be very easy.” 

With a sudden flourish, she pulled something out of her bag.  She held it out so everybody could see it.  The girls at the table all squealed with laughter.  She showed it to him.  It was a bib!  A very large baby bib with the words “Sissy Baby” printed on it.  Horrified, he watched as she walked around behind him, and all too quickly fastened it around his neck. 

“Now you just sit there quietly, Baby Bobby, and keep your hands in your lap.  I’ll do the rest.”  Then she began pulling jar after jar of baby food out of her bag. 

He had to sit there and endure her feeding him four jars of baby food while she ate her own lunch.  He might have been tired of peanut butter and jelly sandwiches every day, but by the time he got to his fourth or fifth mouthful from the very first jar, he was suddenly not tired of it anymore.  The baby food was awful.  Some of it was a tiny bit on the sweet side, but mostly it was miserably bland.  Worse, the more he ate, the more it turned his stomach.  And all the while, Brandy was acting like she was feeding a real baby, making airplane and choo-choo train noises as she brought spoonful after spoonful to his mouth. 

The longer she fed him, the more he started to resist because it tasted so bad.  He squirmed, he tried to keep his mouth shut, he did everything he could think of, but one way or another, she got every spoonful down him…mostly.  Because of his squirming, a lot of it ended up on his face, which only made the other girls laugh at him again.  And because he looked so babyish, she walked around to the other side of the table and snapped more pictures of him.

He was so glad when it was all over and she cleared away the last of the jars.  He really wanted something to drink just then to clear the taste out of his mouth, but since he could never afford to buy something to drink with his lunch, he had nothing. 

Brandy wiped the mess off his face with his bib and took it off him.  Then she led him by the hand out to the girl’s room where she changed his diaper for him.  But after his diaper change, she brought him straight back to his chair again.  She pulled a big baby bottle full of juice out of her bag and held it out for him to take. 

As much as he would have liked something to drink, he didn’t want to touch it.  He looked at her, totally horrified.  “I can’t drink that!”

“Oh yes you can, baby.  I told you there was still a lot for you to learn, and this is another thing.”

“But…” he tried to protest.  She suddenly shoved the nipple very hard up against his closed lips.  He was forced to open his mouth and let her put it in. 

“Take it!” she ordered.  He finally brought his hands up and held the bottle.  She looked at the clock.  “Well, Baby Bobby.  It looks like you’ve got just enough time to finish that bottle before class, because if you don’t, I’m going to make you drink it out in the hallway between classes all afternoon till it’s done!”

He stared at her wide-eyed.  She wouldn’t!  Yeah, she just might.  She seemed serious enough.

“You’re wasting time,” she said all too sweetly.

He glanced at the clock.  It was getting late.  He started sucking on the nipple furiously.  But it seemed that drinking out of a baby bottle wasn’t as easy as he thought it would be.  He could hardly get any of the juice out at all.  He had to suck and suck hard just to get enough to swallow.  He heard the kids all around him laughing at him again, but he didn’t have time to worry about it.  He had to finish the bottle.  His entire mouth was quickly growing tired from the difficult effort.  He had to pause to rest more and more often, and it was growing later and later.

“Times up, Baby Bobby,” Brandy said as she grabbed the bottle from him.  He had only been able to finish about three quarters of it.  “I’ll see you after your next class.”  She put the bottle in her bag and was gone. 

He glanced at the clock.  He had to hurry to get his books.  He wasn’t looking forward to seeing her in the hall later.

All during the next class, he kept watching the clock, trying to will the time to go slower.  But it seemed to go all too fast.  Could he avoid seeing her between classes?  No, he knew that he couldn’t.  When the bell rang, he reluctantly left the room – slower than he usually would.

“There you are, Baby Bobby,” she said when he finally got out into the hallway.  She backed him up against the lockers and handed him his bottle, not letting him escape.  He put the bottle to his mouth and began sucking hard on it again while she kept checking her watch.  But they only had a very few minutes, and even though there wasn’t much left in the bottle, he still didn’t finish it. “Time’s up again,” she said as she grabbed it from him and hurried away. 

He groaned, but only long enough to realize that he had to run to get to his next class.  But at least his mouth would get another break.  It was amazing how quickly he got tired trying to drink from that thing.

She found him again after his next class, and again she backed him up against the lockers and made him drink from the bottle.  This time, he started sucking air just as she was about to grab it from him again.  “Good baby,” she crooned as she took the bottle from him.  “I’ll see you after school!”  And she was gone.  He breathed a sigh of relief even though he had to run to his next class.  At least the baby bottle was finished.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Brandy was a few minutes late meeting him after school to give his underwear and shirt back to him, but she had a big bag with her as she came running into the trees where he waited with a few of her friends.  “I have something for you Baby Bobby,” she said.  She reached into the bag and pulled out a very large brand new package of disposable diapers.  “These are for you to take home with you.”

Horrified, he said, “Why would I want to do that?  My mother might find them!”

She laughed.  “You’ll just have to find someplace to put them where they won’t be found.  It’s cold in the mornings now and I think it would be so much better if you started diapering yourself before you come to school every day.”

“Diaper myself?”  He was trying to wrap his mind around that concept.

“That’s right.  You can do it.  Figure it out.”

“But what if my mom finds out?”

“You’ll just have to keep her from finding out.  Won’t you!” 

He shook his head.  He still didn’t understand any of this.

“Oh!  And there’s one other thing.”  He knew to expect something bad.  “I want you to come to my house for a little get together I’m having on Saturday morning.”

He shook his head.  “I can’t.  My mom and I have plans for Saturday morning.”

“What?” she asked, more than a bit put off.

“She gets paid on Friday and she promised me that we could finally get my hair cut Saturday morning.”

“No!” Brandy screamed at him.  “You don’t get your hair cut!  Not at all!  Do you understand? Not one hair!”

“But I have to,” he replied.  “Even my mother is complaining about how long it is.”

“I don’t care!  You don’t get your hair cut.”

“But she’s going to insist!”

Brandy stood right in his face and lowered her voice.  “You had better convince her to not get your hair cut, or you’re going to be very sorry.  Remember what happened to her tire?  Either you convince her, or something worse will happen!  Tell her you want to grow your hair long – very long!”

“But I can’t!”

“I told you, Baby Bobby, you better find a way, or something worse will happen!”

She said it with such vehemence that he stepped back, actually frightened.

“Now, I expect you at my house Saturday morning.  I’ll even come pick you up if you need it.”  She turned and walked quickly away, leaving her girlfriends to catch up. 

He stared after her for a few moments.  What she was asking was crazy!  But then wasn’t his whole life crazy?  He picked up the huge package of diapers and started walking home.  The bag was heavy and awkward.  Where on earth could he hide them that his mother wouldn’t find them?

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

“Hi Uncle Vinny!”

“Brandy!  How’s it goin’ kid?”

“Great Uncle Vinny.  Hey, remember those little leverage things we talked about before for Bobby?”

“Little?  Okay Brandy, what’s up?”

“Well, I just wanted to let you know that I may need another one pretty soon.”

“You gotta be kiddin me!  You got that boy bouncing like a puppet on a string!”

“Yeah, but this is different.”

“Okay, so when do you need it?”

“I don’t know for sure that I do yet.  I just wanted to warn you that I may.  I won’t really know till tomorrow.  Okay?”

“Yeah, sure kid.  I’ll make a few calls.”

“Thanks Uncle Vinny.  You’re the best.”

“Love ya kid.”

“Oh!  Uncle Vinny, I almost forgot!”

“What?”

“I want to get him a cell phone too.”

“What?”

“Well he doesn’t have one and I want to be able to call him anytime.”

“Yeah, but his mother will have a lot to say about that.  And I told you, not one red cent!”

“I know.  I thought we could give him one of ours.”

“Brandy, look, we’ve probably got a few extra phones not doin’ nothin’ around here, but that’s not the point.  His mother is gonna want to know where it came from, and if she’s like most parents, then she’ll make him give it back…and I wouldn’t blame her.”

“Suppose I give it to him and tell him to keep it a secret from his mother?”

He considered that.  “I don’t know, Brandy.  What happens when the thing rings?  She’s gonna hear it.”

“We’ll keep it silent.  Please, Uncle Vinny.”

“Look kid.  Let me think on it a few days.  Okay?  I’d still rather you found a way that his mother could know too.”

“Okay, Uncle Vinny.  I understand.  And thanks.”  She wasn’t sure if he was going to let her have the cell phone for him or not.  Sometimes she could tell, but this time he had seemed more reluctant.  She’d just have to see.  In the meantime, she would try to figure out a way that he could have one with his mother’s approval.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby tentatively approached his mother while she was washing dishes after dinner.  “Mom….”

“Yes dear?”

“Mom, would it be okay if I didn’t get a haircut this week?”

“What?  Don’t be ridiculous!  You need one badly!”

“But Mom.  I don’t want one.”

“Stop it!  What a stupid thing to say.  Your hair is a mess and it’s so long!  This is the first chance we’ve had to get it cut in a very long time and I’m not going to let it go by.  What’s gotten into you?  You couldn’t wait to get it cut.”

“I know.”  He hung his head and left.  He knew his mother wasn’t going to back down.  Brandy couldn’t really have any way to hurt her, could she?

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

After breakfast the next morning, Bobby ran back to his room and pulled one of the disposable diapers out of the bag he had stashed under some other junk in the back of his closet.  He stuck the diaper under his shirt and ran into the bathroom where he quickly peed, then removed his pants and underwear and tried to tape the diaper in place.  It was very difficult to do by himself and took a lot longer than he expected it to.

“Bobby?  Are you alright?” his mother called through the door.

“Yeah, Mom.  I just have to go.  You know?”

“Okay dear.  You’ve been in there a long time and it’s getting late.  I was just worried, that’s all.”

“Okay, Mom.  Thanks.  I’ll be right out.”

“He hoped his diaper job was good enough.  He pulled his pants back up.  Then he flushed the toilet so his mother wouldn’t know.  His underpants he stuck into his pocket.  He ran back to his bedroom, grabbed his backpack, and threw his underpants into the back of the closet.  Then he kissed his mother goodbye.  He had made it! 

Brandy was waiting as usual for him in the woods.  “Let me see your diaper,” were the first words out of her mouth.  He lowered his pants to show her.  In some ways, doing that was almost as humiliating as having her diaper him every day.  “Good baby,” she finally said.

“I was almost late for school today because of it,” he complained.

“Why?” she asked.

“Well, it takes so long to put on.  It’s not easy you know.”

“Next time, start earlier then.  You’ll get the hang of it.”

“Earlier!  I did it as soon as breakfast was over!  I can’t do it any earlier than that.”

“Why didn’t you put it on when you got dressed?”

He looked at her horrified.  “What if my Mom found out?”

“Just make sure she doesn’t,” she said simply.  She pulled another one of her blouses out of her bag and waited while he put it on.  “From now on, you should be putting that diaper on as soon as you get dressed in the mornings.”

He shook his head.  “I don’t know how…”

“Find a way!”

He hung his head.  He didn’t know what to do.  She had made his life at school nothing but a horrible nightmare.  Now she was trying to ruin his home life too.

“Now, what about your hair?” she asked.  “Did you convince her?”

“No.  I tried.  I really did.  But she’s adamant about it.  She hates how long it is.”

Brandy suddenly got angry and got right into his face.  “Bobby!  What did I tell you?  You had to convince her!  Now something bad is going to happen.  I just hope she doesn’t get seriously hurt.”

“You can’t do anything!” he replied angrily.  “So don’t even go there!  You and your dumb threats.”  He stalked off angrily.

“We’ll see about that Baby Bobby!  Wait and see!”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Vinny’s phone rang shortly after he got to his office.  He was surprised to see Brandy calling so early.

“Brandy, my favorite niece.  How you doin?  It’s a bit early for you to call, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, Uncle Vinny.  I just finished my first class.  Listen.  I think we’re definitely going to need that bit of leverage we had talked about.”

He was silent for a moment.  “Okay Brandy.  I’ll set it up.”

“What do I tell him?”

“Just tell him tonight, that’s all.  Tell him it’s going to happen tonight.”

“Thanks Uncle Vinny.  You’re the best.”

“Love you too kid.”

Vinny hung up his phone and thought for a minute.  He wasn’t overly happy about doing it.  The boy’s mother had enough problems.  He called Gino again.  “Hey Gino.  You know that thing we were talking about yesterday?  Well, it’s on for tonight.  Oh, and there’s a slight change.  I’m gonna be there.”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

In most ways, Bobby’s morning was much like it usually was.  But today he was feeling good about finally being able to tell Brandy off – soon!  He was convinced now that all her blustering about harming his mother was nothing more than her hot air.  By the end of the morning he was wondering if he could get away with more now?  If he just stood up to her again, could he finally get out of wearing the stupid diapers every day…not to mention everything else too?  The only thing that was really stopping him though, was that she was so darn strong.  Not to mention that she could really fight.  Wow could she fight!  He still had nightmares about it. 

Just before lunch, he decided that he had better be cautious for today and play her silly games.  Heck, everyone expected it of him now anyway.  But tomorrow, as soon as he proved that she was nothing but a big wind-bag…we’ll, he wasn’t quite sure what he would do.  He was still afraid of her.  But one way or another, he would be through with all this!

He wasn’t at all happy when Brandy had one of her friends feed him another four jars of baby food for lunch, followed by his diaper change and then another baby bottle.  Drinking from the bottle was still just as difficult as it was the day before and he still didn’t finish it, which meant that he would have to be doing it out in the hallway again between classes.  What a pain.  But tomorrow….  He couldn’t wait!

He met her after school again to get his shirt back.  For once, she didn’t have any of his underwear to return and it felt like he had lost something important.  “Don’t forget, Baby Bobby,” she said before she let him go home.  “Whatever is going to happen, it’s going to happen tonight!  After that, I really suggest you try a lot harder to convince your mother about your hair.”

He got angry again.  “Get lost, Brandy!   Nothing is going to happen!  You can’t do anything!”  He turned and stomped off. 

“Tonight, Baby Bobby.  You’ll see.  Tonight!”

“What’s going to happen?” one of her friends asked.

She shrugged her shoulders.  “I don’t have a clue.  But trust me, something will happen.  I’m sure of it.”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby’s mother closed and locked the company door like she usually did.  Then, with her keys out and ready, she quickly walked to her car and got in, locking the door behind her.  She prayed her little prayer for the car to start, and thankfully it did.  She had been having more and more trouble with it stalling out on her lately.  She had no idea what she could do about that.   There just wasn’t enough money.

She pulled out of the parking lot and headed down the street.  When the light changed she turned, following a big black car.  The speed limit on this road was faster and she naturally sped up.  She suddenly heard a small popping noise, one she had never heard before.  She prayed again that it was nothing major and that she could just make it home. 

A few minutes later, the car in front of her tapped its brakes to slow down just slightly.  She was well back from him, but to be safe, she slowed down too, at least she tried to.  Her foot hit the braked pedal and went all the way to the floor.  She had no brakes!  She panicked and froze up completely, not knowing what to do, she pumped furiously at her brakes as the big car in front of her quickly loomed closer and closer.  With a mind-wrenching bump, the two cars hit. 

Since her car was still moving, she desperately tried over and over again to make her brakes work, but they were useless.  She could see the passenger in the back seat of the car she had hit turning around to watch her.  She wanted to tell him how sorry she was, but she was having more and more trouble controlling her car.  The car in front slowed down even more and again she hit him.  Fortunately, it was a much milder bump.  The passenger in the car ahead of her was gesturing at her wildly now.  But what could she do?  She couldn’t stop.

Again the big black car slowed down and again she hit him.  But this time, he kept slowing down, which slowed her car down at the same time.  As she got slower and slower, she breathed a sigh of relief.  But her fear was quickly replaced by tears.  The big black car slowed her down to a complete stop at the side of the road.  She quickly turned the engine off and broke down completely.  She had never been so scared in her life!

She could see the driver of the other car and the passenger that had been in the back seat approaching her now.  She knew she had to get out of her car, but she was gripping her steering wheel so tightly she couldn’t move her hands.  One of them knocked on her window.  She looked over at them. 

“Are you all right?” She heard them saying, over and over again.  But she still couldn’t answer.  
“Open your door,” they kept pleading.  But it was still a few seconds before she had the nerve to move another muscle.  Very slowly, she rolled down her window. 

“Lady…are you all right?” One of them asked. 

She shook her head, then nodded her head, then looked at them.  She was still crying.  “I don’t know,” she finally admitted.

“Are you hurt?”

She had to assess herself.  She shook her head.  “No.  I’m fine.”

“Good,” the man said. “What the hell happened?”

Her crying seemed to double.  “I don’t know.  I heard a little noise and suddenly I had no brakes!  I couldn’t stop!”

The man nodded.  “Okay.  Look lady, calm down.  Nobody’s hurt and there’s not much damage.  It’s all just little stuff.  Why don’t you get out and we can take a good look at your car, okay?”

His words made a lot of sense to her.  She knew she was being silly for crying like she did, but she couldn’t help it.  She just didn’t know what to do.  And now that her car had no brakes….  Plucking up her fortitude, she got out of the car and walked around to the passenger side where she would be away from any other traffic.  The two men were assessing the damage closely.  She could see a few dents in the back bumper of the big car.  Her front bumper was dented in a few more places than it had been before too.  Insurance.  She had insurance.  “I have insurance,” she said.  “I’m sure it will pay for everything.”  But what about her car?  Her insurance wouldn’t give her one thin dime to fix her problems.

But it was like the men didn’t even hear her.  The man who had been driving the other car was down on his hands and knees, peering under her car.  He got up and wiped his hands to get the dirt off.  “Look, lady, the damage to my car isn’t that bad.  Our company insurance will take care of it.  But you can’t drive your car.  I can see your brake line just hanging down.  You got a cell phone to call someone?”
She shook her head.  I can’t afford one,” she admitted.

The man who had been the passenger in the black car pulled his cell phone out.  He looked at her.  “Is there someone you want me to call to tow this, or can I recommend someone?”  When she didn’t seem to know how to answer, he said.  “Look, the car has to be towed.  You can’t drive it, and you can’t leave it here.”

But she couldn’t afford to have the car towed, let alone fixed. 

“Here,” the man finally said.  “Let me call someone I trust.”

She watched as he made his call then hung up again.  While they waited for the tow truck, the man asked her name and address and wrote them down on a little pad that he pulled out of his jacket pocket.  Then he handed her his business card.  She realized how grateful she was for his help.  She looked at the name on the card.  “Thank you very much Mister…Saldi…Saldu…Sal…”  His last name had way too many letters to pronounce easily.
“Just call my Vinny, Ma’am.  That’s what everybody else calls me.  Believe me, it’s easier.”

The tow truck pulled up and she almost breathed a sigh of relief when she saw who was driving it. 

“Hey!  It’s the flat tire lady,” Gino said as he climbed down from his truck.  “What happened this time?”

“Hello, Mr. Gino,” she said.  “I’m so glad to see you again.”  But he was partially ignoring her. 

“Vinny!” he said as he held out his hand to shake Vinny’s.  “How you been?”

“Good Gino,” he replied.  “How’s business been?”

“Better than ever Vinny.  Real good.”  He finally turned his head towards Bobby’s mother.  “I guess you called about her?”

“She seems to have a brake problem.”

Gino looked down at her.  “Well, don’t worry, we’ll get her fixed up fast enough.”  He got down and looked under the car.  Then he quickly got back up again.  “Shoot.  Her brake line came loose.  I can’t fix it here.  I’ll have to tow it.”

Both men noticed the look of worry that increased on her face.  “Don’t worry Ma’am.  It’s nothing too difficult to fix.  But I can’t have it ready for you till tomorrow.  I’m sorry.”  He immediately set about hooking her car up to his tow truck.

Vinny turned to her.  “I guess you need a ride?”

She nodded.  “I would really appreciate it.”

He smiled.  “No problem.”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby was going crazy.  It was really late and his mother wasn’t home yet.  What could have happened?  He prayed she wasn’t hurt.  Could Brandy really have had anything to do with her being late?  He still couldn’t see how.  But since she was so late, he was really worried about her, and was becoming more worried by the minute.

He kept watching out the window, waiting, and worrying.  He was surprised when a large black car pulled up in front of the house.  He was so relieved to see his mother get out a minute later.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Vinny looked her house over carefully.  He knew it was a rental and hadn’t expected much.  The house looked worse than he had thought though.  He saw the boy looking out the window.  “Is that your son?”

“Yes,” she said proudly.  “That’s my Bobby.”

“Mind if I come in for a minute?  Maybe I can help put his mind at ease that you’re all right?”

She hesitated, but he was being so nice – even though she had damaged his car.  “Sure, if you like.”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby watched them walking up the sidewalk together.  He ran and opened the front door for them, but he couldn’t wait.  His mother was only half up their sidewalk when he ran out and hugged her.  “Oh Mom, I was so worried about you.  Are you all right?  Please tell me you’re okay!”  He couldn’t seem to hug her hard enough.

“Oh Bobby, I appreciate it, but I’m just fine.  I’m afraid our car isn’t though.”

He looked up at her.  “What do you mean?  What happened?”

“The brakes finally gave out on me on the way home.  I’m afraid I hit this nice gentleman’s car.  He was kind enough to offer me a ride home.”

“My pleasure Ma’am,” Vinny said.  He looked down at Bobby, still hugging his mother tightly.  “She really is fine, kid.  Just a bit worried over her car, that’s all.”

Bobby heard him, but his mind was more on other problems.  Brandy had been right.  He didn’t know how she could be, but somehow she was right.  His mother was okay, but she could have been hurt – or worse!  He looked up at her.  “Mom, please don’t make me get a haircut.  Please, please, please!”

She was so surprised.  Especially since he was being so insistent.  “Bobby, we’ve been through all this.  You need a haircut and that’s final.  I don’t know what’s gotten into you lately.”

“Mom.  I can’t.  Please!” he was nearly crying.  “Please, please, please!  I don’t want my hair cut!”

She looked at Vinny and shook her head.  “I don’t know what’s gotten into him.  He’s never been like this before.”

“Teenager’s Ma’am.  I got a whole bunch of nieces and nephews.  They all got their little quirks.  Believe me, this is nothing’.  Trust me, it’s nothin’ at all!  Maybe go easy on him.  What could it hurt?”

She looked back at Bobby.  “Well, I guess,” but she wasn’t really convinced.

But Bobby wasn’t going to let her backslide any further.  She might get hurt, or worse!  “Oh thank you Mom, thank you!”

While Bobby was thanking his mother, Vinny was looking around, trying to see what he could of their home, which wasn’t much.  He needed to see more.  “This a rental?” he asked.

“Yes it is.  I’m afraid I can’t afford anything else.”

“You know, it’s cheaper to buy – usually anyway.”

“I know,” she replied, but the down payment is just too much.”

“I understand,” he replied.  “Mind if I look inside?  I got a few rental places that I let out.  I’d like to kind of compare, you know?”

He had been so kind.  “Of course,” she replied. 

Bobby wouldn’t let go of her all the way into the house.  “I was so worried about you,” he said again.

“I’m fine dear.  Really, I am.”

“You ought to get him a cell phone,” Vinny suggested.  So you can always keep in touch.”

She blushed a bit.  “I’m afraid that’s just one more thing that we can’t afford.”

“I understand,” Vinny said again as he went inside and began looking around.  The house may have looked terribly shabby on the outside, but inside it was spotless.  Tiny and cramped, but spotless.  The woman may have been broke, but she took good care of what she had.

When he got to what was obviously Bobby’s room, he saw just a bed, a tiny battered dresser, and a desk with an ancient computer on top.  “That thing still work?” he asked, pointing at the computer.

“Mostly,” Bobby replied.  “We don’t have internet or nothin’. I just use it to type my homework.”

He nodded.  He had seen enough.  More than enough.  He headed for the front door.  “Thank’s Ma’am.  I appreciate you lettin’ me see the place.”  He stopped just after he got out her door and turned around.  “Hey look,” he said.  “It’s obvious that you take real good care of your things.  One of my businesses has a bunch of extra cell phones just lyin’ around doin’ nothing.  If you want, I could let you borrow a couple…so you and the boy can stay in touch.”

“Oh, I couldn’t,” she replied.

“Look, it’s no problem.  I’d rather see them being used than just gathering dust.”  He could see her about to refuse again.  “If you’ve got a regular phone, you could probably save a few dollars every month by dropping it.  And all my phones have unlimited calling so you wouldn’t have to worry about anything.” 

She was tempted now.  Saving a few dollars was almost an obsession.  It had to be. 

“How about it?” he asked, trying to get her to agree.

“Well,” she said, then stopped.  She was still considering it. 

“Consider it a favor, to me,” he said, still trying to convince her.

“Well, maybe it would help.  It would be so nice to be able to call him whenever I need to.  And my car…it’s so bad that I know I’m going to have more problems with it again.”

He smiled.  “There, you see.  You need it!  I’ll have one of my people give you a call tomorrow.  Okay?”

She finally smiled and said, “Yes.  I don’t know how to thank you.  Especially after the accident.”

He smiled back at her.  “What accident?  It never happened!  Oh, that reminds me, I’ll send a driver to take you to work tomorrow.  Okay?”

She was flabbergasted now.  “Mr. Vinny.  That’s too much!”

He shrugged.  “It’s just Vinny, and it’s not too much.  But you can do me a favor too.”

She was suddenly worried.  “What’s that?”

“Please don’t report this ‘accident that never happened’.  It’s not good for my business.”

She smiled.  “I can assure you.  You have nothing to worry about there!”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby went to bed that night feeling very relieved that his mother was all right.  She was now very worried about paying to have the car fixed, but she was physically fine.  On the other hand though, Bobby was more worried than ever about school…and Brandy.  He had managed to convince his mother to not make him get his haircut.  He had to do that!  He had no doubts anymore about something worse happening to his mother if he didn’t.  He didn’t know how, but somehow Brandy could arrange for bad things to happen.  He dared not do whatever she wanted.

What he was more worried about now though, was himself.  What would happen because of all this?  He had really hoped to confront Brandy in the morning and tell her she was nothing but hot air…that she couldn’t make anything bad happen at all.  Maybe even do it without the stupid diapers.  Now, he couldn’t see any way out of the diapers again.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Vinny sat at his desk and dialed his phone.  It was late, but he didn’t think it was too late. 

“Hello?”

“Brandy!  Did I call too late?”

“Uncle Vinny, I’m not a baby.  I don’t go to bed this early!”

He laughed.  “Of course not, kid.  Listen, I just wanted you to know that everything went down perfectly tonight.  In fact, better than perfect.”

“That’s great, Uncle Vinny!  You don’t know how much I appreciate it.”

“Yeah, well you’re gonna owe me big for this next part.  I got the mother to agree to take a couple of cell phones too.”  He had to move the phone away from his ear because of Brandy’s excited squeal.

“Wow!  That’s super!  Thanks Uncle Vinny.  Thanks so much!  Hey, can we get him one with a camera in it?”

He shook his head.  Trust Brandy to take a mile for every inch you gave her.  “Sure, kid.  Tell you what.  You work it out with Frankie tomorrow.  Okay?”

“Thanks again, Uncle Vinny!  I’ll do it right after school.”

“Good!  Now go to bed, kid!”

She laughed.  This was going to be soooo cool!

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Gino lounged back in his office chair and closed his eyes.  He had been over her car with a fine tooth comb.  The wreck was in worse shape than he thought.  He had four mechanics working on it now.  They’d work all night if necessary.  The mother would never know that he was rebuilding most of her car for her.  She probably might not even notice that it would run a lot better.  She would only know that her brakes were working again.  He’d tell her that he just had to replace a simple little hose and maybe tighten a spark plug wire.  No cost.  She’d never know.  Vinny would pay for everything and then some…just as he always did.


Chapter 8

Bobby got out of his shower like he always did every morning and dried himself off.  He slipped his bathrobe back on and went back into his room.  He shut his door like he always did, except this time he wished that his door had a lock on it.  He was dreading getting dressed.

She had told him to put the diaper on as soon as he got dressed in the morning.  He stared at the pile of junk covering his bag of diapers and then at his dresser that held his underwear.  He wanted to cry.  Bad things would happen if he didn’t do whatever she said.  He knew that now for certain.  He didn’t know how she could do it, but last night had convinced him.  He had nightmares about it all night.  He dared not do anything against her wishes. 

Bowing to the inevitable, he dug through his pile of junk and pulled out one of the diapers.  He laid down naked on his bed with it spread out under him.  He wanted to cry as he pulled it up between his legs himself, covering all too firmly his little sex organ.  Turning himself, with his own hands, into the sissy baby she said he was.  He stood up and patted his padded front and back.  It was bad enough at school, but now at home too?  He couldn’t wait to leave now so there would be less chance of his mother noticing. 

