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Chapter One






"So uhh, I can uhh... can I buy you a drink?"
I asked a leggy blonde next to the bar. My hands were shaking as I
bounced them nervously against the sides of my legs, waiting for a
response.

The woman took one look at me and rolled her
eyes before turning her attention back to her friend on the stool
next to her. I muttered under my breath as I stepped back from the
two and worked my way towards the opposite end of the bar. With my
head held low, I kicked myself again as I sat down and ordered up
another round to dull my disappointment. And when the bartender
carded me for the fourth time tonight, I sighed and leaned my head
against the bar. She'd been the third girl tonight that I'd tried
to talk to, and the third one to shrug me off without a word.

The bartender came back with my beer and I
sipped it slowly as I gazed out at the crowd. The bar was always
packed on a Saturday night, with most of the people in the large
room around my age. At least, that's what my driver's license said.
But looking around at the gathered college kids blowing off steam,
I felt like I didn't belong. Men with thick necks and bulging
muscles wrapped their arms around long legged beauties in short
skirts or tight pants. They danced close together while the house
music threatened to deafen us all. And they laughed, they smiled,
they touched each other intimately.

Not me though. I didn't have the muscles, or
the money, or the height. Most of the women in the bar were taller
than I was, especially with heels on. I was skinny, I slouched when
I walked, and other than a few golden whiskers on my chin, I didn't
even need to shave. Twenty-one years old and I looked like I
should've still been in junior high.

"Excuse me," said a soft voice from behind me
as fingers touched my shoulder, making me jump a bit in my
chair.

I spun quickly and lost all sense when I saw
the woman standing behind me with her hands on her hips. Long,
smooth legs disappeared beneath a tight red dress that clung to
every glorious curve of her body. The hem of the skirt barely
covered the swell of her perfect ass and the deep neckline made
sure you noticed what was going on up top as well. A small locket
on a long chain dangled just above the woman's cleavage, making
sure that if the dress didn't make you glance at her perfect
bustline, the jewelry would.

And her face. If her body was a ten, her face
was on another scale altogether. Dark hair spilled over her
shoulders and in the dim light of the bar I couldn't tell exactly
what color it was, but it still managed to shine. Smokey eye makeup
made her blue eyes pop and dark red lipstick atop thick lips drew
in the eye.

She was perfect.

Quick thoughts of what it would be like to
press my mouth against hers flitted through my head, only to be
replaced by what it would be like to have those smoky eyes looking
up at me from between my legs as my cock slipped between her pouty
lips. When my mind drifted to what it would feel like to slide into
her, I felt myself stiffen.

"Jimmy right?" asked the woman, breaking me
out of my daydream and back to reality. "From econ. Third row?"

Wait a second... I looked at the woman
standing in front of me again, trying to imagine her without the
makeup. Without the sexy dress. Without the long, flowing hair.
That's when I recognized her.

"Susie?" I asked cautiously. I was almost
positive that the woman in the tight red dress in front of me was
the same girl that graded all of our papers for the professor. She
was the TA, and on a school day she wore her hair up, with modest
clothing and a pair of thick glasses that hid the eyes that I
couldn't stop staring into at the moment.

She giggled as she nodded her head.
"Surprised?" She twirled in front of me, letting me take in every
inch of her body. "I usually don't have the time to get out, but I
needed a night off."

"Yeah, uhh, being a TA must keep you
busy..."

She nodded again as she twisted a lock of her
hair around her finger. "So... you wanna buy me a drink?"

Wait... is she? Holy shit. I couldn't
believe what was happening. I jumped off the barstool as quickly as
I could, letting Susie take my seat as I flagged down the
bartender. I couldn't let her get away. If I hesitated, if I
screwed this up, there was no way I was going to land anyone even
close to her. I closed my eyes and opened them again to make sure
that this was all real.

The bar hadn't faded away. And when I turned
my head, Susie was still there, sitting on the bar stool and
looking my way with a smile on her face. Her hand slid across the
bar top, with her fingers crawling over mine until her palm rested
on my skin. My heart was thundering in my chest.

As the bartender brought over our drinks,
Susie squeezed my hand and licked her lips before leaning in
closer. And before I even had time to raise my bottle and take a
swig, Susie said something that nearly caused me to fall over.
She'd said only six little words. Six little words that turned the
night around.

"So, wanna get out of here?"




Chapter Two






I realized as we stepped out of the bar and
into the cool night air that I had no plan. My whole night revolved
around getting a girl to just talk to me. Now I was leaving with
Susie and I had nowhere to go. I had no car. No money. Not even a
place of my own to take Susie back to. I shared a dorm room with
two other guys who never went outside.

"So, I uhh, I'm not sure what to do here," I
said as I looked up into Susie's eyes. Like most girls, she was
taller than I was. Add the heels she wore, she was nearly a foot
taller. I was starting to feel like this was all one big
mistake.

But then Susie held out her hand expectantly,
staring down at me until my fingers interlaced with hers. She
squeezed my hand as she started walking, pulling me along without
knowing where she was leading me. Not that it mattered. If Susie
was taking me somewhere, then that was where I wanted to be.

"You live in the dorms?" she asked as we
walked.

"Yeah. Roommates and everything."

"I'll just have to take you back to my place
then. I live a couple blocks away."

My eyes popped as I looked at her. "Y...your
place?"

Susie stopped and turned towards me, with a
mischievous smile on her face. "You okay with that? We could just
grab a bite and head our separate ways if you want."

I shook my head quickly, even as I felt my
cheeks burn. She wanted to take me back to her place and I was
blowing it! "Nn...no! Your place. Your place is good. Fine!" Get
it together Jimmy!

Susie giggled as she stepped in closer.
"You're so cute! All shy and bashful." Her finger slipped under my
chin. She tilted my head back, forcing me to look up at her. "I
want you to ask me nicely Jimmy. Ask me if you can come over."

Ask her? "Can I come over to your
place Susie?"

Her hands pulled away before she crossed her
arms over her chest and looked down at me. "Is that it? I think you
can do better than that Jimmy. What's the magic word?"

A chill shot down my spine. Susie's voice had
lost the bubbly sweetness from the bar. Now it felt almost like she
was talking down to me. But I pushed the thought from my mind as my
mouth opened. I wasn't going to let myself ruin this.

"Please Susie, can I come back to your
place?" I asked with a quivering tone. And as I listened to myself,
I thought I heard my voice rise a little.

Her eyes narrowed before she spoke again.
"Are you going to be a good boy?"

Good boy? Something was clearly
happening here, but my beer soaked brain couldn't focus. And with
every breath I took, my cock throbbed, pressing against the zipper
of my pants, begging to be let out. I didn't question the change in
Susie. I just nodded my head, answering her in the same small voice
from before. "I'll be good Susie. I promise."

Her face softened as a smile spread and she
held her hand back out, waiting for me to take it. "That's what I
like to hear," she said as she pulled me along. "I could tell you
wanted to be a good boy Jimmy. And don't worry. Miss Susie will
make sure you stay good."

Warning bells should have been going off at
this point, but the warmth of her hand, and the smell of her
perfume, the closeness of her body as we walked along under the
stars; it was all too much for me. I was so hard that it hurt and
the only thing my mind had time for at the moment was dreaming
about what was going to happen once we got back to her place.

Susie swung her arms wide as we walked,
talking continuously as I tried to keep my cock from rubbing
against the front of my jeans. As we walked, I wondered how much
farther it was to her house. It seemed like we'd been walking
forever and the beer from earlier was working its way through me
quickly. I had to pee and I wasn't going to be able to hold it much
longer.

"Are we almost there?" I asked urgently.

Susie stopped and turned on me. "Not enjoying
the company?"

"No!" I said quickly, afraid that I'd
offended her. "I just... I have to use the bathroom."

Susie's eyebrow arched as she looked at me,
and if I didn't know better, I could have sworn I saw a smile tug
at the corners of her mouth before she stopped the hint of
happiness from forming completely. "We're almost there Jimmy." Her
voice took on the strange lilt from before. "Think my good boy can
hold it until then?"

I nodded as I shivered in place. If her house
was really only a few blocks away from the bar, we should have been
there already. If it was too much further, there was nothing I
could do. We'd have to stop so I could hit up the side of a
building or a bush or something.

But Susie wasn't about to let us stop.
Instead, she picked up the pace. Her grip on my hand turned to
steel as she told me to keep up. We were practically jogging as we
made our way to her place. And the new pace only seemed to make my
need worse. I tugged on Susie's hand as I slowed down.

"We have to stop," I begged. "I need to
pee!"

Susie tugged on my arm again, pulling me off
balance. "It's only a block away now Jimmy. You can hold it until
then right?"

She didn't wait for an answer and I was too
terrified of losing my chance with her to pull my arm out of her
grip. So when she started to jog, with her heels tapping against
the cement with every step, I tried to keep pace. My bladder was on
fire and my cock was still as stiff as a board. My stomach was
cramping and my urethra was burning as I tried to hold back the
flow that wanted so desperately to escape. Each step hurt worse
than the last.

But then the pain lessened. My crotch grew
warm and the feeling spread down my legs before I realized what was
happening.

No! No no no! I tried to clamp down. I
tried to stop the flow of piss that was soaking my pants as we made
our way to her place. But there was no stopping it now. I was
wetting my pants right next to one of the most beautiful women I'd
ever known. And as soon as we stopped, there would be no denying
what I'd just done.




Chapter Three






My eyes were watering as we stood on Susie's
well lit porch. Her eyes scanned me as I shivered in place. With
her hand on her hips, she shook her head slowly.

"I can't believe you wet your pants Jimmy,"
she said as she stared at me. "I thought I was bringing home a man,
not a bad little boy."

Her words hit me with the force of a truck. I
rocked back on my heels, which in the end only made me feel worse
since my socks were as wet as my pants from my accident. My shoes
squished as I moved. Little boy. I'm a bad little boy. A
tear ran down my cheek as I struggled to find the words that would
make all of this right. But nothing was coming to me as I avoided
Susie's angry eyes. I'd pissed my pants like a child. There was no
way I could make this better.

"I'm so sorry Susie,” I said with a sniffle.
"I'll get going."

But as I turned to make my escape, Susie
grabbed my arm and pulled me back. "I didn't say you could go
Jimmy."

"What?"

I turned back to Susie and the closely pursed
lips from before were gone now. In their place was a slanted grin.
"I was planning on getting you out of those pants as soon as you
stepped inside anyways. Now at least we have an excuse."

My heart nearly stopped as her words sunk in.
She still wants me! Holy shit!

Susie held out her hand. "So, still
interested?"

I nodded quickly and took her hand almost as
fast. How this was still happening was beyond me but I wasn't going
to stop and question my luck. I couldn't get another woman in the
bar to give me the time of day, but Susie was still willing to take
me to bed after what I'd done.

"Shoes and socks. Take them off before you
come in." Susie opened the door and flipped on the lights. Standing
in the doorway like she was, with the light at her back and still
in her heels as I leaned down to take my own shoes off, she looked
so big. So in charge. And when her finger curled inwardly,
beckoning me through the door, there was no question who was
leading us down the path tonight was taking.

"Now the pants," she said as she closed and
locked the door behind me. Her hand pressed against my chest as I
tried to walk into the living room. "Stay on the tile until those
pants come off you bad little boy. Undies too."

I hesitated as my nerves came back. The
hard-on I'd sported since the bar had disappeared as soon as I'd
wet myself, and now, with the cooling piss around my cock, I was
feeling a bit anxious about dropping trou in front of Susie.

"Can I use your bathroom?" I asked as I
stared at the floor. I shook when I saw the wet footprints on the
tile.

Susie laughed. "And what would you need to do
in there? Quit wasting my time Jimmy and take off your pants. Do
you want to make Miss Susie mad?"

"No! I just thought..."

Susie's smile disappeared; replaced by a look
of anger as she stepped in close and reached for my zipper. "I told
you to lose the pants Jimmy! Keep disobeying and you'll make me
angry."

I didn't try to stop her as she popped the
button on my fly and slid the zipper down before slipping her hands
lower and tugging the wet jeans from my hips. I didn't know what to
do when she dropped to her knees in front of me, with her lips in
line with my cock, hidden behind a pair of wet boxers that smelled
like urine. This wasn't how I wanted things to go tonight.

"Step out," she commanded as the pants hit my
ankles. I moved robotically as my jeans slipped away. "And now for
those dirty little undies of yours," she said as she shook her head
again. "Such a naughty little boy aren't you?"

A moment later and I was naked from the waist
down. But Susie wasn't done yet. She stood up quickly and tapped me
on the shoulders. "Arms up. Let's get the shirt off too."

I raised my arms and a moment later my shirt
slid over my head, catching on my ears for a moment before joining
my pants on the floor. Susie had stripped me bare and now there was
nothing between me and her roaming eyes. Her air conditioner kicked
on as I stood there waiting for her to pass judgment, only adding
urgency to my nervous shiver.

Susie giggled as I shook. "Oh, is my little
guy cold?" she asked as she slid her hand across my naked stomach.
Her hand slid through my pubes, still wet from my accident earlier.
But she clearly didn't care as she cradled my manhood in her hand.
"Smaller than I was expecting. Oh well."

Smaller? "I..."

Susie let go of my cock and pressed one of
her fingers against my lips instead. I could smell my own piss on
her hand. "Shh. I didn't ask for your opinion Jimmy. But don't
worry sweetie. We'll make do with what you have. Now come."

Still in shock over her insult, I wasn't
ready when she grabbed my shaft and pulled me along like a dog on a
leash. I let out a small yelp as I stumbled down the hall after
her, with my dick enclosed in her hand as she squeezed me. Nothing
about tonight was what I'd expected when I'd entered the bar. And
right now, I couldn't decide if I was enjoying myself or not. My
cock was hard inside of Susie's warm fist but my heart was pounding
more out of fear than arousal while my whole body shook. I didn't
know what I was afraid of, but I knew I should be.

Susie stepped to the side as she pushed open
a door in front of us before tugging me forward, making me gasp
again as I stumbled into the bathroom. Her hand left my cock as I
slipped past her, but she didn't need to keep her hand wrapped
around my privates to keep me in line. A stern look from her when I
turned around told me to keep quiet and still while she closed the
door behind us and drew a bath.

My eyes locked on Susie's perfectly round ass
as she bent over to test the water. As she poured soap into the
bath, creating an explosion of bubbles as the water level rose, my
hand reached out for the plump cheeks that her dress just barely
hid. But before I made contact, Susie straightened back out and my
hands shot back to my sides. Guilt washed over me as she turned
around and looked me over.

What am I doing here? I thought as
Susie snapped her fingers and pointed towards the bathtub. I
slipped past her with my head bowed before I stepped into the soapy
water and sat down, relishing the heat of the water as it stung my
skin. What does she want from me?

Steam quickly filled the room, assaulting my
nose with the sweet scent of the soap. A thick layer of bubbles
floated atop the water and clung to my skin as I sat in the bath. I
was waiting for Susie to do something, say something, but she just
stood there watching me with her arms crossed over her chest as the
water rose higher and higher. And she stayed that way until the
water threatened to spill over the side of the tub. When she
finally moved, it was to shut the water off before sitting down on
the toilet next to the tub with her legs crossed, her elbow digging
into the soft flesh of her thigh, and her chin resting on her
closed fist.

I stared at her and she stared at me, with
neither one of us saying a word in the small, steamy room. Minutes
past, with the only noise in the bathroom being the soft sounds of
our breathing, the slurp of water as the overflow drain kept the
water level at bay, and the rapid beating of my own heart.

I wanted to scream and run out of the bath,
but something was keeping me here. Maybe it was the way Susie was
looking at me, with kind eyes and a warm smile. Or maybe it was the
hope that after this awkwardness was done, that I'd be able to hold
her in my arms as I pulled her towards her bedroom. Maybe I was
just scared. Whatever it was, I waited for Susie to give me a
sign.

"So cute," she said out of nowhere as she
looked at me. Slowly she reached down and unstrapped one of her
heels, sliding the shoe from her foot teasingly as she kept her
eyes on me. I held my breath as the second shoe fell from her feet,
and for a moment, I thought this was the start of something more. I
thought Susie was about to strip down like I'd secretly been hoping
for since we'd first walked into the bathroom together.

I hoped she would slide out of the skintight
dress she wore, with her long hair spilling down her back as my
hands reached out for the full breasts topped with the perky
nipples I could see poking outwards right now. I hoped she would
climb into the bath with me, with her legs wrapped around my waist
under the water so we could sit face to face in the hot bath. I
wanted to run my hands over every inch of her before I stood her up
and bent her over, with her wet hands pressing against the shower
tiles as I held her waist and slipped inside of her.

Instead, Susie leaned over, giving me a good
view of her cleavage as she picked up her heels and placed them in
line and out of the way in the small room. Then she slipped her
feet over the side of the bath, dipping her toes into the water
before they disappeared completely into the sea of bubbles. Her
smile grew wider as her toes found my leg, dragging across my skin
slowly as I froze in place. Her smallest touch made me so hard that
I hurt.

"Rub them," she said sweetly. "Show me how
much you want to please me Jimmy."

Rub them? I thought as I looked at
her. Rub what?

Susie dug her toes into my skin before her
eyes narrowed and her look hardened. "When I tell you to do
something, I want you to be a good boy and do what I ask. Now rub
my feet Jimmy. Show me you want to be good."

A massage? I can do that. I found a
foot under the water, wrapping my hands around it as my thumbs dug
into her sole. Susie's head tilted back as her eyes closed. She
hummed softly as I touched her, and the sound of her pleasure only
made me want her more; only made me want to please her in any way I
could. I switched up my hold, cradling her heel in one hand as my
other hand pushed her toes back. My fingers interlaced with her
toes, and I had to admit, I was enjoying this almost as much as it
sounded like she was.

After a few minutes of rubbing her feet to
the sound of her sighs, I switched sides, finding her other foot
under the water and taking hold of her. Her head snapped back up
and she looked at me with half closed eyes as she bit her lower lip
seductively. I was clearly doing a good job. And as I massaged her
left foot in my hands, her right slowly rose from the water, coated
lightly in a layer of bubble bath. Susie's leg stretched out, with
her toes sliding along my cheek as she smiled at me.

"Suck on them," she said as her foot
continued to caress my face. "Suck on my toes Jimmy. Show me what
your tongue can do if I let it."

My eyes crossed as I tried to look at the leg
in front of my face. Every inch of Susie was smooth, hairless,
perfect. Her small feet with her cute little toes, each with pink
painted nails, were no exception. To be close to any part of her
was a treat. With a smile, I reached up to cradle her leg in my
hands so I could give the foot near my face my undivided attention,
but like the rest of the night so far, I was wrong. Susie shook her
head and pushed her toes against me as my hands left the foot still
underwater.

"No silly boy. Keep touching me like you
were. But I want you to lick me gently too. Show me you can do more
than one thing at a time. You'll need to if you ever want to please
a woman."

My hands fell back to the foot still
underwater while my eyes locked onto the toes in front of me.
Bubbles clung to her skin. With a soft breath, I blew the bubbles
away and relished the sound of Susie's voice as she sighed again.
But the sounds she was making up to this point were nothing
compared to what she did when my tongue lashed out, sliding between
her big toe and the next one over before dragging across the bottom
of her foot slowly. Susie gasped and gave me a look of surprise as
my mouth latched onto her, with my tongue dancing wildly over her
skin.

My heart was beating wildly as I dipped my
head and slid my tongue back up her big toe. Our eyes locked on one
another and I slid forward, with my lips forming into an oval just
wide enough to take her into my mouth.

Susie's leg jerked so hard that she nearly
broke my nose. A moan broke from her lips and her cheeks turned
crimson before she giggled and guided her toe back into my mouth
where I sucked and licked her dutifully. As I continued to
concentrate on Susie's feet, she decided to pay special attention
to an entirely different body part.

Her legs spread as I watched and worked.
Shadows hid Susie's pussy from view, but I didn't need to see where
her fingers went to know just what she was doing as I sucked on her
toes and massaged her feet in the bath. And she wasn't trying to
hide the fact that she was touching herself either. But when she
caught me looking, she made sure I knew that the show wasn't for my
enjoyment. It was for hers.

"Close your eyes Jimmy. I want you to think
about how good you feel right now. And how good you are making me
feel." Susie sucked in air as my fingers dug into her heel. "Mmmm.
Just like that Jimmy. Keep being my good little boy and I promise
you'll get rewarded."

Even with my eyes closed, I knew the moment
Susie came. She held her breath before the big moment and her body
tensed. I found myself holding my breath too as my hands and tongue
continued to work their magic on Susie's feet. And then she was
spasming right there, threatening to slide off of the toilet she
was perched on as an orgasm rushed through her. Her toes curled and
a long, pleased sigh slid from her. I'd done my job. Now I wanted
my reward.

