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Chapter 01.

	 

	I couldn’t believe I was even contemplating this. What the hell was I doing? This was a really bad idea! It was so wrong! It was so sick! It was so….dangerous! But the allure of it still tugged at me like the most potent drug on earth. Was I really going to do this? I absolutely shouldn’t!

	But I had come this far. Turning back now would be no problem at all. In fact, turning back would be the best thing I could possibly do. But as much as I wanted to turn back…as much as I knew I absolutely should turn back, somehow I still sat there, totally captivated by the temptation of what I was contemplating. The pull, the need…the danger. The thrill!

	What would everyone think of me? What would they say? What would they do? Would anyone here know me? I certainly hoped not! But it was now ten thirty at night and the parking lot was nearly empty. Nearly, but not quite. The place would be closing in another half hour. Through the windows I could see a few other people still inside. If I went in, would they notice? I knew they would see me…but would they notice anything else? I could only pray they wouldn’t.

	I had somehow found the courage to actually leave home and try to do this. It was now or never. And I knew that never was the better option – by far. But the drug. The pull. The…absolute need! It still drove me to do the unthinkable.

	I took a deep breath for courage and opened my car door, my eyes still locked on the few people inside. I left the safe confines of my car and closed the door after me, locking it out of habit. The cold January wind assaulted me, but my mind was so occupied with what I was doing that I barely noticed. I knew it was doubtful that anyone would notice as I approached the place, even though I had no doubt it would be a distinct possibility. But once inside, it would be a different story…and I still prayed that I would be able to get away with it.

	With my heart in my throat, I took a few steps toward the Arby’s Restaurant in front of me, and immediately heard the sound of my heels on the pavement. Another give away. But I kept going, all the way up to the side door. I opened it, and entered.

	I was a normal guy, dressed normally – except for one tiny thing…well, actually two major things. But one of them I prayed was even less noticeable than the other one. I was a normal guy, dressed normally, except for the women’s black high heeled boots on my feet. They were the thing that I knew was most likely to be noticed. The other thing I was, and wasn’t, as worried about, were the diapers I was wearing under my pants. Wet diapers. I had purposely waited to leave home until I had already wet them…and also because I wanted to get here as late as possible when there would be less of a chance of anyone being here to see me.

	I was aware of the feel of my four inch heels as I approached the counter. Could anyone hear them other than me? There was background noise all around me, so I hoped not. The girl behind the counter was smiling at me as she moved toward the register. I ignored the railings that would have led me further away from the counter before placing my order and I approached her directly. I knew she couldn’t see my feet now, but had she seen them when I came in? So far, it didn’t look like it.

	“For here, or to go?” she asked as she pressed a button on the register.

	“To go,” I told her. Most definitely to go! I wasn’t going

	to stick around inside there any longer than I had to. She was looking at me now, waiting for me to place my order. “A medium roast beef, fries, and a large drink,” I told her.

	“One number two with a large drink,” she said as she punched more buttons. “I need a name please?”

	“Mike.”

	She punched that into the computer as well. Was it a mistake to tell her my name? She told me how much, I paid her in cash, got my change, then had to wait. I moved further down toward the end of the counter, away from the cash register. She was back a moment later though and handed me a large cup for my drink. Oh shit! The drink dispensers were all behind me, out where everyone would have an easier time seeing the boots on my feet. Maybe I shouldn’t bother getting the drink. I had only ordered a large drink because it would keep me peeing more before I went to bed later. I didn’t really need it. In fact, I didn’t really need any of it. I had just needed someplace to go…somewhere where I “might” get caught. Someplace where hopefully I stood a chance of getting away with it…without getting caught.

	The girl was back again. “It’s going to be a few minutes on your fries,” she told me. Then she left. No further explanation.

	Okay, now things were getting worse. Should I just leave? But I was already there. I was already doing it. And so far, I was pretty sure I was getting away with it. Did I dare tempt fate and make matters worse?

	The girl behind the counter was off doing something. The other people eating inside weren’t paying any attention to me. I “casually” wandered over and filled my big cup with Coke, not bothering with any ice because it would take longer. I stood there and put a lid on it like there was nothing wrong with me at all, and I grabbed a straw and stuck it in the cup. I took a sip, and wandered back to the counter, trying to keep my footsteps as silent as possible. I dared not look back at any of the other people in there for fear that they might have seen my boots. The girl was back, but she wasn’t paying attention to me. Perfect! I had done it! I hoped. I was still there, and so far nobody had said a single word about my footwear or given me any strange looks, so I was considering myself safe – so far.

	And then the door opened and a woman walked in. And my insides went into panic mode. Not only was it another customer who might see my boots, it was the girl that lived in the house next door to me. Actually, she was a young woman, not a girl. But I knew she hadn’t been out of school more than a few years. As my insides screamed, I watched as she paused just inside the door, and I saw her surprise as she noticed me. I saw her smile briefly before she approached. I mentally willed her not to look down toward my feet. I wanted her to keep looking at my face.

	“Hi Mister Mike,” she said as she walked up next to me.

	“Hi Ashley,” I replied. “Just getting off work?” I knew she worked as a low–level nurse at the city hospital.

	“Yeah. Now I’m starving! I didn’t get a chance to get dinner earlier.”

	I kept my eyes on her as she went over to the register and ordered her food. Then she was back. “How’s Chris?” I asked, referring to her boyfriend who she lived with.