He finished dressing quickly, trying to hide his embarrassing diaper as soon as possible.  He went out to have breakfast, praying that his mother would never notice.  He worried about it constantly until he was out the door.  Then he breathed a big sigh of relief.  Now all he had to do was to face Brandy and get through the rest of his day.

He was more frightened now of the trees at the edge of the school grounds than ever before.  And as he approached, he could see Brandy and a few of her friends waiting on the path for him.  He wanted to run away, but he couldn’t – he didn’t dare!

“Did something happen last night?” Brandy asked him right away.

“You know it did!” he replied.

“I told you something would happen,” she said with a satisfied smirk.  “Didn’t I?”

“Yeah,” he admitted regretfully.

“What happened?  Tell me!”

“Like you don’t already know!”

“I don’t know.  I don’t have any idea!”

“Yeah sure!” 

“I told you, I only know that something bad will happen and those things will only get worse if you don’t obey me.  But I have no idea what those things are going to be.”

He still wasn’t sure.  It didn’t sound very likely, but then none of this did.  “My mom’s brakes went out last night and she hit another car.”  He said.  He could see the shock on her face.  Maybe she didn’t know.

“Did anyone get hurt?”  There was a genuine note of concern in her voice.

“Thankfully, no!”

She nodded.  “Not this time at least.”  

He just stared at her angrily for that comment. 

“What about your hair?” she asked.  “Did you manage to convince her?”

He was still staring angrily at her.  Finally he hung his head.  “Yeah, I convinced her.  Finally!  She’s not happy about it though.”

“Good,” she replied.  “Remember, not one hair gets cut!  You want it to grow long – very long!  Or something worse might happen.”

He looked angrily at her again, but he dared not say anything.  He didn’t know how she could do it, but she could.  And it scared him to death!

“Let me see your diaper,” she said.  He opened his pants to show her again.  “Good!  Did you put it on when you got dressed this morning?”

“Yeah.  I hated it!”

“Awwww.  Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it…Baby Bobby.”  She laughed.  She pulled another one of her frilly blouses out of her bag and handed it to him.  When he had finished putting it on, she grabbed his face and put a thick coat of bright red lipstick on him again.  “Put your thumb in your mouth, Baby Bobby, and keep it there.  In fact, I think you should keep it there whenever you can today.”  She wagged her finger at him.  “Don’t let me catch you out in the hall without it in your mouth.  You wouldn’t want anything worse to happen to your mother now, would you?” 

She laughed and left him standing there like that.  What was he going to do?  He wanted to cry.  And all the kids that passed by him pointed at him and laughed…again.

He spent the whole morning trying to find times when he dared not have his thumb in his mouth, just in case she might somehow know.  And as usual, every time he did remove it, then his bright red lipstick showed.  He hated it – as always. 

At lunchtime, Brandy had one of her girlfriends feed him his baby food again – which the girl was all too delighted to do.  While she was doing that, Brandy grabbed a brush from her purse and began brushing his hair.  For months now he had been combing it back behind his ears to keep it out of the way because it had been so long since he had been able to get it cut.  Now, Brandy was combing it over his ears instead.  “Goodness,” she said as she started to see how really long it was, “you did need a haircut, didn’t you.  I knew it was getting long, but the way you had it combed, I couldn’t see how long it really was.”  When she was finished, she leaned in close to his head.  “From now on, you comb it straight down like I just did, not back behind your ears anymore.  Got that, Baby Bobby?  We want to see your pretty hair!”

There was such menace in her voice that it sent chills of fear through him.  He nodded his head.  “Yeah,” he replied sullenly.  What would his mother think?  She already thought he was nuts for wanting to grow it long.  Would this make things worse?  He wasn’t sure.

“Good,” Brandy said happily.  She put her brush away and pulled something small out of her purse.  Bobby felt her fussing with the hair on the side of his head for a moment.  “There, all done!” she declared and sat down to eat her lunch.

Something felt a bit strange where she had just messed with his hair.  He put his hand up to feel.  There was a metal clip of some kind there.

“Don’t touch!” she warned.  He immediately brought his hand back down.  “Don’t worry, she told him, you can hardly see it at all.”

He wasn’t too sure about that, but what was he going to do about it anyway?

He didn’t mind the diaper change after his lunch because since he had to diaper himself sooner that morning he had missed another chance to use the bathroom and was consequently wetter than usual.  Having to spend more of the morning in a wet diaper hadn’t been fun. 

Before they left the girl’s room though, Brandy let him look at his hair in the mirror.  She had put a tiny pewter colored hairclip in his hair.  It wasn’t all that noticeable which made him feel a bit better, but he could still see it.  He didn’t think it was possible to make him feel any more humiliated than he already had been, but she had just found another way.

When they got back to the lunch room, he did no better at all at finishing the baby bottle they gave him to drink.  And after the next two classes he had to leave the classrooms, carefully keeping his thumb in his mouth again, only to run into Brandy with the bottle so he could keep drinking from it.  His mouth was beginning to get really tired.  When he complained about it to Brandy, she laughed delightedly.  “Don’t worry,” she said, “you just need to get used to it.  And we’re going to help you – every day!”  She smiled wickedly at him, then made him put his thumb back in his mouth again to suck on.  He really hated his life – again!

When she met him after school to give him his shirt back, she said, “From now on, Baby Bobby, I expect to see you walking to school, and walking home again with your thumb in your mouth.  Since you say you get so tired trying to drink from a bottle, then obviously you need a lot more practice.  This will help.  Don’t you dare disobey me, Baby Bobby, cause you know what could happen!”

If things hadn’t gone the way they had last night, he wouldn’t have been so desperate to do whatever she said.  He felt more stupid than ever now, walking around not just at school, but now all the way home from school too, with his thumb in his mouth – like the big baby that he was.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Uncle Frankie wasn’t really her uncle, she just called him that.  But they were related.  She had half a dozen uncles, at least, that were really more like some form of cousins.  But calling them uncles was a lot easier – for everybody. 

Uncle Frankie owned an electronics shop – a big one.  He had the best games and game machines, DVD’s and TVs…along with cell phones and computers and anything else electronic that anyone could want.  Brandy loved to hang out there.  Uncle Frankie was also really good with some other things that very few people knew about.  Things like wiretapping and surveillance cameras and other things that Brandy was still trying to find out about.

Sammy drove Brandy to the store straight from school.  They both went inside.  Sammy headed straight for the CD music racks while Brandy headed to Frankie’s office.

“Hi Uncle Frankie,” she said as she opened his door.

“Brandy!  Vinny said you’d be here about now.  Come on in.”

“Did Uncle Vinny tell you what we need?”

“Oh yeah.  No problem.  Two cell phones, right?”

“Yeah.  I need one of them with a camera if possible.”

He reached into his desk drawer and pulled out two cell phones.  He put them down on his desk.  “All the phones got cameras now.  You know that.”

“They don’t look new,” she noted.

“Vinny said not to give them new ones.”

“How do I know which one will go to who?”

He shrugged his shoulders.  “How should I know?  You’ll have to figure that part out yourself.  You could always try calling them.  Vinny just said to get them some cell phones and I figure these should fit the bill.”

She picked up each of the phones and looked at them.  She turned each of them on and looked at what apps were on them – which was very little for both of them.  “They’re both almost the same.”

“Yeah, well that’s what I had laying around.”

She smiled.  “They’ll be perfect!  Thanks Uncle Frankie.”

“Sure thing Brandy.  No problem.”

“Oh, can I get the phone numbers for each of the phones?”

“What for?”

“You suggested calling him.  I can’t do that without the numbers.”

He laughed and pulled out a piece of paper and wrote down two phone numbers and handed it to her.

“Which one is which?” she asked.

“What does it matter?  You don’t know which of them is going to use what phone anyway.”

“When are you going to give them the phones?”

He looked at his watch.  “I may try to catch the mother downtown in a little while so I can get these things off my hands.”

“Great Uncle Frankie.  Thanks loads!”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby’s mother was having a remarkable day.  First, when she went to pick her car up after lunch, Gino had told her he just had to replace a tiny hose underneath and that was it.  And he also told her that some of her spark plug wires were loose.  And he didn’t charge her anything again.  She vowed to send him a very nice thank you note for it all and to refer everyone she knew to him for their car service.  He had seemed really pleased about that.

Now she had gotten a call from a man who was bringing her two cell phones that she and Bobby could use – for free.  It was like a miracle!

Her attention was caught by a man walking down the hall toward her desk.  He appeared to be a well-dressed business man.  He was looking around quite a bit as he approached.  Could this be the guy with the phones?

The man stopped near her desk.  “Are you the one looking for a couple of cell phones?” he asked politely.

“Yes, that’s me,” she said standing up and offering her hand.  He shook it.

“I’m Frank…from Frank’s Electronics.  You know it?”

She blushed.  “I’m afraid we don’t have money to spend in places like that.”

“Oh,” he replied.  “I guess that makes sense.  And that’s why Vinny asked me to get you the phones.”  He reached into his pockets and pulled out two cell phones and two chargers and laid them all on her desk.  Then he pulled out a form for her to sign and set that in front of her too.  “If you’ll just sign there that you got them, then I’ll be on my way.” 

She quickly glanced at the paper.  It looked like an employee receipt for using company property.  The name of his company was even printed on top.  She picked up her pen and signed where he pointed.  “You don’t know how much I appreciate this,” she said.

“No problem, Ma’am.  And all our phones have unlimited calls, data, and texting so you don’t have to worry about anything like that.  All we ask is that you don’t lose them.  Okay?”

She nodded.  “Like I said, I really appreciate this.  Please tell Mr. Vinny that for me too.”

“Sure thing Ma’am,” he replied.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

The next morning, Bobby was up earlier than usual.  He really hated having to diaper himself again, but he was excited today.  He was excited because for the first time he would be carrying a cell phone with him like all the rest of the kids.  He couldn’t wait to show it off.

He also hated having to comb his hair differently.  His mother had noticed first thing last night and asked him about it.  He had just shrugged her off and said he wanted it that way.  He was so glad she did nothing more than to give him an odd look.

He didn’t put his thumb in his mouth when he left home, he waited until just before he sighted the trees at the edge of the school grounds before he did that.  But even then, it was bad enough.  He felt so foolish!

Brandy was waiting for him as usual at the edge of the trees.  She smiled broadly seeing him with his thumb in his mouth.  “That’s a good baby, sucking your thumb like that,” she said right away.  “Did you diaper yourself when you got dressed this morning?”

“Yeah,” he replied reluctantly.

“So show me already!”

He opened his pants and pulled them down a bit.

“Very good.  See, it’s getting easier already, isn’t it?”

He had managed to get away with it again, but as to easier?  No, it wasn’t.  “Not really,” he replied.

She smirked at him.  “Don’t worry, it will!”  He seriously doubted that.  She quickly put the same hairclip in his hair that she had used on him the day before.  Then she pulled another one of her blouses out of her bag and said, “Okay, take your shirt off.”

But as he started removing it, his cell phone in his pants pocket suddenly rang.

“What’s that?” Brandy asked quickly.

But Bobby was too excited.  It was his first call on his new phone.  He proudly fished it out of his pocket and swiped the screen to answer it.  “Hello?” he said excitedly.

“Uh…” a man’s voice replied.  “Is Dena there?”

Bobby felt crushed.  It was a wrong number.  “No,” he replied.  “I’m sorry.  You have the wrong number.”  He hung up and put his phone away. 

What he didn’t know, was that in a big black car on the other side of the school, Sammy was just hanging up his phone.  “Bingo!” he said aloud.  “And I didn’t even need to try the second number.”  He started his car and drove off.

“Bobby!  You have a cell phone!” Brandy exclaimed – as if she didn’t know.

“Yeah,” he said pulling it out again.  I just got it last night.”

“I thought you couldn’t afford one.”

“We can’t.  This is kind of on loan to us.”

“But you can still use it?”

“Of course.  It’s great!”

Brandy already knew everything.  She just didn’t want him to realize that. 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

At lunchtime, Brandy asked to see his phone while another of her girlfriends got to feed him.  He gladly gave it to her to show it off.  “It came with all kinds of apps on it!” he said excitedly.

“I can see that,” Brandy replied.  “Have you tried the camera yet?  Have you taken any pictures with it?”

“No, not yet,” he admitted.  “I’m still trying to figure it all out.  I’ve never had one before.”

“It’s easy,” she said, handing it back to him.  “Push the icon there that looks like a camera.  Now push this little icon here so you can see yourself in the screen.  Hold it out in front of you and look at the screen and try to get the best shot you can.”  He did as she said.  “Okay, now just push that button.” 

He did, and heard a tiny click as the camera in the phone recorded his image.  He looked at the picture – him with a bib around his neck.  Embarrassing!  He could even see a little bit of the hairclip in his hair.

“Okay, now send it to me,” she said.

He looked at her puzzled.  “How?”

For the next little while, Brandy instructed him closely in how to use a lot of the features of his phone.  She made him practice over and over again sending out pictures to her.  Then she programmed her phone number along with the numbers of several of her friends into his phone for him.  His number, she entered into her phone. 

There wasn’t time for him to drink a bottle that day, and he was really glad.  In fact, they barely had time to change his diaper for him.  But having the cell phone and now being able to use it like everyone else made him feel really good!

At the end of the day, she met him under the trees again like she always did.  She took the hairclip out of his hair and gave him his own shirt to put back on.  While he was doing that, she asked, “What about Saturday?  Did you ask your mother yet if you could come?”

He looked shocked.   “No, I forgot!  I’m sorry.”

“Why don’t you call her now and ask,” she suggested.

He hadn’t considered that.  It would be a great thing to do since he had his new phone!  “Yeah,” he said excitedly as he finished with his shirt.  A minute later, he had dialed his mother’s number and was waiting for her to answer.  “Hi Mom!  It’s me!”  … “Yeah, this is great!  Listen, Mom, I’ve been invited to go to a friend’s house Saturday morning.  Can I go?”

His mother on the other end was about to refuse, she had originally planned on getting his hair cut and then going grocery shopping, but now that plan was down to just getting the groceries.  But Bobby didn’t seem to have a lot of friends.  She worried about that sometimes.  He had never asked to visit one before.  “What time, Saturday?” she asked tentatively.

He looked at Brandy.  “She wants to know what time.”

“Tell her about 10:30 or anytime really.  It’s just a bunch of kids coming over to play video games.”

That was news to him, and suddenly he was a lot more enthusiastic.  It sounded like fun!  “About 10:30,” he told his mother. 

His mother thought for a minute and she had heard what Brandy said about the games.  “Okay,” she finally said.  “Just find out where I have to take you and I’ll drop you off when I go for groceries.”

“Great Mom!  Thanks!”  He hung up his phone excited now.  They were going to play video games and have a good time!  He couldn’t wait.  “She’s going to drop me off when she goes out for groceries,” he told Brandy. 

Brandy just smiled very pleased.  Yes, they would play games.  Especially with him.


Chapter 9

For the rest of the week, Bobby “endured” whatever Brandy did to him, which was really just what she had started at the beginning of the week.  He had to show up wearing his diapers to school every day, suck his thumb all the time, wear the hairclip in his hair, and wear whatever blouse she had for him each day.  He also had to endure being fed baby food at lunchtime and drinking juice from a bottle.  Drinking the juice didn’t get any easier and all week long he had to work on it between his next two classes out in the hallway. 

Friday afternoon, when she gave him back his shirt after school, she asked him, “Are you still coming to my house tomorrow morning?”

“Yeah,” he replied enthusiastically.  “I’m looking forward to it.”

“Good,” she replied.  “I think you’ll have a lot of fun.”

She had said it so sincerely that he really believed her.  He was looking forward to the following morning even more now. 

“Just make sure you’re wearing a diaper when you show up, or I’m going to be very mad.”

“What?  Then too?  Why?”  He wasn’t at all happy about that.

“Well, think about it, you’ve already told everybody that you’re nothing but a big sissy baby who belongs in diapers all the time.  You can’t very well show up now without one, can you?”

He couldn’t believe it.  She was even making him wear a diaper to her house too.  He shook his head in disappointment.  He didn’t want to, but she was leaving him with no choice.

The following morning, he diapered himself like he had for school all week, but because he wasn’t leaving until later in the morning, he waited to do it until right before they left.  As much as he hated having to wear the diaper again, he was looking forward to playing the video games with everybody else.  At school he often heard everyone talking about playing video games, he just never had the opportunity to do it himself.  Not only did the games cost money, but his computer was so old it wouldn’t run them.

When his mother drove up to Brandy’s house, she was very surprised to see how big a place it was, a mansion really, complete with a very substantial looking wall and gate system surrounding it.  There were a few other cars in the circular driveway and they all looked to be very expensive.  “Are you sure this is the place?” she asked.  “It looks awfully ritzy to me.”

“This is the address she gave me,” he said.

Just then, Brandy came out of the front door along with two of her friends.  “Hi Bobby,” she called as she ran down the steps.  “Come on in.”

His mother shook her head.  How did he ever link up with such a rich girl?  But she wasn’t about to spoil his day.  “Have fun,” she said as he got out of the car.  “Call me when you need me to pick you up.”

“Don’t worry about that,” Brandy replied for him.  “We can take him home later.”

She wasn’t too happy about that, mostly because she was a bit ashamed of the shack they lived in compared to this house.  “Call if you need me,” she repeated.  Then she drove off.

As soon as her car was out of the driveway, Brandy asked, “Are you wearing your diaper?”

“Yeah,” he admitted, but he was a bit irritated because she had asked.

“Good.  Come on in, we’ve been waiting for you.”

He followed them up the wide front steps and into the house.  Everything he saw spoke of wealth – and a lot of it.  She led him up a flight of stairs to the second story and then down a hallway and through a door.  “This is my wing,” she explained simply.

“Your wing?” he asked.

“Yeah, this whole part of the house is mine.  The great part is that nobody disturbs me up here.  They know we like to play video games and make a lot of noise so they leave us alone.

“Sounds nice,” he replied, not knowing what else to say about it.

She led him into a big room where two more of her friends were already playing a game that showed up on a big screen TV on the wall.  “Wow!” he said as he walked in.  He watched the girls having fun with the game.  “Can I try?” he asked.

“Not yet, Baby Bobby,” we’ve got to get you ready to play first.”

Ready to play?  He wasn’t sure he liked the sound of that.  “What do I have to do to get ready?” he asked.

“Come with me,” Brandy said simply.  Then she called to the girls who were playing the game.  “We’re going to get him ready now!”

All the girls stopped playing immediately and squealed with delight.

Brandy led them out of the room and down the hallway to another room – her bedroom, which was huge and very nicely decorated.  Bobby wondered what she did with such a big room.  It was so big in fact, that he wondered why she even needed the other rooms.  All her friends came in and several of them sat on her bed.

“Okay, Baby Bobby, time to get undressed!”

“Undressed?”  He looked at her unbelievingly.

“That’s right.  Now get to it or we’re going to do it for you.”

He stared at her, still not quite comprehending.  Undressed?  Why?  And he really didn’t like the implications of it.

She sighed as she saw him standing there and just staring at her.  “Okay girls, have at him.”

The room was filled with delightful squealing and Bobby suddenly found himself surrounded by girls who were all pulling at his clothes.  He couldn’t have stopped them if he tried.  All too soon he was down to just his diaper and nothing else at all.

“Lay him down on my bed now,” Brandy said and Bobby let himself be led by both arms over to her bed where he laid down, wide eyed and worried.

“Look what I have for you,” Baby Bobby,” Brandy said.

She was holding up a diaper.  “But I’m already wearing one.”

“I know.  But for today, we’re making a little change.”  She grabbed a pair of small scissors from her dresser and sat down on the foot of her bed.  “Legs apart, Baby Bobby,” she ordered.  He cautiously moved his legs apart so she could get at his diaper easier.  She took the scissors and began cutting lots of tiny slits all over the cover of the diaper he was wearing.  Then she took the second diaper and put it under him and taped it firmly in place over top of the first one.  “There,” she said as she stood up again.  “Now you don’t have to worry about needing your diaper changed till you leave later.”  She looked at him wickedly.  “Maybe not even then.”  He gulped.

“Okay Baby Bobby.  Stand up now.”

He gratefully got off her bed.  The minute he stood up, he could feel the added thickness of the second diaper.  It was only one more diaper, but it felt more like three to him.  It felt so strange.  “Can I have my clothes back now?” he asked.

“Yes, Baby Bobby,” Brandy said, then she smiled that wicked smile of hers again.  “Just not the clothes you came in with.”  Her friends all started laughing then and he suddenly got scared.

Brandy opened her closet, which looked more like another room.  When she came out, she was holding a frilly pink dress.  “Look what I got for you, Baby Bobby.  Isn’t it so sweet?”

He looked at it horrified.  She didn’t expect him to wear that did she?  But as she walked closer to him with it, he realized that that was exactly what she expected.  He gulped yet again.  He looked for a way out, but he didn’t see one.  He quickly looked around for his own clothes, he didn’t see them either.  He did see his cell phone on her dresser, just not his clothes. 

She was taking the dress off the hanger now, and in his fear, he couldn’t take his eyes off of it.  It was all pink with lots of white lace trimming in all too many places. The skirt of the dress looked awfully full and as she was removing it from the hanger, he caught a glimpse of the white netting underneath that made it look so full.  He was nearly paralyzed when she made him hold his arms up over his head so she could put it on him.  The only thing he was capable of doing was to utter an agonized, “No….”  And then, as she settled the dress into place and began buttoning the buttons up the back, a tear began falling from his eye. 

“Sit on the bed now,” Baby Bobby,” she said.  Her friends pulled him backwards until he was up against it.  As he moved those few steps, he could feel the netting under the skirt of the dress moving constantly, touching the tops of his legs in weird ways.  The thickness of his diapers added to the strange feelings.  He sat up on the bed, the skirt of his dress stuck up almost obscenely all around him.

“See the pretty socks we found for you,” Brandy said as she held up a pair of socks.  They were white girl’s socks, folded over at the top with three rows of pink lace going around them.  Brandy handed one sock to two different girls and Bobby soon found his feet being attacked by them as they forced his feet into the socks. 

When they were done, he looked up.  Brandy was holding up a pair of shoes in her hand – white patent leather shoes with a thin strap that went across the top.  All too soon, two other girls were fastening the shoes on his feet.  She had dressed him completely like a girl.  A little girl!  He tried to stifle his tears, but a few came anyway.  He wanted to go home.  But he knew she’d never let him.

“Bring him over here now,” Brandy ordered.  The girls led him off of the bed and over to her vanity.  Again, he felt the strange twisting and moving of the skirt he was wearing.  It didn’t feel like it covered very much of his legs.  He was made to sit in the chair she was holding out for him.  “Aww, is the baby crying?” she laughed.  She grabbed his hand.  “Here, suck your thumb.  That will make you feel better.”  She brought his hand to his face for him and he automatically opened his mouth and stuck his thumb inside.  “Suck on it Baby Bobby.  Don’t just hold it there.”  He began sucking on his thumb.  It didn’t help his tears any, in fact, it only made him want to cry all the more. 

While he was crying and sucking his thumb, Brandy got her brush and began brushing his hair again.  Then she pulled something out of one of the drawers of her vanity and showed it to him.  “Isn’t it pretty?” she asked.

He was horrified.  It was a huge pink bow.  He knew what she was going to do with it.  If he wasn’t already crying, he would have been as he felt her fastening it into the back of his hair. 

“There,” she said when she had finished.  “You’re sooo pretty now.”  She and all her friends were laughing hysterically. 

She suddenly had her phone out and was using it to take pictures of him.  Lots of pictures.  She had him stand up and pose different ways for her, all of them humiliating. 

“Okay,” she said finally, “I think we’re finally ready to play some games now.”

He had come to her house to play games, just not the kind of games she had been playing.  But now he wasn’t sure he wanted to play any more of her games.

“Oh wait,” Brandy said before they could get out of her room.  “We almost forgot something.”  She ran back to her closet and came out with a doll and handed it to him.  “Now you hold that pretty doll all the time, Baby Bobby.  Babies always like to hold their dollies.”  Her friends were all laughing at him again.  And from somewhere, the camera flashed at him again.  And again, he felt so foolish.  “Now, thumb back in your mouth baby.”  She waited until he had done that.  “Good, now keep it there and let’s go play.”

Play?  He wanted to die!  As they walked back toward her game room, he couldn’t believe how exposed his legs felt.  The constant movement of the skirt against his legs made it all that much more noticeable.  His extra diaper felt horribly bulky between his legs.  He had no doubt that he was walking a little funny because of it.

When they got to her game room, he stood and watched as two of the girls resumed the game they had been playing earlier.  It looked like they were having a lot of fun.  He had the impression that he wasn’t going to get to play any of the games the others were playing.  Why had he agreed to come in the first place?  Because she told him he had to, that was why! 

Brandy opened up the little refrigerator that was in the room and pulled out a baby bottle.  He died a little bit more the moment he saw it.  She brought it over to him.  “Okay, Baby Bobby,” she said. “We really do want you to play and have a good time with us today, but we have a few special rules for you.”  He didn’t like the sound of that.  “Since you say you’re having so much trouble drinking out of your baby bottles, we’re going to give you lots of practice today.  Before you can play any game, you have to finish an entire bottle.  If your turn comes around again and you haven’t finished the bottle, then those of us who aren’t playing are going to take you outside and walk you around where everybody can see how pretty you are.”  He was horrified.  “So you see, if you don’t want to show off your pretty dress, then you have to keep drinking the bottles.  Finish the bottle by the time your turn comes, and you get to play.  In fact, if you win, then you keep playing until you lose.  Got it?”

He wasn’t really sure about her rules, but he didn’t like any of the parts he did understand.  One part in particular finally sank in.  “So if I keep winning, then I drink less bottles?” he asked.

She smiled.  That’s the idea.  Think of it as your prize…or the other way around – if you lose, you drink!”

He nodded.  “Can I play first?”

She laughed.  “Sorry, Babby Bobby.  You have to finish a bottle first!”

She handed him the bottle and sat him down in one of the chairs in the room.  He held the bottle in one hand and the doll in his other while he watched the game intently to try to see how it was played.  He had never played a game like it before and was more fascinated watching it than on paying strict attention to what he was doing.  Although he didn’t really realize it, he was enjoying watching the game.

Fortunately for him, some of the games took a long time to play, so that by the time his turn in the rotation came up he had already finished the bottle.  Brandy took it from him and praised him for finishing it.  He stood up and took one of the game controllers.  He had to study it closely.  “How do you work it?” he asked.

“You’re kidding?” the girl he would be playing against said.

He shook his head.  “No.  I’ve never gotten to play any games before.”

She looked at him like he was from another planet. 

“It’s okay, Baby Bobby,” Brandy said, coming to his aid.  She spent a few minutes showing him how to use the controller.  Then the game was on.  Unfortunately, he lost rather quickly, but it certainly was exciting and he did really like playing it.  His biggest problem wasn’t the game controller though.  His biggest problem was his dress and the way the skirt of it kept swishing around the top of his legs with every tiny movement.  It was so distracting and he had no way to stop it. 

As he sat back down again, Brandy handed him another bottle to drink.  He took it reluctantly.  He had the feeling that he would be drinking a lot of those bottles.  In fact, before lunch alone, he had finished four of them. 

By lunchtime, he was doing a lot better with the game and almost felt like he was really competing.  His biggest problem during his last two matches wasn’t his dress.  It was the fact that during each game he had to pee so badly.  He held it back while he was playing each time.  He knew he should have released it as soon as he realized he had to go so it wouldn’t distract him, but he just couldn’t.  And he certainly couldn’t do it while he was playing the game. 

When lunchtime came, he was afraid that she would make him eat baby food again like she did every day at school, but she surprised him.  There had been a knock on the outer door that momentarily terrified him, but Brandy went to answer it and when she came back she was wheeling a cart loaded with everything so that they could all fix their own hamburgers.  He was thrilled when he discovered that she was allowing him to eat like the other girls.  Well, almost. Brandy did insist that he drink another bottle instead of letting him open a can of coke.  But he still enjoyed it.

Then it was back to the games.  But by now he was noticing that after all the bottles of juice he had finished, he was peeing every few minutes.  It was really getting tiresome and his diapers were getting so thick and bulky that it was making it harder for him to move.

He lost three more games before he finally won a game.  And when he won, all the girls cheered for him, almost as if they all really were his friends.  And despite the way they had him dressed and what they were doing to him, he felt really good about it.

A little before three o’clock, Brandy called a halt to everything.  It was time to go home.  Bobby was taken back to her bedroom where they removed his pretty clothes and Brandy put a fresh diaper on him.  He was allowed to put his own clothes back on again and he was really, really glad.  When he was all dressed, he pulled his cell phone out to call his mother.

“Don’t do that,” Brandy said.  “I’ll take you home.”

“It’s no problem,” he replied.  “My Mom will come for me.”

“No.  I want to take you home,” she replied.  “I want to see where you live.”

He wondered why she would want to do that, but he agreed to go with her.  Unfortunately for him, by that time, he had to pee again – and she had just put the fresh diaper on him.  Could he make it home first?  He wasn’t too sure.