Susie caught her breath before sitting up and
pulling her feet out of the tub. She was practically glowing as she
stood up, leaving tiny wet footprints on the bathroom floor. She
leaned over and pulled the stopper in the bath. But before she
straightened out, she ran a hand through my hair and smiled down at
me, filling me with warmth and making my cock jump again under the
water.

"No one has ever touched me like that Jimmy,"
she said as her hand slipped from my hair to my cheek before
continuing downwards. Her fingers moved across my chest, dipping
into the water, slipping past my stomach before diving even deeper.
But when she ran her hand through my pubes before wrapping herself
around my cock, the satisfied smile on her face morphed into a look
of disappointment. "Such a shame."

My cock softened as her words cut deep.
"What? What's wrong?" I asked meekly. "What did I do?"

Susie's hand let go of me and she dried it
off by running her fingers back through my hair. By the time she
stood up again, the last few inches of water left in the tub were
rushing down the drain, leaving only me and the bubbles still in
the bath. She sighed as she looked at me. "It's not your fault
Jimmy. Some boys are just smaller than others..."

My cheeks and ears burned as I realized she
was making fun of my cock again. I looked down at myself with
worry, wondering if I really was as tiny as said kept telling me.
I'm not huge. But I thought this was average...

Susie tussled my hair like someone might do
to a child. "Ohh sweetie, don't be so mopey. You still made me feel
good tonight. And you know, there are things you can do to make
your little pee pee look bigger." Susie turned away from me for a
moment and when she turned back, a pink handled razor was in her
hand. She pushed it at me."Here."

I stared at the razor, wondering why she was
giving it to me. "What's that for?"

Susie dropped into a crouch, lowering herself
to my level as I sat in the bath. She shook the razor in front of
my eyes as she looked at my crotch. "I want you to shave Jimmy. All
of that nasty hair you have down there, I want it gone. And once
it's all gone, your tiny little prick will look so much bigger.
Doesn't that sound nice?"

Shave my balls? What the fuck?! "I
can't! I can't shave down there. Men don't do that!"

Susie laid the razor on the side of the tub
then stood back up quickly, perching her fists on her hips as she
glared down at me. "Well men don't piss their pants either Jimmy.
And they don't need their date to give them a bath like a little
baby!" Susie spun on her heels and huffed, clearly trying to
temper her anger. When she turned back around, she looked calmer,
but clearly still upset with me. "You said you'd be a good boy
Jimmy. And unless you want to leave, you'll do what I asked. Now
pick up the razor, soap up, and shave every last one of those nasty
hairs or you'll be back outside in your wet little pants."

I looked at the razor, then back to Susie.
I don't want to leave.

"Well?" she asked impatiently.

I sighed and reached for the razor. It's
only hair. Hair grows back. "I'll do it Susie. I'm sorry."

She slapped her hands together and the smile
returned to her face so suddenly that I wondered if she was ever
actually upset with me. "That's my good boy," she said as she
pulled open the door and stepped out of the bathroom, leaving me
alone with the razor in my hand. But before I could put the razor
to use, Susie leaned back in. "You know what would really make me
happy Jimmy? You should shave your legs and your armpits too. It's
just so sexy when a guy is smooth. And face too of course.
Okay?"

I sighed as I hung my head in defeat. "Okay
Susie."

"That's my good little boy. Make sure you get
it all okay sweetie? And by the time you're all done in here, I'll
be ready for you in the bedroom. I think you'll like tonight."

Susie slipped away again and my blood
pressure rose. I sighed as I turned on the shower and reached for
the soap, making sure to build up a nice lather before I reached
for the razor again. As I gripped my cock, still as hard as it'd
been all night, I told myself that this was no big deal. Susie just
wanted me to look my best. All I had to do was one last thing, then
we would be together.




Chapter Four






It was nearly an hour later when I washed the
last of my body hair away. And as soon as I shut off the shower,
Susie's voice drifted into the bathroom from down the hall.

"Stay there sweetie. I'll come in and dry you
off."

I waited patiently for Susie to come back in.
With nothing do while I waited, I inspected my handiwork. Shame
washed over me as I looked at my smooth legs, and when I lifted my
arms, the bald patches where I used to have pit hair were smooth as
well. So was my chin and cheeks but that wasn't as big of a deal. I
could barely grow hair on my face anyways. But none of that
compared to the look between my legs.

Susie said shaving my pubes would make me
look bigger, but I had to call bullshit on that. If anything, I
looked even smaller now. And it didn't help that I'd lost my
hard-on when I started shaving. Now I looked like puberty had
passed me right up, and standing here waiting for someone else to
dry me off didn't help make me feel like the man I was trying to
be.

Susie came back in holding a fluffy white
towel out in front of her. She was smiling wide as she looked me up
and down, clearly pleased with what I'd done while she was
away.

"See? Don't you feel better now? You look so
clean." Her eyes drifted down my body until her gaze locked onto my
crotch. I resisted the urge to cover myself since I knew she wanted
to look. But when I saw her smile shrink as she settled her gaze on
my package, my heart sank. "Still so small. Oh well."

I couldn't take it anymore. As Susie moved in
to hug me with the towel, I lost it. "I'm not small!" I yelled. I
stomped my foot in the tub, sending water up in the air as I did.
"I'm not small! I'm not tiny! I. Am. Not. Little!"

Susie took a stepped back and eyed me warily,
waiting for me to calm down. "Are you done then?" she asked with a
raised eyebrow. "I don't know where you were raised, but throwing a
temper tantrum when someone is trying to help you isn't how good
little boys act."

"I'm not a little boy!"

Susie laughed and tossed the towel at me.
"Sure you aren't. All grown men pee themselves on dates. How silly
of me to forget."

I caught the towel and wrapped it around my
waist, hiding my bald cock from view. Not only because I was
embarrassed at the fact I no longer had any hair down there, but
because every time Susie spoke, I felt myself stiffen just a little
more. And now without the towel hiding away her body, there was no
stopping the erection. I was so angry with her right now, but I
couldn't deny how turned on I was by simply being around her. Even
as she laughed at me I wanted to kiss her.

She looked good too. She'd changed out of the
little red dress from the bar. Now she was wearing some kind of
nightgown, but not the type that hung loose and hid every curve.
No, this nightie was short, lacy, and showed off every bit of her
just as well as the dress did.

Susie folded her arms across her chest. "You
promised before I brought you here that you would be a good boy
Jimmy. But so far all you've done is pissed your pants and yelled
at me. Now you are throwing a temper tantrum in my bathroom." I
tried to reply but a sharp look and a raised finger shut my mouth a
second after it opened. "I think you should leave Jimmy. You
clearly aren't ready to be with me."

I couldn't believe what she was saying. After
everything I'd done tonight... I made her come! I shaved for
her!

"I don't want to go!" I said urgently. "I
want to stay here with you!"

Susie stepped out of the bathroom and turned
away from me, pointing towards the front door as she glared. "I
told you to be good. Get out."

I was in full blown panic. My buzz from my
time at the bar was gone and my chest hurt at the thought of
leaving here now. There had to be something I could do. "I'll be
good! I'm sorry Susie. I promise I'll be good!"

Susie stomped her foot as she yelled,
"Out!"

That was it. I'd fucked everything up. All I
had to do was keep my mouth shut and play whatever game Susie was.
But I'd ruined it. I shuffled past Susie slowly, glancing up at her
as I walked by, hoping that she would see how sorry I was when our
eyes met. But she just glared at me, sending a shiver down my
spine.

I felt tears welling in the corners of my
eyes as I leaned down to pick up the clothes piled by the door. My
shirt was wet to the touch after lying on top of my jeans and there
was no denying the smell of urine coming off of everything I owned.
The smell contrasted harshly with the scent of the bubble bath. Why
did I fuck this up so badly?

But before I could pick up my clothes,
Susie's hand slid through my hair. Before I could ask her what she
was doing, I felt her squeeze, wrapping her fingers in my hair as
she yanked me backwards with a grunt. Her leg slid behind mine and
I fell over her as she tripped me. I screamed as I fell, hitting
hard against the floor with her fingers still in my hair. And it
wasn't over yet. As pain shot through me, Susie swung her leg over
my body and dropped fast, throwing all of her weight on my chest
before sliding herself up so her knees were in my armpits as she
straddled me.

She'd knocked the breath from my lungs when
she dropped down. I struggled to breathe as she glared at me. With
her free hand she pulled the towel from me, then yanked on my hair
roughly. "Put your arms over your head Jimmy." When I hesitated,
Susie slapped me on the cheek. "Now!"

My head was spinning. Between the pain from
the fall, the sting of her slap, and the suddenness of everything
that'd just happened, I didn't know which way was up. All I knew
was that there was fire in the eyes of the woman on top of me and I
was too afraid to argue with her. I raised my hands above my head
and waited for her next command.

Susie's hand left my hair and slid across my
reddened cheek instead. "Good boy. Now you're listening." She slid
herself up my chest a little more, digging her knees into my arm
pits and sinking her weight down on my chest. But all I could think
about was her pussy, because as she moved her hips I found out she
wasn't wearing panties underneath her nightie. And right now, she
was as wet as the bath I'd just stepped out of.

"I'm going to give you one last chance
Jimmy," she said as she ground herself on my chest. Every time she
moved I could feel how wet she was. "One more chance to show me you
can be a good boy and follow directions. You think you can do that
for Miss Susie?"

I could smell her. Her pussy was only inches
from my face now, and her musk was faint but it was there. I wanted
to lift my head and slide my tongue across her. I wanted to show
her I was sorry. I wanted to please her like I had in the bath. But
when I lifted my head she pushed me back down.

"I want you to pay attention Jimmy. Do you
want to go to bed with me and be my good little boy tonight? Or do
I need to send you home in your pissy pants?"

"I'll be good!" I blurted out. "I promise
I'll be good. Whatever you want me to do. I'll be good!"

Susie's hand slipped over my face again
before she held it up in front of me. She wiggled her fingers to
catch my attention before she slipped her hand down under her
nightie. Her eyelids fluttered as she lifted her hips momentarily
before sitting back down. I could only imagine where her fingers
were now.

"Mmmm. That's what I want to hear Jimmy." Her
eyes shut completely as she leaned forward just a bit. But it was
enough that all I could see now was Susie as she towered over me.
"Tell me again Jimmy. Tell me what a good little boy you're going
to be for Miss Susie." Her voice had picked up the strange lilt
from earlier in the night. Something about it made me feel even
more helpless.

She's getting off on this, I thought
as I looked up at her. I could feel her hand moving between her
legs as she sat on me. It was the bath all over again, but this
time it wasn't my touch on her toes that was setting her off. It
was nothing more than my words. Are all girls like this?

Whether this was normal or not, I wanted to
please Susie. "I'll be a good little boy for you Miss Susie." The
last few words caught on my tongue. Miss Susie. I felt like I was
talking to my kindergarten teacher, not a woman that was currently
masturbating inches from my face. But she was clearly enjoying this
so I kept going. "I'll be the bestest little boy I can be for you.
I promise not to talk back anymore Miss Susie. And I promise I'll
listen better. I'm sorry for being bad Miss Susie." I sounded like
an idiot but I felt her fingers move faster with each word that
slipped from my mouth. "I want to be your good little boy Miss
Susie."

Her hand stopped suddenly and I worried for a
moment that I'd done something wrong. I knew she hadn't come. She
hadn't tensed, hadn't moaned. So why did she stop? And when her
hips rose to let her hand slip back out from between her thighs, I
felt the tears building again. I'd screwed up somehow. She was
going to send me home.

"I'm sorry Susie! Whatever I said, I'm
sorry!"

She giggled as she looked down at me, then
raised her hand up and wiggled her fingers again. Every single one
other than her thumb glistened in the light, wet with her own
juices. "I didn't stop because you were being bad Jimmy. Open your
mouth."

I was confused but I did what I was told. My
mouth opened and a moment later Susie was sliding her fingers
between my lips. The tangy taste of her excitement hit my tongue
and nearly drove me over the edge. It was the closest I'd ever been
to a real pussy. My lips closed around her fingers and I sucked
each one clean without her even asking.

"That's a good boy. You are so good at
sucking on things aren't you?"

I nodded quickly without thinking about what
her words could have meant. It didn't matter. I wasn't about to
disagree with her on anything anyways.

"I was close you know. A few more seconds and
you would've made me come twice tonight. Pretty impressive for
someone with such a small cock don't you think?"

I nodded again. Her insult didn't sting so
much when she said it like that.

"And do you know why I stopped Jimmy?
Hmm?"

As I licked the last of her juices from her
palm, I shook my head no. Why she'd stopped was a mystery to me. If
I was that close to cumming, I didn't think I would've had the
willpower.

"I stopped because when I get it again, I
want to be in my bed." Susie stood up, towering over me and my spot
on the floor. "Want to help me?"

I nodded eagerly as I stared up at her. Had
the light in the room been better, I could've seen everything from
my spot on the floor. But shadows once again hid Susie's pussy from
view. It didn't matter though. Not now. In a few minutes we would
be in bed together. Then she would be the one on her back, with me
between her legs as I lifted that nightie up and drank in the view
before sliding myself into her. I could wait. What was a couple of
minutes?

"That's my good boy. Now follow me." Susie
stepped away and I started to stand up to follow her, but as soon
as I did, she turned back and snapped her fingers before pointing
down to the floor. "No standing sweetie. I want you to crawl. Show
me how much you want it."

I looked up at her in confusion. "Crawl?"

She nodded as she smirked. "Yes, crawl. You
know, on your hands and knees. Like a baby does."

She turned away from me and started back down
the hall, but turned her head as she moved to make sure I was
following her. And follow I did. On my hands and knees, with the
rough carpet digging into my skin as I moved awkwardly, I crawled
after Susie just like she'd asked me too. I would've walked on my
hands if it meant getting into bed with her and I had to admit, my
view from the floor as she walked in front of me was better than if
I'd stood beside her.

I couldn't tear my gaze away from her hips as
she moved. They swayed back and forth with each step, sending the
hem of her nightie sliding up just enough that the bottom of her
perfect ass cheeks would peek out as she moved. Did she know how
much she was teasing me? Was this why she wanted me crawling behind
her?

My heart was beating so fast as I followed
Susie into her bedroom that my vision was pulsing. The room was
smaller than I thought it would be, but I didn't mind because there
in the middle of the space was her bed. A light pink comforter hid
the mattress while being nearly hidden itself by the mass of
stuffed animals that littered the whole room. Some were small
enough to hold in my hand while others were nearly as big as I was.
Combined with the soft pink walls and Hello Kitty stickers
everywhere, it felt like I'd walked into a little girl's room.

Susie sat down on the edge of the bed and
knocked a dozen stuffed animals to the floor, making a place on the
mattress for me. She smiled as her finger curled inward, beckoning
me to her side. In seconds I was off of the floor and on the bed
next to her, with her hands running over my body while mine were
wrapping themselves around hers. Our lips locked together as she
leaned me back on the bed while she clumsily cleared away the piles
of plush toys around us.

Susie pulled away from me as soon as my back
hit the bed. "Feeling adventurous?" she asked as she reached behind
us out of sight. "Because I am."

"Sure, sure, let's just keep going," I said
quickly as I tried to pull Susie back down to me.

But she resisted as her smile grew wider.
"Put your hands up. Over your head. And hold them together."

"What? Why?"

Her fingers ran across my cheeks as she
leaned in close, her breath tickling my cheek as she spoke softly.
"Because it'll be fun. Now be a good boy for me."

Good boy. The words were like a switch being
flipped. My hands shot up immediately and I clasped them together
as I waited for Susie to do whatever she was planning. And I didn't
have to wait long. She moved quickly, slapping a pair of steel
handcuffs over my wrists before I even knew what was happening.

I panicked as soon as the cool metal touched
my skin. "What the hell?" I shook my wrists, trying to pull the
cuffs apart. "What the fuck Susie?! Take them off!"

Susie ignored me as she sat down across my
chest, keeping me from moving too much on the bed. With one hand,
she grabbed the chain dangling between the cuffs, pulling my arms
out straight as she leaned over me, with her breasts only inches
from my face. She pushed pillows off of the bed, revealing a small
locking loop attached low on the headboard. There was nothing I
could do to stop her from sliding the chains of my cuffs into the
locking loop. I heard the click of a lock, then Susie leaned back
smiling. I was stuck.

"Now you can't get away," she said as she
kissed my cheek. Then she hopped off the bed, leaving me there,
chained up and helpless as she dissapeared into the closet.

"Susie?" I called out when she didn't
reappear immediately. "Come on, this isn't funny!"

There was no way I was getting off of the bed
unless she let me. A master lock closed the loop that held the
cuffs to the headboard. And the handcuffs themselves weren't the
toy kind you could buy in a store either. There was no safety
release on the sides. These were real, and they were doing exactly
what they were designed to do.

"Susie! Let me go!"

Her head popped out from the closet. "Be
patient baby. Mommy will be with you in a minute."

Mommy? What the fuck? "This isn't
funny anymore Susie. I think I want to go home!"

The headboard crashed into the wall over and
over as I struggled on the bed. I knew I wasn't going anywhere as
long as the cuffs held me, but I fought the bed anyways. At least
until Susie's head poked back out of the closet with a stern look
and a sterner warning.

"Keep it up and I'll paddle that cute little
behind of yours for having a tantrum," she said in an icy tone. "Is
that what baby wants? Do you want a spanking? Or are you going to
be a good little boy?"

Good little boy. Mommy. Spanking. Baby. The
words bounced around in my head as I watched the closet door,
waiting for Susie to return. And the more I thought about the
words, the more worried I grew. I thought back on the night so far,
and I started to realize that this was her plan from the start. The
pants, the bath, the names. It was all leading up to this and I'd
blindly walked into whatever it was.

Susie finally stepped back out of the closet
and when I saw what she was holding, I wished she'd stayed in there
longer. I couldn't believe what I was seeing and I didn't
understand why she was smiling as she walked over and started
laying items down on the bed. But before she put each item down,
she made sure to show me just what she was holding.

"I should start by apologizing," she said as
she looked at me. "My last baby was a sweet little girl named
Ashley and well, a lot of her old stuff is still in the closet."
Susie held up a large pink pacifier shaped like a butterfly. "She
never went to bed without this in her mouth. She looked so
cute."

Susie put the pacifier down and unfolded a
long pink sleeper next. I stared wide eyed at the pajamas. I had a
four year old niece who owned the same sleeper with built in feet
and a sewn on bunny on the front, but this wasn't meant for a
toddler. This was big enough to fit me!

"Don't want my baby to get cold tonight," she
said as she laid the sleeper across the bed. "And last but not
least, your diaper!"

My heart stopped. Susie held up a large
square of plastic, and at the top of one side was a bright band of
colors and shapes. Baby blocks in pinks and yellows and greens were
scattered across the design, interspersed by teddy bears and
pacifiers. I knew they made diapers for adults, but this was
something else entirely.

"What's wrong baby? You don't look so good
right now."

Angry, my eyes locked on Susie's. "You are
fucking crazy. Let me the fuck out of these hand cuffs!"

Her brow furrowed as she met my stare. "You
better watch your mouth little boy or I'll turn that little ass of
yours red!"

"Fuck you, you crazy bitch! I'm not wearing a
fucking diaper!"

Susie threw the diaper on the bed and stomped
right back into the closet. But she wasn't gone for long this time.
A few seconds later and she was back by the bed. I shook wildly as
I watched her stick the pacifier into a leather strap. The strap
had a hole cut just for the little plastic grip on the back of the
shield, and at one end of the strap was a buckle.

Susie jumped onto the bed and sat across my
chest again before grabbing me by the hair and lifting up my head.
"If you don't have anything nice to say, I'd rather you not talk at
all." She shoved the nipple of the pacifier into my mouth. Before I
could spit it back out, she slid the strap of leather behind my
head, threading it into the buckle near my cheek. Susie cinched the
strap, forcing the plastic shield against my lips while the latex
nipple filled my mouth.

I tried yelling again but all that came out
now was a muffed scream that barely carried across the room.

"Much better," Susie said as she slipped back
off of me. "I didn't want it to go this way Jimmy. I thought you'd
behave a little better to be honest. I mean, look at you. What kind
of guy pees his pants on a date? Or lets a girl give him a bubble
bath? And I thought I was being pretty clear tonight about what was
going on. But I guess I shouldn't have expected much in the way of
brains in that little baby head of yours. Tiny cock and a tiny
mind. Poor baby."

"I'm not a baby!" I screamed behind the gag.
But all that came out was noise. With nothing left available to me,
I kicked out, slamming my heels on the mattress again and again in
anger.