A little while later, he was sitting with her in the back seat of her big black car while Sammy drove them toward his house.  He was squirming by then, trying desperately to keep from wetting himself.  But things were quickly getting worse. 

“What’s the matter,” Baby Bobby,” Brandy whispered.

“I’ve got to pee real bad again,” he replied.

“So what’s stopping you?” she whispered back.

“I’m trying to make it home,” he replied.

“Don’t!” she told him.  Then she put her hand firmly on his crotch so she could feel his diapers, and kept it there.  She stared at him sternly…waiting.

He mentally gulped.  She was going to make sure his diapers were wet before he got home to his mother.  Having no choice, he began releasing himself into his fresh diaper.  Once again he was thoroughly wet. 

When he was done, she smiled and patted his crotch.  “Good baby,” she crooned.

Sammy seemed to know most of the way to his house, but Bobby gave some directions as they got closer anyway.  “That’s it,” he said finally.  “The grey one on the left.”  Sammy pulled up out front. 

Before Bobby could get out of the car, Brandy asked him, “Did you have a good time today?”

He only had to think about that for a minute.  “Yeah, I did.  I really did…mostly.”

“Good,” she replied.  “I’m glad.  Maybe we can do it again sometime.”  Despite having a good time, Bobby wasn’t really sure he ever wanted to do it again.

“Hey,” she said.  “I want to see your room.”

“My room?  Why?”

“I just do.  You saw mine.”

“My whole house could fit in your room.”

She laughed.  “No, I really want to see it.  Please?”

He shrugged.  “It’s not much, believe me.”

Instead of answering, she quickly got out of the car.

Bobby’s mother was waiting for him as they walked up the front sidewalk.  “Did you have a good time?” she asked.

“Yeah!” he said, mostly meaning it.  “We had a real good time.”

“I’m glad,” his mother replied.

“Mom, she wants to see my room for a second.  Is that okay?”

She was very hesitant.  “Well, I guess.  But only for a second.” 

“Great, thanks, Mom.”

“Um…” she stopped them before they got much past the front door.  She had noticed the man still out in the car.  “Does your father want to come in too?”

Brandy laughed a bit.  “Oh, that’s not my father.  That’s my driver.”

“Your driver?”

“Yeah.  Of course.”

She shook her head.  Rich people!

Brandy was shocked to see how tiny his house really was.  Maybe the entire thing really would fit in her bedroom.  How did they live like that?  But when she saw his shoebox of a room she was really stunned.  How did he stand it?  She would go crazy cooped up in such a small place.  Then she saw something that she wasn’t sure she recognized.  “What’s that?” she asked, pointing at his desk.

“My computer,” he replied fairly proudly.

“You’re kidding, right?”

“No.  We got it just before we moved here.  We don’t have internet, but I can still do my homework on it.”

“You don’t have internet?”

“No, of course not.”

“Most of my homework involves looking things up on the internet.  What do you do?”

He shrugged.  “I either look it up in books or I use one of the library computers.”

She shook her head.  She was having a hard time comprehending everything.  She had seen enough.  She had gotten the entire general layout of the house the minute she walked in.  She could literally see every room from one place in the hallway.  His room was next to the bathroom and his mother’s room was across the hall.  That was what she was really wanting to know.  Her future plans for him depended on him being able to do certain things undisturbed.  As far as she could see, even though everything was so small, it could still work.

As Sammy drove her home again, she had just one thought on her mind – no wonder Uncle Vinny was so insistent on her not costing them even one red cent!


Chapter 10

It was the first Monday in December.  The morning air was cold as he walked to school.  It had been gradually getting colder with each week, but before, the only light jacket that Bobby owned had been enough to keep the chill away.  His jacket did little for him that morning, and he shivered occasionally.  The cold had nothing to do with the chill that ran through his soul now every time he came in sight of the trees where Brandy would be waiting for him.  His thumb was already in his mouth.  It had been for the last block. 

He didn’t even try to walk past the trees.  He automatically went to the place where she would be waiting, and as he expected, she was there.  “Good morning, Baby Bobby,” she said. 

He had one thumb in his mouth and his other arm wrapped tightly around his body as if it might help him to stay warmer.  He didn’t bother answering her, but he had to wonder if maybe she seemed to be a bit more excited today.  Why?  Did she like the cold?

“You look cold,” she said as she saw him shiver.  “Why didn’t you wear a heavier coat?”

He finally took his thumb out of his mouth.  “Because this is the only jacket I have.  It didn’t usually get this cold where we moved from.”

She was deeply shocked.  “The only jacket you have?  No coat at all?”

He shook his head instead of answering.  He was too cold.  His teeth were starting to chatter as he noticed that she was dressed in a thick coat with fur all over it.  Her hands were encased in furry gloves and she even had matching furry earmuffs over her head.  What did she know about being cold?

“Okay, Baby Bobby,” I understand.  “Take your shirt off now and show me your diaper.”

He dropped his backpack to the ground, and opened his pants to show her the diaper he was wearing.  Then he quickly removed his jacket and shirt.  He grabbed the long sleeved blouse she handed to him as fast as he could and raced to get it on to cover his freezing body.  And through it all, she stared wide-eyed at him.  He was so cold. 

As he quickly grabbed his jacket to put back on again, she stopped him.  “Wait!” she told him.  But he didn’t stop.  He slipped his jacket back on and wrapped his arms around his chest trying to stay warm.  She quickly took her own gloves and coat off.  Underneath she was wearing a white cardigan sweater.  She took that off too and handed it to him.  “Here,” she said.  “Put this on.  It will help keep you warm.”

He looked at her surprised.  Did she really mean that in kindness, or was this just another of the little things she kept pressing at him?  But the sweater did look warm.  He took it gratefully and put it on under his jacket.

As soon as Brandy had put her own coat back on again, she got another hairclip out of her bag – a different one this time.  Since this one was plastic and slightly bigger and had a design painted on it, it certainly looked a lot more…girly.  He wasn’t exactly thrilled to have her put it in his hair.  “Can I go now?” he asked.  He wanted to get up near the building where the wind would be blocked a bit more and he could get inside as soon as the doors were unlocked.

“Not quite yet, Baby Bobby,” she said with that mischievous grin of hers.  Once again she dug into her bag and pulled something out and held them up.  “Remember these?” she asked. 

Bobby stared in disbelief.  She was holding up the white patent leather shoes she had made him wear at her house a few weekends ago.  “You don’t…” he started to say, but his fear didn’t let him finish.

“Of course I want you to wear them, Baby Bobby.  Since I bought them for you, there’s no sense seeing them sit there and go to waste when you could be wearing them.  Now take your shoes off.”

He was cold down to his toes and he felt like crying.  He didn’t want to stand there any longer, but he couldn’t get past her either.  With a small whimper, he stooped down and untied his shoes.  He kicked one off and she handed him one of the shoes.  He hated putting it on but he had no choice.  The strap was a bit awkward for him to manage, especially with his cold fingers, but he got it.  A minute later, he was fastening the strap on the second shoe too.  He stood up.  The bright white shoes showed up all too plainly against his black socks.  At least she hadn’t brought the frilly socks she had made him wear that day. 

“Oh, they look so sweet on you, Baby Bobby,” she said as she and her friends all started giggling.  “Okay.  See you at lunch today.  And don’t be late.” 

She had said that last part teasingly, but to Bobby, it almost came out as a warning, as if she had something planned for lunchtime.  Did she?  Now he was worried.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

He was grateful for the sweater all morning.  Even though the school building was warm, it wasn’t that warm.  A few kids laughed at his shoes, but mostly he ignored them, just as he usually did.  There wasn’t anything he could do about it. 

Mostly, his morning went about average.  He attended classes and wet his diaper a few times.  He was so used to doing that now that it was beginning to feel normal.  He also hardly noticed that he now sat through his classes with his thumb in his mouth.  He always sat in the back anyway and rarely did any teacher ever call on him for anything anymore.  Mostly, the teachers tried their best to ignore him.  And he was a lot happier that way.

His morning was so normal that he didn’t even think about anything that Brandy might have planned for him again until he was taking his sandwich out of his locker before lunch – the sandwich that would inevitably get thrown away since he was always fed baby food now.

He entered the lunch room and sat in his usual seat next to Brandy and she grabbed his sandwich as she usually did.  A bib was quickly tied around his neck and one of her friends began shoving spoonfuls of brightly colored baby mush into his mouth.  Feeding him went a lot quicker lately since he no longer put up even the slightest resistance. 

He was being fed his second jar of food when Brandy leaned over to talk quietly in his ear.  “It’s that time again, Baby Bobby,” she said. 

Time?  What Time?  What was she talking about?

“It’s time for us to teach you something new again.”

His eyes went wide and he suddenly felt a terrible feeling in the pit of his stomach.  And he didn’t even know what she would be demanding.  The girl who was feeding him his lunch put the spoon up against his mouth.  A tiny bit of the food wound up on his face, but he opened his mouth and let her shove it in.  He swallowed it with difficulty now.

“Tell me, Baby Bobby, what do you do for your mother at home?” she asked.

He turned his head toward her.  What did he do?  “Whatever she wants,” he replied.  “If she needs me to do something, then I do it.”

She nodded.  “That’s very good.  Tell me, do you ever do anything like the laundry?”

He shrugged, “Occasionally.  Usually my mom does it.”

“Oh dear, Baby Bobby.  A little sissy like you at home alone so long and you can’t even help her more with something so simple?  Shame on you!”  She leaned even closer.  “From now on, Baby Bobby, you’re going to be doing all the laundry in your house for your mother.  Think of it, she works so hard every day.  It’s the least you can do for her isn’t it?  Don’t you think she’d appreciate that?”

When she put it that way, he had to agree.  “Yeah,” he replied, but tentatively.

“Good!” she replied.  “Now, Baby Bobby, there’s a reason for this.  What time do you go to bed at night?”

He had no idea why she should want to know something like that.  “Usually about ten,” he replied.

“Perfect.  After you say goodnight to your mother, I expect you to call me.  Just talk quietly and she’ll never hear you.  I know you can do that now, can’t you?”

He thought about it for a moment.  There really would be no problem with him calling her.  He was just worried about why.  “Okay,” he finally replied.

“Good.  Then I’ll see you after school.”

Her girlfriends changed his diaper that day and handed him his bottle to drink.  For once, he actually finished it before lunch was over.

All afternoon, he wondered why she would want him to call her that night.  He couldn’t figure it out.  After school, he went to the trees to meet her.  Her girlfriends were there, but she wasn’t.  It was a few minutes before she came running up to him.  She had a big bag in her hand.  He took his jacket off immediately and then the sweater and blouse she had given him that morning.  In return, she handed him his shirt and shoes back again and took the new hairclip out of his hair. 

When he was dressed normally again, she handed him the bag.  “Here’s more diapers for you, Baby Bobby.  I don’t want you to run out.”  He wasn’t exactly glad to hear that.  His supply was running a bit low.  He opened the bag and looked in.  Another big bag of diapers…and another box too.  He pulled the other box out.  It was a large box of big plastic trash bags.  He looked at her questioningly. 

“I’ll tell you about them tonight,” she said with a bit of laughter. 

The diapers he understood, but trash bags?  At least she had given them to him in a big bag this time so he wouldn’t have to carry the diapers home openly.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Since they couldn’t afford cable, there were very few TV shows that Bobby and his mother could receive off of just an antenna.  But they did enjoy what they could get.  They spent time watching TV together almost every night. 

At ten o’clock, Bobby went to his room and put his pajamas and bathrobe on.  Then he went back out to kiss his mother goodnight.  She lovingly told him to sleep well.  He went back to his room and got into bed, this time with his cell phone.  He called Brandy.  “You wanted me to call?” he whispered. 

She was giggling.  “Oh yes, Baby Bobby.  You’re doing just fine so far.”

Just fine?  All he had done was to call her.  “So what do you want?” he asked.

She giggled again.  “Tonight, you’re going to learn to do something new.”

“What?” he asked.

Once again she giggled.  “You’re going to wet your bed!”

He was shocked.  “I can’t!”  He had a moment of panic because he had almost said it too loudly. 

“Yes you can, Baby Bobby.  Now here’s what you’re going to do.  You’re going to take some of those big plastic bags I gave you and put them under your sheet to protect your mattress.  You wouldn’t want your mother to know about this with a wet smelly mattress would you?”

“But how about everything else?” he protested.

“That’s why you’re going to be doing all the laundry from now on.  In the morning, all you have to do is put your sheets into one of the plastic bags.  Then when you get home from school, you do all the laundry, and your mother will never know.”

He could see that she really did have this all planned out.  But he couldn’t.  He just couldn’t do it.  “But I can’t!” he protested.  “I just can’t!”

“Yes you can, Baby Bobby.  You know you can.  Furthermore, if you don’t do what I tell you to do, then you know that something bad will happen to your mother.  You don’t want to see her get hurt do you?  And I don’t think she can avoid getting hurt anymore!”

He was in a panic.  He knew that somehow she could cause these bad things to happen – as completely improbable as it sounded.  But he just couldn’t wet his bed.

“Now do it, Baby Bobby!” she commanded. 

He started crying.  “I can’t!” he cried softly.  “I can’t”

“Just do what I tell you, Baby Bobby.  “Pull your sheets back and cover your bed with the plastic trash bags.”

“I…”

“Do it!”  She heard him sobbing softly in the background as he put his phone down.  She heard lots of soft noises and she was fairly sure the crinkling of some plastic.  Eventually he picked up the phone again.

“Okay,” he said.

“Good baby.  Did you pull your sheets back up?”

“Yes.”

“Good, now all you have to do is to lay there and wet the bed for me.  It’s that simple.”

Bobby laid there and thought about it, but it wasn’t that simple.  He just couldn’t do it.  Not just mentally, but physically too.  He had just been to the bathroom so he didn’t need to pee.  “But I can’t!” he protested once again.  “Besides, I just went.  I don’t have to pee right now.”

“You better pee now for me baby or you know something bad will happen!”

He was sobbing harder now.  “I can’t.  I can’t.  I can’t.  I just went to the bathroom before this.  I didn’t know.  Please, please don’t hurt my mother.  Please, please, please!”

“I don’t know, Baby Bobby.  I don’t know.  I think she’s going to have to get hurt.  We’ll discuss this more tomorrow.  Good night!”  She quickly closed her connection.

Actually, she had briefly considered the fact that he might not be able to do it this time, but she had pushed those thoughts away.  That had been a mistake.  Plus, she realized she had forgotten a few things.  Important things that she should have thought of before.  Next time, it would happen for sure…or else!  Next time he wasn’t going to escape!

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby laid in his bed and sobbed himself to sleep, worrying about what might happen to his mother.  He slept fitfully all night, waking often from nightmares he couldn’t remember.  His panic and fear grew all night.

The next morning, Bobby nearly ran to school.  In fact, he was there before Brandy for once.  The moment he saw her, he dropped to his knees and began pleading.  “Please don’t do anything to my mother.  Please!”  Over and over he begged. 

“We’ll see, Baby Bobby.  We’ll see.  I’ll discuss it with you at lunch and not before.”

He realized that she might be offering him a chance so that his mother wouldn’t get hurt.  “Thank you!” he replied sincerely.

“Don’t thank me yet, Baby Bobby.  I still haven’t made up my mind.”  She had him change into one of her warmer blouses and the white patent leather shoes again, then she put the same hairclip in his hair.  “Thumb back in your mouth, baby.  And don’t forget to keep it there.”  She walked off and left him, dragging her group of friends along with her. 

All morning long, Bobby fretted about it.  For once, lunch couldn’t come soon enough.  When the time came, he hurried to her table.  “Please,” he said as soon as she got to the table. 

She sat down and leaned over to talk to him quietly.  “I’ve decided that it’s going to be completely up to you.  I’ve thought up kind of a tiny consolation punishment for you for this week.  You can accept that, and then next week wet your bed, or your mother gets hurt right away.  The choice is yours.  But if you don’t do your punishment and wet the bed next week, then whatever will happen to your mother will be much worse.  Much!” 

He stared at her as she began pulling out her lunch.  At the same time one of her friends began fastening his bib around his neck.  He finally realized that she was indeed offering him a chance to save his mother.  Consolation punishment?  What did she mean by that?  “Okay,” he finally said.  “What consolation punishment?”

She turned to him, her mouth full of food, and smiled.  As soon as she had swallowed she said.  “Oh Bobby, for a big baby like you, this will be so easy.  All you have to do is let your mother see that her precious big boy isn’t quite as big as she thinks he is.”

He blinked, trying to comprehend that.  It wasn’t making sense to him.  “Huh?”

She nearly laughed as she leaned toward him again.  This week, you’re going to let your mother see you sucking your thumb for the next three nights.  She has to see you doing it each time!  Then you’re going to write me a paper every night telling me exactly what she said and how you felt about it all.  That’s all there is to it.”

He stared at her, completely horrified.  “But that’s crazy.  What will I tell her?”

“That’s completely up to you Baby Bobby.  You’ll have to figure something out.  Just remember, she can’t ever know about me!  Oh, and don’t forget to start doing the laundry every day for her too.”

He looked away from her as another spoonful of baby mush was shoved into his mouth, but he barely noticed.  How could he do it?  His own mother…would see him…acting like a baby.  The more he thought about it, the worse it made him feel.  But if he didn’t do it, something really bad would happen and he couldn’t stop it.  The only thing he could do to keep his mother from getting hurt, was to do exactly what Brandy told him to do.  As another spoonful of mush went into his mouth, a tear came out of his eye and ran slowly down his cheek.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

It was getting late that night, after 9:30.  Bobby and his mother were watching TV as usual, but he barely knew what was on.  He had to suck his thumb right in front of his mother!  He couldn’t…but he didn’t dare not do it.  If he didn’t do it soon, it would be too late and his mother would get hurt.  He took a mental deep breath and slowly brought his thumb up to his mouth and began sucking on it as he pretended to watch the TV show, but he was really trying to watch his mother out of the corner of his eye.  He sucked his thumb like that for a long time before she even turned her head, and when she did, he couldn’t help but to turn and stare at her, wide eyed and fearful of what she would say.  As she looked at him, he sheepishly pulled his thumb out of his mouth again.  She smiled at him and went right back to watching the end of the show.  He couldn’t believe it.  That was her only reaction.  Nothing else.  Why didn’t she yell at him? 

The show ended and his mother got up.  It was bedtime.  He expected to hear something from her about it, but she just kissed him goodnight and sent him to bed like she always did.  He was so relieved!  One part of it down.  But what would she do tomorrow night?

Once his door was closed, he quickly typed out on his computer what had happened and printed it for Brandy before he got into bed.  He felt relieved over the way his mother had acted, but he was worried about the future – for a lot of reasons.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby’s mother went to bed thinking about him.  She had seen him sucking his thumb…again.  He had been doing it more and more lately, only this time he had known that she had seen him.  She worried about him, but for the most part, he seemed to be doing just fine.  It wasn’t easy to raise a boy without a father.  She wondered if there was something worrying him at school, or was it just some kind of phase.  But his grades were acceptable.  Not exactly perfection, but she didn’t expect that of him.  Did she need to mother him a bit more?  She doubted that.  It would only hurt him in the long run.  It was probably just a phase and would pass in time.  She’d just be patient, and in the meantime, if he needed to talk to her about anything, then he knew she would always be there for him.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

“That’s it?” Brandy asked as she read what he had written.  “She didn’t say anything at all?”

Bobby was surprised at how furious Brandy seemed to be.  “No.  Not a word.  She did ask me just before I left for school this morning if something was bothering me lately.  But that’s it.”

“What did you tell her?”

“That nothing was bothering me.”  A big fat lie if he ever heard one.

“Good!”  She shook her head.  “We’ll just have to see what happens the rest of the week, Baby Bobby.”

But that night, when Bobby saw his mother notice him with his thumb in his mouth again, she just turned back to the TV program, almost as if she didn’t care.  And it happened the same way Thursday night too, even though he had sat through most of the movie sucking his thumb.  The most she had ever done was to smile briefly at him and that was it. 

But when Brandy read his report Friday morning, she actually smiled.  “Well, Baby Bobby.  I guess your mother doesn’t mind seeing what a big baby her son really is.”

“So you’re not going to hurt her?”

“That’s still up to you, Baby Bobby.  You still have to learn to wet the bed next week.  And now that we’ve put it off a week, it’s going to be harder.”

“Harder?”  How could it get any more difficult?

She smiled wickedly at him again.  “I’ll explain it on Monday.”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby worried about it all weekend long.  He was still worried about it as he diapered himself before he got dressed Monday morning.  What more could she possibly want?  He knew now that he was going to be doomed to wet his bed that night.  That much had finally sunk fully into him.  There was going to be no way out of it.  But as much as he worried about that, he was more worried now about whatever new parts Brandy had decided on.  How could it get any worse?

As he was changing under the trees into the soft warm sweater top she gave him Monday morning, he couldn’t wait to ask her any longer.  “Do I still have to wet the bed tonight?” he asked.

“Of course Baby Bobby.  And don’t you dare disappoint me, ‘cause you know why!” 

He nodded.  “But you said it was going to be harder.”

She smiled.  “It will!  But we’ll discuss that after school.”

“But…”

She shook her head.  “Not until after school.”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

He was distracted by his own thoughts and worries all day again.  What could she possibly demand now?  It was with more than a bit of trepidation that he met her later after school.  She gave his own clothes back to him again and took the hairclip out of his hair.  When he was fully dressed, he knew she would be telling him then, and he didn’t have to wait very long. 

“Open your backpack, Baby Bobby,” she said as she hunted through the big bag she always carried. 

He unzipped the top of it, but he froze when she turned around and dropped an empty baby bottle into it. 

“Okay, Baby Bobby, here’s the way it’s going to work.  From now on, you don’t go pee-pee in the potty before you go to bed every night.”

“Pee-pee in the potty?” he asked, surprised at her choice of words.

She smiled.  That’s right Baby Bobby.  Babies don’t use words like bathroom or toilet.  They say pee-pee and they say potty.  Say it.”

“Pee-pee.  Potty.”

“That’s right.  From now on I don’t want to hear you using those other words.  When you wet, it’s pee-pee and instead of bathroom, it’s potty.”

He looked at her like she was from another planet.  Maybe she was.

“Now, like I said, no more pee-pee in the potty for you before bedtime!  Is that clear, baby?”

He was mentally just getting back to what she was demanding after hearing her use the babyish words.  But her demand finally sank in.  “But what if I have to go?” he asked. 

“Don’t!  Now, I want you to make sure that your bottle is full of water before you go to bed.  Then, instead of phoning me when you go to bed, you’re going to set the alarm on your cell phone for midnight.  Then you’re going to drink that whole bottle of water before you go to sleep.  And I want you to take several pictures of yourself drinking it and send them to me so I can see that you’re doing it.  Remember Baby Bobby, no more potty before bed and you stay in your bed like a good little baby – all night long. 

At midnight I want to you to wake up and take some pictures of you and your wet bed and send them to me.  So if you haven’t wet it before then, you’d better do it before you take the pictures.  Then, in the morning, I want you to take more pictures and send them.

He was horrified – by all of it.  “But…”

“There are no buts, Baby Bobby.  You either do it just like I said, or your mother gets hurt – bad!”

She had him trapped and he knew it.  There was no way he couldn’t do exactly as she said.  He trembled as he walked all the way home, with his thumb in his mouth.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

That night, he put his pajamas and bathrobe on before bed.  He also pulled down his sheets and lined his mattress really well with the large plastic bags.  Then he went into the bathroom to pee like he always did.  But this time, he carried the baby bottle hidden under his bathrobe.  As he filled it from the sink, he really felt the need to pee – but she had said that he couldn’t.  He stared at the toilet and the need became even greater. 

He hid the bottle in his room and went to kiss his mother goodnight.  Every step heading back to his room felt like he was walking toward his doom.  He set the alarm on his phone for midnight and stuck it under his pillow.  He had to pee really badly, but he grabbed the baby bottle and began sucking on it anyway.  But drinking the extra water was like adding gasoline to a fire.  His need to pee increased horribly.  He snapped a couple of pictures of him drinking his bottle and sent them to Brandy. 

When he finally finished the bottle, he laid down and tried to go to sleep, but he couldn’t.  Not at all.  He was not only worried about what he had to do, but his need to pee was so bad that couldn’t sleep.  So many times he almost got out of bed and ran into the bathroom, but he forced himself to remain in his bed, because if he didn’t, then Brandy would make something horrible happen to his mother. 

He heard his mother checking the house and then going to bed herself, and he was still fighting against his need to pee.  Eventually, he lost – a tiny bit.  Some of it escaped and wet the front of his pajamas.  But at least the pressure eased up – somewhat.  He turned the light on next to his bed and pulled his covers back to see how bad it looked.  There was a tiny but noticeable wet patch on the front of his pajama pants.  Frustrated, he turned his light off again and laid back down. 

By the time his phone beeped at midnight, he had wet himself a tiny bit a few more times.  But now Brandy wanted more pictures.  Still fighting the need to pee, he snapped a picture of himself already wet and sent it to her.  But he knew she wanted more and that he had no choice.  He closed his eyes and had to force himself to finally let the pee out completely.  In one way, it felt like a huge relief.  But as the wet spot under him began growing and his wet pajamas began clinging to more and more of his body, a feeling of absolute horror began to run through him that seemed to grow stronger and stronger the wetter he got.  What had he done?  He surveyed the damage.  He was thoroughly soaked, just as his bed was.  Hating it, he snapped a couple of more pictures and sent them to Brandy. 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Brandy was in heaven.  She had been too excited to sleep.  And when his first pictures came in after midnight she was positively delighted.  They even showed that he had wet himself before he had to.  When she finally turned out her light to go to sleep, her only thoughts were that she couldn’t wait to see his next pictures when she woke up in the morning.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby’s wet bed haunted him all night.  His wet clinging pajamas felt miserable.  But he did his best to sleep.  And worse, the extra bottle she had made him drink made him need to pee again before he could get up in the morning.  Having no other choice, he allowed him to wet himself and his bed yet again.  He felt like crying as he laid there in his already soaked pajamas and did it.  But he was so wet already that the extra pee hardly made a difference. 

He was awake very early the next morning.  He snapped a couple of pictures and sent them to Brandy, then he quickly put all his sheets into one of the plastic bags that had been lining his mattress.  He was glad to see that his mattress was unstained.  His pajamas went quickly into the bag too.  He put his bathrobe on and opened his window a bit to let some fresh air into the room.  Then he dashed to the bathroom to pee normally and to take a much needed shower. 

It was almost with relief when he put the diaper on himself and got dressed a short while later. 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

“Did you get the pictures?” Bobby asked Brandy as she was digging another warm blouse out of her bag for him. 

She laughed delightedly.  “I sure did.  You were great, Baby Bobby.  Really great.”

“So you’re not going to hurt my mother now?”

“Nope,” she replied happily.  “Not as long as you keep doing it.”

“Keep doing it?”  He couldn’t believe it.

“Of course Baby Bobby.  You’re a bed-wetter now.  You can’t just stop.  You have to do it till I say you can stop.”

He was shocked.  “And how long will that be?”

She smiled wickedly at him.  “I’ll let you know.”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

That day at lunch, while one of her friends fed him his baby food, Brandy brushed his hair again and played with it a bit.  She dug into her bag and pulled out a small pair of scissors and trimmed the ends of it in a few places.  “Don’t worry, Baby Bobby,” she said.  “I’m just making it look a little more even.”  Then she put the hairclip back in it. 

Every night that week, she made him repeat what he had done on Monday night.  He hated it horribly.  He really did have to do the laundry everyday now before his mother got home so she’d never find out.  The worry ate at him, but what choice did he have?

On Friday during lunch, Brandy leaned over towards him while he was being spoon fed again and asked.  “Are you tired of wetting your bed yet, Baby Bobby?”

He looked at her, ignoring the spoonful of mush that was waiting to go into his mouth.  “Of course I am,” he replied.

“Good.  Because there’s only one way you can get out of it now.”

He wasn’t too sure he wanted to hear whatever it would be.  “What?” he finally asked.

“From now on, you have to wear diapers to bed, that’s all.”

“To bed!  Isn’t it bad enough that you’ve got me wearing them all day at school?”

“That’s the deal Baby Bobby.  You either wear diapers to bed from now on, or you keep wetting the bed like the little baby that you are.”

She was leaving him no choice at all and he knew it.  Worse, the diapers really would be a lot easier in many ways than what she had been making him do now.  As much as he hated saying it, he quietly said, “Okay.”