"Bad baby!" yelled Susie as she caught one of
my freshly shaven leg in her hands. A second later and a fuzzy
ankle restraint was in place and being tied down to another hidden
loop on the bed frame. She caught my other leg and repeated the
process, but instead of tying my leg down to the other side of the
bed, leaving me spread eagle and completely helpless, she pulled
the strap of the restraint through the same loop of the first,
forcing me to roll onto my side with my knees bent towards my chest
and my ass exposed. "Mommy has to punish you for being so
naughty."

Susie was back up on the bed, this time with
her knees in my stomach as I lay on my side. She rested a hand on
my hip, keeping me in place as her other hand slowly stroked my
ass. I shivered nervously, knowing that any second now, her hand
would rise up before slamming back down. Susie was about to spank
me, and there was nothing I could do to stop her.

"I don't like spanking my babies Jimmy. But
when you act out, I don't have much choice." Susie's hand left my
skin, returning a second later with force. The clap of her hand
against my backside filled my ears as pain spread across my ass. I
screamed out behind the gag but there was little else I could do.
Her hand came down again, this time on the other cheek. Then again.
And again. And again. Tears rolled off my cheeks as my ass began to
burn.

I didn't think to count how many times she
hit me. All I knew was that it hurt. But the pain was only part of
it. With each spank, with each stab of pain, with each aching
throb, a voice filled my head. You have no power. You are her
little baby. Susie is stronger than you. Over and over again
the words repeated, and each time they did, I felt smaller and
smaller. The physical pain of Susie's slaps took a backseat to the
pain inside of me as she stripped me of everything I thought I was
only a few hours earlier.

I wasn't a man anymore. And as Susie rubbed
sweet smelling baby oil across my ass, I wondered if I ever was. No
woman wanted to date me. Did they all see what Susie saw in me? Was
I nothing but a little boy to them all?

I heard the crinkle of plastic and snapped
out of my sadness in time to watch Susie unfold the diaper. It was
so big! And I knew that in a few moments it would be wrapped around
me in place of my boxers. I sniffled as I dropped my head back to
the mattress. I didn't need to watch.

"Ohh don't be so sad Jimmy," said Susie as
she loosened the strap of my right foot before pulling it across
the bed. She tied me back down and this time I was spread eagle. I
closed my eyes as I fought back tears. I felt Susie slide the
diaper under me. I felt the cotton backing touch my sore ass
cheeks. And then I felt Susie's well oiled hand wrap itself around
my cock. "Just look at you!"

I raised my head and opened my eyes just in
time to see Susie start to stroke my shaft. I watched my tip slip
and slide between her fingers as her sensual touch sent shivers
through me. This was all I wanted. Why did she need everything
else?

"I have to say Jimmy, for the amount you are
fighting me, your little guy down here sure seems happy about
everything." She stroked me faster and my head dropped back to the
mattress. "I mean, even when I was spanking you, that little dick
down there was hard as a rock. What do you think that means Jimmy?
You think a real guy would be so hard after being spanked like
that? You think he would be stiff even while someone else pulled a
diaper up between his legs?" Susie shook her head. "No. But a real
man wouldn't have let me tie him down so easily either. Or crawled
behind me like you did earlier. You can fight it all you want
Jimmy, but you want this as much as I do. You just don't know it
yet."

I shook my head from side to side, trying to
force Susie's words back out of my ears. It wasn't true! I didn't
want this! I didn't want any of it! I willed myself to go soft in
her hands. I didn't want to be hard anymore. I didn't want her
touch. But my body betrayed me. My cock stayed as hard ever, maybe
even more so. And with each pump of Susie's soft hand over my dick,
I felt myself growing closer and closer to cumming.

"Yeah, you like it all don't you Jimmy. You
want me to take care of you. Just think about it. I could diaper
you up and hold you close. I'd lift up my shirt and press your
mouth against a tit and you could suck all night long if you
wanted. And all while my hand slips along that little diapered cock
of yours. Doesn't that sound nice?"

As my head filled with the confusing images
she was pushing into it, her hand picked up speed. And as she
finished talking, I finished too. With a grunt I exploded, sending
sticky white streaks of excitement across my naked stomach. My cock
pulsed, sending more and more cum across my skin, while Susie's
hand continued to slide up and down. She squealed in delight as I
moaned along with her. And when she milked the very last of my
excitement from my tip, she smiled down at me before running her
cum coated finger across my cheek.

"Such a big man," she said
sarcastically as she cleaned off her hand. "I was so wrong
Jimmy. You clearly do not like this at all."

My face burned as she giggled to herself.
Susie wiped the rest of the cum on her hand across my chest before
reaching for the diaper between my legs. And with the pacifier gag
still firmly in place, there was no way to tell her exactly how I
felt at the moment. All I could do was turn my head and close my
eyes as she reached to the side of my hips, pulling at the first of
the four tapes that would keep the diaper pinned to me for however
long Susie kept this game going.

Each tape pulled the plastic tighter against
me. My cock, still hard, strained against the soft cotton and
already I could feel myself start to sweat but there was nothing I
could do. When Susie finished taping me into my shame, she patted
the front panel, making sure that the plastic crinkled loudly as
she giggled again.

"So cute!"

I heard a new sound that made me lift my head
and open my eyes. The Velcro tabs holding the anklets against my
skin peeled apart and a moment later my legs were free once
more.

I have to get out of here!

In an instant I lashed out, catching Susie in
the side as I tried to scramble off of the bed. She let out a yelp
as my heel dug into her side, but as I rolled off of the bed, the
crinkle of the diaper drowned her out. And when my feet touched the
ground, I realized then that I'd made a mistake. My feet were free,
but my hands were still firmly held by the cuffs.

I pulled at the restraints in anger as I
cursed myself behind the gag. I knew I'd fucked up, but when Susie
stepped in front of me, with eyes filled with fire as she held a
hand to her side, I knew then that I was really in for it.

I hit a girl. Oh shit. And now she's going to
make me pay!

I flinched as soon as Susie moved towards me
and tensed my whole body, waiting for the blow that I was sure was
coming. But after a few seconds I opened my eyes cautiously.
Susie's hand hadn't come down across my skin like I'd expected it
to. Instead, she was crouched in front of me with a smile on her
face and a baby wipe in her hand.

"Are you all done throwing tantrums tonight?"
she asked sweetly as she ran the baby wipe across my chest, quickly
removing the streaks of cum that were busy drying. "I can tell from
the look on your face that you know what will happen next time you
decide to have one. But I told you once already tonight, I don't
like spanking my babies." The wipe fell to the floor before her
finger pressed against my chin, raising my head so my eyes found
hers. "So, are you going to be good now, or do I need to get the
paddle from the closet?"

She's not going to spank me! My head
bobbed up and down as soon as the realization hit me. I still had
every intention of running as soon I could get free, but until I
was, I wanted to do everything I could to keep from being punished
again. It was time for me to be the best little baby boy I could
be.

Susie smiled before leaning in to kiss my
forehead gently. And as she pulled back, her hand ran through my
hair with care. "See? This isn't so bad is it? Now get back on the
bed so we can finish getting you dressed sweetie."

Just play along, I told myself as I
slid my body back on the bed. I tried to ignore the sound the
diaper made, or just how hard I still was underneath it. And when
Susie held up the pink footed sleeper, I obediently slipped my feet
into the waiting holes. I lifted my ass from the bed as she pulled
the pajamas up under my back. Then it was time for my arms. I
tensed my entire body as she reached for the handcuffs. She would
have to unlock me to finish getting me dressed in the embarrassing
pink pajamas.

But right before the key slid into the lock
of the cuffs, Susie paused. She glanced sideways at me as a small
grin spread lazily across her face. "You aren't planning on running
away on me are you sweetie?"

She knows! I shook my head quickly but
it was too late to play dumb. I wasn't sure what gave me away, or
if she was just messing with me at this point, but she pulled away
from the cuffs and slid from the bed. And when Susie tightened the
restraints back around my fleece covered ankles, any hope of
running disappeared. I slammed my head back into the pillows out of
frustration before shutting my eyes tightly. I wouldn't let her see
me cry.

Her hands were on my cheeks a moment later as
her voice whispered in my ear. "Just relax Jimmy and enjoy this. I
promise when I'm done with you, you'll be begging me to change you
into your comfy, crunchy diapers." She pulled back and her fingers
fumbled with the leather strap holding the pacifier in my mouth.
"And when you finally accept it, I'll let you cum again. But as
long as you resist me, I promise you, that tiny little dick of
yours will only see the outside of a diaper long enough for me to
run a baby wipe across it."

I spit the pacifier out the second the gag
was loose enough to let me. As soon as the nipple cleared my lips,
so did my anger.

"You fucking crazy bitch! Let me go!" I shook
my whole body violently, adding power to my words. "You're nuts if
you think I'm going to be your fucking baby! I'm not doing this!
I'm not wearing a fucking diaper!"

Susie didn't react at all to my screaming. It
was as if she couldn't hear me at all. Instead of forcing the
pacifier back into my mouth or slapping me until I was quiet, she
just reached for the handcuffs. I heard the click of the key and
the feeling of one of the steel cuffs pop open. But Susie left my
other hand restrained as she grabbed my free wrist, stuffing my arm
into the sleeper. Once she was done, my wrist was right back in the
cuff and she repeated the motion on the other side of my body. I
had no chance. I was still screaming as she slid the zipper up to
my neck, sealing me into the pink bunny sleeper and my fate.

Susie stepped back from the bed to admire her
handiwork as I continued to thrash and scream until my throat was
raw. She continued to ignore me as she flipped the switch on a
white plastic baby monitor and turned off the lights in the room,
leaving the girly space bathed in the dim light of a princess
themed night light in the corner. And before she stepped from the
room, she turned back to me and smiled one last time.

"Nighty night baby. You get some sleep
because you have a big day tomorrow. And we can't have you all
cranky like this in the morning." The door closed behind her.

There was nothing I could do as I laid on the
bed with my hands still cuffed above my head. The diaper crinkled
every time I moved and the fleece sleeper sent shivers through my
body each time the soft material ran across my newly shaved legs. I
stared up at the ceiling for what felt like hours, wondering how
I'd gotten myself into this mess. But the longer I lay awake, the
more aware I was of the fact that underneath the diaper, I was
still as hard as I was when Susie's hand was wrapped tightly around
my shaft.

All I could do was tell myself that she was
wrong. That I would never give into her warped desires. That there
was no way I could ever enjoy this. That no part of me wanted to be
her little baby, stuck in diapers for her sick pleasure. But the
longer I was awake, the less I believed myself.




Chapter Five

An aching head, sore arms, and the urgent
need to pee greeted me as I opened my eyes slowly. Sunlight
streamed in through the large window in the corner and for a moment
I had no idea where I was. All I knew was that I'd drank too much
the night before and if I didn't roll out of bed in the next few
seconds, the sheets beneath me wouldn't stay dry for more than
that.

But when I tried to move from the bed, I
remembered why my arms were so sore. And as the room around me swam
into focus, the events from the night before came crashing back. My
head pounded as I heard the telltale crinkle of the diaper, still
fastened snugly around me and hidden under the pink sleeper I was
wearing.

Fuck! It wasn't just some bad dream!

"Help! Dammit someone help me!" I screamed as
I thrashed on the bed. I had to get out of here. I had to get back
to my dorm. I had to get away from Susie.

I had to pee!

"Come on! Someone help!"

The door creaked open slowly and for a
second, I thought help had arrived. But when Susie walked in
holding a baby bottle full of milk, I knew no one was coming for
me. I was stuck here at her mercy. There was nothing I could
do.

"Well good morning sleepyhead!" Susie said
with a large smile. She shook the bottle as she walked closer to
the bed. "I brought you breakfast."

"I'm not fucking drinking from a bottle! Let
me go!"

Susie shook her head as she sighed. "You
know, I thought we moved past this attitude problem last night. I'm
trying to be nice about all of this and you just keep screaming at
me."

My head rose from the pillows as I met her
eyes. I shot her a look so intense that I was sure she would flinch
and look away. "You locked me up and forced me into a fucking
diaper!"

But my anger only seemed to make her happier.
She sat down on the bed next to me and ran a hand softly across my
cheek as she stared into my angry eyes. "You're so cute when you're
mad. You know that? You're cheeks get all red and I just want to
pinch them!" Her tender touch turned violent as her hand slapped
against my forehead. She pushed my head back against the pillows
before shoving the nipple of the bottle against my lips. "Now drink
up sweetie. We are going to have some fun today."

I spat the nipple back out." I'm not
drin-"

Her hand caught me across the cheek with
enough force to whip my head to the side. And while my world was
still spinning, with my hangover screaming in my head, Susie
grabbed my cheeks in her hand and dug her fingers into my dimples
as she straightened me out. Her head dropped until she was inches
from my own. I could feel her breath on my cheeks as she spoke
softly, but with a menacing tone hidden just underneath. "I will
not tolerate anymore backtalk today little boy. Now
drink your bottle, put a smile on that cute little face, and
behave!"

Before she pulled away, her lips dropped to
my own squished face. As her warmth bled into my skin, with the
soft scent of cherries filling my nose and the taste of her chap
stick on my lips, I forgot just how angry I was with her. My eyes
closed as I relished the feeling of her pressed against me. In that
moment she could have asked me to do anything and I would have
complied instantly.

When she pulled away, the taste of her
lingered. I could still smell her. I could still feel the warmth of
her kiss. When her fingers let up and her hand ran across my cheek
again, I was in heaven. This time when she pressed the latex nipple
against my lips, I didn't fight back. Instead, I sucked strongly,
letting the surprisingly warm and sweet milk splash across my
tongue before sliding down my throat.

"See? That's not so bad now is it? And your
nice baba should help with that hangover I know you have." Susie's
fingers found the zipper of the sleeper as she spoke. As I sucked,
she slipped the zipper down until it rested at my diapered crotch.
"Now let's see how wet my good little baby is this morning."

Her hands slid across my stomach, sending
butterflies through me. Her touch was everything I'd ever wanted
but what I'd done so far to earn her tender tickle made me sick at
the same time. And as her fingers glided beneath the waistband of
the diaper, searching for any sign of wetness, I felt my cheeks
catch fire. I closed my eyes and turned away as her touch found my
cock, stiff as steel and bobbing eagerly against the dry cotton of
the diaper.

Susie sighed as her hand slipped back out of
the diaper. "I'm surprised Jimmy. I really thought you'd be soaked
after your little accident last night. But you're as dry as can
be." She shrugged and pressed the bottle against my lips a little
more forcefully. "But it's only a matter of time you know. You
can't hold it forever. And the longer you wait, the longer it'll be
until I can untape that dirty diaper and wrap my hand around that
hard little cock of yours."

My eyes opened wide at the thought. Fresh
memories of the handjob she'd given me last night before sealing me
into my plastic prison filled my head. I was no stranger to jackin'
it, but what she'd done last night felt so much better. I wanted
that again. I needed that again.

Susie saw my excitement. She smiled as her
hand rubbed my wood over the diaper. "Yeah, you want that don't
you? You want Mommy to wrap her hand around that tiny little dick
and give it a good tug don't you?"

I nodded eagerly, making sure that the nipple
of the bottle never left my mouth in the process.

She stroked me faster. "And you want to be
good for me today don't you? You want to earn more than just my
hand right?"

More than just a handjob? My mind
filled with images of her naked body pressed against mine. I could
feel her holding onto my dick as her legs fell to either side of my
hips. I could see her sitting down slowly as she let herself slip
over my rod. I saw her eyes close and her head tilt back as she
sighed at the feeling of me inside of her. I want her. Whatever
she needs me to do.

I nodded again as I sucked the last of the
milk from the bottle. The nipple squealed as I pulled air and the
sound lit up Susie's face.

"That's my good boy," she cooed. Her hand
pumped me even faster under the diaper. "That's my good baby.
Right? You are my good little baby aren't you Jimmy?"

I nodded as I closed my eyes and held my
breath. I was so close. Only a few more seconds and I'd come.

"I want to hear you say it Jimmy. I want to
hear you tell me what a good little baby you'll be for your new
Mommy today."

My mouth was open and words were spilling out
before Susie was even done speaking. Now wasn't the time to make
her mad. "I'm your good little baby Mommy. I want to be so good
today!"

Susie's hand slowed noticeably. As my eyes
opened to see what was wrong, I saw Susie's hand falling towards my
face, clutching something in her fingers. When the latex nipple
pressed against my lips, I didn't fight it. I let her slide the
pacifier I'd rejected last night back between my lips. And when I
started to suck on the plastic between my teeth, Susie's eyes
brightened. Her smile grew. And her hand moved faster once
again.

So close, I thought as I laid there,
picturing Susie in nothing at all as she rode me up and down.
Don't stop. I repeated the last thought again and again,
willing Susie to keep pumping me under the diaper. I wanted to cum.
I wanted to feel what I'd felt last night. I wanted that pleasure
that reminded me I was still a man, even if most of the proof was
hidden away at the moment.

But Susie had other plans. Seconds from
making a mess of the dry diaper, Susie stopped altogether. Her hand
slid away from my body, only to return for a moment to make sure
the diaper tapes were still tight. And when she smiled down at me
now, it was clear she knew just how close I was.

"I told you Jimmy, you won't cum again until
I believe you." She tapped the shield of the pacifier in my mouth.
"You're off to a good start this morning though. Such a good baby,
drinking your baba and sucking on your paci."

Just stay calm and play her game.

"But you know what would really go a long way
to proving what a good little baby you want to be? Hmm?" Susie's
hand let the paci. Her fingers slid across my chest, past my
stomach, and rested again on top of the diaper. She squeezed me
through the cotton as her smile turned feral. "Pee for me sweetie.
Soak your widdle diaper for Mommy. I know you need to. I bet that
little bladder of yours is just ready to pop isn't it?"

The bottle, the paci, hell even the sleeper;
I could tolerate them all if it meant Susie would touch me again.
But the thought of pissing myself on purpose... I couldn't. Years
and years of training told me not to.

She wasn't wrong though. I had to go and I
had to go bad. Every second that passed was a second in pain. It
lessened a bit when she was stroking me, but now that her hand was
gone from my cock, the pain was back and even worse now. My whole
body was begging for me to let go and flood the diaper.

Susie's hand left my crotch as she stood up
and made for the door. Before she slipped back out into the hall,
she turned back to me. "When you need your diapee changed, you just
call for Mommy 'kay?" She pointed towards the baby monitor still
sitting on the nightstand next to me. "I'll hear you."

With that, Susie closed the door to my pink
walled prison, leaving me alone with my hands still shackled, a
diaper still wrapped around my swollen cock, and a bladder that
wouldn't last the hour. I sighed as I stared up at the ceiling.
There was nothing I could do except pee. Susie still held all of
the cards.

Might as well, I thought as I laid
there. My bladder was so full it was pulsing in pain. Can't hold
it forever.

But it wasn't that easy. When I tried to
flood the diaper, all I managed to get out were a couple of drops.
And the few that did squeeze out burned like nothing I'd ever felt.
My whole body was aching as I tried to pee. I just wanted the pain
to stop. I was fighting against decade's worth of training that
told me not to piss my pants and I was losing. How I'd managed to
have an accident last night when my body was fighting me now was
something I'd never understand.

Another few drips. Then a tiny stream. The
pressure in my bladder lessened as the cotton drank me up,
expanding everywhere my hot piss touched. Another push, another
stream. Then another. And another, this one longer. I sighed softly
as the pain lessened with each little spurt of pee. Then the dam
broke. My next forced stream turned into an uncontrollable flood as
my bladder emptied all at once.

The diaper swelled around me, trapping every
last drop of my urine in the cotton liner that pressed against my
skin. And I just kept going. It felt like minutes before the last
few drops slipped from me and into the diaper. By the time I was
finished, the soaker pads were swollen with my mess. I could feel
the dampness as far back as the top of my ass crack. The cotton
hugged my cock and pressed against my skin. I was warm everywhere
the wetness touched me.

As I laid there in my own piss, trapped
within the diaper that hugged me tightly, part of me liked the
feeling. It was like nothing I'd ever felt before. But then reality
set in. I was old enough to order a beer and now I was lying in a
diaper that I'd wet on purpose with a pacifier in my mouth. I spit
the pacifier across the room in disgust as I laid there.

I didn't want to call Susie. Not now. I'd
done everything she'd asked and that was the problem. No matter how
much I tried to resist her, there was nothing I could do. She was
in complete control of me. And the very thought put me at odds with
myself. I wanted her in a way I'd never wanted another person
before. Maybe it was because of how close I'd come to actually
being with a woman for the first time, but I didn't think that was
all of it. Part of me really liked this and it scared me. I didn't
want to know what she had planned for me next.

I waited until my pee turned cold before
calling for her. Even then the words barely made it out of my
mouth. "Susie... I need you..."

With my eyes trained on the closed door, I
waited patiently for Susie to return. But as the minutes past, it
became clear that she wasn't coming. I'd done something wrong. And
the longer I sat in the wet diaper, the worse I felt. I had to get
out of the pissed in garment and I had to do it now.

Why isn't she here? I thought as I
looked around. The red light on the baby monitor was still lit so
the problem wasn't on my end. Had I done something wrong? I thought
back to what Susie told me. Then it clicked.

"Mommy?" The word felt unnatural on my
tongue. I couldn't remember the last time I'd said it. "Mommy, I
need to be changed..."

The door opened as soon as the last syllable
left my mouth.




Chapter Six

Susie was smiling as she walked into the
room. No, not walked. Skipped. I'd never seen a person so pleased.
And as she sauntered over to the bedside, she bent down and scooped
up the pacifier I'd shot across the room.

"Did my baby wet his diapee?" she said as she
pressed the pacifier back into my mouth. "Such a good little boy
you're being today. Maybe even good enough for a treat."

My cock jumped at the mere mention.

"Maybe." Susie's hand fell to the diaper,
with her fingers pressing into the seat. She squeezed, making sure
that I hadn't called her for nothing. But as the fluff inside
squished up against me, Susie relaxed. "Your diaper is soaked! I
guess we better change you then."

I kept my eyes closed as I listened to the
tapes rip away one by one from the soggy diaper. My soggy diaper.
At least, that's what Susie made sure to remind me as she
worked.

"You sure did make a big pee pee in
your diaper Jimmy. I'm surprised your diaper didn't
spring a leak. Such a good baby. And see, wearing your
diapers isn't so bad now is it?"

The last of the tapes fell away and the
diaper opened, letting fresh air kiss my skin for the first time
since last night. Susie's hand found my cock as soon as the front
of the diaper was down on the bed between my open legs. My dick
jumped when she touched me and I grew instantly eager, hoping that
I'd earned the handjob she'd aborted earlier. But instead of her
fist sliding up and down my erect shaft, I felt the cold sting of a
baby wipe as she cleaned me up.

Susie slipped my feet from my pajamas. "Butt
up baby boy."

As my legs rose, Susie's free arm slid behind
my knees, keeping my legs and my ass off the bed as another cool
wipe ran across my backside. My whole body shook when she slid the
wipe past my puckered hole.

"Hmm. Looks like you leaked a bit," she said
as she looked at the pajamas under me. I had no idea what she saw,
but with my ass still in the air I worried that another round of
spankings was headed my way.

"I'm sowwy," I said from behind the pacifier.
"Don't be mad."

Susie laughed as she lowered my legs back to
the bed. A moment later and she was pinching my cheek as she looked
at me. "Silly baby. I can't be mad at you for leaking. That just
means you need a thicker diaper."

Thicker?! "I don't need diapers..." My
voice was weak as I spoke. Even I wasn't convinced.

She chuckled as she walked back to the
closet, leaving me alone on the bed. "Yeah? Well let's do the math
on that Jimmy. You've peed twice since the bar and you weren't
closet to a toilet either time."

The pacifier fell from my mouth as I started
to yell. "You made me! I don't want this Susie! I don't want any of
it!"

She ignored me. Instead of answering my
anger, she leaned out of the closet holding two diapers in her
hand. "Baby blocks or teddy bears?"

I screamed. It was all I could do as she
shrugged and brought both diapers over to the bed.

"You're right Jimmy. I think both would be a
good idea."

I kicked my foot against the bed once, and
only once. As soon as my heel hit the mattress, Susie's hand flew
out, pulling me onto my side before her hand came down on my ass in
a flurry of spanks. By the time she was done, I didn't resist when
she pushed the pacifier back to my lips.

Anger burned in Susie's eyes as she stared me
down. "From this moment on today Jimmy, I don't want to hear a word
from that little mouth of yours. And unless I'm feeding you, that
pacifier never leaves your lips. Understood?"

I nodded as I fought back tears. My ass
burned but my will was what took the bigger hit. The last spanking
was just the most recent reminder that let me know just who was in
charge.

"Lift up," Susie commanded as she patted the
side of my leg.

I did as she asked, lifting my legs and my
ass off of the bed just far enough to let her slide the new diapers
under me. Once they were in place, Susie grabbed the bottle of baby
oil and gave me a quick rub down, making sure to cover every inch
of me in the sweet smelling oil, but also making sure I knew that
she wasn't out to show me a good time. Her movements were quick and
clinical.

"Now let's get you all covered up before you
go and pee everywhere."

The first diaper was pulled between my legs
and Susie's hands flew as she taped me back into the cotton and
plastic nightmare. Every inch of me wanted to fight back, but my
throbbing ass cheeks kept me from acting on my desire. Instead, I
sucked angrily on the pacifier on my mouth. It was all I could
do.

Susie grabbed a scissor from the nightstand
before she pulled the second diaper into place. When the twin
blades moved towards my crotch, instinct caused me to cry out.
"Susie! Wait! What are you-"

Her free hand caught me with a quick slap to
the cheek, hard enough to get my attention, but not hard enough to
hurt all that much. It was enough to keep me quiet as she pressed
the pacifier back against my lips without a word. And when I looked
into her eyes, it was clear that the slap was my last warning.

I dropped my head back against the pillows
and closed my eyes. Whatever she was doing with the scissors, it
was better if I didn't move.

"We have to vent the first diaper," she said
as I heard the sound of the scissors. "A couple of snips in the
plastic backing and you'll leak right through to the second diaper.
Easy peasey."

She put the scissors down and pulled the
diaper up. I thought one diaper had been embarrassing. I thought
just one diaper sat uncomfortably between my legs. But the added
bulk of the second pressed my thighs even further apart. Just
another reminder that everything was different.

Susie wasn't done yet. A cuff at a time and
Susie had me lying on the bed in nothing but a diaper after
slipping my arms from the pink fleece sleeper. She wasn't planning
on leaving me with no clothes though. As soon as the sleeper was
off, she pulled a pastel yellow shirt over my head. Another round
of handcuff shuffle got my arms into the shirt.

"Lift up," she said again, pulling all of the
excess material down to my waist. "Let's get you all buttoned
up."

Buttoned up? I looked down just in
time to see Susie pull up the back of the shirt between my legs. I
wasn't sure what she was doing until I watched her button the back
of the shirt tail to the front of the shirt. That's when I realized
it wasn't a shirt at all, but a onesie. She'd put me in a fucking
onesie!

The last of the buttons snapped together and
Susie leaned back to inspect me. Her smile grew wider as she looked
down at me and before I knew it, she was on the bed with me on all
fours, with her head above mine and her hair dangling down to
tickle my cheeks.

"Having fun yet?" she asked as her hand ran
across the bulge of my diaper. Even through the layers of plastic
and fluff, my body responded to her touch. "Because I sure am."

Without warning she pulled the pacifier from
my mouth, then dropped her head quickly. My whole world became her
as our lips met. And as her tongue snaked between my lips, I
couldn't help but suck as if the pacifier was back in my mouth.
Susie pulled away giggling before coming back in and smothering me
in another round of kisses, with her hands running over my chained
up arms. When her fingers interlaced with my own, I almost forgot
about everything. I found myself thrusting against her body as she
kissed me. But I couldn't feel her as I did. Not with the bulk
between my legs.

Susie pulled away and crawled back off of the
bed, wiping her mouth against her arm as she did. "I could do that
all day." The pacifier pressed back against my lips before I could
respond. "But then, what kind of Mommy would I be?"

She disappeared into the closet once more.
When she popped back out, she was carrying something I couldn't
figure out. It was clear that whatever it was it was meant to
restrain, but how was another question altogether. I didn't have to
wait long for Susie to explain my new round of torture though.

"Ashley designed this," she said as she held
up the mass of chains and leather. "She really liked to be...
restricted."

Without further explanation, Susie went to
work. Leather bands were tightened over my thighs. A thick leather
belt was pulled tight around my waist. And when she was done with
the leather, she started running chain through the O rings of the
leathers.

"You might want to turn on your side for
this," she said as she yanked on one of the chains that was
threaded between the thigh cuff and leather belt.

As if I was a puppet and she were holding my
strings, my leg lifted until she was happy with the angle. I heard
the click of a lock. When I tried to straighten my leg back out, I
couldn't.

What the hell?

Susie repeated the motion with my other leg
and soon enough, I was curled up on the bed with my legs bent and
no way to straighten them back out. She rubbed my back as she
watched me struggle, clearly happy with her work. "You'll only hurt
yourself if you keep it up. But if you want to tire yourself out,
go right ahead. That just means I get to put you down for nap time
earlier."

I couldn't help but scream again. "Let me go!
Please!"

To my surprise, Susie didn't spank me. She
didn't yell. She didn't even look angry that I was yelling. She
just shrugged her shoulders. "I guess it's time."

I couldn't believe it. She was letting me go.
After all of this she was letting me go. I watched in quiet
amazement as the first of the handcuffs fell away. And when the
second slipped from my wrists, I wasted no time pushing Susie out
of the way as I swung myself off of the bed.

And onto the floor with a thud.

Susie was laughing. "Problems?"

With my head spinning from the fall off the
bed, I tried to stand up. But between the bulk of the diapers
forcing my legs out wider than I was used to and the strange chain
harness that kept my legs bent, I couldn't get my footing. Susie
laughed harder when I fell backwards after trying to brace myself
on the nightstand, landing hard on my ass with a crunch.

"Ohh you're soo cute, trying to walk like a
big boy," she said as I tried again. With a finger on her chin she
dropped down to my level, bouncing on her heels. "But babies don't
walk do they? I'm pretty sure they crawl."

"Get these damn things off of me!" I screamed
as I pulled at the leather belt.

"If you can get out of the harness then you
don't have to wear it. I'll even let you toddle around in your
thick diapers for the rest of the day." Susie stood back up,
leaving me alone on the floor. "But if you can't figure it out then
I guess you'll just have to get used to the view from down there,
now won't you cutie?"

My hands flew over the harness. Like the
chains, the leathers were locked in place. There was no way I was
getting anything off without a key. But Susie was testing me. There
had to be some way out of the harness that I wasn't thinking of.
There had to be some way out of this nightmare.

Then I saw the tip of the scissors hanging
off the back of the nightstand. I reached for them quickly.

Susie's hand came down hard against the back
of my own. "Bad baby," she said as she picked up the scissors.
"These could hurt you!"

I was out of options. If I couldn't walk out
of the front door, then I would damn well crawl. As fast as I
could, I pumped my legs, managing to get by Susie and out of the
bedroom before she could catch me. Chains jingled, diapers
crunched, and the carpet rubbed at my bare knees but I wasn't
stopping. I was down the hall and in the living room within
seconds. But when I reached the front door, my stomach dropped.

There was no way I was opening the door.
Three deadbolts and a steel child's lock sat high up on the door,
far out of reach of me while I was stuck in the harness. I sat back
on my diapered ass and just stared at my only means of escape. Now
I knew why Susie hadn't bothered to stop me from crawling out of
the bedroom. There was no where I could go.

"Well that was adorable," Susie said from
behind me. "Although you forgot something back in the bedroom you
silly baby."

The pacifier pressed back against my lips and
I accepted the nipple without question. She'd won. All I could do
now was hope it didn't get any worse than this.

"So what now?" I asked from behind the
pacifier.

Susie's hands dropped to my shoulders. "Now
you learn to behave properly. That means no talking, no walking,
and no toilets. It's pretty simple really. Just be the baby that I
know you really want to be."

With tears in my eyes, I shrugged off Susie.
"I'm not a baby."

Hands slid over my shoulders and continued
down until they met over my chest. Susie hugged me tightly as she
pressed her cheek to mine. "Not yet, but you will be. And when you
finally accept it Jimmy, you'll have me. All of me."

I said it again, not sure if I was trying to
convince Susie or myself."I'm not a baby..."

"Think about it Jimmy. Do you want to go back
to your dorm room? Crowded and stinking of other guys. Or do you
want to stay here with me, in my bed, with your head nestled in my
arm at night and my tit in your mouth as you fall asleep? And I'll
take care of everything for you." One of Susie's hands left my
chest and ventured further south. She gripped the bulge of my
diaper, sending a wave of excitement through me. "I'll take care of
everything."

"I'm not a baby," I whispered. I wasn't sure
if she even heard me.

Susie stood back up. "Why don't we get some
food into you sweetie. I bet you're hungry."

My stomach growled at the mere mention.

"Yeah, I thought so." Susie started off
towards the kitchen, turning around to call for me to follow. "You
coming baby? Mommy doesn't want to leave you out here all
alone."

I'm not a baby, I thought to myself as
I dropped to my hands. And as Susie continued on to the kitchen, I
crawled behind her, with my diaper crinkling the whole way.




Chapter Seven






I wasn't surprised when Susie pulled out jar
after jar of baby food from the cabinets, making sure to line them
all up in a row on the counter for me to see. And I wasn't shocked
when she produced a terry cloth bib from one of the drawers either.
I didn't try to stop her when she pushed the girlish bib over my
head.

"That was Ashley's favorite bib," Susie said
as she sat down next to me with a spoon and a jar of carrots. She
sighed as she looked at me. "I guess I should really buy some
boyish stuff. Can't keep living in the past." She pulled the
pacifier from my mouth before tapping me on the cheek. "Open
up."

The first spoonful of bright orange baby food
hovered in front of my open mouth, letting me sniff at the mashed
veggies before Susie shoved the spoon down my throat. I couldn't
help but gag as the mash hit my tongue and the spoon set off my gag
reflex. I wasn't a fan of carrots in any form, but this was by far
the worst way to eat them. The mush coated my mouth and every time
I tried to swallow my stomach would throw a fit.

"Ohh come on, it's not that bad," said Susie
as she slid another spoonful of carrots into her own mouth. With no
effort at all, she swallowed, making sure to show me while I tried
to choke down my own mouthful. "See? All you have to do is swallow
sweetie."

I closed my eyes and tried to imagine
something else in my mouth. The trick worked, partially. I managed
to swallow half of my mouthful before I started heaving. Susie just
sighed.

Before I even had a chance to finish
swallowing the first spoonful of mush, Susie was pressing another
spoonful against my closed lips. The baby food smeared around my
mouth and stuck to my chin before I finally relented and let the
second spoonful in. But I wasn't eating nearly as fast as Susie
wanted. She shot me a look that chilled me to the bone as she
scooped another spoonful of carrots. "Quit being so picky and eat
your food. We have three more jars to finish before you can go
play."

I barely had time to breathe as the spoons
kept coming. But with each mouthful, swallowing became easier. And
by the time Susie was scraping the bottom of the first jar, I was
keeping up, with barely a drop of spilt food on my face.

"See? That's not so bad is it? Now what do
you want to eat next?" Susie put a jar of peas and a jar of chicken
in front of me. "I'll let you pick. Meat or more veggies?"

Both sounded awful. Reluctantly, I pointed
towards the jar of chicken. Anything would be better than peas. At
least, that's what I thought before the first spoonful hit my
tongue.

I couldn't think of a worse thing to have in
my mouth at the moment. Meat simply was not meant to be pureed and
spoon fed to anyone. And it was cold. That was the worst part of it
all. Everything that I imagined chicken to be, this was not. I
couldn't help when I spit up, spraying the nasty grey glop
everywhere.

"Bad boy!" Susie said as she put the jar down
and grabbed the bib. My cheeks burned as she wiped down my face.
When she was done, she loaded up another spoonful and aimed for my
mouth.

But the second spoonful went about as well as
the first. As soon as the mush hit my tongue I started to heave,
doubling over as I gasped for breath. The slop hit the floor as I
coughed and clawed at my tongue, trying in vain to get the last
bits of the slimy goop from my mouth. "I can't Susie. I can't eat
that."

Her hand grabbed me by the cheeks as she
pulled my head back up from the floor. While she squeezed, bending
my face into a pale imitation of a fish, Susie stared me down. "You
will eat what I give you or you will be punished. And
I promise you, one way or the other, this is all going to end up
inside of you." She let go of my face and picked the spoon back up.
"I promise you Jimmy, you won't like the other way."

I had no idea what the other way was, but
knowing Susie so far, I wasn't too eager to find out. When I opened
my mouth this time, I was determined to swallow ever last bit of
the nastiness that was chicken baby food.

I managed the first spoon. But the second
that came quickly after was too much. I couldn't swallow. I just
held the food in my mouth as I panicked. And when the next spoonful
came, there was nothing I could do to stop the gagging. Baby food
dribbled down my chin and flew towards Susie, spattering her shirt
with the disgusting chicken. In between fits of coughs, I tried to
apologize. But it was too late.

Susie stood up quickly and grabbed me by the
ear. "If you don't want to eat then I'm not going to bother feeding
you. You said you were going to be a good boy for Mommy but you
spit all over me!"

I couldn't do anything but crawl beside Susie
as she led me out of the kitchen and back to the bedroom where I'd
started the day. My ear was burning as she tugged me along and I
was begging for forgiveness the whole way but my words fell on deaf
ears. Susie wasn't letting me go and I knew as soon as we started
down the hall that she was about to punish me.

I was crying by the time Susie pushed me to
the floor and reached for the handcuffs. "Please, I'm sorry! I just
couldn't swallow! I'm trying to be good I swear!"

The handcuffs clicked into place and a moment
later the links were secured into another hidden loop low on the
bed frame. Now all I could do was kneel with my legs tucked under
me while Susie stepped away. I started to sweat as I thought about
all of the things she might do to me.

She left the room and for a minute I thought
that might have been it. Maybe she was simply planning on leaving
me here, chained to the bed with nowhere to go. Maybe I was in
timeout. Maybe she just wanted me to kneel uncomfortably as I
waited for her return.

I was wrong. Susie came back within a minute
and she had her hands full.

"Do you know what an enema is?" she asked me
as I watched her put down half a dozen jars of baby food on the
nightstand.

I had no idea. I shook my head, afraid to
speak.

Susie laid out a pastry bag and went about
attaching a metal tip to the end of the triangle shaped bag. "An
enema is when you take a bag, like so, and you fill it with
something. It's usually a liquid like water, but today I'm going to
use all that yummy food you've decided not to eat."

I stared at the bag, wondering what she was
planning on doing with a fully loaded sack of mixed baby food. I
gagged just thinking about how nasty mixed peas and chicken would
taste as she force fed me through a tube.

Susie wasn't done explaining. Before she
started to load the bag, she dropped down behind me, rubbing my
back before dipping her hands between my legs to unsnap the onesie.
I still had no clue what she was planning until I felt her tug at
the back of the diapers she'd forced me into earlier. As the diaper
slid down over my ass, I worried that I was about to get spanked
before she started the feeding, but when I felt her finger slip
across my asshole, pushing against me like she was trying to come
inside, I realized what an enema truly was.

"Holy shit! You can't do this!" I forced my
ass down as far as I could, making sure that Susie couldn't get an
angle on me that left me exposed. "You aren't shoving that up my
ass!"

Susie snickered as she stood back up. "You go
ahead and hide that cute little tushy from me baby boy. But I'll
tell you right now, the longer you misbehave, the worse it's going
to get for you." To prove her point, Susie dropped a wooden paddle
on the bed in front of me. A clear message that if I held out, she
had other ideas for my backside.

Susie started pouring baby food into the open
end of the bag. "You have until I'm done to make up your mind."

Another spanking or an enema. I didn't know
what to choose but I knew I had to. And the longer I sat there on
my knees, the less sense it made for me to resist. At best, I'd
hold out and only get the paddle, which if it was anything like the
spanks I'd gotten last night, I'd be a crying mess after. And at
worst, I'd get the paddle, then Susie would find a way to prop me
up before she stuffed me like a thanksgiving turkey. The more I
tried to resist, the less control I really had.

I dropped my head against the floor as I
lifted my hips, giving Susie exactly what she wanted.

"That's my good boy," she said as she rubbed
my ass cheeks slowly."You make Mommy so happy."

"Just get it over with," I shot back. I
couldn't believe this was happening.

Six quick spanks rocked me as Susie's hand
slammed into my ass. But when she was done, she didn't say
anything. She didn't need to. I knew why she spanked me. I didn't
care. I just wanted this all to be over.

"Here we go sweetie. Try not to clench up. It
only makes this take longer."

As Susie spoke, I felt the cold metal tip of
the bag press against my ass. I resisted at first, determined not
to let the intruder through my backdoor. But I was fighting a
losing battle. The more I struggled, the harder Susie pushed the
tip against me. Then suddenly, she was in. And just as suddenly, my
cock grew as stiff as the metal in my ass.