“Good, Baby Bobby,” she said excitedly.  “Now here’s what you have to remember. From now on, when you get ready for bed at night.  No more pee-pee in the potty.  Right?”  He didn’t respond, but she didn’t care.  “And you put your diapers on as soon as you get ready for bed – before your pajamas.  Got that?”  Again, he was just listening.  “And every night before you go to sleep, you have to drink a full baby bottle of water.”  She saw him wince at that part.  “And don’t forget, lots of pictures every night.  I want to see you drinking your bottle, and I want pictures of you diapered before bed and again when you wake up in the morning.  And your diapers had better be obviously wet when you wake up!”

He stared at her almost not comprehending anything, even though he had heard and understood it all too well.  She was condemning him to even more time in diapers now.  A lot more time.  And the worst part was that this choice was better than having to wet his bed every night.  He had no choice.  From now on, he would be wearing diapers to bed and wetting himself at night too.


Chapter 11

Brandy browsed through all the pictures of Baby Bobby in her computer.  She had collected quite a few now.  Mostly, they were really funny.  She checked his new pictures every morning very carefully.  He was indeed drinking his bottle before bed like he was supposed to, and best of all, his diapers were really wet when he got up in the mornings.  She wondered how he felt about that.  He probably hated it, but she didn’t care.  She just wished that she could somehow watch him diapering himself every night.  The pictures were great, but it would be better if she could be there to see it for herself. 

As she thought about that, she blankly stared at her computer screen for a few seconds.  When she focused her eyes again, she noticed the small black dot over the top of her screen.  An idea came to her.  It would be so cool!  But how could she do it?  There were so many obstacles to overcome.  She mentally made a list and began working through them.  It took her two full days before she finally thought she had it all figured out.

She picked up her phone.  “Hi Uncle Vinny.”

“Brandy.  How are you kid?”

“Great, Uncle Vinny.  Great.”

“Good.  What’s up, Brandy?”

“I know what you can get me for Christmas, Uncle Vinny.”

“What’s that?”

“A new computer.”

“Sure kid, whatever you want…hey, wait a minute!  Didn’t I get you one last year?  What happened to it?”

“Nothing.  It’s perfect.”

“So why do you need a new one already?”

“Because I want to give this one to Bobby.”

“You want to….  Wait a minute Brandy, I smell another one of your schemes in this.  Am I right?”

She laughed.  “You’re right as usual, Uncle Vinny.”

“Okay, so tell me about it.”

“I’d rather do that in person if you don’t mind.”

“Sure, sure.  How about later today?  Okay?”

“Great, Uncle Vinny.  Oh, and can we invite Uncle Frankie too?”

“Frankie?”  He was more than a bit surprised.  “Okay, Brandy.  I’ll give him a call.  See you later.”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

It took Brandy almost a full hour to explain everything she wanted to both Vinny and Frankie.  They both had a lot of questions and misgivings about it, but in the end she hoped she had convinced them.  Uncle Frankie had even had a few technical suggestions that she hadn’t thought of. 

“Okay, Brandy,” Vinny finally said.  “Go home and let us talk about this for a bit.  Okay?”

“Sure, Uncle Vinny,” she replied happily.  She felt almost certain that they were going to let her do it.

When she was gone, Frankie shook his head.  “Geez!  The kid is crazy.”

“Yeah, she is, but you got to admit, she’s brilliant too.”

“Yeah, there’s no getting past that.  But there are easier ways to do what she wants with a lot less trouble.  I mean no trouble at all.”

“I know.  But this is her deal.  Let’s let her run with it.”

Frankie shrugged his shoulders.  “No problem to me.”

“Good,” Vinny replied.  “There’s just one little change I’d like you to add for me though that I don’t want her to know about.”

“Yeah?  What’s that?”

“I want you to fix it so that we can keep an eye on everything she sees.”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

For Christmas a few weeks later, Brandy unwrapped a brand new computer that she had already picked out.  The next day, her old computer went directly to Frankie’s shop where Frankie and Brandy would spend a few days working together to really “fix” it.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

The best part about Christmas vacation for Bobby, was no school.  More importantly, no diapers…at least during the day.  Brandy was still making him wear them to bed every night and she often called him to remind him.  Ugh! 

Christmas morning, his mother had even surprised him by getting him a shirt and pair of pants for school.  They weren’t exactly new since all their clothes came from the Salvation Army store, but to him they were new.  Their money situation was so bad he hadn’t really expected to get anything at all.  He only wished he could have gotten his mother something in return, but since he had no money at all, there was no way that he could. 

Later Christmas morning, the two of them sat watching a movie on TV together.  His mother occasionally glanced over at him during the movie.  It was always during the tense parts of the shows that he seemed to be sucking his thumb, and no surprise his thumb was in his mouth again.  She mentally sighed.  She really needed a husband.  Bobby really needed a father – a good strong man in his life to help him grow up.  But so far, the chances of that were rather bleak, just like their finances. 

She watched him unconsciously reach up with his other hand and grab some of his long hair and begin twirling it around his finger.  He was so intent on the movie.  Did he know what he was doing?  Having no answers, she went back to watching TV herself.

Later that day, she was walking from her bedroom when she passed him in the bathroom.  He was staring in the mirror, trying to comb his hair, but he was having some trouble.  “What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Oh nothing.  It just gets so tangled up sometimes.”

“If you’d get it cut then you wouldn’t have those problems.”

“No.  I don’t want to cut it.  I want to let it grow long.”

She shook her head.  “I don’t know why.  You’re starting to look like a girl!”  She saw him stare at her for moment.  He had a rather horrified look on his face.

“I don’t care,” he said, a bit more contritely.  I don’t want to cut it.”

“Suit yourself,” she sighed.  She watched him still trying to get his comb through it.  The dry heat in the house wasn’t helping matters any and he had a lot of static in his hair.  “Here,” she finally said as she walked into the bathroom to help him.  “If you’re going to wear it long, then you’re going to have to learn how to take care of it better.”  She took his comb from him and grabbed her brush out of the medicine cabinet instead and started brushing it.  His hair really was getting long.  She was surprised at how even it looked all around.  Almost like he had trimmed it.

“Tell you what,” she said, “Let’s wash it again and play with it a bit.  How’s that sound?”

He wasn’t too sure.  “Why?” he asked.

“Oh come on.  It will be fun.  We’re both off and we’ve got nothing else to do.  How about it?”

He shrugged his shoulders.  “Okay, I guess.”

Instead of doing it in the bathroom, his mother started grabbing bottles and towels and handing them to him, then she took him into the kitchen where they would have more room.  She made him lean over the sink while she washed his hair and added a nice cream rinse, instructing him that he should use that whenever he washed his hair from now on so it wouldn’t be so tangled afterwards.  Then she sat him down in one of their kitchen chairs and pulled out her blow dryer.  She brushed it and dried it.  And while she worked, the two of them talked and laughed about it a bit. 

Since they had nothing better to do and his hair was long enough, they decided to play with it a little and rearrange it in different ways – just for fun.  They both laughed at most of what she did to it.  A few times she put bobby-pins in it to hold parts of it in place, or she pulled parts of it back and held them with some of her hairclips.  She even tried pulling it into a high pony tail with an old scrunchie she found.  Both of them laughed all afternoon. 

Finally, when it had been arranged particularly femininely, she had another idea.  “Bobby, let’s put one of my dresses on you and dress you all up like a girl.”

She had said it so excitedly that he hated to disappoint her.  “I don’t know,” he replied. 

She could see how reluctant he was, and she understood that.  She was even glad to see it…kind of.  She was having fun just then, almost like she had a daughter instead of a son.  “Oh come on, who’s going to know?” she said encouragingly.

He looked at her for a moment.  She was really enjoying herself.  Something he almost never saw.  And that was such a nice thing.  “Okay,” he replied.  “As long as nobody knows!”

“Who are we going to tell?  We don’t know anybody.”  They both laughed.

Minutes later, in her bedroom, Bobby was trying on lots of different outfits that his mother pulled out for him.  She had stuck a bra on him and padded it out with some of her panties, then she started raiding her closet of all the different skirts and dresses that she had.  The only thing he didn’t have to wear was her shoes since they were all a bit too small and hurt his feet.  But that didn’t matter.  They were both having a good time together. 

And that was why Bobby’s Christmas Day was so good.  He and his mother had spent it laughing and having fun – together.  Never mind that they were doing something odd.  It didn’t matter.  Nobody would know anyway.  They were together, and his mother had smiled and laughed for the first time in a very long while.  It was so wonderful!  In fact, it was so wonderful that Bobby and his mother played the game one more time just before school started again.  And because Bobby’s mother seemed to be enjoying herself so much, and both of them were laughing together so much, Bobby felt somewhat closer to his mother while they were doing it.  And to him, it almost felt like his mother loved him even more.  Despite the strange games they were playing, it was simply so good to see her really enjoying herself.  Besides, since nobody would ever know – what could it hurt?

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

It was the first day back at school again and once again, Bobby was diapered during the day.  It had been so nice during his Christmas break, but now things were back to normal again – unfortunately.  When he met Brandy before school, she had given him the usual blouse and sweater to wear and the white patent leather shoes.  But now the hairclip was even bigger and brighter.  There would be no way to miss it.  “Your hair looks different today,” she noted.  “It’s a lot fuller.  Really nice.  What did you do?”

He blushed a bit.  “My mom has me using her cream rinse in it now, and then her blow dryer after I wash it.  It’s a lot faster that way,” he added quickly.

Brandy was pleased with the new development, but she didn’t want to do anything that might discourage him from doing even more.  “It looks really nice,” she replied as she finished snapping the new hairclip into place.  His longer hair now looked even more feminine than ever.

There was no way he would ever tell her about some of the other things he and his mother had done during his vacation.

Brandy herself fed him his lunch that day, all the while chatting with her friends about how great her Christmas was.  Bobby couldn’t believe all the things she claimed that she had gotten as gifts.  It didn’t sound very likely.  But then she was rich.  He didn’t know much about rich people, other than that it must be awfully nice. 

“And what did you get for Christmas, Baby Bobby,” she asked.

“My mom gave me a shirt and a pair of pants,” he said between bites of mush.

“What else?” she asked.  “That’s not very much.”

He looked at her.  “What do you mean what else?  I was really surprised to get that.”  He was glad to see the look of surprise on her face.

As he was drinking his bottle later, she put a piece of paper in front of him.  “What’s that?” he asked, quickly taking the bottle out of his mouth then putting it back again to keep drinking.

“That’s how you can get hooked up to the internet.”

He pulled the bottle away so he could speak.  “You know we can’t afford it.”

She took the bottle from him.  “Read that,” she said.  “There’s a company downtown that offers free internet service to students who can’t afford it.  All you have to do is to qualify.  And it sure sounds to me like you qualify.”

He picked up the paper and read it.  She was right!  “Why haven’t we heard of this before?”

“Because it’s new, dummy!”

He looked at the paper again.  The internet would be so much help with his homework…and other things.  All the kids talked about messaging and Facebook and so many other things on the internet.  He wanted all that too. 

“Just fill out the form on the back and take it to them,” she said.  “Promise me?”

He nodded.  “This could be great!” he said excitedly.

Oh, he had no idea, she thought.  No idea at all.  She had worked hard on that paper he was holding in his hand.  Uncle Frankie had made a few suggestions, but he had made her design it all and then print out several copies.  She had even had to check other similar types of forms to find out what kind things to put on it.  But the end result was a very convincing looking document…that was totally bogus.

“Oh, Baby Bobby, she said just before the lunch period was over, there’s one more thing you’re going to have to do for me.”

“What’s that?” he asked, somewhere between excited over the paper he held and being concerned about what she might ask.

“From now on, I want you to get ready for bed at nine thirty every night instead of ten o’clock.  You don’t have to go to bed then, just get all nicely diapered and in your little pajamas.  From now on!”

She was crazy.  She had to be.  But what could he do about it?  At least this demand was really a little thing.  Heck, sometimes he was often ready to get his pajamas on early, then go back and finish watching the TV show.  But his mind was mostly on the paper she had just given him and getting internet service like everyone else.  “Okay,” he said without a hint of protest.

She smiled.  She had him.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

A week later, Bobby’s mother was at work when her cell phone rang.  That worried her since only Bobby had her number and something could be wrong.  “Hello?” she said.

“Hi,” a man’s voice said from the other end.  “This is Frankie from Frankie’s Electronics.  We’ve reviewed your application for our new internet program for the kids, and you qualified with no problems.  We just need to know when we can come out to install it.”

She was elated.  “We can get it?  For free?”

“That’s right ma’am.  It’s part of our program to help the needier students in town.”

“Oh, my son will be so excited.”

“I’m sure he will be.  Now when can we come out to hook this up?”

“Well, that may be a bit of a problem since I have to work fairly late every day.”

“How about Saturday?”

“That would be perfect if you can do it!’

“Good enough.  I’ll see you right after lunch on Saturday, will that be good enough?”

“Oh, that will be wonderful.  I can’t wait to tell my son.”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby waited excitedly all day for the man to come and hook up the internet connection for him.  He cleaned his room.  He did the laundry.  He basically went crazy with anticipation.  And when he saw the truck pull up in the driveway, he was out the door to meet the guy, unable to wait.

His mother was almost as excited, only a lot more reserved.  She shook the hand of the man when he entered the house, but he was staring at her for a moment.  “Hey,” he said.  “Didn’t I deliver a couple of cell phones to you a few months ago?”

She was startled.  She looked closer at him.  She hardly recognized him dressed in coveralls as he now was.  “That was you?”

“Yeah.  I’m Frankie.”

“I’m glad to meet you – again,” she replied and laughed at it a bit.

“Are the cell phones okay?” he asked.

“Yes, they’re wonderful.  Thank you ever so much.”

He laughed.  “Don’t thank me for them.  They’re on Vinny’s bill.  Now where do you want this hooked up?”

“Back in my son’s room if you can.”

“No problem ma’am.”

Bobby led him proudly back to his tiny room.  Frankie looked around uncertainly as he walked in.  The room was certainly tiny.  Then he spotted the computer.  “Geez!” he said.  “Is that your computer?”

“Yeah?” Bobby said proudly. 

Frankie looked back at his mother.  I hope that thing works well enough to get anything from the internet on it.  It’s so old it belongs in a museum.”  Actually, he had heard from both Brandy and Vinny about how old the computer looked, but this was the first time he had seen it himself.  He took a good look at it.  Geez, the thing was even hooked up to a dot matrix printer!  Both the computer and the printer were absolute antiques!  He really wasn’t sure how well the thing would work with a more modern internet connection.

“Uh ma’am,” he said as he examined it.  “I’m going to level with you.  I’m going to try to get this working, but I can’t make any guarantees.  This thing is so old the programs may not work on it at all.”

Both Bobby and his mother were visibly upset.  “Oh dear.  We we’re really hoping.  I know it’s old, but it does still work.” 

He shook his head.  “But does it work well enough, that’s the question.  Let me try anyway.”  As he set about making the connections, he thought about what he was doing.  The plan all along had called for him to tell them that his computer wasn’t any good and that he’d try to find them a better one.  He just didn’t know how much of the truth he was really telling.  In fact, even giving them the one that he had carefully fixed up was going to be a huge improvement.

A little while later, Frankie stared at the old computer monitor while Bobby and his mother looked on behind him.  Very, very slowly the computer loaded the first internet page he tried to load.  But it did work!  Frankie actually breathed a sigh of relief.

“It works!” Bobby shouted excitedly behind him. 

“Yeah, sort of anyway.”  He turned to the mother.  “Okay ma’am, you’ve got a limit of six email addresses with this system, but you don’t have any programs on this thing that will let you do that kind of thing.”

“It doesn’t matter,” she replied.  “You’ve got it working, and that’s all we care about.  Thank you so much!”

“Well, you’re welcome,” he replied.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

On Monday, Bobby excitedly told everybody about his new internet connection.  But the only person who seemed even remotely interested was Brandy.  At least she seemed to be really pleased by it.  As exciting as it was for him, it took him a while to finally realize that what he was so proud about was something that all the others took for granted.  They never even thought about it.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

It was the end of that week when Bobby’s mother’s cell phone rang again.  She answered it quickly in case it might be Bobby with something wrong.  “Hello?” she said with a bit of concern in her voice.

“Hi ma’am.  This is Frankie…from Frankie’s Electronics.”

“Oh yes.  How are you Mr. Frankie?”

“I’m just fine ma’am…and it’s just Frankie.  Listen, I just sold a new computer to a lady and she begged me to get rid of her old one for her.  Now we don’t usually take their old ones and when we do we just wipe them clean and give them away to charity, but I thought of you and your son when we got this one.  If you’re interested, you can just have it.  But I’ve got to tell you first that this is a fairly new computer and a really good one.  It can’t be more than a year or two old.  But it does have a few problems.”

Bobby’s mother had been momentarily excited, but the word problems sent up big warnings in her head.  “Problems?” she asked hesitantly.

“Yeah.  It seems that the reason the lady was buying a new one is because she lost her password for it.  You can turn it on and run absolutely everything just fine, but you can’t change any of the settings or even remove any of the programs that are on it.  And that’s the real problem. It looks like she had this thing set up for a really young kid.  I mean the screen saver and the wallpaper are all really juvenile, and you can’t change them.  But the rest of the computer is just fine.  It even has every program imaginable that your kid might need for school.  Basically, ma’am, this is a really good computer that’s just a little bit screwed up.”

She was still very hesitant though.  “Isn’t there some way you can fix it?”

“Listen ma’am, it would take me hours and hours to try to figure out that mess and I’m not going to put that kind of time into a used computer.  And if I wipe it and reload the operating system, then your kid would lose everything he needs for school.”

“Oh,” she replied.  A better computer for Bobby really would be nice.  Even if it did have a few problems.  She just wasn’t certain.  “What do you recommend then?”

“That’s why I called.  I think you should take this thing and throw your old one out.  This is a nice computer.  A really good one.  You just have to put up with a few hearts and flowers all over the screen when you’re not using it.  That’s all.”

“If you’re recommending it, then I guess we’ll take it.  I can’t tell you how nice it would be for Bobby to have a decent computer for his schoolwork.”

“Great ma’am.  Tell you what, if it’s okay with you, I’d like to get this thing out of my shop.  Can I bring it by after I close up here, probably a little after eight tonight?” 

“That would be wonderful.  I can’t wait to tell my son.”

“Why don’t you make it a surprise?”

She laughed.  “That would be even better!”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

That night, Bobby was surprised at how excited his mother seemed to be when she got home.  She fixed a quick dinner for them, but as soon as they had finished eating, there was a knock on the front door.  “Why don’t you go see who that is,” she suggested as she began clearing plates off the table. 

Bobby got up and answered the door.  He was very surprised to see the guy who had installed his internet connection.  “You got your old computer out of the way yet?” the man asked.

Bobby was puzzled.  “Huh?  What do you mean?”

“I gotta have a place to put this one for you, and where your old one is seems like a good place to me.”

“You mean…”

“Yeah, didn’t your mom tell you?  I found you a better computer.”

Bobby’s shrieks of joy were more than a bit profound.  His mother had to come out of the kitchen to let Frankie into the house since Bobby was running around all too excitedly. 

A little while later, Frankie had the new computer completely installed and fully checked out.  “Okay, he said to them.  “You’ve got a good computer, and a real nice printer too.  I even threw in a package of paper for it.  Now, what I’m going to suggest is that you don’t shut the computer down when you’re done with it.  It’s easier on the electronics if you just let it go to sleep by itself.  Okay?”

“No problem,” Bobby replied.  He really was just wanting to get his hands on it to play with it.

“Great,” Frankie said.  While Bobby attacked the computer, his mother finally showed Frankie out the door.  Once he was back in his truck, he pulled out his cell phone.  “It’s done and all set up,” he said into his phone. 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby was a bit annoyed to see the babyish wallpaper on the computer and the screensaver sending little ponies and hearts back and forth across the screen, but hopefully he wouldn’t have to see them all that much.  As he quickly checked through what was on it, he was rather amazed.  The thing had everything!  Unfortunately, it also had a few games that he didn’t really care about that he couldn’t seem to get rid of, but overall, wow!  It was great!  And now when he went to the internet, his pages loaded almost instantly.  He couldn’t believe it!

Bobby was so excited by his new computer, that he missed getting ready for bed at nine-thirty.  He had been mostly browsing around on the internet and hadn’t noticed how late it was.  His mother had come into his room several times and had looked on proudly, but at ten o’clock she finally said, “Don’t you think you should be getting ready for bed now?”

Bobby checked the time and was shocked.  Shit!  It was late.  Brandy would be mad!  As soon as his mother was out of sight, he closed his door and quickly got himself diapered and ready for bed.  After he had kissed his mother goodnight, he phoned Brandy instead of just sending her some pictures.  “I’m running a bit late tonight,” he explained quietly. 

“That’s okay, Baby Bobby,” she said.  “I know that sometimes things are going to come up.  Just make sure you don’t make a habit of it.”

He felt relieved.  “Thank you,” he said as he put his baby bottle to his lips and snapped a picture to send to her.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Brandy laughed to herself as she hung up from talking to him. She knew exactly what was going on and what he was doing.   There were two computer screens in front of her.  Even though the screen on Bobby’s computer was blank and empty, the screen on Brandy’s right was showing her a constant feed of everything the web cam on his computer could see.  And it was perfect.  If she switched to another program, she could even see whatever he was doing on his computer.  Right now, the web cam was showing her what a good baby he could be.  He was drinking his bottle, and taking yet another picture to send to her.  She had even seen him diapering himself on his bed a few minutes earlier.  She laughed one more time with delight.


Chapter 12

Bobby excitedly told everyone about his new computer the next day at school.  Even though most of the Brandy’s friends were only mildly happy for him, he was surprised to find how really excited that Brandy herself was.  So excited in fact, that she wanted to see his computer for herself. 

After school, instead of removing the hairclip from his hair and giving him back his regular clothes, she walked him around to the other side of the school where Sammy was waiting for them with his car.  Bobby was really nervous about going anywhere else dressed the way he was, but Brandy wasn’t giving him any choice.  Sammy drove them both directly to Bobby’s house, then he waited in the car while they went inside.

“Wow, that is a nice computer,” Brandy told him as she sat and stared at the computer that used to be hers.  She wanted to laugh.  “Oh, I love the wallpaper you picked out.  It’s so babyish, Baby Bobby.  I’ll bet you just love it.  I wonder what your mother thinks about you setting that up.”

“Actually, I didn’t,” he admitted.  “The computer has some problems and that’s one of them.  I can’t seem to get it to let me change anything.”

“What do you mean problem?  That’s certainly no problem for a big baby like you.  I’ll bet you’re even really happy about it.  Aren’t you?”

Bobby didn’t want to answer that.  In fact he was a bit angry over the way the computer was configured.

“I want you to tell me how happy you are about the way this computer is set up!” Brandy insisted when he didn’t answer.

Ugh!  “I love it,” he finally replied.

“Good,” she said as she went back to looking it over.  “Oh look, there’s even some great games for you.”

“Yeah, baby games,” he said.

“And there perfect for someone like you, aren’t they?”  She looked up at him and he knew she wanted him to agree with her.

“Yeah, perfect,” he replied, not at all happy about it.

She laughed delightedly again.  “From now on, Baby Bobby, I think you should spend lots of time with those baby games.”  She was still laughing as she took the hairclip out of his hair and gave him back his regular clothes.  She tossed him one final taunt just before she walked out his door.  “I can’t believe you got a computer that’s so…you!”  Bobby was sure that she was still laughing as she waved and her car drove away.

From that night on, Brandy insisted that he not only play some of the games every night, but he had to print out whatever he could from them too – which usually meant playing with the coloring books in the games.  He felt like such a child! 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

A week later, Brandy had another gift for him after school.  She had been keeping him well supplied with diapers at home, but as she handed him another big package of them, she also handed him another tiny bag.  “What’s this?” he asked as he looked into the bag. 

“It’s a night light,” Baby Bobby.  “From now on, I want you to keep that on all night long whenever you go to bed.”

“But I don’t need a night light,” he protested.

“I don’t care.  Babies are afraid of the dark.  So use it!”

He shook his head and closed up the bag.  A night light!  Of all the stupid things!

Brandy smiled as she watched him walking home.  The night light solved a small problem she hadn’t thought of.  Whenever he turned off his light, the web cam couldn’t see anything anymore.  Now, she would always be able to see him.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

That night, Bobby got ready for bed like he always did, now at 9:30.  He took a couple of pictures and sent them to Brandy as he did so.  Then he went back out to watch TV for a little while more.  At ten o’clock, he kissed his mother goodnight and went to bed.  He filled his bottle with water and began drinking it as soon as he got into bed.  He took more pictures and sent them to Brandy.  When he finished, he turned off his light and tried to go to sleep, but now the night light in his room annoyed him.  He wasn’t at all used to it.  He was further annoyed when his cell phone buzzed.  “Hello?” he said quietly. 

“Hi Baby Bobby,” Brandy’s voice came over the line to him. 

“What?  Didn’t you get the pictures I sent?” he asked.

“Oh, I got them.  They were great.”

“So what do you want?”

“I want you to suck your thumb while you’re lying there in bed.”

“Why?”

“Because I said so, that’s why.  All babies suck their thumbs – or a pacifier.  Would you rather I get you a pacifier to suck from now on?”

“No!”

“Then put your thumb in your mouth and start sucking it!  And trust me, I’ll know if you take it out!”  She laughed as she hung up her phone.

He knew there was no way she could ever know if he was sucking his thumb or not, so he laid down without it in his mouth.  His phone rang again. 

“You’re not sucking your thumb,” she said right away.

“How would you know?” he replied.

“Trust me, I just know.”  She was giggling.  “Now start sucking!”

He put his thumb in his mouth and sucked on it.  He was about to say something, but she had hung up on him again.  He pulled his thumb out and tried to go to sleep again.  But again his phone rang.

“You took your thumb out,” she said.

“No I didn’t,” he replied.

“You’re lying to me, Baby Bobby.  Lie one more time and there will be very serious consequences!  Now, I know you took your thumb out, didn’t you?”

“Yeah,” he admitted, afraid of what she might possibly do.

“Good, then put it back in again.  From now on, you suck that thumb all night – every night.  Just like the baby that you are.”

This time, when he tried to go back to sleep, he kept his thumb in his mouth.  But after he had fallen asleep, his thumb fell out of his mouth – and his phone woke him up again.

“Your thumb came out,” Brandy’s voice came through to him.

How could she know?  It wasn’t possible!

“Put it back in now and go back to sleep.”

As soon as he put his thumb back into his mouth, the phone line went dead again.  It was impossible! 

The next night was exactly the same…and so was the one after that.  As each day passed, Brandy would phone him during the night each time she noticed that his thumb was out of his mouth.  He never had any idea how Brandy could possibly know, but somehow it seemed that she did.  It was a full week before he stopped getting the calls telling him to put his thumb back into his mouth again, but that was only because he was keeping it there all night long now.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

It was the first week of February and winter had set in fully.  When Bobby met Brandy that morning she had an even bigger and girlier hairclip for him.  He quickly changed into the warm blouse and sweater that she handed him and also into the white shoes.  His normal life.  

At lunchtime that day though, she was the one feeding him his baby food.  “It’s that time again, Baby Bobby,” she said as she spooned some orange colored mush into his mouth.

He looked at her questioningly.  “What time?”

“Time to step things up again.”  She saw the look of concern in his eyes and was actually delighted to see it.

“What now?” he asked, very much afraid.

“Well, Baby Bobby,” she said as she shoved another spoonful of baby food into his mouth, “it seems to me that you’re home alone for a long time every night before your mother gets there.  Right?”

“Yeah.  What of it?”

“Oh Baby Bobby!  I’m so surprised at you!  Don’t you realize that for such a big baby like you are that that’s time you should be spending in diapers instead of those horrible big-boy panties of yours.  Now what time did you say your mother gets home every night?  I think you said between seven and seven thirty?”

He was so flabbergasted he almost spit out the baby mush she had just put into his mouth.  “Yeah, about then.  But that would mean that…”

“That’s right Baby Bobby, from now on, the only time you’re not going to be in diapers is from just before your mother gets home at night until you get ready for bed.  You can change out of your diapers at seven o’clock every night and not a minute before!”

“But…”  He searched for a way to protest, but he couldn’t find one.  Somehow, she seemed to know all too much lately. 

“Oh, and Baby Bobby, there’s just one little thing more.”

More?  He still couldn’t believe her last demand. 

“I think that you getting ready for bed at 9:30 every night is too late.  From now on, you have to get diapered at 9:00 instead!”

He just stared at her in horror.  He couldn’t believe it!  And she was just staring back at him with that same wicked smile of hers.  He had no way out!  What could he do?  He unconsciously swallowed the baby mush in his mouth. 

“Remember,” she said, “from now on, you diaper yourself for bed at nine o’clock every night.  And on school days, you change into a fresh diaper as soon as you get home, but then you stay in that diaper till seven o’clock.  But don’t worry, Baby Bobby, that still gives you two full hours to wear your old underwear every day.”  She started laughing, and he felt sick.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby’s mother had been surprised when he started getting his pajamas on before bed even earlier than usual.  He had been doing that for two weeks now.  But she really had no objections to it.  They were only sitting and watching TV anyway.  In fact, she often put her nightgown on before they started watching TV, just so she could be comfortable.  She figured he probably wanted to do the same.  She looked over at him watching the TV, his thumb was in his mouth again.  It seemed to be there a lot more often lately.  He really needed a good strong man in his life, but there wasn’t one around.  She saw him unconsciously start to play with his hair again.  It reminded her of the games they had played a few times during his Christmas vacation.  Games they had both enjoyed.  It had been so good to see him laughing.  It felt good to laugh herself!  For some reason, she remembered feeling closer to him during those little dress-up games.  Maybe this weekend she would try to get him to play again.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby hated wearing diapers so very much, but the odd thing now was that he was getting so used to wearing them that it felt weirder to wear his regular underwear.  As much as he hated it, he was now becoming much more comfortable in the diapers than in anything else.  And he was getting so used to wetting himself now that he hardly gave it another thought.  In fact, he sometimes found himself wetting his diapers before he realized he had to.  But what could he do about it?

Bobby woke up Saturday morning with his thumb in his mouth like he always did now.  His diapers were really wet too.  He hardly remembered wetting himself during the night.  As usual, he quickly got rid of his diaper and ran to the bathroom to pee normally in the toilet.  It was Saturday.  He could go without his diapers all day! 

He dressed normally in jeans and a shirt and played on his computer until his mother woke up a little while later. 

All during breakfast, Bobby’s mother thought about playing dress-up with him again.  It would be so good to see him smile and laugh for a little while.  But he seemed to be fairly happy all during breakfast so she didn’t bring it up.  She felt a bit disappointed over it, but what she wanted him to do wasn’t exactly normal for a boy his age, so she didn’t let herself feel too bad.  But still, it would have been fun.

As soon as he finished his cereal, she watched him get up from the table and start back to his room.  Yes, it would have been fun.  Without meaning to, she stopped him before he got to the door.  “Bobby,” she said tentatively.  He turned back to her, waiting to hear what she wanted.  She almost hated asking because he did seem to be fairly happy.  “I was just wondering,” she began.  But then she stopped and stared at him, not believing what she was seeing.  “Bobby!  You’re wetting your pants!”

Bobby looked down at himself in horror.  He was wetting himself!  He ran to the bathroom.  What had happened?  He wasn’t thinking!  How could he have let this happen?  He berated himself as he tried to pee into the toilet instead, but it was too late, he had soaked his pants thoroughly – right in front of his mother!  He felt like crying. 

“Bobby, are you all right?” she called through the bathroom door. 

What could he say?  “Yeah Mom.  I don’t know what happened.”  He sheepishly opened the door. 

“Are you sure dear?” she pressed.

“Yeah Mom.  I’m sorry.  It just happened, that’s all.”  He pressed his way past her into his room to change.

“You’re sure there’s nothing bothering you?” she asked, still concerned.

“Yeah Mom.  I’m sure.  Like I said, I’m sorry.”

She shook her head and followed him into his room. 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Brandy was in her room getting dressed.  As always, whenever she was in there, she had the monitor on where she could see into Bobby’s room.  But he wasn’t in there just then so she wasn’t paying it hardly any attention.  Sudden movement on the screen caught her eye though.  Then more movement.  And something had looked strange.  She walked over to the monitor and peered intently.  It looked like he had wet his pants!  Now his mother was coming into the room.  She turned up the volume so she could hear better.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

“Bobby,” his mother was saying.  “I’m worried about you!”

“I said I’m okay!”

“I know dear but that doesn’t mean I’m not going to worry.  I’m your mother.”

He was pulling fresh underwear out of his drawer.  He pulled another pair of pants out of his closet.  She reached out and grabbed him – wet pants and all – and hugged him to her.  “I do love you,” she said.

“I know, Mom,” he replied as he hugged her back.

He sounded so down now, where earlier he had seemed fairly happy.  “Hey,” she said, trying to sound a bit brighter.  “Want to play dress-up again?  Maybe laugh a bit?”

He shook his head.  That wasn’t really what he wanted to do at all.  He looked his mother in the eye to tell her that, and stopped.  She was looking at him like she really wanted to do it.  It was one of the few things that had ever seemed to make her happy and laugh.  How could he deny her that…especially after he had just wet his pants in front of her?  He forced a smile onto his face.  “Sure Mom.  Okay.”

She smiled down at him.  “Good.  You get out of those wet things and put your bathrobe back on.  I’ll get the hair stuff and meet you in the kitchen.”

He nodded and she walked out.  Anything to make his mother feel happy.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Brandy stared at the screen in front of her as hard as she could.  She turned the volume all the way up.  But once Bobby left the room, she had no clue as to what else was happening.  Dress-up?  What did they mean?  Did it mean what she hoped it did?  She cursed the fact that she couldn’t see anything except his tiny little room.

She spent all day glued to the monitor.  A few times she thought she heard laughter from somewhere else in their house, but it didn’t tell her anything.  How could she see more? 

Late in the afternoon, she was almost ready to give up and turn it all off, but movement on the screen stopped her again.  Bobby ran into the room and grabbed something out of one of his desk drawers then ran out again, but it had been Bobby as she had never seen him before.  His hair was pulled back behind him in a ponytail and it even had a big bow tied into it.  And best of all, it looked like he was wearing a dress!  She couldn’t believe it.

Brandy convinced her mother to let her eat her dinner in her room that night, just so she could keep watch on the computer screen.  But Bobby never came back until it was time for him to get ready for bed.  This time, his hair was different, but still undoubtedly feminine.  And this time he was wearing a different outfit.  She saw him take it all off and diaper himself and put his pajamas on.  A few minutes later, the pictures he had taken of diapering himself came through to her cell phone.  She ignored them. 

She was in somewhat of a daze as she went to bed that night, trying to come to grips with what she had just seen.  It was so unexpected…and it was also so exciting!  But how could she use it in a way that he wouldn’t find out that she had seen him?  And more importantly, how could she know more about what was happening in his house? 

She turned her thoughts to her future plans for him.  A major step would be coming up very soon.  The more she thought about those plans, the more excited she got.  But then she stopped her thinking cold.  If Bobby was playing dress-up games with his mother, then that could possibly put a stop to what she wanted to do with him – and she just couldn’t let that happen.  Not at this stage of the game.  She couldn’t let that happen at all.  She absolutely had to finish what she was doing with him. 

She decided it was time to get some advice from her Uncle Vinny again.


Chapter 13

Vinny held family gatherings at his home several Sundays each month.  It was a great time to get the whole family together and just visit – well, a lot of the family anyway.  His house was usually very crowded with people.  The gatherings were an old tradition that everyone enjoyed and looked forward to. 

After Sunday dinner, Vinny usually spent most of the afternoon smoking cigars in his lounge with the other guys while they talked things over.  That day, he had six other guys in the room with him, all of them chewing on their cigars while they talked about business.  It was practically an unwritten law – men only – no women allowed.  So it was quite a surprise when they heard a small knock on the door and saw Brandy standing there.

Brandy felt very out of place standing in the doorway as all the men looked at her.  The thick smoke in the room smelled horrible and hurt her eyes.  She really wanted to be away from it.  But she couldn’t leave, not yet.  “Uncle Vinny,” she began.  “You told me I could talk to you today.”

Vinny looked up at her.  He had been busy when she had called before.  Too busy to even think about her problems.  Such was business sometimes.  He waved his hand.  “Come on in.”

Brandy walked tentatively into the room.  The cigar smoke and odor closed around her, encasing her so that she could hardly breathe.  There was a feeling of dark power that seemed to permeate everything and everyone in the room, except her.  Part of her wanted to run.  But she had a reason to be there, she didn’t really want to wait any longer.

“Is this something we can talk about here?” Vinny asked.

Brandy looked around at the men in the room.  They were all her uncles, but the only ones that knew anything at all about what she wanted to talk about were Vinny, Sammy, and Frankie.  She hesitated, unsure what to say.

“Is this about your plaything, Bobby?” Vinny asked.

She nodded, and was surprised to see reactions from all the men in the room.  They all knew!

“It’s okay, out with it.  What is it now?  And level with us – completely!”

That was just what Brandy had planned on doing, telling him everything.  She just hadn’t planned on telling anyone else.  She needed advice on how to proceed and she hated admitting it.  She took a deep breath and almost choked on the cigar smoke.  Luckily, she didn’t.  “I found out something really interesting last weekend,” she began.  She then went on to tell them about what had happened, and her plans for the future, and then the problems she now faced.

When she was done, it was Frankie who spoke up.  “Well some of this is easy,” he said.  “Your first mistake was in the computer thing.  It’s too limited and it took a lot to set it up.”

“But it’s worked out really great,” Brandy replied.  “Besides, he really needed a better computer.”

“Maybe he did, but like I said, it’s too limited.  There are easier ways that can do a whole lot more.”

She listened intently as he explained.  Then she asked.  “Can we do that?”

“I don’t know,” Vinny replied before Frankie could answer.  “I’ll make that decision.  And it doesn’t sound like something I’m going to allow.”

She was crestfallen.  “But you always told me I should never let something go unfinished, and that I should never go easy when I shouldn’t!  And this could help me make it all happen.  And I’m almost done.  There’s just a few months left.  I’ve got to finish!”

Vinny knew she was overly obsessed with this thing, but she also had a good point.  He had wanted her to learn to be absolutely ruthless and to never quit when she shouldn’t.  Not even when things got tough.  Obviously, if she was this intent on finishing what she had started, then he had taught her well.  He had taught her well…mostly.  The rest was just pure talent – her inventive brain and her crazy inclination to either manipulate everyone or to push everyone else around. 

He sighed as he thought about the situation.  She needed to learn, but she was still overly obsessed with it.  And…she was messing with good people.  “Let us talk about it Brandy.  Just don’t get your hopes up.  Leave us now and go back out with the others.  Okay?”

“Yes, Uncle,” she said politely, but disappointedly.  She left the room and was glad to breathe clean air again.  Her clothes she’d probably have to throw away to get rid of the cigar stench.  She wasn’t very happy.

“She’s still at it,” Jimmy said as soon as she was gone.  He laughed.  “The poor kid!”

“You know Brandy, she doesn’t give up,” Vinny replied, once again thinking about how overly obsessed Brandy had become with Bobby.

“You know,” Frankie added.  “As much as I’d hate doing it, it could be a good learning experience for her.  She needs to learn about some of these things for the future.”

There seemed to be some reluctant agreement from all around.  Even Vinny had to agree with that one.  “That is true,” Vinny agreed.  “You know, I was thinking about getting her a job this summer working for that guy we were talking about who’s running for congress.  I’ll bet she could worm her way in and get some dirt on him…or else create some.”  There was general agreement all around. 

It was Jimmy who laughed.  “Knowing her, she’d probably create it.”

“And knowing her, more than likely that would only make it even better,” Vinny replied with a big smile.  “And most likely, we’d have more control over it…and him.”  He turned more serious.  “And you’re right,” he said to Frankie, “this is stuff she’s going to have to know about before that.”

“So you want I should set it up?” Frankie asked.

Vinny thought about it.  He hated doing it.  Bobby and his mother were good people, and Brandy had already hurt them more than enough.  “Let me think on it a few days,” he finally replied.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Two days later, Vinny was sitting in his office when his phone rang.  He was surprised to see that the number was from his cousin in Dallas.  He picked up the phone.  “Dominick?”

“Hey Vinny!  How are you?”

“Great Dominick, how about you?”

“Doin’ pretty good Vinny.  Pretty good.”

“So to what do I owe the honor of this call?”

“Listen, Vinny.  I got a small problem here I was hoping you could help me out with.  I got a boy here who’s got himself in trouble – with me!  Look I really want to take him out and rip his balls off…but he’s family, you know?  And I really owe his father.  The boy is young, still in high school, and he’s banging all the wrong girls!  He can’t seem to keep it in his pants!  And this time, Vinny, he got my daughter, Rosie.  I really want to kill him, but like I said, I owe his father.”

“So what do you want me to do about it?”

“Listen, Vinny.  Is there any way I can send the whole family up there to you?  Get the kid away from me?  The father’s really good with a lot of things – real good, if you know what I mean.  He could be useful to you.  And like I said, I owe him a lot.”

Vinny thought about it for a few moments.  Dominick was family.  Distant, but still family.  “Dominick.  Let me think on it for a while.  Okay?”

“Sure, Vinny.  I expected that.”

But then something else crossed Vinny’s mind.  “Dominick, wait!  Are you wanting some kind of revenge on this kid too?  It kind of sounds like it to me.”

“Like I said, it’s about all I can do right now to keep from killing him!”

“Okay,” Vinny replied.  “Let me call you back.  Okay?  Something else just came up.”

“Sure, Vinny, sure!”

Vinny sat and thought about a few things.  Lots of different things and how they might relate to this.  He could take in the people that Dominick was trying to hand off to him, but in return he needed something back.  Something equal or bigger.  Besides, that was the way these things always worked. 

He spent some time putting together a list of things he wanted Dominick to do in return.  It wasn’t until much later that he finally picked up his phone and called Dominick back.  They talked for a long time while Vinny laid out what he wanted.  The two men bargained back and forth for a few minutes, but in the end, they each got everything they asked for.   

When he was done, he picked up his phone and called Sammy.  “Sammy, when you pick up Brandy today, bring her here to me.  Don’t take her home.”  Then he called Frankie.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Brandy was very surprised when Sammy took her to see Vinny instead of taking her home.  Since it was something that had never happened before, she walked into his office feeling a bit scared.  She was surprised to see Frankie there.  “You wanted to see me, Uncle Vinny?” she asked.

“Yeah, Brandy.  Sit down,” Vinny replied as he waved at one of the chairs across from his desk.  Brandy sat.  “Okay kid, here’s the deal.  You get everything you want for this Bobby thing, but I got a few conditions and things I want in return.”

Brandy was very surprised.  “Sure Uncle Vinny.  Anything at all.  You know that.”

“Okay, here it is.  First of all, this thing with Bobby stops completely on the last day of school.  And I mean totally!  Got that?  After that, nothin’!  You don’t even think about him anymore!  I think they’re good people.  And despite the fact that I’ve let you run with this thing when I probably shouldn’t have, you’ve become way too obsessed with it.  So it all stops then.  Got it?”

Obsessed?  She wasn’t obsessed.  Well, maybe just a little.  She had been planning on riding Bobby through the summer too.  She had the computer link into his room now, and had figured it would be fun.  “Sure Uncle, if you say so,” she replied reluctantly.

“Good.  Next, if you need us to do one more of these leverage things with his mother, we’ll cover that too, but it will be absolutely the last one – no matter which way the wind blows after that.  Got it?”

She wasn’t as happy to hear about that, it could ruin her leveraging power afterwards if he didn’t do as she wanted.  “Sure, Uncle Vinny.  Hopefully, I won’t even need another one.”

“Good.  Let’s hope not!  Now also, you’re going to be doing a couple of jobs for me starting this summer.  One of them I won’t tell you about till after school ends.  The other one is something that you’re already more familiar with.”

“What’s that?” she asked. 

“Let me put it this way.  You know what you’re doing to Bobby right now?  Well, what if I had another kid I wanted you to play like that with, only make it worse?”

“You mean at school too?”

“At school, home, and anywhere else you want.  I need you to think on it and tell me what you’d do and also what you think you might need.  No restrictions at all.  Kind of like really punishing the kid, but good.”

She was so surprised.  “Wow, I’d have to think about that a bit.” She laughed.  “But it sure sounds like fun.”

“Good!  I thought that might be the case.  I won’t tell you more till later, so just think on it for now, for the future, and let me know.  Now, in the meantime, you’re going to take off from school tomorrow so that Frankie here can teach you a few things.  Got it?”

“Yeah, Uncle Vinny, sure,” she replied.  Her excitement was growing rapidly.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

The work hadn’t been fun at all.  Brandy had spent several hours in Bobby’s house with Uncle Frankie “wiring” it completely.  They installed cameras and microphones in every room of the house, all hooked up to some special equipment in the attic.  It was dirty work and uncomfortable since Frankie insisted that she had to learn how to do all of it, and drilling tiny holes and hooking up wires while crawling around in the attic wasn’t exactly her idea of fun.  The one part she was interested in, picking the lock on the front door, Frankie refused to teach her.  That was for another time.

After that, they had to go to her house and set up her new computer so that she could monitor everything.  The work had been a drag, but the results were fantastic.  She suddenly had eyes and ears in every room of their house.  It was incredible! 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Saturday morning, Bobby got dressed as he usually did, but this time he seriously considered putting a diaper on instead of his regular underwear.  He had been spending a lot more time in the diapers lately, almost continuously, and after wetting himself a few weeks earlier and having another close call last weekend, he was worried about possibly doing it again more than ever.  In the end though, he opted to wear his old regular underwear and leave the diapers alone.  He would have been a lot happier when he went to the kitchen for breakfast if he hadn’t been so concerned about it.

His mother noticed that he seemed to look a bit worried over something, but still, there didn’t seem to be anything wrong with him either.  He just looked distracted about something.  “Is anything wrong, honey?” she asked as she poured him a bowl of cereal.

He looked up, surprised.  “Wrong?  Why?” he asked.

“Oh nothing.  You just look a bit distracted today.  Kind of like you’re not happy about something.”

He hadn’t known that it showed that badly.  He shrugged his shoulders.  “Just school stuff I guess.  I’ve got some big tests next week.”  He really did.  They just weren’t on the top of his worry list.

“Oh.  Well I’m glad you’re at least concerned about it.  Do you have to study much this weekend?”

“Some,” he admitted.  Actually, he hadn’t been planning on studying that much, but hitting the books a bit more couldn’t hurt.  He supposed he’d have to now.

“Oh,” she replied sadly as she set his cereal down in front of him. 

Bobby dug into his cereal, but his mind was still on worrying about wetting himself. 

She watched him as he ate.  He really didn’t look happy.  She couldn’t help herself, she really wanted to see him smiling again.  “Hey,” she said as he stuffed another spoonful of cereal into his mouth.  “Let’s play dress-up again.”  She watched his face at her suggestion.  She could see what appeared to be uncertainty.  She just wanted to see him happy!  “It’ll make you smile,” she added, hoping to convince him.

Bobby looked over at his mother.  He actually felt nothing but horror over the idea, but she was looking at him so hopefully that he didn’t want to make her feel bad.  He could tell that she really seemed to want this.  And lately, the games they played together were the only thing he knew of that made her happy.  He really didn’t want to do it, but he could see that she really wanted him to.  Anything to see her smile.  Anything!

He forced a smile onto his face.  “Okay, Mom.  As long as nobody knows.”  She laughed at his last comment.  To him, it seemed like her whole body glowed with pleasure.  It was so good to see her happy.  Besides, who could ever possibly know?

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Brandy spent all day in her room again, watching and listening to everything that went on in Bobby’s house.  She saw them wash each other’s hair, then she watched fascinated as his mother fixed his hair one way then another.  It appeared that for the first time, he was playing with her hair a bit too.  And more than occasionally, the two of them were laughing about what they were doing. 

Then it was into her bedroom where his mother had him try on several different outfits of hers.  Her clothes didn’t really fit him all that well and the styles were a bit too old for Brandy’s taste, but it was obvious that both Bobby and his mother were still enjoying what they were doing tremendously.  Finally, Brandy saw Bobby’s mother putting a bit of makeup on him.  She wasn’t sure, but to her it looked like it might be the first time Bobby’s mother had done that with him.  She noticed that Bobby seemed to be fairly concerned about it, but a few minutes later his mother had him smiling again as she told him how pretty he looked. 

It was all the laughing and smiling and hugging that seemed to get to her – especially from his mother.  She was fascinated by it.  She couldn’t imagine her own mother spending so much time with her doing things like that, or even showing her that much affection.  It certainly looked like Bobby was having fun as well, but to Brandy it looked like his mother was enjoying it more than he was.  Brandy smiled to herself.  More fuel for his fire!

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

From the middle of the afternoon on, Bobby stayed in his room and studied.  He had told his mother he needed to, so he felt obligated.  Besides, he did have those tests coming up next week.  The difference today, was that this time he was wearing his mother’s pantyhose, bra, skirt, and blouse while he studied.  He could also still taste the lipstick his mother had put on him.  It was all a bit distracting, but not too bad.  He was also happy that he didn’t have any accidents all day because he hadn’t been wearing his diapers.  That was such a huge relief!  Hopefully, that would never happen again.

Bobby often got calls from Brandy when he went to bed at night.  He was annoyed when he got another one that night.  He was all diapered and had just gotten into bed and was about to start drinking his baby bottle. 

“Hi Baby Bobby,” Brandy teased into the phone.

“Hi Brandy,” he replied reluctantly.

“Did you have fun today?”

“Not really,” he replied.

She laughed.  “Oh Baby Bobby!  You can’t fool me.  I know you had fun, didn’t you!  I know because I saw you having fun.”

“You saw me?  That’s ridiculous!”

“Is it?” she laughed.  “Baby Bobby, how do you think I always know when you’re not sucking your thumb?”

He had always wondered that.  And it bothered him.  “I don’t know.  How?”

“I can’t tell you that.  Just think of it as kind of a crystal ball where I can always see you.”

“Crystal ball?”

“Well, not really, but it’s kind of like that, only better.  And I’m getting a lot better at it now, Baby Bobby.”

“How?” he demanded again.

She laughed.  “Like I said, I can’t tell you.”  She paused for a moment.  “I saw you today, Baby Bobby,” she laughed.

“You saw me?”  He didn’t really believe it, but he was really worried now.  How could she?  She couldn’t possibly know what he had done all day with his mother.

“I saw you playing dress-up with your mother today.  Did you like it?  Don’t bother answering that because I saw how much you liked it.  You both did!”

He was speechless with horror.  She knew!  She had seen!  How?  It was impossible!  She could do way too many impossible things!  And she could prove she could do them!

“Baby Boooobyyy,” she laughed into the phone.  “I want to see you playing dress-up with your mother again tomorrow.  I want to see you wearing her pretty clothes whenever you can.”

“No, I can’t!  I don’t like it that much.  I just do it because it makes her happy!”

She was still laughing.  “I don’t care.  All the more reason to play then.  Make your mother happy tomorrow, Baby Bobby.  You wouldn’t want to make her unhappy by causing her to get hurt now, would you?”

She was threatening his mother again.  And she had again proved that she could do the impossible.  He searched for a way out.  “But what if she doesn’t really want to?”

She laughed again.  “Then you’ll have to make her want to.”

He had no answer.  She could see him – all the time?  The very thought sickened him.

“Now stick your bottle in your mouth, Baby Bobby.  I can see that you have it in bed with you.”

She really could see him!  He stuck the bottle in his mouth.

“That’s better, Baby Bobby,” she said as soon as she saw him sucking on the bottle.  “I’m still expecting all the pictures you send, so don’t forget.  Goodnight, Baby Bobby.  Goodnight.”

He automatically sucked on the bottle, hardly thinking about it – he couldn’t think about it, he was too preoccupied with Brandy.  She knew!  She could see everything he did – always!  What was he going to do?  His panic kept him awake for a very long time that night.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

The next day, Bobby’s mother was surprised when he asked at breakfast if they could play dress-up games again.  She was so surprised that it worried her.  Was he suddenly liking it too much?  She had only wanted to see him smiling for a bit.  But that was yesterday.  And when she had suggested it yesterday, she had seen how reluctant he was at first.  What was so different today?  Why should he want to play again?  She looked at his face, he didn’t really look all that sad about anything.  He really looked almost desperate.  But that was silly.  He did appear to really want to play though.  With a small sigh, she hugged him and gave in.  “If you really want…sure.”

Bobby didn’t make their usual joke that morning about nobody being able to see them.  He knew differently now.  All day long he found himself glancing over his shoulder or around the room to see if Brandy was somehow there.  It was silly, but it bothered him.  How could she possibly know? 

Later that day while Bobby was studying again, his mother sat and thought about it.  Once again Bobby had let her dress him completely up as a girl – makeup and everything.  But he still seemed to be distracted by something.  Almost as if he wasn’t really into it today.  But still, he was insisting on her dressing him up.  He hadn’t laughed or hardly even smiled all day.  Why did he want to do it?  His attitude took most of the fun out of it for her.  “What’s wrong today?” she had asked him, more than once.

“Nothing, Mom.” He answered every time.  “I’m having a great time.  Aren’t you?”

Yeah, she was worried about him for sure.


Chapter 14

It was the beginning of March and the weather was changing back and forth from snow to rain and back again.  There was a chill grey bleakness in the air that affected everything and everyone.  Bobby hardly noticed.  His whole life was grey bleakness.  Brandy had demanded that he play dress-up with his mother whenever possible.  His mother wasn’t exactly liking it anymore and was only doing it now because he was begging her.  In fact, they hardly really played at it anymore.  Mostly, she just gave him one of her outfits to wear around the house.  But fortunately, Brandy seemed to be satisfied.  Unless Brandy told him to, he only really did it on weekends.  But his mother was more worried now than ever.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

It was the second Monday in March and the rain was coming down in buckets.  The wind was howling all day so loud that everyone could hear it through the school windows.  A bleak day.  That was the day that Brandy had replaced his hair clip with yet another one – this time a bow.  And that was the day that Brandy fed him his lunch and once again used the phrase that he hated so much.  “It’s that time again, Baby Bobby.” 

Bobby said nothing.  He couldn’t.  The cold cramps were locked too firmly into his stomach.

She spooned another batch of colorful mush into his mouth and leaned closer to him.  “You’ve come a long way Baby Bobby, haven’t you?  A very long way.  You hardly ever get to wear your old underwear anymore, do you?  Do you ever miss wearing it?  I’ll bet you don’t miss it as much as you used to anymore, do you?  In fact, I’ll bet there are times now when you wish you could be wearing diapers all the time instead of your old underwear.  Have you ever wished that, Baby Bobby?  Huh?”

He turned to her, horrified at the thought.  How could she know that he worried about wetting himself now – every time he wasn’t wearing a diaper?  But he couldn’t tell her that.  “No!” he replied firmly.  “I’d much rather NOT wear a diaper!”

She laughed.  “Oh Baby Bobby.  I know better.”  She leaned close again.  “But the fact is, I don’t really care!  I don’t care because like I said, it’s that time again.  Time for you to learn something new.”

He was scared and angry, but he let the word escape from his lips.  “What?”

“Okay, Baby Bobby, here it is.  It’s time for you to take another big step towards being a complete sissy baby.  So from now on, I want you wearing diapers all the time.  No more big boy underwear – ever.  No exceptions!  And from now on, the only time you can ever use the potty is to go poo-poo in it.  You’re a sissy baby!  If you have to go pee-pee, then you have to use your diapers.  And don’t forget, Baby Bobby, I’ll know if you don’t do what I want.”

He looked at her with fresh horror on his face.  “I can’t!” he protested.  “It’s crazy!  It’s impossible!”  He searched for some way out of it.  “Besides, my mother will find out for sure.”

She wasn’t laughing now, she was very serious.  Her voice became more threatening with every word she said.  “She probably will, Baby Bobby.  And when she does, it means that you’re going to have to convince her, and convince her hard, that you really want to wear your diapers.  I’m not giving you a choice in this Baby Bobby.  If she finds out and makes you take them off, then you’ll have to wet yourself over and over again, all the time – everywhere, until she gives in and lets you wear diapers again.  You’re going to have to work very hard to convince her and never let up!  No matter what she does!  From now on, you either wear diapers, or you wet yourself like the baby that you are.  No more potty for the baby!” 

Her voice became even lower and more threatening, “And don’t forget, if she ever finds out about me, then she’s going to get hurt really bad!  Really bad!  So if she ever asks where your diapers are coming from, you better make something up, something good.  ‘Cause if she ever finds out about me, you’ll both be very, very sorry!”

If she hadn’t proved over and over again that she was keeping a close watch on him, he wouldn’t have been so worried.  But she had proved it – again and again.  She was leaving him no way out.  A thought struck him.  “The dress-up games!” he said.  “If it wasn’t for them, she might not find out for a long time.  Can I stop playing them now?  Please?”

“No Baby Bobby.  Sissy babies like to play dress-up.”

“But I don’t!”

“I don’t care.  You’d better learn to like it.  And you better start looking like you’re enjoying it more too!  I think your mother is getting more and more worried about why you want to keep doing it if you’re not enjoying it.”

“But I’m not enjoying it.”

“Like I said, you’d better learn…or at least act like it!”

He was in complete shock.  Finally he just said.  “I can’t!  It’s too much.”

She stuck her head next to his.  “Listen to me good, Baby Bobby.  If you don’t, your mother is going to get hurt for sure.”

But he had had enough.  There were too many worries suddenly piling on top of him.  “I can’t!” he screamed emphatically.  “I can’t!”