Pressure. That was all I felt as she began to
squeeze the bag's contents into me. Immediately I had the urge to
poop. And with each second, more of the baby food squeezed into me,
making the urgency to push it all back out grow.

It took more than a minute for Susie to empty
the bag. When she did, she made sure to pull the diapers back into
place quickly. "Either hold it or don't. Just know I'm not changing
you until you really need it." She leaned over me and unfastened
the cuffs before patting me on my diapered ass. "Go play sweetie.
I'll check your diapees later."

Susie walked out of the room, leaving me
there on the floor, with my knees to my chest as I tried to hold
everything in. I was determined not to let her win. I knew what she
wanted me to do now and there was no way I was going to shit
myself, even if it was just baby food.

But with each passing second, the pain grew
worse. I struggled to my hands and knees, telling myself that if I
could just make it to the toilet. If I could just get into the
bathroom and lock the door before she could stop me, I could save
my dignity. I started crawling.

I didn't even make it out of the bedroom
before the gurgling in my gut grew too much to handle. I couldn't
stop myself from farting as I moved. Each shuffling knee swing
brought another gas bubble. And when the gas was all out, I felt
the squirts, each one longer than the last. And each time I let
some of the baby food escape, I felt my cock bounce against the
diaper. I couldn't take it. I started crying.

My goals changed from using the toilet to
just cleaning myself up as I crawled into the hall. There was no
denying now that the diaper wrapped around my waist was used. With
each passing second, the back of the diaper grew a little heavier;
sagged a little lower. I could feel the mess squish with every
movement I made. The pain wasn't getting any better either. If
anything, the cramping was growing worse.

I finally made it to the bathroom. But my
heart sank when I found the door closed and locked from the inside.
She knew. She knew exactly what I was going to do before I did it.
I slammed my fists against the door as tears ran down my cheeks. I
couldn't win.

"How's it coming?" Susie asked from the end
of the hall. With her hands crossed over her chest and a knowing
smile on her face, she couldn't look more smug. "You might as well
just let it all go Jimmy. The longer you hold it in, the worse
it'll hurt."

There was no arguing with her. In defeat, I
dropped my head back to the carpet and let go, flooding the diaper
with the sticky mess that Susie had shoved into me. And as I
pushed, I couldn't help the flow of urine that began to run,
turning the sticky disaster across my ass into a soupy mess. The
diaper sagged heavily, but the onesie made sure that it didn't sag
too much. I felt the wetness, the warmth, the stickiness. I cried
harder, sobbing loudly as I pushed again, filling the diaper even
more.

Susie was by my side as I finished. She
rubbed my back as she cooed in my ear. "Shh, it's okay sweetie.
That's what your diapers are for. Just relax and finish up. Then
Mommy will get you all clean okay?"

I didn't want it to, but her words were
actually calming me down. With each repetition, her sweet sing-song
voice mellowed me. By the time I was finished, I wasn't crying
anymore. Instead, I was staring into Susie's eyes as she smiled at
me. She was happy at what I'd just done. She wanted me like this.
And a growing part of me wanted to keep her happy, even if it meant
degrading myself in the process.

Susie kissed my forehead before standing up,
sending a wave of warmth through me that almost put a smile back
onto my face. The smile died a quick death the second I moved to
crawl after Susie. The soaked and messy diapers made each movement
a reminder of what I'd done, and as I moved, I could smell the mess
as well. I'd pushed out more than just baby food into the
diapers.

"Lay down on the floor," Susie commanded as I
came into the room behind her. "We'll get you all clean."

I laid down in the middle of the floor like
she asked, making sure to take extra care as I put my butt down
against the carpet. The chains around my legs made every movement a
struggle, but by the time Susie came back from the closet with a
fresh set of diapers and wipes, I'd managed to position myself.

"You feel better after your big poopy?" Susie
asked as she laid everything out next to me. She rubbed my stomach
and grinned. "Yeah, I bet my little guy feels better. And maybe
you'll quit being so picky now."

I turned my head away from her. I didn't need
her to stoke my shame.

That's when a loud hum cut through the air.
Before I could turn my head to find the source of the noise, I felt
it. My whole diaper turned against me as powerful vibrations shook
my middle. When I looked down, I saw Susie pressing some kind of
vibrator against me while she smiled.

"Just lay back and enjoy it sweetie. You
earned a little reward."

As gross as I felt, whatever she was doing to
me felt good. Too good. I knew that if she kept the vibrator
pressed against the diaper that I'd cum within a minute. I could
already feel an orgasm building. I didn't want it like this. Not
here while I sat in a dirty diaper. "Please Susie. Change me. I
just want to be changed!"

She pressed my head down as she shushed me.
"No sweetie. You were a good boy and good boys get treats. Ashley
never complained."

"I'm not Ashley damn it! Just stop!"

The vibrator switched off and Susie's happy
smile turned angry fast. Her hand shot out, catching me across the
cheek. I watched as it rose again, and braced myself for a second
slap, but the hand never dropped. Instead, Susie's face softened
before her eyes watered up. She turned away from me for a moment
and her hand rose to her face. But when she turned back, there were
no tears on her cheek. There was no pain in her eyes. There was
only grim determination as she looked down at me.

"I know you aren't my Ash," she said as she
unsnapped the onesie. "But you'll have to do."




Chapter Eight






Susie hadn't said two words to me since the
diaper change. She fished a new pacifier out of a drawer and shoved
it into my mouth before I could say anything else and changed me so
quickly that I wondered if I was ever dirty to begin with. She
ignored how hard I still was and cleaned me up as fast as she
could, tapping me on the legs whenever she needed me to lift my ass
from the ground. And when she was done taping me back into a fresh
set of diapers, she stood up without a word and marched to the
door.

She stopped there and looked at me with cold
eyes, waiting for me to follow her. That's how the rest of the
afternoon went. Susie would move, and I would be expected to crawl
behind her. She made me a fresh bottle after the change, but she
didn't feed it to me like she had this morning. Instead, she made
me follow her to the living room where she pulled the paci out from
between my lips before pushing me onto my back and shoving the
nipple of the bottle into my mouth without a word. She made sure I
held it before she curled up on the couch and turned on the TV.

I'd actually hurt her. Whatever Susie and
Ashley had, it was clearly a sore spot. And unless I fixed this,
things would only get worse for me. Before I was the prisoner of a
woman who wanted me. Now she wouldn't even look at me.

I tried apologizing. But every time my mouth
opened, Susie would press the pacifier back into place before
shooting me a stern look. She wouldn't leave me alone though. If
she moved, I moved. To the living room, the bedroom, the kitchen,
the bathroom. It didn't matter where, I was expected to be right
behind her on my hands and knees or she would grab me by the ear to
make sure I followed.

I wasn't even sure why she was still keeping
me here if she was just going to ignore me. And with each hour that
went by without her speaking to me, the worse I felt. The rational
part of me knew it was stupid. I shouldn't feel bad that the crazy
lady who was keeping me in diapers didn't like me anymore. But I
craved her affection. I needed her smiles, her kisses, her gentle
touches. I wanted the Susie from this morning back.

I wanted my Mommy.

The more she ignored me, the more I wanted to
behave. I quit trying to talk after a few hours, making sure that
the pacifier or a bottle was always in my mouth. I made sure to
crawl after Susie quickly, never giving her a reason to be angry at
me. And I made sure that my diapers were being used. As soon as I
felt the urge to go, I relaxed, letting the pee slip from me like
it was nothing.

Susie didn't bother to check me though. By
the time dinner rolled around, I was soaked. And as I sat patiently
on the floor of the kitchen with a bib around my neck and baby food
on my chin, I went again. The spreading warmth was starting to feel
good. I found myself sighing as my diaper grew even wetter.

That's when Susie finally checked me. She
still said nothing, but her hands found my legs before travelling
upwards. Fingers slipped between the leg opening of my diaper,
probing for wetness that was easily found. For a brief second I saw
a smile on her lips, but it was gone as soon as her fingers slipped
back out of my diaper.

I thought something was going to change after
that, but Susie just picked up feeding me where she'd left off. All
total, I finished off eight jars of some of the nastiest tasting
baby food she could find. Salmon, peas, chicken, carrots. I felt
like she was testing me and I was determined not to fail. I
swallowed every last spoonful of the slop. By the end of my
feeding, my stomach hurt. I was full.

She still wouldn't talk to me. As soon as she
was done feeding me she stood up, leaving me on the floor once
more, staring up at her as she went about her business like I
wasn't even there. And when she left the kitchen, I crawled after
her, with my knees aching in pain after spending a full day on my
hands and knees. She walked down the hall and unlocked the bathroom
door, making sure that I was following before she stepped into the
one area of the house that I wasn't allowed. On Susie's previous
visits, she made me wait at the door while she did her
business.

But not this time. When I stopped at the
threshold of the bathroom, I saw Susie standing by the toilet with
a smirk. She pointed at me before her finger curled inwards,
inviting me into the room with her. I wasn't sure what was going on
now, but I didn't hesitate to crawl from the carpet in the hall to
the tiled floor of the bathroom.

She watched me as I watched her. Her hands
dropped to the button on her pants. And when the button was free
she slid the zipper down its tracks. My breath caught in my throat
as her hands fell to her hips. She wiggled out of the tight jeans
she was wearing and stepped out, leaving her in nothing but a pair
of pink boy shorts. Her undies joined the pants on the floor a
moment later. From her waist down, Susie was completely naked.

It was the first time I'd seen her like this.
Starting from her feet, I gawked at the toes I'd sucked last night.
The smooth legs I'd touched gently. The curve of her hips. My eyes
stopped at her perfectly trimmed bush and the smooth folds of her
pussy. The one thing I'd wanted since she'd sat next to me at the
bar last night. I looked up at Susie, waiting for her to tell me
what was going on. Why was she doing this now?

She didn't say a word. She took off her shirt
instead, throwing it on the growing pile of clothes on the floor.
Her bra was the last bit of clothing to come off, showing me her
perfectly round breasts, each topped with a dark pink nipple that
jutted outwards. Every bit of me wanted to wrap my lips around one
of her tits and suck.

Susie sat down on the toilet and called me
over once more with her hands. She waited until I was right in
front of her before opening her legs wide, making sure to plant her
feet to either side of me before grabbing my ears and tugging me
even closer to her most private of areas. I couldn't help but stare
at her pussy. My cock strained against the wet diapers I wore, just
begging to get a shot at the sweet curves of her plump lips.

When my chin was resting on the toilet seat,
Susie let go of my ears and closed her legs tightly, trapping me
there between her thighs. My whole world became her crotch. I could
smell her. A few inches closer and I would be able to taste her
too. I resisted the urge to spit out the pacifier in my mouth so my
tongue could reach for her.

Without warning, Susie started to pee. I
watched the thick golden stream fall from her. I saw it hit the
water in the toilet. I felt the backsplash on my face. Susie's legs
tightened around my head and her ankles locked behind my back,
clearly ready for me to pull away as she pissed right in front of
my face. But I didn't want to pull away. I liked where I was.

The last drops of pee dripped from her before
her hips shook quickly. Her legs loosened around my head and her
ankles unlocked before her feet fell back to the floor. Neither one
of us moved for a minute after that. Susie was clearly waiting for
me to pull away, but I had no intention of moving. If anything, I
wanted her closer.

I got my wish. When it was clear I wasn't
moving from my spot, Susie's hips slid forward, bringing her crotch
close enough to me that I could lick her if I wanted. But I still
held perfectly still. The only movement I made was to suck gently
on the pacifier in my mouth. My cock hurt as I stared straight
ahead, waiting for Susie's next move.

"Clean me up," she said as she pulled the
pacifier from my mouth.

I couldn't believe I was finally here. It
wasn't sex, but it was close enough for me. And if I could just
show her how good I was willing to be, maybe she would pull me
against her and let me slide between her legs. For now though, I
was happy as my tongue lashed out, catching the salty droplets of
piss that still clung to her body. I was too excited to be grossed
out. In fact, I kind of liked the taste of her. I licked every inch
of her wet skin that I could reach, and when Susie let out the
tiniest of sighs above me, I nearly came right then and there.

Her fingers slid through my hair before
planting themselves on the back of my head. She pushed me against
her, nearly choking me in the process as my neck pressed into the
rim of the toilet. I could barely breath but I didn't want this to
end. I licked furiously, determined to please her before the
darkness that was already clawing at the edges of my vision won
out.

In an instant, everything changed. Fire
spread through my scalp as fingers tightened in my hair. Then I was
no longer between her legs. My tongue was no longer sliding across
her smooth lips. And with a growing sense of dread in my gut, I
watched her legs snap shut before she pulled my hair again, tilting
my head back so I would look right into her eyes.

"I knew I was right about you Jimmy," she
said as she stared down at me. "I could see it in the bar. You are
the kind of guy who would do anything to please a woman. Am I
right?"

I tried to nod but her grip on my hair
wouldn't let me. I didn't want to break the no speaking rule, but I
had no other way to answer her. With a voice barely above a
whisper, I said a single word.

"Yes."

A smile bloomed on Susie's face. "I thought
so." Susie stood up and closed the toilet before sitting back down
and opening her legs back up. "I hoped so." Susie pushed my head
forward. "Finish what you started sweetie. Show Mommy what a good
boy you want to be."

I didn't waste time. I'd never been down on a
girl but I'd read enough about it to feel somewhat competent. My
tongue lashed out, sliding down her slit before travelling back up
slowly, probing her the whole way. She didn't taste like piss
anymore. I'd cleaned her off well. Now her tart taste coated my
tongue, sending shivers down my spine as the tip of my licker
searched for her clit.

When I found the tiny button, I never left.
My tongue circled her clit and cut across it quickly before dancing
from side to side. And from the corner of my eye, I saw Susie's leg
shake uncontrollably. I heard her breath quicken and I could only
imagine what her face looked like as I licked her again and
again.

My tongue wasn't enough for her. As I kept up
my oral assault, Susie's fingers snapped. I paused for a second,
unsure of what was going on.

"Hands up now," Susie said in a tone I hadn't
heard from her before. It was commanding, but not in a motherly
way. This was an order that came from the rawest part of her. The
part that wanted nothing more than to come while I did everything
in my power to please her.

My hands rose immediately. She grabbed my
wrists and pulled my open hands quickly to her breasts. For the
second time since I'd crawled my way into the bathroom, I was glad
I'd followed her home last night.

"Keep going," she said as her hands found the
back of my head again. "Play with the nipples."

My tongue was back in action and my fingers
were hard at work as I fumbled around topside. I wasn't sure what
to do with her tits. I rubbed them slowly at first, but I was
clearly doing something wrong. Susie's hands left the back of my
head to direct my hands. She walked my fingers to where she wanted
them, squeezing my digits together as she made me twist and twiddle
her tits. When she was finally satisfied at the job I was doing,
she left me to it, dropping her hands back to my head as I kept
furiously licking.

When Susie finally moaned, I decided right
then and there that this had all been worth it. Everything she'd
done to me, and made me do, was worth listening to her breath
quicken before her mouth opened. The diapers were worth seeing her
legs quiver around me as her rest of her became as rigid as steel.
The chains were worth the feeling of her fingers in my hair as she
came. And as she did, I kept right on licking. I wasn't going to
stop pleasing Susie until she pushed me away. I wanted to make her
come again and again. I wanted to her to remember this.

Once wasn't enough for Susie. I stayed there
between her legs until she moaned for a second time, nearly
breaking my neck in the process as her legs went wild and her
thighs clamped around my head. I could feel each wave of pleasure
I'd caused as she gripped me tightly. I could hear her heartbeat
rushing. I could see her pussy pulse in front of me.

She was humming in pleasure when she finally
pulled me away from her body. Through half closed eyes, she looked
at me as I kneeled in front of her, with my cock throbbing in pain
under the wet diapers. She grinned lazily before leaning over and
starting the water for a bath.

"Have you ever done that before?" she asked
me.

I shook my head no.

"Mmmm. Well you're a natural then sweetie.
That's exactly what Mommy wanted." Susie slid from the toilet seat
and into the tub. Water slipped across her skin and lapped at her
breasts as I looked on, waiting for direction. Her eyes closed as
steam began to fill the bathroom. "Keep this up and maybe Mommy
will let you sleep in her bed. Would you like that baby?"

She couldn't see me nod. I crawled over to
the side of the tub and whispered my answer.

"Yes."

Susie sighed as she slipped lower into the
water. "That's what I thought. Now I want to hear you say it Jimmy.
Tell Mommy how good you're going to be from now on."

I saw Susie's hand glide through the water
before stopping over her pussy. I couldn't believe she was ready to
get it again, but I wasn't going to stop her. I wanted to watch her
touch herself just as much as she wanted to do the touching. My
mouth opened quickly, letting the truth spill out for both of us to
hear.

"I... I want to be your baby Sus...
Mommy..."

Susie opened a single eye and looked at me.
"What else Jimmy? Be specific."

My stomach tightened as I thought of
everything she wanted to hear. Shame bubbled up as memories of
today came flooding back. But there was something else there too.
Pleasure. Guilty and dirty, but it was pleasure. I was still hard
and the images of Susie treating me like a baby were keeping me
that way.

"I want you to keep me in diapers," I said
softly. "And make me use them so you can change me..."

She sighed. Her fingers picked up speed under
the water.

I continued. "I want you to feed me. Anything
you want me to eat. And if I'm bad, you should punish me."

I couldn't believe I was telling her this.
And that I meant every word.

"I want you to be my Mommy. I want to crawl
behind you and sleep with you and I'll make you feel good whenever
you want me to. I'll do anything you want me to do Mommy."

Waves formed on the water as Susie came for a
third time in the tiny bathroom. As I watched on, she slipped down
again, dipping her head beneath the water before making bubbles as
she let out her sigh beneath the surface. Seeing her so turned on
made me want her even more. I couldn't stop myself. My hands slid
down to my own crotch, desperately seeking a way to get to my
cock.

Susie's head popped back out of the water
just in time to find me unsnapping the buttons of my onesie. Like a
deer caught in headlights, I froze. There was no way to hide my
guilt as she looked me in the eyes before staring at my errant
hands.

"Leave you alone for two seconds and you get
into trouble. Such a naughty boy," she said with a devilish grin.
"Guess Mommy is going to have to make you behave."

My cock pressed against my diaper as she
spoke. "Sorry Mommy."

Susie pulled the stopper on the tub and stood
up. After wrapping herself in a towel, she slid by me, making for
the hall. I followed quickly behind her.

"Such a naughty naughty boy. You know you
aren't supposed to touch down there. Only Mommy is allowed to touch
down there. Understood sweetie?"

"Yes Mommy."

Back in the pink bedroom, Susie snapped her
fingers and pointed to the middle of the floor. "Lay down then
baby. I know you need a change before bed."

I took my place on the floor and Susie
quickly joined me. She laid the fresh stack of diapers down, and on
top she dropped the vibrator from earlier. Her hand slid across my
stomach until it was resting atop the bulge of my diaper. She
pressed down, feeling for the hard cock she knew I was hiding
underneath. And when she found me, as stiff as I could be, she
smiled.

"I think it's time you got that reward
Jimmy." Susie picked up the vibrator and turned it on. A loud hum
filled the room and made my heart beat just a bit faster. "Let's
see if my good boy can handle his little toy this time around."

Susie pressed the vibrator down against the
diaper and in an instant, the powerful thrum cut through the
plastic and fluff, reaching the one part of me that wanted Susie's
touch above all else. But as the vibrations built up, the diaper
tickled me in a way her hand never could. And just when I thought
the feelings going on down below couldn't get any better, Susie
pressed the vibrator harder against the diaper, intensifying the
pleasure that was already so close to making me cum.

I bit my tongue when it finally happened. A
minute hadn't even passed before I felt the urge. I fought it for
as long as I could, rocking my hips back and forth to try and get
the vibrator off of the sweet spot, but Susie followed me with
every movement. There was no escape from the intense feeling of her
magic wand. And as Susie smiled down at me, I came, exploding into
the soft lining of the diapers pressed against me.

I held my breath and tensed, trying to get
the most from my orgasm. I felt my cock swell again and again,
pumping my sticky juices into the thirsty diaper. As I did, Susie
kept pressure down with the vibrator, making the pleasure grow
until I couldn't take it anymore. The vibrations were too much and
I finally had to roll away from Susie and her toy so I could catch
my breath.

It wasn't what I'd wanted from her, but it
was something. And that something felt amazing. I tried to convince
myself that what she'd just done to me hadn't felt so good. Part of
me was still fighting back against Susie. But as my heart rate
slowed and my breath returned, there was no denying that a woman's
fuck toy and a soggy diaper had just given me the best orgasm I'd
ever had.

"Ready for that change now?" Susie asked as
she rubbed my back.