Brandy immediately got angry at his outburst.  “We’ll just see about that,” she said.  “I think it’s time for another reminder.”  Before he could fully react, she quickly got up from her seat and went out to the hallway.  She pulled her cell phone out and made a call.  “Uncle Vinny?”

Bobby was scared now.  What was she going to do?  He watched as she finally came back and sat down next to him.

“That’s it, Baby Bobby.  You put up too much of a fuss.  Now you’re going to learn that you can do whatever I tell you to.  You’re going to learn it because you’re going to see what happens when you don’t do what I want!  It’s going to happen now, and neither of us can stop it – and it’s all your fault!  You can do these things Baby Bobby, and you will do them, because next time your mother might not survive!”

He was in a total panic now.  “Don’t hurt my mother.  Please don’t hurt my mother.  I’ll do anything you want.  Anything!  Just please don’t…”

“You are going to do anything I tell you to, Baby Bobby.  But it’s too late now.  Even I can’t stop it.  Just remember, she’s going to get hurt this time, and next time it will be even worse!” 

Brandy got up then and left him.  She wasn’t exactly happy about doing it, but Bobby still needed this little reminder of what could happen.  He needed one more good push.

Bobby was in a daze.  What could he do?  He had no idea.  Diapers all the time.  No more pee-pee in the potty.  And when his mother found out….  And now Brandy was going to make something happen to her.  Something that would hurt her.  He was in a complete panic for the rest of the afternoon.  He went to his classes, but he never once thought about what was going on.  He couldn’t.  He was too worried about his mother and the fact that Brandy was destroying his life even more.

As soon as he got home from school, he phoned his mother and begged her to be extra careful driving home from work.  His mother assured him that she was always careful.  But Bobby was still panicked.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

She left work like she always did and hurried to her car with her keys out and ready to go.  But just as she got to her car and started to unlock it, someone grabbed her from behind and turned her around.  In her fear she only saw a big man wearing a black ski mask that completely covered his face.  The man stuck a gun up against her face and she screamed. 

Inside his ski mask, Sammy watched the horror on the woman’s face as she screamed, and just as the plan called for, he whipped the barrel of his gun across her face, cutting and bruising her.  He grabbed her purse and ran, knowing there would be someone waiting to get it from him in a few seconds.

She dropped to the ground as the blow to her face sent major pain radiating throughout her head.  The man ran off with her purse.  She heard shouting at the far end of the parking lot, but she couldn’t see anything because of the other cars in the way.  Her face was hurting badly where he had hit her.  She rubbed her hand over it and felt blood.  The shock of the situation began to sink in and she screamed hysterically all over again while she sat on the ground next to her car. 

Another man ran up to her and she panicked all over again.  “It’s okay, lady, I’m a cop,” the man said as he knelt down next to her.  “How badly are you hurt?”

She shook her head, “I don’t know,” she cried.

“It’s okay, lady,” he said as he took a closer look at her face.  “It doesn’t look too bad.  It’s cut and you’re going to have quite a bruise there for a while, but that’s about it.  And look, I even got your purse back for you.”

She looked at him, surprised.  He was holding out her purse.  She quickly grabbed it and dug into it and saw that her wallet was still there.  All the money she had in the world.  She was very relieved.  “Did you get him?” she finally asked. 

The policeman shook his head.  “No.  I just scared him enough that he dropped your bag and ran off.”

The policeman helped her into her car and made sure she was okay to drive home.  It was the easiest money that he had ever made from what little that Vinny demanded of him.  And Vinny’s money was all that helped him meet his bills lately.  His cop’s salary wasn’t nearly enough.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby was in a total panic until he saw his mother drive up.  But when he saw her bruised and cut cheek he cried and hugged her tight.  “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” he cried.

“Bobby, whatever are you talking about?  I’ll be fine.  You had nothing to do with this.  I’ll be fine.”

But Bobby knew better.  Brandy had proved once again that she could hurt his mother if he didn’t do whatever she said.  And this time, his mother really had gotten hurt.  He didn’t want to think about how much worse it might be next time.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby got through that next school week with no problems.  The only time he hadn’t been wearing diapers before was for two hours in the evenings, and that was it, so wearing diapers all the time now wasn’t much different.  But not being able to get out of them at all still made a big impression on him. 

His real test came on the weekend.  Saturday morning, he dressed completely before he went out to breakfast.  While he and his mother were eating, he said, “Mom…”

She looked at him and replied. “No!  You’re not wearing my things again.  You’re doing it too much now and I don’t like where this is going!”

“But Mom…”

“I said no!”

“Please?  Pretty please?”

“Why do you need to do this so much?” she asked.

“I just want to, that’s all.”

“Well I don’t like it!”

“You used to.”

“That was before you started doing it too much.  It’s not right!”

“But Mom….  Please.  I really, really want to.  I’ve got to.”

“No you don’t!”

She wasn’t giving in.  Dejectedly, he left the table, the rest of his breakfast went uneaten.  He went back to his room and laid down on his bed, hoping that Brandy wouldn’t have a problem with it.  But when his phone rang, he had no doubt who would be calling – the only person who ever called him – Brandy.  “Hello,” he said tentatively.

“Baby Bobby.  You’re going to have to work a bit harder to convince your mother to dress you up.  I want to see you wearing a skirt today…or should I start working on arranging for something else to happen?”

“No!” he exclaimed a bit too loudly as the panic hit him harder.  “I tried.  I really did!  But she won’t let me.”

“I know you tried, Baby Bobby.  But you’ll just have to keep trying.  Or else!”  She hung up her phone quickly and went back to watching him again.

Bobby got up from his bed dejectedly.  What was he going to do?  He felt like crying.  He went back out to the kitchen.  His mother was at the sink washing the breakfast dishes.  “Mom…please!  Please let me dress up,” he pleaded.

She barely turned her head.  “I said no, and I meant it!”

He ran back to his room with real tears starting to fall from his eyes.  His mother wasn’t giving in, and neither was Brandy.  He was caught in the middle.  He threw himself down on his bed again, his total frustration causing his tears really start falling.

His mother found him absolutely sobbing a few minutes later.  She walked into his room and sat on his bed.  “What’s going on?” she asked as she leaned over and hugged him.

“Please, Mom, please….”

“But why?”

“Because I have to, that’s all.  I want to!”

“I said no.  Now stop this.”  She got up from his bed and shook her head as she left the room.  What had gotten into him?  Why should he want to dress up like a girl?  She could still hear him crying in his room.  She hated it.  She hated that he wanted to dress up.  But she hated him being so depressed even more.  He had enough problems without a father to help him.  She didn’t know what to do to help him.  She had nowhere to turn.  They didn’t have the money for professional help, and because they had no money, they had no friends.  She felt so helpless!  She had no way to help him at all.  She could still hear him crying.  Why?  Why?  Why? 

She couldn’t stand it any longer.  They had enough problems in life.  She had to do something so he wouldn’t be so unhappy – something to make him feel better.  Shaking her head again and bowing to the inevitable, she went to her closet and pulled out a few things.  She carried them back into his room and sat on his bed again.  “If you’re going to stay that upset about it, then here, you can wear these things.  But I’m not going to help you anymore.”  She laid the clothes on top of him and left. 

Bobby rolled over and found the clothes she had left him.  He picked them up and looked – a skirt, a blouse, one of her bras, and some pantyhose.  His phone rang again.

“See, Baby Bobby,” Brandy’s voice came over the line.  “You just have to keep trying.”

The line went dead again.  Somehow Brandy knew everything that went on in his life.  Reluctantly, he changed into his mother’s clothes before Brandy got mad.  At least his mother wouldn’t find out about his diapers…yet.  Feeling more depressed than ever, he stayed in his room all morning and studied. 

But Brandy called him again just before lunch.  “You don’t look very happy, Baby Bobby,” she teased.

“I’m not!” he replied in no uncertain terms.  “I hate this!”

“Well, you better go out and show your mother how much you love it or you’re going to have even more trouble doing it again.  What’s she going to think if she sees you begging to do it so hard and yet hating it so much at the same time?  It won’t make sense to her Baby Bobby.  So I suggest you start showing her how happy you are when you’re dressed that way.” 

The line went dead again before he could answer.  He hated his life even more.  But Brandy was right, his mother would understand even less if he didn’t act like he was happy about it.  His big problem though, was that he wasn’t happy about it – not one bit!

He went into the bathroom to wash his face, but the sight of the toilet made him need to pee.  He stared at it while he wet his diaper, then he washed his face.  Trying desperately to pluck up his failing courage, he put a smile on his face and went out to see his mother.  He found her in the kitchen making peanut butter and jelly sandwiches for them both.  Trying hard to look happy, he stood at the entrance to the kitchen and said, “How do I look?”  Then he twirled around, making his skirt flare out all around him.

She had to smile at him.  At least he finally looked happy now.  She couldn’t stand to see him crying.  “You look…very nice,” she finally finished.  Actually, it was a bit scary.  With his hair getting longer and longer, he was looking more and more like a girl every day.  Twirling around like he had just done had only emphasized that even more.  Was that why he wanted to wear his hair long?  So that he could look like a girl?  She wasn’t sure she wanted to pursue that line of thought any further.

Bobby kept her clothes on all day until he got ready for bed that night.  But he didn’t take the clothes back to his mother when he changed, he kept them in his room instead. 

Brandy called him one last time as he was getting into bed.  “You did real good today, Baby Bobby.  Real good.  I hope you’re planning on wearing a skirt again tomorrow.”  That’s all she said before she closed the line.  He didn’t even get a chance to say anything.  He wanted to pound the walls in frustration, but it would do no good and would only bring his mother in. 

He put his baby bottle to his lips and started sucking on it.  He suddenly had to pee as he started drinking.  He let it out without worrying about it.  He did that a lot lately.  He held his bottle and sank further down into his covers as he drank.  How had he come to this?  He didn’t know.  He didn’t even think he wanted to know. 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby never did give his mother’s clothes back to her, and she never asked about them.  When he did the laundry on Monday, he washed them and then kept them in his own closet.  The next Saturday, he wore them again…and again on Sunday.  His mother noticed and didn’t really look like she approved, but she didn’t say anything against it.  He was glad. 

It was the following Saturday that things changed.  He again got dressed in his mother’s clothes, but after breakfast, she kept him at the kitchen table.  “Let’s wash our hair today,” she suggested happily. 

Bobby was just glad she didn’t yell at him about wearing her clothes again, and today she seemed to be happier than she had been for the last few weeks.  Was she starting to accept things?  He didn’t know.  “Sure,” he replied trying to sound enthusiastic about it. 

The routine was becoming familiar now.  First she washed his hair in the kitchen sink, then with his head wrapped up in a towel, he did hers.  Then he dried her hair and brushed it for her.  He was getting a lot better at it and she seemed really happy about that, praising him for doing so well. 

Then it was her turn to do his hair.  And once it was dried and brushed, she played with it again, and again they both laughed and enjoyed themselves.  His mother finally pulled his hair up into another high ponytail and held it there with an old hair band.  Then she went to her room and found a ribbon that she tied into a bow on top of the hair band.   “Come on,” she said, “let’s try some makeup again, okay?” 

His mother was happy again.  Brandy might be watching, but there was nothing he could do about it.  Besides, this was exactly what Brandy wanted.  “Okay,” he agreed.

In her room, his mother again put a little bit of makeup on him and told him how pretty he looked.  She actually saw him blush over her comment, but he was also smiling.  “Are you tired of wearing the same old clothes?” she asked.  “Ready to try something different for a change?”

“Sure,” he said without thinking.  But as she began handing him clothes to put on, he realized that it meant he would have to remove his skirt in front of her.  “Uh, Mom,” he said tentatively, “do you mind if I change in my room instead?”

“Oh, don’t be silly dear,” she replied.  “We’ve been doing this for a while now.  Besides, I’m your mother.  There’s nothing you’ve got that I haven’t seen before – especially on you.”  She actually laughed like it was a joke. 

But Bobby’s only thought was that she was so wrong.  She hadn’t seen his diapers yet.  “Um…Mom,” he started, looking for a way out, “maybe what I’ve got on is good enough.”

She laughed.  “Don’t be ridiculous.  Besides, I’m tired of seeing you in those clothes.  Now let’s get you into something with a bit more color.”

It was going to happen, and it was going to happen in the next few minutes.  And he knew there would be no avoiding it.  He dreaded it with every fiber of his being.  But there was no help for it.  If he didn’t, then Brandy would find a way to hurt her…probably badly. 

Bowing to the inevitable, he removed everything but his skirt while his mother stood by and watched.  He wished she would at least turn away, but she didn’t.  She was watching all too closely.  He almost let out a whimper.  He unfastened the skirt, and with one quick motion, pulled it down and let it drop to the floor.  He stepped out of it and stared up at her.  Her eyes were wide, she wasn’t moving.  It didn’t even look like she was breathing.  She was in shock.  He was standing in front of his own mother in nothing but a diaper.  He had never hated doing anything so much in his life.  “Mom,” he said as tears started to form, “I’m sorry….”

“Bobby!” she exclaimed.  At least she was breathing now.  “What are you doing?”

“Mom…” but he didn’t have any words.  He ran from her room and into his own where he threw himself on his bed and cried.

She followed him a few moments later, as soon as she was capable of moving.  She was still that deeply shocked.  He was crying into his bed, wearing just the diaper, lying face down and covering his head.  She stood over him.  “What’s this all about?”

But he didn’t answer. 

She asked again – demanding an answer.

He half rolled over, but he wouldn’t look at her.  “I have to,” he cried.

“What do you mean, Bobby?  That makes no sense!”

But his only answer was to repeat.  “I have to.”

She was frustrated.  “Why do you have to?” she demanded.

“I just do!”  It was the only thing he could think of.  He couldn’t tell her about Brandy.  That would lead to her getting hurt, and hurt bad.  He was doing this to save her, but there was no way he could let her know.  He looked up at her and said the only other thing he could think of, and unfortunately, it came out a bit too forceful.  “I want to wear them!”

“You what?  Stop this Bobby!  Stop it!”  But now he had turned back into his bed again and wouldn’t look at her.  She felt so frustrated, especially since he was crying so hard again.  She didn’t know what to do.  He wouldn’t talk to her – about anything.  The frustration in her built until she had to leave him.  She ran for her own room where she slammed the door shut and laid on her own bed, crying her eyes out. 

She felt like such a failure!  She had gone wrong with him somewhere.  He needed a father, something she couldn’t give him…along with so many other things.  Why would he do something so stupid?  It didn’t make sense.  Why?  Why?  Why?  Once again she had no answers.  First he wanted to dress like a girl, now it was diapers.  She didn’t know which was worse!  Both of them were awful!  And the worst part was that he wouldn’t talk to her.  She was right here.  She would listen.  She loved him so much!  Why couldn’t he see that?  Failure!  Failure!  Failure! 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby heard his cell phone ringing, but he ignored it.  He wasn’t going to talk to Brandy or anyone else just then, he was feeling too sorry for himself.  Eventually, it stopped ringing.  He didn’t care.  He was too busy crying.  Too busy worrying about his mother and how disappointed in him she had to be.  He loved her so much.  How could she possibly love him anymore…especially now?  He hated himself so much.  But the alternative would be so much worse.  He would never allow anything to happen to his mother if he could possibly help it.

A while later, after he stopped crying and was just sitting feeling sorry for himself, his phone began ringing again.  This time he connected, but he didn’t speak a single word.  Fortunately, Brandy didn’t care.  “Well,” she said right away.  “I think that went fairly well.  Don’t you?” 

She had to be kidding!  “You’re sick!” he exclaimed.  “You have no idea what you’ve done!”

“Oh, I know perfectly well, what I’ve done,” she replied.  “Now you’re being a lot more open with your mother.  You just can’t be completely honest as to why, that’s all.”

“Like I said, you’re sick!”

She ignored his comment.  “Now you listen good, Baby Bobby,” she said seriously.  “Now the hard part starts.  Now you can’t give in to her no matter what!  You’re going to stay in those diapers, or you’re going to wet yourself constantly.  There is no in-between!  She knows about the diapers now so there’s no going back.  Remember, diapers, or you wet yourself.  No pee-pee in the potty for you at all!  And I’ve already got everything ready to arrange for something to happen to your mother if you do use the potty.  Oh, and Baby Bobby, I’ll be listening hard to make sure you don’t tell her about me.  ‘Cause if you do…well, she probably won’t survive what I’ll arrange…and you might not either!”  She hung up on him then quickly.

Bobby came close to throwing his cell phone across the room.  Very close!  But he put it down gently instead and sat up on his bed brooding.  He had no way to fix things with his mother.  He had ruined their relationship.  No, Brandy had ruined it!  But it amounted to the same thing because his mother could never know.  Someday he’d tell her.  Someday. 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

She fixed dinner half-heartedly that night, still never even looking in on him in his room…she just couldn’t.  The spaghetti that she fixed was only half-done, but she didn’t care.  When it was on the table, she finally went to his room and opened the door.  He was still sitting up on his bed, still clad in only the diaper.  “Dinner’s ready,” she said with more than a hint of anger.  “And take that stupid diaper off!”  She turned and walked away. 

He came to the dinner table dressed normally.  She only hoped he wasn’t wearing the diaper under his pants.  She wasn’t hungry, but she forced herself to sit at the table with him and attempt to eat.  Talk to me, she mentally pleaded.  Talk to me!

Bobby sat across from his mother.  He felt strange dressed normally – without a diaper for a change.  But this was only going to make things worse, much worse.  And there was no avoiding it.  Brandy was going to make sure.  He saw his mother watching him.  He didn’t feel like eating, but he made an attempt anyway…for her. 

He knew it was going to happen shortly into his dinner.  There would be no avoiding it.  Maybe it would be better to get it over with sooner rather than later.  Maybe not.  At least she wasn’t yelling at him…yet.  But her silence and stony stare made him feel all that much worse, especially because of what he was about to do. 

He hadn’t eaten much, but he couldn’t eat anymore.  He had to pee.  He had for a while now.  And he had to let her see him wet himself.  It would be the only way.  And his life was about to get even worse!  He started wetting himself before he even got up from the table.  But he didn’t finish until he was halfway to the kitchen door.

“Bobby!” she screamed.  “What do you think you’re doing?  You’re wetting your pants!”

He couldn’t take it.  He ran for his bedroom and slammed the door behind him.  He laid on his bed again, wet pants and all. 

His door was quickly opened by his mother.  “Bobby!  What’s going on?  Talk to me!”

But he couldn’t.  What could he tell her that would make her understand?

“Why did you wet your pants just then?”

There was no suitable answer. 

She was obviously angry and he didn’t blame her.  “Take those wet things off this instant, young man!”

He got up from his bed angrily.  But his anger wasn’t aimed at her, it was aimed at Brandy.  Unfortunately, his mother had no way of knowing that.  He began removing his wet pants and underpants.  Wearing only the shirt he had put on earlier and nothing else, he walked over to his tiny dresser and opened the top drawer to pull out another pair of his underwear.  He stopped and turned around.  “I want to wear a diaper,” he said.  But he was still angry at Brandy and it came out sounding like a demand.

“Absolutely not!” she returned.  “Don’t even think about it!  Why would you ever?”

Frustrated he pulled on a pair of his regular underpants and dug another pair of jeans out too. 

“Why won’t you talk to me?” she pleaded.

“I can’t!” he replied.

“Why not?”

He had no useful way to tell her.  “I want to wear diapers,” he insisted once again.

She shook her head.  This was getting them nowhere.  When had he ever gotten so stubborn?  “No!” she replied with finality.  She carried his wet clothes out of the room and to the washer where she started cleaning them.

Later that evening, just before it was time to get himself ready for bed, he wet himself again.  They had been sitting watching TV, mostly trying to ignore each other, yet all too aware of each other.  He got up from the chair he was sitting in, and as he walked across the room, let it out. 

“My God!” she screamed behind him.  “What’s gotten into you?  The bathroom is right there!  Not two steps away!  Yet you can’t be bothered to go even that far?  Are you sick or something?  Obviously you must be!  Why didn’t you use the bathroom?”

“No!” he replied feeling just as frustrated as his mother, only for a totally different reason.  “I’m not going to use it!”

She stared at him unbelievingly.  “Why not?”

He just shook his head.  “I’m not going to do it.  I want to wear diapers.”

She let out a scream of frustration as he left her for his room.  It was time to get ready for bed.  He always wore the diapers to bed now.  He couldn’t wait to do so again.  At least he wouldn’t have to worry about wetting himself again. 

He took his wet pants and underpants off and dug another diaper out of his hiding place and put it on the bed.  He laid it out, but before he could diaper himself, his cell phone rang again. 

“You’re doing great, Baby Bobby!” Brandy said right away.  “Just keep at it!”

“I hate you!” he said flatly.

“You probably do, but I don’t care.  Don’t wear the diaper to bed.  You’ll have to wet the bed instead!”

“What?  But I don’t want to do that!”

“You have to!  It’s the only way, Baby Bobby!  It’s the only way.  You have to wet your bed again tonight, and this time you can’t put any plastic under you to protect it.”

He ended the connection himself.  He couldn’t stand to hear anymore.  He had to wet his bed?  It was quickly becoming too much.  It was already too much.  How much more could he take? 

The goodnight kiss his mother gave him that night was fairly cold – at least he thought so.  He climbed into bed nervously, and his cell phone rang again.

“Don’t forget your baby bottle, Baby Bobby,” Brandy’s voice taunted.

“Go to hell,” he replied.  But he dutifully got out his bottle and filled it up and drank it before he went to sleep.

Once again, he slept in a wet bed.  A very wet bed.  And it was awful.  But there was no help for it.  He cried several times during the night and sucked his thumb furiously, but it didn’t help at all.  He felt like such a baby, and he knew that was just what Brandy wanted. 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

The next morning, his room smelled terrible when he woke up.  His pajamas were drenched.  His bed was drenched.  He stripped everything off of himself and his bed, put his bathrobe on, and put everything straight into the washer.  His mother heard him and came out to check on him.  She glanced at what he was doing, then she went to see his room and ruined mattress.  She didn’t say a word.  She didn’t need to.  He heard her bedroom door slamming behind her again.  She didn’t fix him breakfast that day.  He wasn’t hungry anyway. 

He was tempted to put a diaper on again when he got dressed, but he didn’t.  He knew he had to wet himself again.  And he did, twice that morning alone.  Each time he put his things directly into the washer and cleaned them.  He did it three more times that afternoon. 

His mother didn’t come out of her room until midafternoon.  “Where did I go wrong?” she asked tearfully.  “How did I fail you?  I tried?  I promise you, I tried.  I just don’t know what I did so wrong.  Please tell me,” she pleaded.

He felt so bad.  “You didn’t do anything wrong.  None of this is your fault.”

“Why then?” she asked again.

He hung his head.  “Because I have to.  I just have to.  Please leave it at that.”

She shook her head.  “I can’t.  I just can’t.”

“I know,” he said sadly. 

They were talking to each other now, but it was a strained relationship.  And when he wet himself the next time.  She was angry, but she didn’t say anything.  He changed and put his clothes into the washer again.  That’s the way it went for the rest of the afternoon and into the evening until it was time for him to get ready for bed again. 

“I guess you’re planning on wetting your bed again tonight?” she asked as he walked off toward his room to change for bed.  His pants were wet yet again.

He turned back to her.  “Yes,” he replied simply.

“You’re ruining your mattress!”

“I can’t help it.”

“Yes you can!”

“No!  I have to wear diapers!”

She turned her head away as tears began falling from her eyes again.  He went into his room to put his pajamas on.  His door opened a few minutes later though and his mother walked in.  She felt his mattress.  It was dry – mostly.  At least what she could feel.  It would probably take a few more days to finish drying out completely.  If he wet it again, it might never dry out.  A thought struck her.  “Where did you get the diapers from?  We can’t afford them.”

“A friend at school gave them to me.”

“Who?”

“Just a friend.”

“I asked who?”

He couldn’t let her know anything about Brandy.

“I said just a friend!  You don’t know him.”

“Where are they?” she asked.

Reluctantly, he dug them out from under all the junk in his closet.  She grabbed the package and set it on his bed and examined it.  It was still half-full.  “How long have you been using these?” she asked.

He shrugged.  “A while now.”

He was sure she was about to take them away, but she pulled one out of the package and set it on the bed.  “We can’t afford a new mattress for you.”  She set the package of diapers on his dresser and started to walk out.  She stopped in the doorway.  “I’ll be back as soon as you’re ready for bed.  I’ll help you make it up again.”

When she was gone, he stared at the diaper on his bed, then at the package on his dresser.  He didn’t really want to wear them, he had to.  Because of Brandy, he had no choice.  He felt terrible.  But still, he breathed a minor sigh of relief. 

The next morning, when he left for school, the package of diapers was still on his dresser, but it was one more diaper lighter.  His mother didn’t even ask about it, but he knew that she knew he was wearing one.  She kissed him goodbye before school, but like the kiss of the night before, it was strained.


Chapter 15

It was the first week of April.  Things between Bobby and his mother were slowly getting better, but they remained strained.  His mother didn’t really accept that he was wearing diapers all the time.  She never even mentioned it.  She couldn’t mention it because it was all she could do to not get angry or cry over it.  Every morning she checked the bag of diapers on his dresser, watching the number go down.  When there were only a very few left, she had hopes that it would all be over, but almost magically, a new bag of diapers appeared when she checked the next morning.  She hated it.  What was she going to do about it?

At school, Brandy changed the bow she was putting into his hair for an even bigger one.  The teachers never even glanced at him anymore and she knew it.  He was just another odd character and they were all used to it. 

Brandy had gone a bit easier on him during that first week after his mother found out, but after that she started pushing him again.  The first Monday in April, when he got home from school, she made him find that same skirt and blouse his mother had given him to wear before and put them on, and keep them on.  His mother was so disappointed to see him that way when she came home from work, but she said nothing.  Brandy saw her crying in her room most of the evening instead of watching TV with Bobby.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Early the following week, something strange happened that changed both Bobby and his mother’s lives forever.  That day, Bobby’s mother got a call on her cell phone from Vinny.

“Hi Ma’am,” he said. 

“Mr. Vinny.  How are you?”

“Great, Ma’am.  Just great.  Listen, something special has come up that I think you’re going to be interested in.  I’d like to discuss it with you over lunch today.  What do you say?”

“Something special?” she asked.

“I’d rather not tell you till later,” he replied.  “You like Italian food?” he asked.

“As long as it’s not spaghetti,” she replied.  “Sometimes that’s all we eat.”

He laughed.  “I understand.  What you order is up to you, but the restaurant is one of mine so whatever you want.  I’ll send a driver for you at noon.  Okay?”

She was very curious as to what he could possibly want, but the lunch offer sounded really nice.  “Sure,” she replied happily.

The big black car deposited her right in front of the restaurant – a very nice place by the looks of it.  Before she could open her door and get out, the driver was running around the car to get it for her.  She found Vinny already inside and waiting for her at a private table.  He motioned her to sit down.  The table was set beautifully and there was a menu waiting for her in front of her seat.  Vinny was already munching on some breadsticks and drinking wine.

“Thank you, Mr. Vinny,” she said as she sat down.

“It’s just Vinny, Ma’am,” he replied as he took another bite off of a bread stick.

A waiter came over and asked if she wanted coffee.  When she said yes, he poured it for her right away.  Vinny waited until she had selected something from the menu and ordered it, then he got down to business.  “Listen, Ma’am, an opportunity has just come my way that I think will be perfect for you and your boy.  I know you don’t make much where you work.  Hardly anything.  In fact, I’ve done some checking on you, and by all accounts, you should be making a lot more.”

“You’ve been checking on me?” she asked, a bit concerned.

He shrugged.  “Part of my job habits.  I check on everybody.  Listen, I have kind of a distant acquaintance in Dallas, and he has a job opening in one of his companies that I think would be perfect for you.  I think you should take it.”

“In Dallas?  I could never get there!”

He laughed.  “That’s something you don’t have to worry about.  The company pays everything.  Besides, the salary will really make it worth your while.”

Bobby’s mother listened for a few minutes more, but most of what she heard barely registered after he told her what the starting pay would be.  It was more than three times what she was making now.  And he had also mentioned insurance benefits and a lot of other things she didn’t have now.  “It sounds too good to be true,” she said.

He laughed.  “Trust me, it’s true.  In fact, I want you to go down personally and check it out.  They want to interview you anyway, but believe me, I’ve set it up so you’ve already got the job.”

“I need to go there?”

“Yeah.  Later this week would be best.”

A disturbing thought hit her.  “But my son.  I can’t leave him.”

Vinny shook his head.  “You shouldn’t take your son along to a job interview – even if you already have the job.  Besides, he’s a big kid.  He’s old enough to manage one night by himself now, isn’t he?  I think this job is worth it.”

She hesitated, not really sure at all, especially not the way Bobby had been behaving lately.  But Vinny saw her hesitate.  “Look, if it’s any help, give the boy my phone number.  He can call if he needs me – anytime.”  But she still wasn’t committing.  He pushed a bit harder.  “I already made your plane reservations for Thursday morning.  You’ll be back again on Friday.  I promise.”