I held up a finger as muscles loosened inside
of me. There was one thing I always did after I came, and this time
I didn't need to get up to stumble to the toilet to do it. I found
myself smiling as warmth flooded the front of my already wet
diaper. Even peeing felt better in the diapers. "Now I'm
ready."

I rolled to my back and watched Susie as she
reached between my legs, unsnapping each of the onesie's buttons
slowly. I held my breath as she untaped me from the soaked diapers
that clung to me. I relished the feeling of air across my skin as
she pulled the diapers away. I tensed as the cool wipes touched me.
And when a new set of thick diapers slid under my ass, I smiled,
deep and genuine.

Susie rubbed my stomach while she beamed at
me. "Such a good boy. I knew you'd come around." She reached for
the nightstand while my eyes followed her every move. "I think you
earned a little freedom today."

I wasn't sure what she was reached for, but I
never thought it would be the key to the restraints that kept my
legs bent under me all day long. When the first lock fell away and
I could bend my knees fully, the thought of sprinting out the door
and back to my apartment flooded my mind. But as the second lock
clicked open, letting both legs free, I pushed the thought away. I
didn't want to run anymore. How Susie knew that, I didn't know.

There was no denying how right she was about
me. In under a day, a woman I barely knew had gone from an
acquaintance to my captor to my Mommy. My head spun as I tried to
make sense of it all, but there was no denying that this was where
I wanted to be right now. And Susie was the person I wanted to be
with.

Susie patted the front of my diaper before
springing to her feet and making for the door. But before she
stepped out into the hall, she looked over her shoulder with a sly
grin and eyes that made me horny all over again. When her lips
parted, her voice was like honey. "You coming sweetie?"

I didn't need to be asked twice. I had my
freedom now, but that didn't matter to me anymore. Instead of
standing up I rolled back to my stomach before assuming the same
position Susie kept me in all day. And when she walked out of the
room, I followed behind her with my head held high and my hands
rubbing against the plush carpet.

I was her baby now. And Susie was my
Mommy.




Chapter Nine






I shouldn't have been surprised when I
crawled into Susie's bedroom, but I couldn't hide the shock on my
face when I saw the layout of the room. I'd expected a bed big
enough for two in the center, just like any bedroom I'd ever been
in. And sure enough, a king sized mattress took up the prime floor
space, with the mattress sitting high off the ground, supported by
a large wooden bed frame.

That wasn't what shocked me. No, it was the
other bed in the room. The one surrounded by thick wooden slats
four feet high. The twin sized mattress sat on the floor inside of
the wooden cage, covered by a fitted sheet meant for a toddler.
Other than the sheer size of it, there was no difference between an
actual crib and the monstrous prison in front of me. It even had a
mobile hanging from the headboard, with tiny stuffed animals
spinning lazy circles as I watched.

Susie moved to the side of the crib and slid
a key into a lock high up on the siding. My jaw dropped when part
of the side opened outwards. I'd followed Susie into her room to
crawl into bed with her, not to sleep next to her in a crib. This
was even worse than the pink bedroom. At least there were no bars
surrounding that bed.

I sat down on my heels as I stared at the
crib and the woman standing next to it. "I want to sleep with you.
Not there."

Susie just rolled her eyes and pointed
towards the open doorway. "Silly baby. You haven't earned a spot in
the big bed yet. But don't worry, Mommy will be right here next to
you. Now come on sweetie, get in your cribby like a good boy."

I didn't understand. I'd done everything
Susie wanted me to do. I'd used my diapers. I'd kept my mouth shut.
I'd sucked on my paci and ate all the baby food she could spoon
into me. I'd done everything she asked, but I still hadn't "earned"
a spot next to her? What else was there?

"Please Mommy. I've been good today!"

Susie stepped away from the crib and leaned
down until her face was nearly level with my own. Her finger ran
under my chin before her hand cupped my cheek. I couldn't help but
lean to one side as she cradled my head. I craved her touch.

"You've been a pretty good boy today Jimmy,
but that doesn't mean you've been good enough to sleep in the big
bed. But don't worry. If you're good tomorrow, then maybe, and I
mean maybe, I'll let you crawl up onto the bed with me. You want
that right? You want to lay next to Mommy all night, curled up in
my arms as I hug you tight?"

I almost missed it as my brain went straight
to thoughts of what it would feel like to press my body against
Susie in her own bed. Images of her running her hand through my
hair as my mouth pressed against one of her perfect tits danced in
my head. But a little voice was growing louder by the second, until
it was a roar in my head. It was screaming a single word, over and
over.

Tomorrow.

"I have class tomorrow Susie. So do you! I
can't miss classes!"

She smiled at me before grabbing one of my
ears and pulling me towards the open crib. "Oh don't worry sweetie.
I can't miss any classes either."

I didn't try to resist. Her words reassured
me, making my entry into the crib that much easier. In fact, the
only time I genuinely worried about my newest prison was when I
heard the lock click back into place, sealing me into the crib for
the night. But the anxiety only lasted until Susie sat down on the
edge of her bed and smiled at me through the bars.

"See?" she said from the bed. "Not so bad is
it?"

It really wasn't. The mattress was soft and
the blanket that was folded up at the foot of the bed was warm
enough. I panicked for a second when I thought about how I would
get out if I had to use the toilet during the night, but then I
remembered just what I was wearing. All in all, I'd slept in worse
places.

I watched her from between the bars as she
got ready for bed. When she slipped the towel off of her body,
giving me a good look at what God gave her, I felt my cock stir,
but I knew I couldn't touch myself. Not anymore. And when Susie
slipped a lacy nightie over her taut body, I wanted my hands to be
the one that slid it back off in the morning.

Susie smiled at me once more as she turned
off the light. Darkness fell on the large room, but a nightlight
between my crib and her bed flared to life instantly, beating back
the shadows that threatened to claim the entire space. And by the
pale light of the tiny plug-in, I saw Susie kiss her fingers before
pressing them against a picture frame.

I hadn't noticed it until now. But there on
her nightstand was a framed photo of a girl that looked more than a
bit like me, just with a little more hair. In her mouth was the
familiar shape of a pacifier, white with pink butterflies. The same
paci that Susie forced into my mouth last night. That's when I knew
who the person in the picture was. It was Ashley.

"Why did you two break up?" It slipped from
my mouth before I could stop it. A question that I didn't want to
ask, but had to anyways. I grimaced as soon as the last syllable
slipped from my mouth.

Susie was just slipping under the covers when
she heard my question. She froze as soon as she heard it, and in
the seconds between my question and her answer, I held my breath,
waiting for the disaster that I knew was coming.

Susie sighed as she let her body fall back
against the pillows. Her mattress sat so high that I could barely
see her, but I could hear her breathing, slow and steady as the
silence grew. I heard her move on the bed, then I saw her face as
she laid on her side at the edge of the mattress. I couldn't tell
if she was crying in the darkness, but I could hear the tremble in
her voice.

"Ash grew up."

That was all the answer I was getting. Susie
rolled back out of sight, but I could hear the sniffle as she
fought back tears. I stayed awake for awhile longer, trying to
think of something to say that would make everything better again,
but nothing came to me. With a sigh, I rolled to my side and closed
my eyes before pulling the blanket up to my neck and relaxing,
letting my dry diapers soak up the wetness that I readily fed it.
Wet and warm, a smile spread across my face as sleep took me.




Chapter Ten






The smell of bacon sizzling on a hot stove
woke me up. I yawned as I stretched with my eyes still closed,
forgetting for the moment where I was. All I could think about was
the bacon I smelled and how restful my night was. If someone had
asked me right then how good I'd slept, I would have said I slept
like a baby.

My eyes opened and I saw the mobile above my
head, turning lazy circles above me. As soon as I saw the stuffed
animals, I remembered where I was, and just how true my statement
about sleeping comfortably was. For a second I panicked, with my
heart racing as I looked for a way to escape the wooden prison I
found myself in. But when I sat up, feeling the cold squish of a
thoroughly used diaper between my legs, the memory of Susie and her
hold over me returned, calming me down even as I stood up and tried
to climb out of the crib.

Shame flooded through me when I couldn't get
out of the specially designed baby bed. I tried to pull myself over
the side railing but I lacked the arm strength to lift my body over
the fence that came up to my chest. And when I tried to throw my
legs over I just managed to fall backwards, bashing my head into
the other side of the crib before bouncing against the mattress. I
didn't try to climb out after that failed attempt. Instead, I sat
cross legged in the middle of the mattress, waiting for Susie to
come and free me.

I didn't have to wait for long. A few minutes
after I'd woken up, Susie came strolling back into the bedroom,
already completely dressed for the day. She wore her hair up in a
tight bun, with a silky red blouse tucked neatly into a black
pencil skirt that clung to her legs and hips. Three inch heels dug
into the carpet as she leaned against the crib's railing, looking
down at me with a smile.

In that moment, I felt as small as I looked.
Susie looked as grown up as could be, while I sat in a piss soaked
diaper wearing a onesie and little else. My cheeks turned as red as
the lipstick that she wore. And even though my cock was hard
already, I struggled to find the reason I'd gone along so readily
yesterday with Susie's baby games. I was so happy playing the baby
last night, but now I was nothing but embarrassed.

"Sleep well sweetie?" asked Susie from above
me. "When I woke up you looked so cute, snuggled up in your blankie
with your paci in your mouth."

"Let me out," I said quickly, not bothering
to hide the annoyance in my voice. "The weekend's over."

Susie took a step back before crossing her
arms across her ample chest. "And?"

"And I have class! Let me out so I can get
ready."

"That's right. You just wait here," Susie
said as she snapped her fingers and walked back out of the bedroom,
leaving me alone once again in the crib.

"Susie! Come on I don't want to miss
class!"

Susie slipped back into the room quickly and
she was holding something in her arms when she came back. I saw the
jeans and shirt I'd worn to the bar, now neatly folded. But instead
of underwear, an unmistakable square of plastic sat atop the pile
she laid on the bed.

I shook my head roughly as Susie unlocked the
crib's gate. "No way! I'm not wearing a diaper to school!"

Susie hesitated, leaving the crib's gate
closed while she looked at me with surprise. "You don't want to be
my good boy anymore Jimmy?"

"I do. But not at school! I can't do this!
What if someone finds out?"

Her smile returned as she stepped to the side
and swung the gate open, letting me out of the crib. "Finds out?
You mean like if pictures of you being so adorable in your crib
somehow ended up in the lecture slides today?"

Her words slammed into me. I fell backwards,
landing hard on my diapered ass as the full weight of what she said
settled over me. "You wouldn't..."

Susie picked her phone up off of the
nightstand and turned the screen towards me. Her finger slid,
whipping picture after picture of me in the crib across the small
screen. She had me from every angle, with my eyes closed and with
the pacifier still in my mouth. Every picture was worse than the
last and I had nothing that could explain away what I was looking
at. Susie was one step ahead of me every time I tried to rebel.

"So, are you going to be a good boy and let
Mommy get you ready for school, or should I start prepping a
special PowerPoint presentation with you in mind?"

"I'll be good,” I said with my head hung as I
crawled through the open crib gate.

Susie tussled my hair as I passed. "I knew
you would. That's why Mommy loves you sweetie. Now lay down."

I flopped to my back and turned my head as I
spread my legs. I'd been so willing last night but now the shame
was back. With each button Susie popped on the onesie, the queasy
feeling in my stomach grew. And when she yanked at the tapes
holding the soggy diaper against my skin, I could taste the bile in
my throat.

"Why so glum?" Susie asked as she slid a cold
wipe across my skin. "I don't like it when my little guy looks
sad."

I didn't respond. When Susie tapped my thighs
so I could lift my ass off the ground, I did it without a word.
When she pulled a fresh diaper between my legs, I didn't look. And
when the tapes were pulled tight, sealing me back into the crunchy
bottoms, I closed my eyes and held my breath, telling myself to
keep calm.

"Sit up. Let's change that onesie of
yours."

"Onesie?" I asked confused. "I can't wear a
onesie to school!"

Susie giggled before patting the front of my
diaper, eliciting a loud crunch. "Would you rather have your diaper
hanging out of your pants every time you sit down?"

I hadn't thought of that, but now that Susie
put the idea into my head I felt sick. If anyone found out about
this, I'd spend the rest of my college years as the butt of every
joke, friendless and alone. Hell, if someone found out about this,
I might just drop out of school altogether. I had to keep this
secret, and the onesie sounded like the way to do it. I raised my
arms slowly, letting Susie pull the cotton bodysuit over my head.
And as soon as the one I'd worn to bed was tossed to the floor, she
was pulling a clean white onesie down my body.

Leaving me dressed in nothing but a onesie
and socks, Susie stood up and grabbed the rest of my clothes before
making for the door. Like always, she stopped right before leaving
to make sure I was following. With no other choice left open to me
I rolled back onto my stomach before assuming the crawling position
that I'd spent the entire day in yesterday. And as soon as I was on
my hands and knees, Susie took off in front of me, leading us both
into the kitchen where the smell of bacon was overpowering.

I was practically drooling as I sat back down
on the kitchen floor, ready to eat the bacon Susie had prepared
while I was sleeping. But my heart dropped as I watched her line up
half a dozen new jars of baby food on the counter. She didn't start
feeding me right away either. As I stared longingly at a plate of
breakfast, Susie sat down at the small kitchen table and pressed
her fork into the yellow yolk of her eggs. I watched her dip her
toast into the spilled yolk. I licked my lips when she picked up a
piece of bacon and crunched down on the strip. And when she lifted
the cup of coffee to her lips, I could smell the dark roast she was
sipping.

Susie looked down at me as I watched on. "Are
you hungry sweetie?"

I nodded quickly, eyeing the plate of
deliciousness in front of her. "Your food looks good."

Susie took another bite of eggs, letting her
eyes roll back as a smile grew. She sighed as she swallowed, making
sure I knew just how good her breakfast tasted. When she was done
teasing me, she pointed at me with her fork. "You let Mommy eat and
then I'll feed you sweetie. I've got lots of yummy things for you
to try today."

The thought of baby food for breakfast didn't
sit well with me. I hadn't eaten anything solid since the lunch I
had before I met Susie in the bar. I wanted real food and I wanted
it now. "I don't want baby food. I want the same thing as you!"

I don't know why I even bothered to ask Susie
for something she wasn't ready to give me. I knew before the last
word was out of my mouth that she wasn't going to give into me. Not
when she had complete control over me. At best, she would ignore my
outburst. And at worst... well I didn't want to think about what
Susie could do to me for talking back.

My heart nearly stopped when Susie wiped her
mouth and pushed away from the table without a word. I thought I
was done for right then and I started to prepare myself for the
spanking that I knew was coming. But instead of pushing me to my
stomach before railing against my backside, Susie walked right by
me and picked up something from the counter before pulling my head
back by my hair and shoving whatever she was holding into my
mouth.

"Drink up and keep quiet. Anymore lip from
you today and I promise that your little secret won't stay private
for long."

As soon as my hands wrapped around the
bottle, Susie let go of my hair and returned to her spot at the
table. She watched me out of the corner of her eye to make sure I
was following her directions, but after her threat of exposing me,
I had no intention of letting the bottle slip from between my lips
until the contents were long gone. The milk tasted funny, but I
wasn't going to complain. I drank it down as quickly as I
could.

I finished the bottle and sat quietly on the
floor until Susie was done eating. When she was finally finished
she came over without a word and pulled a bib over my head like
she'd done yesterday. But unlike yesterday, where she sat on the
floor across from me as she fed me spoon by spoon, today she pulled
over a chair, leaving me craning my neck as she popped open a jar
of carrots.

"So I want you to come see me between every
class today," Susie said as she fed me. "I have to make sure you
aren't going to leak."

My cheeks turned red at her words but I held
my tongue and choked down another bit of baby food.

"You don't need to be nervous you know. Ash
wore diapers to class every day for years and no one noticed. As
long as you don't leak, you'll be fine." Susie smiled as she popped
another jar. "She leaked a few times but no one ever caught on. Ash
used to tell me people were funny that way. It's easier for them to
believe you sat in water for the fifth time in a semester than
thinking you might be peeing yourself as you talk to them."

Susie stared off into space as another two
jars were emptied. As I finished off the last spoonful of the sixth
jar, her gaze finally fell back to me. "This is the final test
Jimmy. Get through today and I'll let you into my bed. No tricks,
no lies. Just you and me tonight, curled up under the covers."

My heart thundered at her words. It was all I
wanted since I met her in the bar. And now, knowing I was in the
final stretch, the anxiety over today drifted away, replaced by a
cautious optimism. Things were about to turn around. And tonight I
would finally know what it felt like to have Susie pressed up
against me.

All I had to do was make it through the
day.




Chapter Eleven






"I'll see you in a few hours Jimmy," Susie
said as her fingers untangled from my own. "And remember, be
good!"

I watched her drift away into the crowded
quad, leaving me alone for the first time in days. I flexed my
fingers as I thought of how good it felt to hold her hand. Nothing
bugged me as long as she was close while we walked the campus. I
didn't care about the diaper I was wearing or how the thickness of
it made walking more awkward than it should be. I didn't care about
the onesie I wore underneath my button up. I didn't care about the
telltale crinkle that I heard every time I moved. As long as Susie
was by my side, I had an excuse.

Now it felt like every eye on campus was on
me, with each person that walked by able to guess my secret from
nothing but the scared look on my face. My stomach churned as my
fears drifted to the surface, consuming me as I stood like a statue
in the hallway. I didn't want to move. I didn't want to go to class
or find my friends. I just wanted to go back to Susie's apartment
and slide under her covers.

I looked at my watch and my panic shifted
away from what I was wearing under my clothes to the fact that if I
didn't start running, I'd be late for my first class of the day. I
took in a deep breath, holding it until my lungs burned for fresh
air, then let it out again making sure that my nervousness bled off
along with the stale air.

"I can do this," I said to myself as I
started walking. "No one knows. No one can tell." My pace
quickened. The diaper rubbed against my thighs. "I can do this. And
then Susie will finally want me." I was jogging now, with the
crinkle of the plastic backing threatening to deafen me. It was all
I could hear. "I can do this. Just got to hold it and get through
the day."

I kept repeating my new mantra all the way to
my first class. When I finally settled into my seat in the large
lecture hall, I kept up my affirmation silently, running the
positive message through my head through the entire lecture. I was
so focused on simply making it through the day that I didn't take a
single note the entire class, and when I left to go find Susie, I
felt powerless. Even without her next to me, I couldn't get her out
of my head.

I didn't have to walk far to find her. Susie
was waiting patiently outside of the double doors of the lecture
hall, clutching a large book bag in front of her as she scanned the
crowd looking for me. When she finally found me, she waved me over
eagerly. She couldn't wait to hear about how my day was going.

"So? How is my baby holding up so far?" Susie
patted my ass, letting her fingers linger as she checked me for
squish. I could tell by her face that she was disappointed I hadn't
used my diaper yet. "You shouldn't hold it Jimmy. You're more
likely to leak if you flood your diaper all at once."

My face turned red at her mention of diapers.
"Don't say that!"

"Say what? Diaper?"

"Yes! Stop it Susie!"

Susie grinned before wrapped her arm around
mine. "You need to calm down baby boy. Remember what I told you at
breakfast. Everyone is too busy keeping themselves together to
notice that you are wearing a diaper. But if you start leaking,
someone might put two and two together. So what are you going to do
to stay my good boy?"

I knew what she wanted me to say, but there
was no way I was going to piss myself right in the middle of the
quad. I didn't care how many times she reassured me that no one
would notice. I couldn't walk around for the rest of the day with a
sopping wet diaper pressed against me as I sat in class. I just
couldn't.

"Well?" Susie asked, still waiting for my
answer. "What does my good boy need to do?"

I shook my head and pulled my arm away from
hers. "I can't do it Susie. We can play at your place but this is
too much for me."

She stopped and grabbed my arm, digging her
nails into my skin. "This isn't how good boys behave."

I shook her off and turned back around. "Well
I guess I'm not your good boy then. I'm done Susie. I can't
concentrate in class with these on!"

"You take your diaper off and we're finished
Jimmy. You won't be coming back home with me tonight. You won't get
to climb into my bed. And you can be sure that I'll let everyone in
on what you did this weekend." Her eyes narrowed as she stared me
down. "You don't get to walk away from me."

With her heels on I had to look up at her as
she threatened to expose me. All I could do was shake as her words
sank in. I wanted out but Susie wouldn't allow it. She grabbed me
again and pushed me against her chest, hugging me tightly as her
hands drifted down to my ass, cupping my diaper covered cheeks with
both hands. I couldn't help but stiffen under my diaper.

"What does my good boy wear?" she asked as
she squeezed my ass.

"Diapers," I said with a whisper.

She squeezed me harder. "I can't you hear you
sweetie. What do you wear?"

"Diapers," I said again, louder this time. "I
wear my diapers..."

Susie relaxed her grip before leaning out to
look me in the eyes. "That's my good boy. And what do you do in
your diapers?"

I sighed as my gaze dropped to the ground.
There was no one near me as I spoke again. "Pee."

"You what? I can't hear you."

"Pee. I pee in my diapers..."

Susie beamed at me before grabbing my chin
and tipping my head back. "And?"

And what? I already told her I'd use the
diapers she forced me into. What more did she want? "I don't
know..."

Her smile slipped away. "My little guy uses
his diaper for more than just pee-pee doesn't he? What else? And
you better hurry and answer before you miss class."

"I'm not going to do that in public. No
way."

Susie shrugged, then caught me off guard as
she leaned in and kissed me. My eyes went wide as her lips met
mine, but once the shock passed, I relaxed into her kiss. My mouth
opened as her lips parted, letting our tongues dance together
before she pulled away completely, leaving me wanting more. "You
might be dry," she whispered as her lips lingered near my cheek,
"but I'm as wet as can be. Keep being good Jimmy."

Susie's hand left my chin as she took a step
back. "You should get going to class sweetie. And remember what my
good boy wears."

Diapers. The words marched around in
my head as I watched Susie walk away again. Good boys wear
diapers. I'm a good boy. My cock strained against the diaper as
I thought of Susie's last words to me. I make her wet. I'm her
good boy.




Chapter Twelve






Another class down and another hour without
using the diaper Susie taped me into this morning. But as I left
the chair I felt my bladder ache, begging for release which I was
too afraid to give. I kicked myself for not listening to Susie's
advice earlier. Now I was terrified of letting go. If I leaked now,
I would never live it down.

With my book bag over my shoulder, I left the
lecture hall and made a beeline for the nearest bathroom. If I
could just get into a stall I was sure I could manage to use the
toilet without having to take the diaper off. I couldn't undo the
tapes without ripping the plastic front but I could pull the diaper
down far enough to do my business. Susie would never have to know
that I cheated.

That was the plan anyways. But as soon as I
rounded the corner on my way to the toilets, Susie was waiting for
me.

"And where are you going?" She asked with an
all knowing look. "Your next class it the other way you know."

"I uhh... I just needed a drink," I said as I
pointed at the water fountain near the bathrooms.

Susie arched an eyebrow. "Mmhmm. You sure you
weren't thinking about using the potty?"

I shook my head quickly, making sure not to
meet her eyes. I was afraid she could see right through my lie if I
did.

"Well, okay. If my baby is thirsty then I
guess he should drink plenty of water. Come on, I'll take you over
there." Susie held out a hand, waiting for me to take it.

I had no choice. My fingers interlocked with
hers. Susie walked me over to the fountains, making me feel like
the small child she was training me to be. She even held down the
button for the fountain for me. And all I could think as I dipped
my head towards the arcing water was that I was about to burst like
a water balloon. Any more liquids in me and I wouldn't be able to
hold back much longer.

"Drink a lot sweetie. Our next class is two
hours."

My stomach hurt by the time I leaned away
from the water fountain. There was no way I was going to hold out
until lunch time and my next class was the same one that Susie
assisted in. She would be watching me like a hawk. She would know
when I finally relaxed and let go.

She grabbed my hand again and led us our next
class. Half way there and I was having flashbacks of our first
night together. My bladder was begging for release and Susie's
quick pace was only making the problem worse. I felt myself dribble
into the diaper as we neared our lecture hall, but that was it. I
wasn't going to flood my jeans like I had coming home from the bar.
This time I was going to stay dry.

Susie walked me to my desk. Well, not my
usual desk which was near the back doors, but where she wanted me
to sit today. I was in the first row, closest to the large wooden
desk Susie sat at for most of the class.

She leaned in close as I sat down. "I want
you to pay special attention to the slides today Jimmy. Especially
the top right corner." She darted forward quickly, catching me off
guard with another one of her quick kisses. I savored the taste of
her chap stick as she pulled away just as quickly as she came.
"We're going to have fun this class. You'll see."

Susie practically skipped to her desk while I
watched, worried about what she had in mind. My heart thundered in
my chest as I watched her open her laptop. All I could think about
were the pictures she'd taken of me last night and her threat of
mixing them into the presentation if I wasn't on my best behavior
today. I stared at her as she worked, silently begging her not to
leak my secret out to the class, but the only time Susie looked at
me before class started was to smile and blow me a kiss.

I sank down in my seat as the lights dimmed
and the professor, an older man with a comb-over and a paunch,
started talking about things I didn't care about at the moment. My
eyes stayed glued to Susie as the lecture went on, but her eyes
never left the glow of the computer screen.

My bladder begged for release. I began to
sweat as I willed myself to hold it until lunch time. But when I
glanced at the clock, my heart dropped. We were only twenty minutes
into a two hour lecture. There was no way I was making it until
then. I went back to concentrating on Susie, hoping that she wasn't
about to put my pictures up on the big screen.

She finally broke her stare with the
computer. She caught me watching her but she wasn't mad. Instead, I
saw her eyes dart towards the big screen before coming back to rest
on me. She wanted me to look at the screen but every inch of me
wanted to disobey. I didn't want to know what she'd just put up
there for me.

She kept glancing away but I held steady,
pretending I didn't notice the sideward glances. That only worked
until she pointed at the screen with a stern look on her face. I
couldn't play dumb after that. I took a deep breath as I turned
towards the screen in fear.

My breath let out with a whoosh when I didn't
find pictures of me all over the screen. In fact, I couldn't see
anything out of the ordinary at all. White text burned brightly
against a dark blue background, but all of it belonged there. I
glanced at Susie in confusion but she just motioned back towards
the screen. I looked again but still didn't see anything out of the
ordinary. The slides changed.

That's when I saw it. In the upper right
corner where Susie told me to watch was a single letter, bolded and
in a slightly bigger font than the rest of the words on the screen.
The letter P mocked me as my bladder burned. And when I looked back
at Susie, she was grinning again. With her face lit by the blue
glow of the computer screen, I saw her mouth move. I couldn't hear
her but there was no doubt in my mind what she was saying.

"Pee."

The screen changed again. Now the word "up"
sat in the corner. No, not "up." It was the letters U and P. The
screen flashed again.

"UPNw."

It took me a second to decipher the new
string of letters. But when I did, the message was clear. She was
commanding me. The message read, "You Pee Now."

I looked back to Susie. She was staring right
at me, waiting for me to follow her directions. And the more I
thought about it, the more I had to go. My side was throbbing
painfully and my cock was as stiff as steel as I held back the pee
that wanted to escape as quickly as possible. I looked to my right
and left in desperation, making sure that no one was looking at me
before I slipped even lower in my chair. I had no choice. I had to
go and I had to go now.

There was no hesitation. One moment I was
holding back the torrent of piss and the next I was letting it
flow. My pee burned as it blasted into the waiting diaper. My eyes
closed as I relaxed completely. It felt so good to finally go. But
then panic set in once more.

I hadn't been going for more than ten seconds
before I felt something wrong. I felt thick tendrils of piss slide
across my skin, tickling the sensitive areas where my hips met my
legs before sliding down to my ass. My worst fears were becoming a
reality as I realized the diaper couldn't handle my fast flowing
stream.

No! No no no! My eyes shot open as I
tried to clamp down. I sighed in success as I managed to stop the
flow, but my victory was only temporary. A burning sensation rushed
though my cock and grew as I held back my business. I couldn't stop
my flow for more than a few seconds before the pain overpowered me.
I was going again, and even over the sound of the professor in
front of the class, I could swear I heard the sound of my stream as
it slammed into the diaper.

I looked at the clock and watched the second
hand tick by slowly as I continued to pee. I'd cut off the stream
as often as I could but my urethra would burn every time I did.
There was no stopping me. I was just stalling the inevitable now. I
kept going.

Seconds turned to minutes as panic set in. I
couldn't believe I was still going. Every inch of the diaper was
wet now, from the top of the waistband that pressed against my
crotch to the very back of the soaker pad over my ass. When I
moved, I swore I could feel puddles of piss slosh around. When I
finally stopped peeing, I wanted to lay my head down on the desk
and cry. There was no way I wasn't leaking. I'd fucked up and the
whole class would know my secret as soon as the lights turned back
on.

I didn't know what to do. I didn't want to
sit here, letting my leaking diaper soak the cushioned chair
beneath me but I didn't want to get up either. If I stood up now I
knew half the hall would turn to watch me leave. But if I waited
until the end of the lecture, the lights would be on and my
"accident" would be easy to see.

Susie wasn't any help. I looked at her with
wide eyes as I mouthed my fears. I hoped she could read my lips but
I had no idea if she could make me out in the dim lighting. I could
see her just fine though. She was smiling as she typed on the
laptop in front of her. And when she was done, she made sure to
point towards the screen.

I was afraid to look. Her last hidden
commands left me wondering if I could get out of the classroom with
my dignity intact. I didn't want to know what she had planned for
me now. I stared at my desk for as long as I could, but curiosity
and Susie's stare forced me to look. And there in the corner,
bolded in plain English were two words.

Good Boy.




Chapter Thirteen






I stayed sitting as the lecture hall started
to empty out. My legs were cramped and my back hurt from holding
the same slouched over pose I assumed nearly an hour ago. I was too
afraid to move out of the position I'd peed in. I accepted the
pain. Now all I had to do was wait for everyone around me to head
out of the lecture hall. I could wait them out.

I could've if I was alone anyways. Susie sat
down in the vacant chair next to me, staring right at me as I sat
perfectly still. Her fingers walked up my thigh as she spoke. "So,
you planning on getting up any time soon? I thought we could grab
lunch together."

I looked around, making sure no one else was
within earshot before I turned towards her. "I leaked! What do I
do?!"

Susie's hand continued up my leg, sliding
inwards until her hand was between my thighs. Her hand didn't' stop
moving until she was practically cupping my crotch. I felt her
fingers slide up and down the seams of my jeans, with her touch
tickling me mercilessly. My legs shook uncontrollably.

"Stop it," I said with a whisper, "I don't
want to move!"

Susie's hand slipped away. "You didn't leak
Jimmy. There's no wet spots."

"But I felt it!"

She leaned in and hugged me tight. She was
giggling. "I told you not to hold it didn't I? But you still didn't
leak sweetie. You need to trust your diapers a bit more."

I didn't leak. Holy shit I didn't
leak! I sat up slowly, waiting for the feeling of piss to slide
across my ass. But this time there were no errant liquids pooling
in the diaper. The absorbent core did its job as I sat through
class. Now the only thing between my legs was a noticeably swollen
diaper.

"I need to change," I said quietly. "I'm
really wet."

Susie stood up and held her hands out to me.
I took her hands in mine and let her pull me out of the chair. I
looked back quickly, making sure I hadn't left a dark stain on the
small cushion. When nothing looked out of the ordinary I sighed in
relief. I really hadn't leaked. I'd just freaked out.

Susie wouldn't let go of my hand. She led me
to her desk where she picked up a black messenger bag. A bag I knew
wasn't full of books. I'd watched her pack it this morning,
dropping wipes, baby oil, and a stack of fresh diapers into the
satchel. I blushed as she slung it over her shoulder, knowing full
well that what everyone else saw as a book bag was really my diaper
bag.

"I know a nice quiet place we can change
you," she said as she pulled me out of the lecture hall by my hand.
"It's a pretty well guarded secret. Teachers don't tell students
about it because they don't like to share the restrooms. But when
you have a baby to change, you learn where all the good spots
are."

Each step I took reminded me that I was
wearing a heavily soaked diaper. The onesie I wore was holding the
sagging diaper in place but the flooded diaper felt like it tripled
in size between my legs. I worried that I was waddling as I tried
to keep pace with Susie. I knew I looked like an idiot as my...
well shit... What was Susie?

I hadn't thought about it at all. I'd spent
the last two days with her and we'd shared numerous intimate times
together, but not once had I felt like a boyfriend. Was that what
we were? Just a strange twist on being a couple? Or did Susie see
me as the child she wished I was? And did I see her as my
girlfriend? I knew I was attracted to her. I wanted to roll around
naked together. But as we walked hand in hand, I found that
attaching a label to Susie was nearly impossible. The only one that
fit was Mommy.

"We're here," Susie said as she pushed up an
unmarked door. She pulled me inside and locked the door behind us.
"Now let's get you out of that wet diapee sweetie."

The small room Susie pulled me into was like
any other restroom I'd ever been in. Stalls, urinals, sinks,
mirrors. They were all there. The only thing different about this
room was the couch that sat against the wall opposite of the sinks.
That was where Susie was laying out the supplies she'd need to
change me. But I wasn't ready just yet.

"What are we?" I asked.

Susie glanced over her shoulder at me as she
continued unpacking. "What do you mean Jimmy?"

"What are we?" I asked again. "Are we
boyfriend-girlfriend? Are we just friends? Am I a huge push
over?"

Susie straightened up and turned towards me,
forgetting about the diaper change for a moment. "I... I don't
know. Ash and I-"

I cut her off quickly. "I'm not Ashley! What
am I to you?"

She was holding back tears as she stepped in
close, wrapping her arms around my waist before pulling me against
her. "Happiness. That's what you are to me Jimmy. I know that's not
what you want to hear, but that's the truth. Ash and I... We didn't
start out as a couple either. But she was all I ever needed when
she was still here."

Happiness. I let the word roll around in my
head. She was right about it not being what I wanted to hear, but
as far as answers went, happiness was up there. My hands slid
around Susie as I buried my head against her chest. I wasn't her
boyfriend. Not yet. But I was what made her happy.

Neither one of us wanted to let go of the
other. I loved the feeling of her body pressed against mine. I
didn't care what brought us to this point. What mattered now was
that we were here.

Susie was the one who finally pulled away.
She wiped tears from her eyes as she chuckled nervously. "I thought
I was ready for all of this. It still hurts though."

There was nothing I could say to make the
situation any better. Instead, I pulled away from Susie and laid
down on the couch, unbuttoning my jeans once I was comfortable. I
smiled up at her as I slid the pants down my legs, exposing the
soaked diaper that brought us here. With a soft voice, I asked,
"Mommy, can you change me?"

Susie was choking up as she went to work, but
by the time a fresh, dry diaper was sliding underneath my well
oiled skin, she was all smiles again. And when the new diaper was
finally taped into place, I realized that I was smiling just as
wide as she was.




Chapter Fourteen






We missed lunch. Together at least. After the
diaper change, Susie and I just sat there on the couch, shoulder to
shoulder as we stared into the mirrors across from us. My head
rested on her shoulder and her head rested on mine. We looked like
the couple I wanted to be, but I knew that the seemingly normal
reflection hid secrets that we were both trying to hide.

We didn't move from the couch until Susie
looked at her phone. That's when we went our separate ways for the
rest of the day. She had another class to TA and I had my last
lecture of the day. We left the secret restroom and shared a kiss
outside of its doors before walking in opposite directions.

I was feeling good until I reached the
lecture halls. That's when I saw my dorm mates. And no sooner did I
see them did they see me, walking to class in the same clothes I'd
left our small shared space in days ago.

"Jimmy!" called out Rob, the taller of my two
friends. "Where the hell did you go man?"

Dave, taller than I was and easily twice my
weight, punched me in the arm. "You got lucky didn't ya?"

I laughed. Lucky. Sure I was lucky. But I
wondered how much of my luck was the good kind and how much of it
was bad. It didn't matter now though. I knew neither of them had
ever been with a woman. It was my time to brag. "Sure did. Been
stayin' at her place. She likes to keep me close. You know what I
mean?"

"Shit," said Rob as he looked me up and down.
"I can't believe you hooked up with someone."

"Who is it?" asked Dave.

My stomach turned itself in knots at Dave's
question. Susie and I had just talked about what we were. Now I was
lying to my only friends, not even ten minutes after I'd left her.
"She uhh, she wants to keep it on the down low for now."

"Ah come on dude. We won't tell anyone," said
Dave. Rob was nodding along as he spoke.

"I can't," I said as I made my way towards
the doors of the hall. "Just drop it. You'll meet her later."

"Whatever dude. She must be a dog if you
won't own up."

"You caught me Dave. I'm totally banging your
mom."

Rob laughed as Dave turned scarlet.
"Ass."

"I told you to drop it. Let's go sit down
already."

Without waiting for a reply, I slipped down
the back row of the lecture hall. Dave and Rob settled in on either
side of me, hounding me until class started about my mystery woman.
I'd never been so glad for class to start.

But an hour into the lecture, Dave couldn't
take not knowing any longer. His elbow jammed into my side as he
whispered, "Come on man. Just fuckin' tell us. Who did you hook up
with?"

My stomach churned as I shrugged him off.

It was Rob's turn to hassle me. "Startin' to
think maybe it wasn't a girl Dave. I think Jimmy found himself a
man."

"Shut the fuck up," I whispered angrily at
both of them. "I'm never going to tell either of you if you don't
drop it."

"Whatever dude."

Before anyone could say anything else, a loud
rumble cut through the silence. My stomach heaved, and for a second
I wasn't sure if I wanted to lean over and throw up or if I wanted
to bear down and let loose. Part of me wanted to go with both
options as another wave of cramps rolled through my stomach,
sending my hands flying desperately to my middle as I leaned over
and let out another fart that vibrated the seat under me.

"Dude, you alright?" asked Rob as he moved as
far away from me as his chair allowed. "You uhh, you don't look to
good."

"Don't smell too good eithier," said Dave.
"Damn man, you shit yourself or somethin'?"

I could barely hear them as blood rushed to
my head. My whole body was hot as I squeezed my cheeks together and
leaned further forward. This couldn't be happening. I couldn't let
this happen. I'd already pissed myself in class. There was no way I
would let myself poop in a lecture hall of over two hundred
students.

"Have to go," I said painfully as I leaned
heavily on the armrests, pushing myself out of the chair. "Bad
tacos at lunch."

Rob and Dave watched in silence as I stumbled
past them towards the stairs leading out of the lecture hall. As I
clutched my stomach and prayed silently that the farts escaping
from my clenched cheeks with every step were nothing more than
that, I felt them staring. Not just Rob and Dave, but half of the
lecture hall as I worked my way towards the exit. A hundred sets of
eyes were on me as another string of farts slipped out, thankfully
muffled by the thick diaper around my waist.

With each step, the pain in my stomach grew
worse. There was something wrong and I had no idea what it was, but
even as I fought against it, my brain and body were screaming the
answer to my problem in unison. It was a solution I couldn't accept
though. I had to reach a bathroom. I had to get the diaper off. I
had to get to a toilet before it was too late.

I managed to get up the stairs and out of the
hall. I made a beeline for the nearest bathroom, walking slowly as
I leaned against the building for support, but I knew I wasn't
going to make it like this. My stomach cramped again, doubling me
over as I grimaced in pain. I couldn't hold it all in. As I looked
around at the empty hallway, I knew that at least here, I could let
some of the pressure building in my stomach out.

I stopped and relaxed, telling myself that it
was just gas. If I could just let out some gas it would all be
better. A loud, long fart cut through the silent hallway and as the
gas escaped, it felt as if my stomach was deflating. The pain
lessened and the cramps came slower now. But it wasn't enough. I
let another round of gas go, telling myself that I just had to get
to the bathroom.

It was too late. I tried to clench back up
but this time my body rebelled openly. The muscles in my ass
seized, sending pain shooting through me. I cried out before biting
my lip to stop all the noise I was making. I wasn't going to make
it to the bathroom. I wasn't even going to make it another foot.
With tears welling in my eyes, I sank to my knees in pain.

Five steps from the door of my college class,
the first messy eruption slammed into the back of my diaper. My
asshole burned as I kept going, pushing out wave after wave of hot,
sticky shit into my pants. The cramps grew more intense and my
hands dropped to the floor before my forehead hit the ground. On
all fours, with my ass up in the air and my face pressed to the
shining marble floor, I pushed until there was nothing left inside
of me. With each cramp, with every squirt, with all of my muscles
tightening at once, a single thought rushed thought my head, over
and over.

Susie did this.




Chapter Fifteen






I had no idea how long I stayed there on all
fours in the middle of the hall before I finally felt finished. I
looked around, making sure no one had witnessed my infantile
display and sighed in relief when I found myself still alone in the
hallway. Whatever I'd just done, I was glad that I'd at least made
it out of class before filling my diaper with shit like the baby
Susie was quickly turning me into.

She did this, I thought to myself as I
made my way slowly to the bathroom. She made me do this. But
how?

I pushed open the door and made my way to one
of the stalls before locking myself inside and unbuttoning my
pants. Have to clean this up. Oh God how the fuck did I let this
happen?