“What about my job?”

“Your loser of a boss better let you off.  He doesn’t pay you enough as it is.  In fact, I seriously doubt his business is going to last another year.”

That was disturbing news to her.  She hadn’t gotten the six month raise she had been promised when she started with the company.  Now she knew why.  This new job would be more important than ever.

She smiled.  “Fine, I’ll go on Thursday and check it out.”

He smiled.  “Great, Ma’am.  You’ve just made me very happy.”  He reached into his pocket and pulled out two envelopes.  One was obviously a plane ticket.  She opened the other envelope, it was stuffed with money.  She looked at him questioningly. 

Vinny shrugged.  “Just a little traveling money,” he replied.  “A tiny gift from me.”

She thumbed through the bills in the envelope.  There had to be more than five hundred dollars in it!  With a smile of commitment, the plane ticket and the envelope of money went straight into her purse.  Lunch was really, really good!

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

On Thursday morning, Bobby and his mother were up very early so she could catch her plane.  He was still dressed in his pajamas, but she was dressed and ready to go.  She had a small suitcase by the door.

“Don’t worry, Mom.  I’ll be fine,” Bobby told her.

She still had a lot of misgivings about leaving him alone.  But she didn’t really have a choice in the matter.  “I’ll call you every chance I get,” she told him.  “And don’t you dare leave this house.  Promise me?”

“Mom, where am I going to go?  I’ll be fine.  Don’t worry.”

She shook her head.  She would just have to hope.  The taxi pulled up out front and she opened the door to let the driver know she was coming.  She hugged Bobby harder then she had in a long while and kissed him goodbye.  “See you tomorrow,” she said.  Then she dashed for the taxi. 

Bobby waved goodbye to her.  As soon as the taxi was gone he closed the door of their little house.  He had been alone in it most of the time they lived there, but the house felt lonelier now than ever before.  He wondered if Brandy knew his mother was gone.  She probably did.  She seemed to know everything.  He worried even more now about what she might do to him with his mother away.  But it was only for one day.

His cell phone rang just before he got dressed for school.  “Baby Boooobbyyy.”

“What?” he asked, not nicely at all.

“You’re all alone this morning.”

“What of it?”

She laughed.  “Oh nothing.  It’s just that since your mother isn’t there today, I want you to wear her nice blouse and skirt all the way to school today.”  He was about to scream and protest, but she wasn’t finished.  “Don’t worry, I’ll have some pants for you to wear as soon as you meet me at the trees.  But I’m sure a big sissy like you would much prefer to wear a skirt whenever you can.”  She was giggling now, almost uncontrollably.

“But I can’t!’ he protested. 

She was still laughing.  “Yes you can, Baby Bobby!  See you at school.”

He wanted to protest again, but she had already hung up.  Damn!  Now she was making him leave the house in a damn skirt.  But what choice did he have?  None!

He reluctantly put the blouse and skirt on along with his regular shoes and socks.  Brandy had better have some pants for him to wear, he thought, or he was going back home again. 

His phone rang just before he left for school.  He was very happy to see it was his mother.  “Hi Mom,” he said excitedly.

“Hi Bobby.  I just wanted to check in with you one more time before my flight leaves.”

“I’m fine, Mom.  Have a good trip.  I love you.”

“I love you too.  I’ve got to go.  See you tomorrow.”

The line went dead and he put his phone away.  He felt like he was going to be dead too as he faced his front door.  He was going out in public in a skirt.  Having no choice, he opened the door and stepped outside. 

His trip to school was more terrifying and embarrassing than ever.  The cool morning breezes blew strangely against his bare legs.  But fortunately, when Brandy met him at the trees as usual, she did have a pair of pants for him to wear – but they were girl’s pants.  He realized he should have expected that.  But his only choices were to either wear the girl’s pants she had for him, or the skirt.  It was no contest.  He put the pants on. 

Brandy took his skirt from him and put it into her bag.  Then she put the big bow into his hair again, but she had him keep his mother’s blouse on instead of giving him one of her own.  The white patent leather shoes were soon on his feet too.  With his thumb back in his mouth, she looked at him happily.  “We’re making progress, Baby Bobby.  Real progress.”  He wasn’t too sure about that.

After school, he had to change the girl’s pants she had given him for the skirt again.  He hated it.  But again, he had no choice.  He breathed a sigh of relief as soon as he walked into his house.  He was just worried now that Brandy might have more in store for him since his mother was gone and he was all alone.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Brandy felt so disappointed.  Bobby was alone in his house and she couldn’t do any more to play with him than what she had already been doing.  Her Uncle Vinny had been very specific about that.  He didn’t even want her to send him outside for anything while his mother was gone.  He was taking all the fun out of it for her.  And she wasn’t sure, but she suspected that her Uncle Frankie was also keeping close tabs on everything she was doing to him and relaying that on to Uncle Vinny.  She dared not do anything he didn’t want her to.  So all she could do to Bobby was to make him wear some of his mother’s clothes again while he was home alone.  It was fun, but with his mother gone, it was a lot less interesting. 

She really wanted to make him wear the skirt to school again tomorrow, but since his mother would be home too early, that was also out.  She sighed disappointedly.  Sometimes these things just worked out that way.  She had to accept them and move on.  She wasn’t really losing any ground with him, it was more like she was only losing a temporary play period.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby’s cell phone rang shortly after he got home from school.  He was really glad to see it was from his mother. 

“Bobby,” her voice said breathlessly.  “How are you?  Is everything okay?”

“Of course, Mom.  I just got back from school.  Everything’s fine.  How’s your trip going?  Did you get the job?”

She laughed.  “Oh Bobby, you wouldn’t believe it!  I not only have the job, but it’s going to be so great!  It’s a ton more money, and they’re going to pay to move us and everything.  You’re going to love living here.”

“Great, Mom.  I can’t wait.  When can we move?”  He really wanted to know just because it would get him away from Brandy.

“Well, I’m afraid not until school’s out.  But what I set up is that we’ll probably be leaving right after your last day of classes.

He was very disappointed.  “Not till then?”

“Fraid not, honey,” she replied.

“Okay, Mom.  I understand.  That’s great though.”

“Listen, Bobby.  I’m going to be home a little later than I said I would tomorrow.  I’ll be taking a later flight so I can spend some more time looking for a new house for us.  Someone here is helping me.  Hopefully I can even put a down payment on something we can really buy!”

“Great, Mom.  That would be fantastic.”

“Anyway, I should be home about dinner time so it won’t be too late.  Now don’t forget.  Call me if you need anything.”

“Sure Mom.  Love you.  Bye.”

As he lounged around the house in his mother’s clothes, he mused about what his mother had said.  The job sounded great.  Their life was going to be much better – he hoped.  It just couldn’t start until after school was over.  Still a long way away.  Still too much time for Brandy to make things even worse between him and his mother.  He smiled to himself.  Maybe when they got to Texas he could get a cowboy hat.  That would be really cool!  Then he thought about what he was wearing and the way Brandy was pushing him.  If he didn’t get out from under Brandy’s thumb really soon, that hat was going to be a cowgirl hat instead!  He couldn’t even smile about that.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

The next morning, Bobby was surprised when Brandy didn’t tell him to wear the skirt to school again.  He was really glad too.  But she did have another pair of girl’s pants for him to wear.  “Am I going to have to be wearing these from now on?” he asked as he put them on.

She looked at him in mock surprise.  “Of course, Baby Bobby.  That is, unless you’d rather wear a skirt.”  He didn’t bother answering, he was too well conditioned now to do whatever she wanted. 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Another week passed and Brandy watched Bobby and his mother carefully.  Things between them were starting to return to normal, but very slowly.  He was in diapers all the time now, and while his mother certainly didn’t approve, she was no longer saying anything about it to him. 

But for Brandy, time was running out, there was still more she wanted to do.  She had to keep pushing him. 

On Monday, Bobby turned his sandwich that wouldn’t get eaten over to Brandy for her to throw away like she always did.  He sat down next to her and let her put the bib on his neck.  He accepted the first spoonful of baby food that she shoved into his mouth.  Then she leaned over to him again to talk quietly.  “I think your mother has calmed down enough now that we can continue.”

He looked at her.  “Continue?”

She smiled.  “That’s right, Baby Bobby.  So here’s how it’s going to go.  From now on, when you get home from school, you’re going to put on some of your mother’s clothes.  You’re going to dress yourself as much like a girl as you can – every day.  And from now on, you’re going to make even more of an effort to show your mother how much you love it.  Not just like it…love it!  I want her to see how deliriously happy you are to be dressed like a girl.”

“But I’m not!” he protested.  “I don’t like it!”

She smiled wickedly at him.  “Then you’re just going to have to learn.  You have to show her how much you love dressing as a girl – and how much you hate dressing like a boy!”

“What?”  She was really being too much. 

She leaned in close to him again.  “Don’t forget, Baby Bobby, I have everything all prepared to set up something bad to happen to your mother if you don’t.  And I’ll be watching you…closely!”

As much as he hated it when she demanded anything of him, he hated it even more when she threatened his mother.  No matter what she made him do, he couldn’t let his mother get hurt!  He couldn’t wait until they moved now.  How many days was it until the end of school?  Still way too many…but the number was growing smaller.

He hated doing it, but that evening he met his mother at the door, once again dressed in her skirt and blouse.  He had even fixed his hair as best he could.  He put a big smile on his face and hugged her the moment she got in the door. 

She was very surprised to say the least.  While she liked him greeting her that way, she didn’t like seeing him in her clothes again – especially not during the week now.  But things had been so strained between them lately that she let it pass.  It was just good to see him happy for once.

All evening long he seemed to be extra happy.  While she was still glad to see it, she had no idea as to why.  They were watching TV.  A commercial came on and she noticed him briefly looking at her with a smile on his face again.  “What’s got you so happy today?” she asked.

He shrugged his shoulders.  “I don’t know.  I just feel good, I guess.  I know I’m happy about your new job.  I just wish it started sooner.”

She laughed.  “Me too!  But this way you at least get to finish school with your friends.”

“Believe me, I wouldn’t mind moving early in the least.”

They went back to watching TV, but she was more focused on making sense of his last statement.

The next night he met her again, exactly the same way when she came in, with a big smile on his face and once again wearing her clothes.  She was less happy to see him dressed that way.  So unhappy in fact, that she sent him to his room to change while she fixed dinner. 

As Bobby was gladly changing out of her clothes into his own, Brandy phoned him again.  “Now don’t forget, Baby Bobby, you have to act like you’re not very happy now.”

“But I am happy,” he complained.

“I don’t care,” she replied.  “You won’t be very happy if your mother gets hurt, will you?”

Her statement quickly drained any little bit of happiness right out of him.  He was a lot more somber when he went out to eat dinner.

His mother noticed the change in attitude right away, but didn’t say anything until much later.  “Is anything wrong?” she asked him.

“No, Mom,” he replied.  “I’m fine.”

“You seemed to be so happy when I came in, but you don’t seem to be very happy now.  What gives?”

He shrugged his shoulders.  “I’m fine,” he insisted.  She let it drop.

On Wednesday he did it yet again, he met her at the door in her clothes with a big smile on his face and hugged her…and she sent him straight to his room to change.  And when he came out again, he didn’t act very happy at all.  She was slowly getting angry, especially when he wouldn’t tell her what was wrong.

On Thursday night she again came home to find him in her clothes and looking very happy.  She let him stay that way until after dinner.  Then she made him change.  When he came out again, he was once again unhappy.  She had to wonder though, was he really?  “Are you trying to tell me something?” She demanded.

He looked at her like he didn’t know what she was talking about.  “Not that I know of,” he replied. 

He was really making her angry again.  She could feel it.  First it was the diapers…at least she could sort of ignore that since she never had to see them – she was grateful he was at least very discrete about it.  But now it appeared he wanted to be a girl…or at least dress like one.  But he wouldn’t come out and just say it.  She had nothing really to go on except the way he was acting.  It was so infuriating!

When she came home from work on Friday night, she now expected him to be in her clothes again, and he was.  And again he acted fairly happy.  But this time, she let him stay in her clothes, all night.  She watched him carefully throughout the evening.  Every time he thought she was watching him, he appeared to be very happy.  But when he didn’t know she was watching, he seemed a bit more reserved…still happy, but just not so obvious.  Did he really want to dress like a girl?  She hoped not.  But it really appeared that way.  Since he wouldn’t talk about it, she had to figure out a way to find out for sure.

On Saturday morning, Bobby’s mother woke up a lot earlier than usual.  She went into his room where he was still sleeping.  She wasn’t exactly pleased to see he was sleeping with his thumb still in his mouth, but that was another issue.  She could only deal with one thing at a time.  She did her best to appear excited.  “Wake up, sleepyhead,” she called as she shook him slightly.

Bobby woke up startled.  His mother was there waking him up.  “Mom?” he asked, surprised to see her.  “What’s wrong?”

She shook her head.  “Nothing.  I just wanted to get an early start today, that’s all.”

“Why?”

She shrugged her shoulders.  “I just do.  Why don’t you just put your robe on and come down to breakfast like you are.  Okay?”  She walked out of his room so that he would have to follow her fairly soon.

Bobby tried to figure out what was going on.  Why would she need an early start?  He put his robe on, then he stopped.  He hadn’t changed his diaper yet.  He always showered and changed his diaper first thing.  Would his mother give him time?

“Booobbyyy,” he heard her calling from the kitchen.  “Are you coming to breakfast?  I’m waiting for you.”

He sighed and hurried out to the kitchen. 

She did her best to act upbeat all during breakfast.  As soon as they had finished eating she said, “Why don’t you go and get cleaned up.”  As she said it, she thought of something else.  She wasn’t nearly as happy as she added, “And I guess you’re going to change your diaper too?”

He nodded sheepishly.

She tried her best to smile again.  “Then go and get cleaned up.”

Bobby went straight to the bathroom and removed his diaper.  He took a shower and put his robe back on again.  Then he went straight to his room and put another diaper on.  But before he could pick out what clothes to wear, his mother poked her head into his room again. 

She wasn’t exactly pleased to see him in the diaper, but she did her best to ignore it.  Today was about something else.  “Instead of getting dressed,” she said as enthusiastically as she could, “let’s wash our hair again.  Okay?”

Bobby wasn’t really all that pleased about it, but he knew that Brandy wanted him to act that way.  Was she even watching?  Probably, he decided.  “Sure, Mom,” he answered, trying his best to sound just as enthusiastic.

“Good,” she replied.  “Just put your robe back on and I’ll get the stuff.”

As he was putting his robe on again, his cell phone rang.  Brandy didn’t even bother to say hello.  “You’re doing great, Baby Bobby,” she said right away.  “Now remember, you want to be girly.  The girlier the better!  And don’t forget to show it!”  The line went dead again immediately.  He knew for sure then that she was indeed watching him. 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Brandy had been taken by surprise by Bobby’s mother’s sudden change in attitude.  She was excited about it, but surprised never the less.  She watched intently as the two of them spent time together in the kitchen washing each other’s hair again.  They seemed to be having a really good time with it, even though she knew that Bobby was mostly acting.  She wondered what had changed his mother’s attitude so suddenly.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

With his wet hair wrapped in a towel again, Bobby dried and brushed his mother’s hair for her.  She seemed to be very grateful and happy about the way he was doing it which made him feel really good.  Then it was his turn.  He sat in the chair and waited for her to turn the blow dryer on, but she didn’t.  She grabbed a comb instead and began running it through his hair, combing his wet hair first this way, then that way, experimenting with it, while it was still wet.

He felt her section parts of it off then change what she was doing, over and over again.  Finally, she sectioned off the entire part in the front and combed it straight down over his face.  “Wait here a minute,” she said.  He couldn’t see what she was doing but he heard her at one of the kitchen drawers.  She was back again quickly.  She brought the comb down again over the hair she had combed over his face.  Then before he knew it, she stuck her big kitchen scissors up across his eyes and clipped the hair straight across.  He was shocked.  “Mom!” he complained. 

“Oh hush,” she replied.  I just fixed it a bit.  You’ll love it when I’m done.  Trust me.”

He wasn’t so sure. Brandy had demanded that he grow his hair really long.  He hoped Brandy wouldn’t get mad.  Hopefully she could see that it wasn’t his fault that his hair was cut.  But all he could do was to sit there and endure whatever his mother was doing to him…and to try his best to act like he was really enjoying it.  Fortunately, his mother didn’t cut anywhere else. 

His hair felt funny the way she had it combed over his forehead now.  And then it dawned on him…bangs!  She had given him bangs!  He hoped he could find a way to comb them back before he went to school again.

Finally she brought out the blow dryer and dried his hair.  While he enjoyed all the attention she was lavishing on him, he was starting to get tired of it too.  But his mother seemed to be so happy today, and that alone meant the world to him.  It also gave him further incentive to act happy himself – so that she would stay happy. 

Once again she fixed his hair different ways, then settled on pulling some of it back and braiding it.  The biggest difference this time though over what she had done in the past with his hair, was the bangs which seemed to make him look more feminine than ever.  “Okay.  Let’s go get dressed,” she finally said.

She took him straight back to her bedroom.  While she was searching through her closet, Bobby got his first look at his hair in her mirror.  Wow, bangs!  How was he ever going to live that down…as if it mattered?  He wondered what Brandy must think about it.  But knowing her, she was probably loving it. 

His mother came away from her closet and threw a bunch of different clothes on the bed.  Then she went to her dresser and pulled out a bra.  “Take your robe off, Bobby,” she instructed.  He did so reluctantly, exposing himself in only his diaper.  He saw her wince.  “I guess we don’t need to worry about panties.  Do we?” she said softly. 

He didn’t answer.  He didn’t think he needed to.

She put the bra on him and filled it out with a few pairs of her panties.  Then she turned to the clothes she had thrown on her bed.  He had worn most of them briefly before.  She handed him a blouse and one of her shortest skirts to put on, which wasn’t really all that short.  Once dressed, she sat him down and put a bit more makeup on him than she ever had before.  She also tied bows at both the top and tail end of the braid she had put in his hair.  “Let’s do your nails,” she said enthusiastically.

Bobby was inwardly screaming, but Brandy was watching and he was desperate to do anything he possibly could to keep his mother from getting hurt.  “Oh wow, can we?” he replied as if he really wanted his nails done. 

The process took a long time, and his mother talked to him throughout it.  She purposely chose feminine things to talk about, like her preferences in nail polish and different makeup to make him feel uncomfortable, but she was really surprised when he started joining more and more in the conversation.  She had purposely started talking about things she figured only a girl should know about, but surprisingly, he seemed to have a lot of knowledge on the subjects.  What she didn’t know, was that Bobby had been spending all his time at school since the beginning of the year with only girls for company, so naturally, much of their conversations had seeped into him.  While he didn’t seem to have any personal experiences to talk about, he was still way too informed about the subjects.  It was a startling revelation!

When his nails were dry, she had him stand in front of her mirror and look at himself.  Bobby was more than a bit startled to see how much he looked like a girl, but Brandy was watching, so he smiled broadly.  Then to try to convince his mother even more that he was happy, he twirled around in the room again. 

She watched his delight, and did her best to act like she was delighted too, but she wasn’t really.  Not at all.  “Go put your sneakers on now so you have something on your feet while I get dressed,” she said.

Bobby hurried out of her room as happily as he could and went into his room to get his sneakers.  His cell phone rang as soon as he got there.

“You’re doing great!” Bandy’s voice said quickly.  “You’ve almost got me convinced.”

“I hate this!” he replied vehemently.  “It’s all a big lie!”

“Maybe it is, but you’d better keep it up – all day, Baby Bobby.  Don’t you forget, I’m watching you closely.  I can always see you, Baby Bobby.  And I’ll make something happen to your mother if you screw up in any way!”

“I hate you!” he hissed into his phone.  He ended the connection and threw the phone on his bed.  Then he dug out some socks and his sneakers.   

When his mother was ready, she poked her head into his room.  He was playing on his computer.  “All ready?” she asked. 

“For what?” he replied as he turned off his game and got up.

“Bobby,” she said with some surprise as she looked at him, “why don’t you take those socks off.  They don’t go with what you have on.  I’m surprised at you.  Just put your sneakers on.”  Then she walked out.

He did as he was told, but he didn’t understand why.  When he had his sneakers on again, he went out and found his mother in the kitchen going through her purse.  She looked up at him and smiled.  “There’s my girl,” she said happily.  “Ready to go now?”

“Go?”  He was suddenly panicked.  “What do you mean, go?”

“Shopping, of course.  You don’t want to sit around here all day do you?”

He gulped.  Yes, he would much rather sit at home, but Brandy was watching closely.  He recovered his surprise and forced himself to smile and say, “We can go shopping?”

She smiled inwardly.  She had noticed his bit of a slip.  She could see how scared he was underneath, and she was very glad to see it.  She picked up her purse and headed to the front door.  If she couldn’t talk him out of wearing girl’s clothes, then maybe she could scare him out of them!

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Brandy was suddenly going crazy.  She watched in disbelief as Bobby and his mother walked out of her sight.  She couldn’t believe what had just happened.  But what really bothered her was that she had no way to watch him at all.  She didn’t even know where they were going.  She wanted to call her Uncle Vinny and ask him to send everyone out looking for them, but she knew how ridiculous that sounded.  All she could do was to pray that Bobby wouldn’t mess things up!

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby was terrified riding in the car with his mother.  He did his very best to smile and act like he loved it though because Brandy could always see him.  They drove first to the one store that he knew the best, the Salvation Army store.  The only place he and his mother ever bought anything that wasn’t food.  He was hesitant about getting out of the car dressed the way he was, but he forced himself to do it.  He put a big smile on his face, but he still asked his mother, “Do I look alright?”

She smiled at him.  “Don’t worry.  You look very pretty.  And trust me, nobody will know!”

That made him feel a little more at ease, but only a little.  He kept smiling as he walked into the store.

His mother led him straight over to the racks of teenage girl’s clothes.  “If you’re going to be dressing like a girl all the time, then you need some new clothes,” she said as she began looking through various things.  “My things don’t really look right on you.”

“You’re buying me girl’s clothes?” he asked incredulously.  “But, Mom, the money….”

“Don’t you worry about it, dear.  The little bonus check I got for signing with the new company will be more than enough.”  Actually, the check was far more than enough.  It was thousands!  But she didn’t want him to know that.  She wasn’t about to waste it on new clothes that hopefully would get thrown away very soon.

Bobby was shocked, but he could feel Brandy’s eyes still on him, as if she were looking right over his shoulder.  What should he do?  How should he react?  “Wow,” he said, trying to sound really excited.  Then he began looking through the clothes too, as if he knew what he was looking for – which he didn’t!

His mother picked out a dress, two skirts, and two tops for him to try on.  She seemed to be very pleased with all her selections as he came out and modeled all of them for her.  It was difficult at first for Bobby to act like he loved it, especially since he was nearly embarrassed out of his head.  But the longer he worked at it, the more into it he got, as if he were on a stage and none of it was real.  And since his mother seemed to be so happy about it, he relaxed and let himself fall even further into the part.  For a while there, he almost forgot he was really a boy. 

Next, his mother led them over to the underwear section where she picked out two bras for him in a smaller cup size than her bra that he was wearing now.  Then she stared at the rack of panties.  She looked sadly but hopefully at him.  I don’t suppose I could talk you into trying some, can I?”

He hung his head a bit, no longer looking as happy.  “No thanks,” he replied softly. 

Fortunately for him, she seemed to accept that and move on.  But when she moved on, it was toward the shoes.  She spotted a pair of ballet flats right away that were very trendy.  She had him try them on and was very pleased to see that they fit.  She didn’t bother looking at any others.  If things worked out like she wanted them to, there would be no need for any others.  But what was concerning her now, was that the longer they looked at clothes for him, the more comfortable about it he seemed to be getting.  That was exactly the opposite reaction she wanted from him.  She was hoping he would be too embarrassed to continue and beg to stop.  But so far, it wasn’t happening.

Bobby’s playacting continued, and more and more, nothing seemed real.  Since nobody seemed to notice that he wasn’t a girl, it got even easier.  And since it all became play, he really was having a good time.  By the time his mother paid for everything and then asked for permission to let him change into the new clothes, he almost felt like he was in a daze – a daze where he was a normal happy girl.  In his daze, he didn’t mind changing at all.  In fact when he came out wearing the new skirt and top, he did feel really happy – and feminine.  It was all in fun – playacting.  And his mother looked like she was so happy.  And so he was happy too.

Bobby’s mother may have been smiling on the outside, but she was panicking on the inside.  Why was he enjoying this so much?  It wasn’t normal!  They were out in public and she thought that what she was doing would panic him out of whatever he was trying to do.  Did he really want to be a girl?  He sure was acting that way.  And now as she looked him over carefully after he had just changed, she felt even more panicked.  Now he looked even more like a girl.  The new clothes fit him better and were much more in style with everything a normal teenage girl would wear.  She wasn’t sure what she needed to do, other than to perhaps scare him even harder. 

She forced the smile back onto her face.  “You look lovely, dear.  Lovely.”  She held out her hand and he took it.  Together they walked hand in hand back to the car.  It was more than a bit unnerving for her.  Instead of a son, she suddenly had a daughter.  Why was he liking this so much?  Why wasn’t he quitting?  Maybe the used clothing store was too safe for him.  Maybe someplace a bit more crowded would snap him out of it – she hoped.  “Let’s go to the mall,” she suddenly suggested.

“You mean it?” he asked, so surprised.  They had only been there once since they had moved to the city – and then the only thing they had been able to do was to window shop.

“Sure,” she replied.  “Let’s have some fun.  Maybe we’ll even splurge a bit and have lunch there.”  She saw his eyes open wide with surprise. 

The mall was crowded.  Bobby realized that as soon as they drove into the parking lot.  And now with all the people around he was more aware than ever of how he was dressed – not to mention how short the skirt he was wearing was.  He could literally feel Brandy’s eyes on him more than ever.  “You wouldn’t want anything to happen to your mother.  Would you?”  The phrase kept running through his mind over and over again.  He had no choice.  He desperately reached for the playacting feeling again that he had felt in the last store.  It helped him keep smiling happily and acting like the girl that he was pretending to be.  And if anything, since he knew Brandy would be watching so closely, he tried his best to act even happier about everything…even though he was in reality scared out of his wits.  He would do anything to keep his mother from getting hurt! 

But at least his mother seemed to be happy today.  He couldn’t really understand why.  Maybe she really wanted him to be a girl?  Did she?  Judging by the way she was acting, it sure seemed that way. 

Bobby’s mother led him into the mall and then slowly began walking from window to window, looking closely at all the different things for sale.  She had a little money now, but this wasn’t the time to be spending it.  They would be moving soon and they would need most of it then.  She was really just trying to see if all the crowds would scare him.  But so far, he was acting like he was dressed perfectly normal.  And he still seemed to be deliriously happy about it.

They finally came across a small store that specialized in cheap jewelry and trinkets for girls.  She led him inside and the two of them looked around at the different items.  Something caught her eye though that she had to look closer at.  She pulled the item off the rack and instantly fell in love with it.  It was cute.  It was darling.  It was sooooo wrong for what she wanted to do.  But it was also kind of funny in a way.  She couldn’t help herself.  “Bobby,” she said, calling him over.  “Look, it has your name on it.”

Bobby came over to look at what his mother was holding.  He nearly gasped.  He saw his name in big silver letters.  Well, it was sort of his name, but it was spelled like the girl version – ‘Bobbie.’  “Is that a bracelet?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she said excitedly.  She shouldn’t do it.  She knew she shouldn’t.  But she couldn’t help herself.  Giggling, she said, “Let’s buy it.”  She didn’t even wait for an answer, but she took the bracelet straight to the counter and dug the money out of her purse. 

A minute later, Bobby was holding out his arm while his mother fastened the bracelet around his right wrist.  She was giggling a bit as she hooked it together.  She was giggling, so he giggled too.  Are you watching, Brandy?  Am I acting girlish enough for you?  Do you know you’re slowly killing me?

Still laughing slightly, the two of them strolled out of the store and back into the mall.  Without realizing it, something minor changed then in his mother.  In the back of her mind she was concerned, but now she was starting to enjoy being with her “daughter.”  It was a small change and very subtle, but it happened. 

They talked a bit and laughed a few times and she began occasionally taking him into the trendier clothing stores just to look.  They didn’t buy anything, they just looked, but it was still a lot of fun.  She found it somehow very pleasant to be looking at girl’s clothes instead of the usual boy things she had always looked through before.  It was different…much more interesting…and somehow, much more fulfilling.

At lunchtime, they ate together in the food court.  A special treat for both of them.  After lunch though, Bobby’s mother realized she need to use the ladies room.  She glanced around and spotted the entrance not far away.  “Ladies room time,” she announced as she started to get up from the table.  Then she stopped and stared at him.  “I don’t suppose you need the ladies room, do you,” she said somberly. 