I slid my jeans to my ankles before realizing
that I needed to take them all the way off. Need to take off my
shoes. I looked down at the floor, stained with years of near
misses and poor aim. If my nose wasn't already wrinkled from the
smell that hit me when my pants came off, it would have at the
sight of the floor. I sighed and slipped my feet from my shoes,
making sure to place my uncovered feet on top of the shoes instead
of letting them touch the floor.

I unbuttoned my shirt as quickly as I could
before shedding it and hanging it on the door. I was afraid to
move. I thought the diaper I'd soaked earlier in the day was heavy,
but the one that encircled my middle now was far weightier, and I
worried about its cargo escaping the confines of the leak guards
far more than before. I wanted out of the messy diaper as quickly
as I could, but as I hung my pants on the door hook, leaving me in
nothing but a smelly diaper and my onesie, I wondered just how I
was going to manage cleaning myself up without getting disgusting
in the process.

I bent forward to reach between my legs and
unsnap the onesie. As I did, I regretted it immediately. I felt the
mess between my legs squish upwards, working its way over every
inch of my backside that was hidden behind the diaper. And with
every movement, a new wave of my own stench would release,
reminding me of just what was waiting for me as soon as I undid the
tapes holding the mess at bay.

Have to get clean, I repeated over and
over in my head. Have to get out of this fucking diaper. The
final button of the onesie popped free, sending the tail of the
childish shirt swinging backwards, coming dangerously close to
dipping into the toilet. I nearly fell over in the small stall as I
tried to reposition myself. And when I reached out to steady
myself, I missed the safety rail, hitting the toilet paper holder
instead. I watched in horror as the roll popped free before
bouncing under the front door of the stall.

"Dammit!" I slammed my hand into the
wall as I tried to figure out what to do. I needed the toilet paper
if I wanted any chance in hell of getting clean. But before I could
open the door I'd have to get redressed. Unless...

I dropped down into a crouch and looked under
the door as best I could, checking for legs. If I was alone in
here, and if I could be quick, I could get the toilet paper and get
back to my stall with no danger of being seen.

"Empty," I said to myself as I straightened
back out. "Here goes nothing."

I held my breath as I disengaged the lock and
let the door swing open. If anyone came in now, there was nothing I
could say that would explain my situation. I had to be quick. I
stepped out.

"Fuck!" I looked down at my feet as I felt my
socks absorb something from the bathroom floor. "Fuck!" There was
nothing I could do now. I didn't want to know what I'd stepped in,
but in hindsight, it couldn't be any worse that what was clinging
to my ass at the moment. I took another step out of the stall and
looked for the roll.

"Gotcha!" I said in triumph as I picked up
the roll. But as I turned back towards the stall, something caught
my eye, sending my heart racing and freezing me in place. Something
was moving! I turned towards the other person in the room with me,
ready to try and talk my way out of this, or at least apologize,
but when I saw who was in the room with me, I nearly burst out
laughing.

A full length mirror hugged the tiled wall
and framed perfectly in the center was my reflection. I couldn't
believe what I was looking at. The man in the mirror wasn't the
same person I saw every day when I woke up. That man may have
lacked confidence, but he was still clearly an adult. The
reflection now though... there was nothing grown-up looking back at
me. As I stood there in wet socks, I took in my reflection, letting
my eyes linger on my naked legs that led up to my exposed diaper,
sagging heavily and discolored by my recent adventure in the hall.
The onesie hung loose on me and my eyes were wide and red from
crying earlier. But worst of all was the toilet paper in my hand,
looking so out of place in the hands of what clearly looked like a
baby.

"Fuck..."

Behind me, I heard the hinges of the bathroom
door as someone pushed their way into the room with me. My heart
leapt into my throat as I dashed back into my stall before whoever
it was could see what I'd clearly become. The lock slammed shut
under my hand as my pulse thundered in my ears. I couldn't move. I
didn't want to make any more noise than I already had. I
waited.

Once he leaves, then I can change. I
listened at the door for any sign that whoever was in here was
getting ready to leave. I looked around the small stall. How the
hell am I going to change in here? It was too small. I could
turn left and right, but bending over was out of the question with
the toilet so close to the door. This isn't going to
work.

The sound of flushing had me ready. Let
him leave, lock the main door. Then I'll have the whole
bathroom. But as I heard the sink turn on, two more people
walked into the bathroom, talking loudly about whatever class
they'd just left. Fuck!

I didn't know what to do. I needed to get out
of the shitty diaper, but if class was letting out then the
bathroom would be packed for awhile. And even if I could get the
bathroom to myself, I had no idea where to start. All I had with me
was a roll of single ply. I was going to make a mess. Well, a
bigger mess anyways. What the hell am I doing?

The urge to cry was growing. I had no choice.
As I listened to the bathroom door swing open and closed again and
again, I knew I wasn't getting out of this diaper. Not yet. With a
sigh, I reached back between my legs and grabbed the tail end of my
onesie, making sure to snap each button quietly, as if the people
on the other side of the flimsy stall door would know exactly what
I was doing in here. My pants slid into place, pressing the messy
diaper back against my skin as I zipped up the fly. I ditched the
socks, deciding instead to slip my bare feet back into my shoes
before pulling my button up shirt back off the hook and slipping my
arms through the holes. I couldn't believe I was leaving the
bathroom with a diaper still full of shit but I didn't see any
other choice now. I had to get to Susie and I had to get her to
change me once more.

As I stepped out of the stall, I caught my
reflection once more in the mirror. The childish version of me was
hidden under the cloths of a college man, but I knew now what hid
just under the surface. I sighed again and made my way towards the
door. I was a little boy pretending, and looking for his Mommy to
make things all better.




Chapter Sixteen






Twenty minutes and a long, slow walk across
campus later and I was standing in the hall outside of Susie's
lecture. The class was just letting out but I didn't dare enter the
lecture hall while people were still filing out. It was bad enough
that I was even sharing a hallway with my peers right now. I
sniffed at the air, confirming my worst fears as I waited for the
last stragglers to clear out so I could see Susie.

No one else seemed to notice the smell I was
so sure surrounded me right now. No one even looked in my direction
as they went about whatever they were doing next. Life for everyone
else was normal. I sighed as I thought about how much I hated that
normal last week. Now I craved it, but one thing stood in the way
of returning to it.

Susie. Devil or angel, I couldn't decide.
Either way, there was no denying the amount of control she had over
me. Even when she wasn't around, she was all I could think about.
Right now she was the center of my world.

Minutes passed and still Susie hadn't left
the hall. Even the professor had cleared out at this point. What
was taking her so long? I couldn't wait any longer. I pushed off
from the wall and slipped into the lecture hall in search of
her.

It didn't take me long to find her. Sitting
at a desk on the stage of the hall was Susie, with her head down
and her glasses nearly slipping from her nose. The pen in her hand
flew across the stack of papers in front of her as she graded paper
after paper. She didn't notice me when I walked in, or as I
descended the stairs. It wasn't until I cleared my throat that her
head finally rose from her work. But when she saw me, her face lit
up and a smile pushed deep dimples into her cheeks.

"There's my baby!" Susie exclaimed as she
pushed away from the desk and nearly ran to me. Her heels clicked
with each step, echoing off of the walls in the large empty room.
"I didn't think I'd see you again so soon. You okay?"

"I uhh... I need a change," I said with my
head down. I nodded back towards the door. "Could we go and uh, you
know..."

Susie reached out for me, pulling me into a
hug. Standing on the stair above her, we were nearly the same
height. For a brief moment, everything felt right. Susie squeezed
me tightly while my own hands wrapped around her back. The warmth
of her, the smell of her shampoo, the sound of her breath in my
ear, it was all that I wanted. But the moment was short-lived. A
second after the hug started, Susie pulled back and crinkled her
nose as she looked into my eyes.

"You didn't. Oh my god Jimmy I didn't think
you would actually do it."

My eyes went wide. "You didn't think... Wait.
You knew this was going to happen?!" I pulled back quickly.

Too quickly. I stepped backwards in shock,
forgetting just where I was when I did. My foot caught on the stair
behind me and I felt myself fall backwards. I tried for the
handrail in the middle of the isle but it was too late. With a
squish, I landed on my ass. Anger boiled up within me as the load
in my diaper moved. And all Susie could do was cover her mouth in
shock before a string of giggles broke through her laced
fingers.

"It's not fucking funny! What did you do?!"
Every part of my body felt like it was vibrating. I wanted to lash
out and cry at the same time. "Why?"

Susie quit laughing before stepping in close
once more. She pulled my head towards her body, pressing my ear
against her skirt as she ran her fingers through my hair. "I'm
sorry for laughing. I really didn't think you would actually use
the diaper."

"I didn't mean to. Just all of a sudden, I
had to go and I couldn't stop."

"I might have used a little too much this
morning. I thought since you are a bit bigger then Ash that you
might need more."

I pulled my head away from Susie and looked
up at her in confusion. "More? More of what?"

"Fast acting laxatives. I put it in your
bottle this morning."

The weird taste this morning... "Why?
You know I almost exploded right in the middle of class? This isn't
fun for me!"

Susie held out her hands, offering to help me
up. "If it makes you feel any better, changing you isn't going to
be much fun for me either. Why didn't you clean yourself up right
after?"

Back on my feet, I felt my cheeks redden at
the reminder of my failed attempt at changing myself. "I tried. It
uhh, didn't go so well."

Susie laughed again before she could stop
herself. "Sorry. I'm just imagining what could have gone wrong.
You'll have to tell me the story later." Her hand grabbed mine
before she pulled me down the stairs. "But for now Mr. stinky, we
should get you out of that dirty diapee of yours. What do you
think?"

I wish I wasn't getting hard right now is
what I think. But I didn't say it. I shifted uncomfortably as
Susie led me up onto the lecture stage. Even now, I couldn't be
within ten feet of her without getting horny.

Susie pulled me behind the large desk on
stage before turning around and pressing her hands against my
shoulders. "Lay down. Let's get you all clean."

Alarm bells went off in my head as I pushed
back against her hands. "Here? No way! No fucking way!"

Susie's left hand lifted from my shoulder
just long enough to catch me across the face. "Your mouth is
getting to be a bit much Jimmy. Now be a good boy and lay down so
Mommy can change that stink you're smuggling."

I stomped my foot and instantly regretted it.
She was testing me again and I was failing miserably. I closed my
eyes and tensed for another slap but it never came. Susie's hands
left my shoulders and when I finally built up enough courage to
open my eyes again, I saw her standing in front of me with her arms
crossed, just waiting.

"Please," I begged, "can't we just go to the
bathroom like earlier. I'll do whatever you want."

She shook her head. "What I want is for you
to lay that cut little ass of yours down so I can change you. This
isn't a negotiation Jimmy. Lay down or get out."

Get out? "I need a change!
Please!"

Susie pointed to the floor. "Lay down! I'm
not going to ask again Jimmy."

I protested even as I dropped to the floor in
defeat. "What if someone comes in? They'll see us!"

Susie ignored my cries as she kneeled down
next to me and grabbed for the book bag stuffed with my baby
supplies. She grabbed a pacifier from one of the side pouches and
shoved it against my lips. "As long as you stay quiet and behind
the desk, no one will even know you're here. This isn't the first
time I've changed a baby here."

Susie's hands popped the button of my fly and
before I could do anything, my pants were around my knees. Images
of Ashley on her back with her knees bent open and Susie's hand
between her legs filled my head. The thought kept me distracted
long enough for Susie to slip off my shoes and pants, leaving me in
nothing but the onesie and shame filled diaper.

"Where are your socks?" she asked before
tickling the bottom of one of my feet. "I know I put you in socks
this morning."

I shrugged and smiled. "Casualties of trying
to change myself."

Susie made a face as she reached for the
buttons of the onesie. "I wouldn't get too used to this. I don't
like changing poopy diapers."

"Maybe you shouldn't have spiked my bottle
then," I shot back from behind the pacifier. "Or you know, we could
skip the whole diaper thing..."

Susie snorted as she patted the back of my
legs, signaling me to lift them. "Is that what you really want
Jimmy? Do you want to stop?"

I thought of all of the people in the hallway
with me earlier. How much I envied them as I waited for the
classroom to empty. I wanted to stop then. But now... Now I was
with Susie, staring up into her mesmerizing eyes as her hands slid
across my bare skin. There was a smile on her lips as she looked at
me while she wiped away the mess I'd made. This wasn't my idea of a
perfect date, but anything that made someone like Susie happy
couldn't be that bad. I let a smile of my own grow behind the
plastic shield of the pacifier.

"No Mommy."

Susie slipped a cool, clean wipe over my
cock, sending a shiver through me. "I didn't think so. I told you I
knew when I saw you in the bar. I don't know how, but I knew." With
one final wipe, Susie slid the dirty diaper out from under me
before balling it up and tossing it into a plastic bag she had
waiting. "All clean. Now stay right there while I go throw this
out."

Without waiting for my reply, Susie sprang to
her feet and practically ran off of the stage with the bagged
diaper in hand. I shivered again as I lifted my head, trying to
follow her as she left the classroom. "What am I supposed to do
now?" I yelled in frustration.

"I'll be right back. Just stay there!"

Susie quickly moved out of sight. The desk
blocked my view. With a sigh, I laid my head back against the
floor, hoping silently that Susie would be quick. The last thing I
wanted was to be caught half naked with a fresh diaper and a bottle
of baby powder lying next to me by some undergrad.

Thankfully, I didn't have to wait long to
hear the sound of doors opening. I started to sit up so I could see
over the desk, but froze in place the second I heard a voice that
clearly wasn't Susie's.

"Ms. Latimer," called out a man from the top
of the steps. "Are you here?"

My head dropped back to the floor with an
audible thud. I cursed myself quietly as I checked to make sure I
was hidden behind the desk. My heart slammed into my chest as I
tried to figure out what to do. There was no way I could get
dressed and clean everything up before whoever was coming down the
stairs saw me. I had no idea who the voice belonged to and I had no
reason to be behind the desk in the first place. This couldn't be
happening.

"Hello?" called the voice again. "Is someone
there?"

No one is here. Just go away. Go away go
away go away. I grabbed at the diaper next to me, figuring that
it would be easier to explain being half naked in a lecture hall
than it would to explain the diaper too. But as soon as I touched
the plastic square, I pulled my hand away. The crinkle of the
plastic was deafening to my ears. I'm so fucked!

I could barely hear the sound of the doors
opening again above the thunder of my own heartbeat. But then I
heard the soft voice of Susie. She'd come back and not a moment too
soon. From the small crack between the floor and the desk, I could
see a pair of men's shoes. Whoever else was in the room with us now
was half way to the stage.

"Professor?" Susie said, sounding confused.
"What can I help you with sir?"

I closed my eyes and prayed this was all just
a bad dream. The stranger in the room was my professor. If he saw
me, Susie would be in as much trouble as I would.

"I forgot my briefcase Ms. Latimer. I'll be
out of your hair again shortly."

The click of heels on the concrete steps of
the classroom picked up as Susie raced down the steps. And one
glance to my right told me why she was in such a hurry. Leaning
against the wall was a worn leather-bound case. The same case the
professor was looking for right now. If he got to it before Susie
did, we were done.

"I'll get it," Susie said quickly. "Don't
worry sir!"

"No need to trouble yours-"

Susie hit the steps up to the stage seconds
before the professor. "No trouble sir! Just one second!"

She was by my side a second later, leaning
over to pick up the briefcase while looking at me with wide eyes.
She mouthed, "Stay quiet," as she straightened back up and
practically sprinted away again. She hadn't needed to tell me. I
was so afraid to move that I was holding my breath.

"Here you go sir. I hope you have a good
afternoon. I have to get back to grading now though. See you
tomorrow!"

I could only imagine the strange look the
professor was giving Susie as she struggled to catch her breath,
but if he was suspicious of her at all, I couldn't hear it in his
voice. "Well, thank you Ms. Latimer. I wish I still had so much
energy."

Susie stepped back towards the desk, leaning
against the corner nearest to my feet as she watched the aging
professor leave. It seemed to take forever for the old man to get
up the stairs, and the whole time I could see that Susie was
shaking just as much as I was. But as soon as we heard the door
open and shut once more, a collective sigh filled the air. We were
safe.

Susie could barely keep her hands steady as
she pulled the fresh diaper into place around me while I was having
trouble of my own, keeping my rebellious knees in check. She smiled
at me when she was finished pressing the last of the tapes in
place.

"Too close," she said as she pulled the
onesie back up between my legs. "Way too close."

I nodded in agreement. "Bathroom next
time?"

She laughed and nodded too. "So there's going
to be a next time then? You're sticking around?"

As Susie grabbed for my pants, I closed and
opened my legs, making the diaper stuck between them crinkle and
crunch with every movement. "Think I'd still be wearing these if I
was planning on running off?"

She giggled. "Guess not, but I'm still trying
to figure you out. Now lift up. Let's get you into some pants."

My heart was still running a mile a minute as
Susie slid her hands up my thighs before reaching for my button
fly. Without thinking, I spit the pacifier out of my mouth and
pulled Susie down on top of me, bringing my lips to hers before she
could stop me. Her glasses fell against my face and she tensed up
briefly as her eyes went wide with shock, but then she loosened in
my arms, melting against me before her hands found my hair and her
tongue found my own.

She broke off the kiss over a minute later,
pushing herself off of me before reaching for her fallen glasses
and wiping the corner of her mouth. "Mommy likes."

"Did I pass your test today?" I asked with a
smirk, already knowing the answer. Every inch of me wanted to pull
her back down for a second round.

Susie nodded before standing up. She leaned
back down to give me a hand and a generous view of her perky
breasts I knew I would be spending all night suckling. When our
hands met, it was like being hit by lightning. I'd never felt like
this about anything before.

"So... your place?" I asked quickly.

Another nod. Another hand stretched out
towards me, waiting to be held. Then she said the one thing I'd
been waiting all day to hear.

"Let's go home."




Epilogue






I yawned and stretched as I struggled to open
my eyes after a night of restful sleep. My fuzzy toes touched
against wooden slats at my feet while my hands gripped the bars
above my head. Slowly my eyes opened, with the room outside of my
crib swimming into view through the bars. I finished my stretch
before curling back up into the fetal position, listening to the
safe sound of my diaper, quite full from the night, as I waited for
Susie to show up and let me out. While I waited, I found my
pacifier and shoved it back into my mouth, sucking on it peacefully
as I rubbed the fleece footie Susie had just bought for me a few
days before.

I stared longingly at the bed where she slept
every night, but which I'd only laid with her a few times since I'd
passed her test two weeks ago. But I couldn't complain. Not
anymore. We'd gotten home from campus that day and fallen right
into bed together. And it didn't take long for us to find each
other under the sheets, naked and shaking in excitement as our
hands reached for one another.

She made no jokes about how small my cock was
that night. I lost count how many times we went at it. In between
bouts we laid together, touching each other as much as possible
while our mouths wandered. Her lips found my cock more than once,
while my tongue found her clit and my touch found her perfect tits.
And when we were finally too tired to do anything else, Susie
pulled out a diaper, slipping it under me before pulling the tapes
tight. That night we slept together in her bed, with my head
nestled in her arm and her tit between my lips. Just like she'd
promised.

I didn't make it back into her bed until the
weekend. We argued about it the next night, but she won that one. I
made such a fuss that I didn't even get to sleep in the crib next
to her, instead being banished to the frilly pink room down the
hall. I learned not to complain about our sleeping arrangements
after that.

But when last weekend finally did come, the
wait during the week made it that much more special. And after
that, I quit complaining about having to sleep in the crib. Now I
crawled happily down the hall to the bedroom, always making sure to
stay just far enough behind Susie when I did to watch the way her
hips swayed in front of me. My smiles were genuine when she laid me
on my back and changed me into my thick nighttime diapers before
she slid me into my jammies.

I watched her climb into the bed that towered
over my crib. I waited to see her face peek out from over the side
of the mattress, shooting me one last smile before we both fell
asleep. Before she turned away from me, she would kiss her fingers
and plant that love on my picture, newly framed on her nightstand
right next to Ashley's. And as I drifted off to sleep after a fresh
bottle of formula, I listened to the breathy moans she made above
me in her bed as she touched herself, knowing that everything I did
that day brought her to that.

Our relationship wasn't perfect, but no one's
ever is. And as I heard the door to the bedroom creak open,
breaking me out of my daydream, I saw Susie framed in the doorway,
holding a bottle in one hand and a diaper in the other. I sat up in
the crib and smiled, patiently waiting for Mommy to let me out of
the crib. I hoped silently that this weekend would be just as good
as the one before.

And all I had to do to make sure that
happened was to be her good little boy.
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