He looked down embarrassedly, and shook his head.  “No,” he said quietly.

“Not even for me?” she asked, hoping he would try.

But he couldn’t.  He could feel Brandy’s eyes still on him.  He shook his head.

She sighed as she got up and left him for a few minutes.  It had been fun.  Really fun.  But the magic was suddenly broken.  The reality sank in.  He was her son, not her daughter.  He had problems.  And now she had a bigger problem, because she could see now that what she had been trying to do had backfired on her.  Instead of scaring him out of it, he was acting more and more like a girl, and he seemed to be loving it.  And worse, she had been enjoying it all too much herself. 

Bobby sat and watched his mother walk away.  He felt alone and frightened sitting there by himself – especially dressed as something he wasn’t.  But there had been more than a few times earlier when he had actually forgotten that he was a boy who was dressed like a girl.  It was kind of a disturbing thought, but he really had been enjoying his morning with his mother. 

He looked at the new bracelet she had bought him on his wrist.  It felt odd flopping around the way it did.  She hadn’t bought him little gifts like that before – as a boy.  But now, when he was pretending to be a girl….  Did she really like him better that way?  He really had to wonder.

When she came out of the ladies room, she caught sight of him.  He wasn’t looking nearly as happy as he had earlier, but he didn’t look all that sad either.  As soon as she saw him spot her though, she saw his face light up in a big smile.  Was that normal?  She didn’t know.  Nothing was normal.

“You could be sitting with your legs a little closer together,” she said softly as soon as she walked up to him.  She had noticed it as she was walking back to their table.

“I can’t,” he replied.  “My diaper is too wet.  It gets more difficult then.” 

She tried unsuccessfully to laugh.  “We should have brought some extras with us.”  Then she did actually laugh.  “Then you would have had a reason to use the ladies room too – to change.”

He laughed then with her, but it was a difficult laugh. 

“Maybe we better go home now,” she suggested.

He nodded his agreement as he got up.  “Yeah, and I do need to change…badly.”

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Brandy tried to leave her computer monitor for a few minutes at a time, but she found it too difficult.  She couldn’t stand not knowing what was going on with Bobby.  What were he and his mother doing?  They had been gone for a long time now.  She went out to try to play a game, but she couldn’t concentrate and she wound up running back to her computer to check to see if they had come home yet.  It was really getting to her. 

It got worse when her mother made her go downstairs to eat lunch with her instead of letting her eat in her room.  But she nearly killed herself on the stairs afterwards trying to get back to see if they were home yet…still not home!  Where were they?

But it was only a little while after lunch when the sound of his front door opening quickly caught her full attention.  She watched breathlessly as his mother walked through the door.  And then a girl walked in behind her.  She had to look twice.  It was Bobby, but he was dressed differently.  He wasn’t wearing his mother’s clothes anymore, and he looked more like a girl now than ever.  It actually startled her.  What had gone on while they were away?

She heard his mother telling him to go change himself and saw him heading to his bedroom with several bags in his hand.  She reached for her cell phone to call him, and stopped.  She had to be very careful not to let him know that she hadn’t been able to see him while they were away.  Very careful!  She put her phone down and elected to watch him instead to try to figure out what they had been up to.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby expected his cell phone to start ringing the moment he walked into his room, and he was ever so glad when it didn’t.  He removed his new skirt, changed his diaper, then put his skirt back on.  He still couldn’t believe that Brandy hadn’t called him yet.  Was she watching?  Did she see everything he did today?  He dumped all his new clothes out on his bed.  He found a hanger and hung up his new dress and the new top he wasn’t wearing.  Then he grabbed his other new skirt.  How was he supposed to hang it? 

He grabbed his mother’s old clothes that he had been wearing and took them into her room.  “Here, Mom,” he said.  “I guess I don’t need these anymore.”  He hated saying the next part, but the way Brandy was making him act, he knew he had no choice.  “And thank you Mom, for the new clothes.  I really love them.  It was a really great surprise.”

She came over and hugged him, but she didn’t say anything.  She couldn’t. She was too torn up inside.  She had failed today and only made things worse.  Now what was she going to do? 

“Mom,” he began again.  “How do I hang up this skirt?”

His simple question brought her out of her troubles and she smiled.  Of course he wouldn’t know.  There were a lot of things he wouldn’t know.  “I’ll show you, dear,” she replied.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Brandy watched them in rapt silence, trying to figure everything out.  She saw her show him how to use safety pins to attach his new skirt to a hanger and hang it up.  Imagine that, having to use safety pins instead of having proper hangers!  She had seen all his new clothes now and had particularly noticed the bracelet he had on his wrist.  But she couldn’t see it clearly.  She could tell it was a shiny silver tennis bracelet, but that was about it.  She was dying to know what it really looked like up close.  Was it expensive?  Probably not.

She watched them for several hours.  But they rarely talked.  His mother had gone straight to her room after showing him how to hang the skirt up.  It looked like she had a headache.  And Bobby was just staying in his room playing on his computer.  He looked depressed too. 

How could she find out more without letting him know that she hadn’t been able to see them?  It was a frustrating puzzle.  It wasn’t until later in the afternoon that a possible solution hit her.  His mother was still moping in her room.  Since he was still alone, she called him.

Bobby’s cell phone finally rang.  “You look VERY pretty,” Brandy’s voice crooned over the line.

“I hope you were satisfied!” he returned angrily.  “Now look what you’ve got me into.”

What did he mean?  She didn’t have a clue.  She hid her lack of knowledge by forcing a small giggle.  “I have an assignment for you, Baby Bobby.  Something you have to do now.”

He didn’t like the sound of that at all.

“I want you to write all about your day today.  I want you to write about not just everything that happened, but especially about how you felt about everything all day.  And I mean everything – down to the smallest detail.”

“I hate you,” he said in no uncertain terms.

“Tough!” she replied.  “Now get writing, and don’t forget.  Everything!”  She hung up.  Hopefully, he wouldn’t lie about anything in what he was writing…too much.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby’s mother laid on her bed and stared at her ceiling.  Where had she gone wrong?  She had tried something today to make him realize that he didn’t really want to be a girl, and from everything she could see, she had not only failed, but he seemed to be happier than ever.  And worse, she wasn’t quite sure about her own feelings now. 

Once again she felt the awful sting of failing because she was trying to raise him without a husband.  She loved him as he was.  Didn’t he know that?  What had she done that was so wrong?  It had to be something.  She knew that everything was all her fault somehow.  Everything!  What had she missed?  What couldn’t she give him?  She rolled over into her pillow as the tears began to flow.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

It took Bobby until fairly late that night to finish writing everything.  Brandy’s darn assignment made him relive it all in far too disturbing detail.  The more he wrote, the more it drove home certain things.  Had he really enjoyed himself that much?  And most importantly of all, did his mother really like him more as a girl?  It was the only real conclusion he could draw.  There were tears in his eyes as he finally accepted that fact.  All of Brandy’s demands had made his mother like him more as a daughter than her son.  He knew now that Brandy’s real reason for giving him this assignment was to make him fully realize that fact.

He emailed the assignment to Brandy and laid down on his bed and sobbed into his pillow.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Brandy was up late that night reading what Bobby had written.  She was up later because she couldn’t sleep afterwards.  His mother liked him more as a girl now?  Wow!  She couldn’t believe it.  Was that why she was keeping to herself in her room so much? 

She glanced at the monitor.  Bobby was laying on his bed, still in his skirt outfit.  He had fallen asleep just as he was.  His mother appeared to be asleep on her bed without changing too.  Something told her that now would be a bad time to call him.  She turned out her light, but it was still a long time before she fell asleep.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby woke up early when he felt wetness running slowly down his leg.  He quickly came fully awake and looked down at himself.  Damn!  He had fallen asleep still dressed in his girl clothes.  And he had fallen asleep without changing his diaper!  As he got up off his bed he noticed a small wet spot on his skirt.  Damn!  He undressed and changed his diaper and put his pajamas on.  He removed the bows and the braid from his hair.  Then, because it was still early, he climbed back into bed.  His fresh diaper felt comfortable and secure…actually quite nice. 

But he couldn’t go back to sleep.  Seeing himself still dressed like a girl only brought back all the problems that haunted him even more now.  What was he going to do?  His mother preferred him as a girl.  She even thought he wanted to be a girl.  And he had no way to tell her any differently.  Brandy would know if he did.  Brandy would arrange some way to hurt her – badly.  What was he going to do?

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Brandy was awake early.  She hadn’t really slept all that much during the night.  She checked her monitor right away.  She saw Bobby, now in his pajamas, sitting up on his bed sucking his thumb.  He looked very troubled.  She checked on his mother, she was still sleeping, still dressed in the clothes she had been wearing yesterday.  His mother began stirring, then she sat up.  Brandy realized then that she hadn’t seen either of them eating anything at all last night.  After she had shown him how to hang up his skirt, the two had separated and kept to themselves.  That was troubling.  Now wasn’t the time to back down.  She had to keep pushing, and as her Uncle Vinny would say, close the deal!  She picked up her cell phone and called him.

“Good morning, Baby Bobby,” she said sweetly.

He wanted to tell her to blow it out her ass, but he held his tongue.  “What do you want, Brandy?”

“What do I want?” she asked, almost surprised.  Then her voice got very serious.  “I want you to do what you have to do now.”

“What I have to do?”

“Yes!  From now on, Baby Bobby, you have to let your mother see how much you really want to be a girl.  You’re going to dress completely like a girl whenever you can.  In fact, the only time I ever want to see you dressing like a boy anymore is when you come to school – and that’s it.  And Baby Bobby, I want you to start acting more like a girl!  You’re going to act like a very happy little girl…who loves being a girl!  Got that?  Convince her. It won’t be hard now.  You said it yourself, she likes you better as a girl now.  She’d much rather have a daughter than a son.  Now you have to be that daughter for her!  Don’t forget, I’m watching.  I’m always watching.  And don’t you dare slip up!”

He couldn’t answer.  He sat on his bed again and stared at the wall in front of him.  Unconsciously, he put his thumb back into his mouth and sucked on it.  Of course she would demand that he try to convince his mother that he really wanted to be a girl.  It was only natural now.  Wasn’t that what she had been doing before?  But how could he keep doing it?  He didn’t really want to do it.  But now his mother did like him better as a girl.  And if he didn’t convince his mother, then Brandy would do something terrible to her.  The more he thought about it, the more he realized there was no way out for him. 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby’s mother felt awful.  She pulled her clothes off and slipped into a comfortable nightgown and robe.  She had fallen asleep in her clothes last night, she had been that upset.  Then she realized that she hadn’t even fed Bobby last night.  She had been a terrible mother – again.  What would he think of her now?  She quickly went to the bathroom to freshen up, then peeked into his room.  He was awake and sitting on his bed.  He didn’t look all that happy, but at least he had worn his pajamas to bed last night instead of sleeping in his clothes.  “Hi Honey,” she said as she came in and sat on his bed with him.

Bobby looked at her.  She looked sad about something.  He couldn’t help himself.  He moved over up against her and hugged her tightly.  “I love you, Mom.  I really do!”

“I know, Sweetie.  “I love you too.  Ever so much.”

“I’m sorry, Mom,” he said.  “Really sorry…about everything.  I just…”  He searched for words, “have to, that’s all.  It’s the best way I can explain it.  I just have to.”  He began crying into her shoulder as he held her tightly.

“Shhhh, shhhh,” she said softly as she held him back.  “It’s okay, honey.  I’m sorry too.  For so many things.  I thought I was being a good mother, but I’m not.  I don’t know enough about what boys need.  I should have married again so you could have a father.  I’ve failed you and I know it.  But I still love you ever so much.  Please believe me that I’ll always love you.”  She was crying again now too as they held each other.

“You haven’t failed, Mom.  I did.  You haven’t done anything wrong.  It’s all just…me!”  He so desperately wanted to tell her about Brandy, but he could never do that.  He had to take all the blame on himself. 

She tried to laugh a bit, but it didn’t really work.  “Maybe we’re both to blame,” she replied, not really believing it.  “Maybe neither of us is to blame.”

He pulled away and looked straight at her.  “Neither of us?  I think we should stick with that idea.”

She tried to laugh again, this time it went better.  She nodded her head.  “Yeah, let’s go with that.”  But underneath, she knew it wasn’t true.  The fault was all hers.

“Hey,” she said, “you must be hungry.  See what a bad mother I am, I didn’t even feed you dinner last night.”

“It’s okay, Mom.  I couldn’t have eaten anyway.”

“Come on, let’s get something to eat,” she said a bit brighter. 

After breakfast, Bobby took a shower and put another fresh diaper on.  Then he put on the other skirt outfit that his mother had bought him the day before.  He put the new shoes on his feet and struggled to fasten the bracelet on his wrist.  When he left his room, he went to his mother’s room.  She wasn’t there.  He picked up her brush and tried to fix his hair in a ponytail like the other girls often did.  It didn’t come out very well, but at least he tried.  He thought about trying to use some of her makeup, but he decided against it. 

He left her room and headed for the kitchen.  He found her there.  Her back was to him as he stood in the doorway and watched her cleaning something in the sink.  “Mom,” he said tentatively. 

She turned and saw him standing in the doorway, dressed like a girl again.  He had even tried to do his hair somewhat femininely.  She turned all the way around and just stared at him while he stared at her.  They looked at each other for what felt like an eternity, neither of them moving or talking.  Then she noticed the fear building in his eyes.  He was afraid…of her.

Bobby stared at his mother.  What must she think, seeing him dressed this way again?  She wasn’t saying anything, good or bad.  She was just staring at him.  Did she know that he loved her more than anything in the world?  The worry built up inside him.  He found himself taking a tiny step toward her, then another, and another.  And all at once her arms were coming up and he was rushing into them.  “I’m sorry,” he said as he began crying all over again.  “I’m really sorry.”

She held him again while he cried.  She cried too.  “I know, Honey.  I know.” She said softly to him.  “But I still love you, no matter what.”

“No matter what?” he asked.

“No matter what!”  She said it with enough finality that she hoped it would get through to him.  They continued to hold each other for a very long time. 


Chapter 16

It was the last day of school and Bobby woke up early.  He glanced around his room, it was mostly in disarray.  The movers would be coming tomorrow.  His eyes fell on the mostly full bag of diapers on his dresser.  There were two more brand new bags on the floor that Brandy had given him yesterday.  He glanced at the clothes that were still in his open closet.  None of them had been packed yet.  His mother said she would take care of that for him later.  Today was an exciting day, and a troubling one…in a way.  Brandy had made another demand of him yesterday.  And he didn’t even think about protesting.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Brandy woke up.  It was the last day of school.  She checked her computer to see what Bobby was doing, but for some reason she couldn’t seem to get it working right.  All she got was a black screen from the cameras in his house.  She tried to access the camera in his computer to see him that way, and she couldn’t get anything at all from that either.  She finally realized that Uncle Vinny must have had the connection turned off last night.  It was his way of reminding her that it was over. 

But she didn’t want it to be over.  Even though he would be moving away, his computer would be able to show her everything the camera in it could see, and she had been planning on using that to stay in touch with him.  As far as she was concerned, not being able to see him for a little while was just going to be a temporary little setback that she would have to figure out some way to get around.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby’s mother hugged him as she always did before he left for school.  But this time, she hugged him a bit tighter.  “Are you sure about this?” she asked.  “You don’t have to go today.”

He nodded.  “I’m sure.” 

She laughed.  “See you later.”

“Bye Mom.  Love you.”  And he was out the door like always.  But not really like always.  He was wearing a diaper again, just like always.  But today he was wearing a brand new skirt and top that his mother had gotten him for his birthday a few weeks earlier.  He was also wearing new shoes with a one inch heel and was carrying a new purse – big enough to hold some extra diapers.  The makeup he was wearing was his own, as was the barrette holding his hair back.  His silver bracelet that spelled out his name was once again on his wrist.  He wore that a lot lately.  He was going to school as Bobbie today, not Bobby.  And strangely, the longer he walked toward the school grounds, the better he felt. 

He automatically put his thumb into his mouth before the school came into sight.  He barely registered that he had done it.  For some strange reason, the trees didn’t hold any horror at all for him that morning.  Maybe because it was the last day of school.

Brandy was there waiting for him on the path.  “Good morning, Baby Bobby,” she said.  Looking at him carefully.

“Hi Brandy,” he returned. 

“Take your thumb out of your mouth,” she said.  “I want to see you better.”  She looked at him closely, almost amazed.  She had seen him fully dressed many times on the monitor, but never in person.  “You did your own makeup this morning?” she asked.  She was sure he had.  She had seen him doing it many times before, just not that morning.

“Yeah,” he replied.

“Are you wearing a diaper?” she asked. 

He glanced around as if it embarrassed him a bit.  Then he lifted his skirt slightly, just enough so that she could see.

She smiled.  “You look great, Baby Bobby.  Amazingly great.”  She said it as seriously as she meant it.

The kids all gave him a lot of surprised looks everywhere he went.  So did the teachers.  But he had pretty much been dressed as a girl at school for the last few months, and since it was the last day of school, nobody said much, except a few of the girls who all commented on how good he looked.  They were all surprised.

At lunchtime though, he still had to endure Brandy spoon-feeding him his lunch.  But then, instead of giving him his bottle or changing him, she took him by the hand and dragged him over to one of the tables filled with kids.  “Pull your skirt up, Bobby,” she ordered. 

He did so reluctantly.  But by now, all the kids were so used to seeing him in his diapers that it hardly made any impression, even though his diapers were obviously very wet. 

“Tell them how long it’s been now since you’ve gone pee-pee in a potty.”

He looked at her like she was crazy.  “I don’t know,” he said.

“Tell them!”

He turned to all the kids at the table and blushed a bit.  “I don’t remember the last time I went pee-pee in the potty,” he said loud enough that they could all hear him.  He saw some very surprised looks from some of the kids.

“And now that school is over,” Brandy continued, “are you going to go back to going pee-pee in the potty again?” she asked him.

Bobby knew he had no choice but to give the answer she wanted.  “No.  Because big babies like me should never go anywhere except in their diapers.”

“And where does your thumb belong, Baby Bobby?” 

He immediately stuck his thumb back into his mouth and sucked on it.  Brandy took him to another table and made him repeat the whole thing.  All the kids in school now knew that she had kept him in diapers for the entire school year.  And he would probably be in them forever.  He was so glad he was moving away. 

Brandy met him one last time after school, but there was nothing she needed to exchange with him.  He was already dressed like a girl.  “Remember, Baby Bobby.  I’ll always be watching you wherever you go.  So don’t screw up, cause I can still make something happen to your mother!”

He had no answer.  He didn’t know how she could do it, but she could.  He was going to be stuck forever. 

Brandy watched him walking away.  She hoped it wouldn’t take her long to figure out how to access the camera in his computer so she could keep a careful watch over him again.  And since they had to give their cell phones back, she couldn’t even phone him anymore.  But she knew that eventually Bobby would be getting another cell phone, and somehow she would figure out how to reach him – one way or another.  She might not be able to see or talk to him for a little while, but he didn’t know that. 

She had become obsessed with constantly humiliating him and making him do things he would never want to do, and she couldn’t imagine not being able to continue doing that with him.  As far as she was concerned, somehow, she was going to find a way to keep forcing him to do things for the rest of his life! 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Bobby’s mother packed his suitcase for him while he was at school.  As she went around the room, she picked up a few things here and there.  Under his bed, she found his baby bottle.  That surprised her.  Bowing to the inevitable, she tucked it into his suitcase with the rest of his things. 

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

Vinny picked his phone up on the second ring.  “They just left,” Frankie’s voice said.  “I’m going in now to retrieve all our stuff.”

“Good,” Vinny replied.  “Thanks.”  He hung up.  Bobby and his mother were gone.  It was time now to get Brandy’s attention away from him and focus it where he needed it to be.  The cell phones were gone and destroyed.  The surveillance equipment was being removed now.  Bobby’s computer that the movers had so carefully packed would somehow meet with an unfortunate accident during the move.  The insurance money would buy him a new one.  Every way that Brandy could possibly contact him had now been completely cut off.  Bobby and his mother were going to a much better life – no matter what Brandy had already done to him…to him and his mother really. 

The Bobby saga was finished.  It was time for Brandy to focus on that shmutz running for congress.

--- §§§§§§§§§§ ---

The bright afternoon sun was hot as it streamed through the car windows.  The poor air-conditioning seemed to do little to help.  Bobby glanced down.  It was still so strange to see his bare legs poking out from under his short skirt.  He noticed his purse down by his feet.  That was strange too. 

He was going to a new city now.  A new home.  And he was going there as Bobbie.  For a while anyway.  They were both going to try it.  There were a lot of obstacles that had to be overcome, but they were still going to try.  He wasn’t really happy about it, but for his mother’s sake, he would have to do it.

He was only glad that they had no cell phones anymore so that Brandy couldn’t call him.  That would be temporary, he knew.  She could always see him.  She would know the minute he got a new one, and his mother had promised him a new one when they got to Dallas. 

He turned towards his mother.  “I love you, Mom.”

She turned her head briefly towards him.  “I love you too.”  Then she had to look back at the highway.

“Can I get a cowgirl hat when we get there?” he asked.

She laughed.  “Bobbie, maybe we’ll both get one!”


Other Karen Singer Books you might like:

The Jenni …with an i series

Book 1:  Family Can Be Murder

There’s murder…and then there’s murder.  And Jenni wasn’t prepared for any of it.  As a transgendered woman, Jenni knew that her entire family hated her because she was different.  But when she nearly tripped over the dead body of her grandfather, she just knew everyone was going to blame her for his death.  How could they not?  Especially since she had announced just a few hours earlier that she would kill him.  But finding the dead body of her grandfather turned out to be just the start of Jenni’s problems, because everything that came after that, was so much worse!

Book 2:  Daddy Came Calling

All her life, Jenni’s mother and father had abused her and beat her because she was transgendered.  They couldn’t understand why their son kept insisting that he was really a girl when there could be no doubt at all that he was a boy.  And Jenni couldn’t get them to understand that she was a girl in the wrong body.  Things were so bad that Jenni really wanted to see them both, and especially her father, in prison. 

And then that magical day came when Jenni’s father was accused of murder, and the strangest thing occurred – the police asked Jenni to investigate – to prove her father was guilty. 

But investigating that murder was the least of Jenni’s problems as the terrorists came back looking for vengeance.  And so did someone else, seeking a worse vengeance – her grandmother. 

And it all started around the time when her…Daddy Came Calling.

Book 3:  Curl Up and Die

Jenni, Jenni, who’s got the Jenni?  The terrorists are engaged in the worst string of terrorist attacks in history against the United States, and the only person who seems to be able to do anything at all against them is Jenni.  But as far as Jenni can see, the FBI doesn’t want her help.  To make matters worse, her grandmother is doing everything she can to put Jenni in jail – permanently.  The American people don’t know if they want Jenni alive or dead, but the way things are working out, most of them seem to want her dead.  And the terrorists…simply want her head!

To Jenni, her life is like going from one kind of prison to another.  If she thought her life growing up was bad, it was nothing like what the government was capable of inflicting on her.

The pressure and stress finally mount to the point where Jenni wants to do nothing more than to…Curl Up and Die.

Satan’s Daughter

Evil was a world unto itself.  A difficult drowning pit of black slime that was impossible to climb out of.  I hadn’t fallen into that pit.  I had jumped with both feet.  Willingly.  Embracing it fully.  I didn’t know then that trifles like happiness and beauty would be lost to me.  I’d had no idea.  I only knew that evil was the best course for me, and I went.  Willingly.  Forever.

Born into an enormously wealthy family, where wealth can cover up almost anything, David was diagnosed as being transgendered when he was only three years old.  Due to his young age, his parents decided to wait a few years before doing anything about it.  When he was five, just before they were going to try letting him live as a girl to see how he’d do, the evil showed up, and all plans to let him live a different life changed.

One horrible thing after another seemed to happen.  Before long, David wasn’t just labeled as bad, he was branded as evil.  But it wasn’t until he was nineteen that he decided to really go searching for all that evil within him.  It wasn’t until then that he decided to fully embrace that evil.  In doing so, he committed the most horrible act against his own family that he was able to conceive.

Leaving home and all his family’s wealth behind, David wandered, waiting for the police to catch up with him.  When they didn’t, he finally decided to stop into a gender reassignment clinic to satisfy his curiosity, and wound up beginning a journey he should have started when he was just a small child.

There could be no forgiveness, but the wealth of the family he wanted nothing to do with ever again, refused to leave him alone.  Over and over again they tried to buy his love.  But not only did David not want their money, long ago he had learned that love was a silly concept that didn’t exist.

I invite you now to meet a VERY troubled young man.  The evil child.  His name is David – Satan’s daughter.

Victim Number Three

Jillian Whitmore walked out of the club where she had been celebrating, only to get brutally beaten, shot, and left for dead.  But Jillian didn’t die – and that was just the start of her problems.  Because in reality, Jillian was actually Jake Whitmore, an Atlanta city police officer.  And the time he eagerly spent as Jillian was a secret he had done everything possible to hide from the rest of the officers on the force.  Now, not only does everyone know about his transgendered life, but Jake finds himself up against someone who is very determined to see him dead. 

In a heinous string of serial killings, Jake was supposed to be victim number three.  Now he finds himself in a race against time.  Find whoever was killing the transgendered women, find whoever was trying to kill him – and do it all before they actually did manage to kill him. 

Or…before the fierce love of his own mother killed him first. 

Cinder

For as long as he could remember, his father had always threatened him with the phrase, “I’ll burn you to a cinder, and then step on you and crush you out!”  And then one day when he was fourteen, his father did just that.  He ran from the house in absolute agony, and he never went back.  Living on the streets of New York City, he learned to survive on his own.  Until two years later, six people were murdered right in front of him, two of them hookers that were his best friends.  And his life changed forever.

This book is full of action, suspense, and mystery – all wrapped around the smartest…and dumbest kid you’ve ever met.  This is a story about a kid who loves New York and loves his freedom to literally walk the entire island of Manhattan at will.  But he is a kid plagued with problems.  Problems that only grow worse as the story progresses.  Problems from too many people who suddenly want him dead.  And all that is on top of another little problem.  He was born with a birth defect.  He was a girl…with the wrong body.

The Winds of Chaos

Mathew Montclair was a highly decorated Marine and a hero in every sense of the word. But after being wounded in a recent action in the Middle East, he realized how quickly life can be extinguished. Plagued by one of the worst PTSD cases the doctors had seen in a while, he decided to leave the Marines and head toward a new life for himself, the life he had always dreamed of – a life as the woman he always knew existed inside of him. He had tried to run away from his feminine side for as long as he could remember, hiding that part of him by becoming as masculine as possible. But now he decided it was time to run towards that goal instead. His plan was to leave the military, say hello to his family, and then disappear completely, so that none of his family or friends would be stuck with the anguish, hurt, and embarrassment of what he was about to do. The only problem was, Fate had other plans for our hero.

Second Life, Second Chance

Eighty-six year old Carl Lambert died in a nursing home in Fort Lauderdale, Florida and somehow woke up in the drug wracked body of a fifteen year old boy in Portland, Oregon. But for his entire long life, Carl Lambert had secretly held onto a dream, a yearning, and never told a single sole. For as long as he could remember, Carl had always dreamed of what it would be like to be a girl. 


Now he suddenly found himself with a new life, a second life. But since he had come back as a boy again, he wondered if maybe it was somebody’s idea of a joke. If so, he didn’t get it. But there were opportunities available now that didn’t exist during his past life. So this was his second chance to get what he had always really wanted. The only problem was, between his drug addiction and the attitudes stacked against him, he literally had mountains in his way. 

The McComber Switch

To the world, the story began with this:  “Welcome to northern Arkansas.  This is the story of a family that lives here.  It’s a story about courage and stress, love and hatred.  It’s a story about Four Musketeers.  A story about boys and men who love hunting more than life.  A story about an extended family that cares for each other with a passion that is almost furious.  Yet it is also a story about a family that is stressed to the limits with no conceivable way out.  And finally, this is the story of two young twins with the courage and determination to do what nobody wants them to do.”

To the world, that is the official way this story began.  The truth however was something far different! 

This is the story of an eleven year old boy and an eleven year old girl.  Twins!  One who refuses to do what he’s supposed to do, and one who refuses to stop doing what she’s not supposed to do.  And so the family, at their wits end, decide to enact a punishment that most would consider criminal.  A punishment that would literally put the twins through hell in order to change their minds and get them to see the light.  Yet it is a punishment of the twin’s own design.  One that the twins themselves asked for – in writing.  The boy would become the girl, and the girl would become the boy.  The twins just thought that nobody would ever go along with it.

Everyone hated the idea, but no one had a better plan for dealing with the problem.  Everyone was sure that the plan would work.  And everyone was wrong!
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