	“Being a butt–face as usual,” she replied with more than a hint of frustration. 

	The girl behind the counter came up and handed her a cup, and she headed for the drink dispenser. I turned to see if my order was ready yet, hoping I could duck out of there quickly before she could come back. But I still didn’t see any sign of any of it. Now what should I do? Leave while her back was to me? I was sorely tempted to do just that. But somehow my feet in those high heeled boots stayed rooted to the spot where I stood. My panic growing, I watched as she filled her drink, put a lid on it, stuck a straw in it, took a quick drink, grabbed a pile of napkins, and then turned and walk back to me. Don’t…look…down! But I saw her sipping her drink as she walked back to the counter to wait next to me. Did she see? What would I do if she said anything? 

	“You know what Mister Butt–face want’s now?” she said after taking another drink.

	Had she somehow not seen my boots? I didn’t see how it was possible, but I was still hoping. “What?” I asked, nearly choking on that single word.

	“He wants me to pay the entire electric bill. He knows I don’t make that much money. He knows I can’t afford it. But he’s still insisting I pay it!”

	“Has he been paying it so far?” I asked, remembering that she and her boyfriend had only been renting the little house next to me for about four or five months now.

	“We’ve been halving it,” she told me.

	“And doesn’t he have a pretty good job?” I asked. “He was bragging about how much money he makes now the last time you two were over.”

	“Yeah, he makes plenty of money!” she replied, her anger over the issue seeming to grow.

	“So what’s his problem?”

	“He’s still complaining that he has to fork out most of the expenses. And now he wants to buy himself a new truck, and he’s worried about paying for it.”

	“I thought he had a nice truck now. Why does he want a new one?”

	“Because he does. That’s all. He thinks he needs it. Damn it. I need a new car more than he needs another truck. Things keep falling apart on my car all the time.”

	“But he wants you to contribute more to your relationship.”

	“Exactly! The butt–face! I can barely afford my own car insurance, let alone much else.”

	I didn’t bother asking if she had discussed it with him. I’d stood in my back porch more often than I can count and heard the two of them arguing next door. I could never understand why they continued to live together. “So what are you going to do?”

	“Who knows? Sometimes I could just kill the bastard!”

	All of a sudden a bag was set down on the counter next to me. We both turned. It was the dinner I had ordered. I opened the bag to check the contents, then closed it again.

	“See you,” she said.

	“Yeah. Take care,” I replied.

	Now what was I going to do? If I walked out of there, she’d see the high heels on my boots for sure. And even if I waited for her to leave with me, I still could see no way that she could ever miss them. Besides, they were noisy, and she was wearing sneakers. Why had I done this?

	Knowing there was no good choice, and knowing that I now had to leave, I picked up my bag.

	“Oh…” she said in a whisper as she bumped my arm. “Nice boots you’re wearing.” And then to make matters worse, she giggled.

	I was in shock! I know my face was turning crimson. I turned and hurried out the door to the sound of her laughing behind me and my heels making all too much noise for any kind of comfort. I hurried all the way out to my car and got in. I looked back inside as I started the engine. I could see her just now getting her food. I left as quickly as I could.

	Why…oh why…had I done this? Now I was in trouble. Now she’d probably spread the word about me all over the neighbourhood…and most likely beyond. What was I going to do?

	I drove straight home, my stomach in more of a knot than when I had left my house. I pushed the button to automatically raise the garage door on the side of my house, and pulled right in. I pressed the button again to close it before I dared get out of my car. I carried the food I didn’t really need into the house.

	Why did I have to do it? Why had I been so absolutely stupid? What was wrong with me…besides the fact that I was sick in the head? And now someone else knew. My next door neighbour in fact. A pretty young woman…with an awfully big mouth! And that didn’t even count her boyfriend who I had no doubt she would tell just as soon as she got home…probably about now. What was I going to do?

	I walked around the inside of my house in a panic. Still somehow enjoying the feel of those high heeled boots on my feet. I could feel the damp bulk of my diapers under my pants pressing against my legs. I was enjoying it all…and contemplating removing it all right away.

	What if one of them suddenly knocked on the door? It was late at night, but I had a feeling that wouldn’t stop them. Either of them!

	In the end, all the walking around I did in those heels calmed me down…some. I decided to stay as I was and hope neither of them would come over. Besides, it had been a while now. If they were coming, they’d most likely be here long before now.

	I went back to the kitchen and ate the roast beef sandwich I had just bought, even though I didn’t need it. And I drank that large sized Coke as well – all of it! Then I went back to my bedroom and removed all my clothes down to just the two layers of disposable diapers I had wet before I left the house. From my bottom drawer, I moved aside a couple of sweatshirts and pulled out my nightgown and put it on. Smooth and silky and sensuous. And I went to bed…already needing to pee.

	With all the Coke I had drank, I knew it was going to be a long night, and I was right. I was awake, peeing in my diapers about half a dozen times, each time flooding them and making them far worse than they already were. But the one thing that really kept me awake, was worrying about what would happen now. What would happen now that Ashley knew, and most likely Chris, her boyfriend. How was I going to handle it?

	Why had I done it? Why had I been so stupid? Why did I have to be so…sick?

	I woke up the next morning to a horribly pee soaked bed. This batch of diapers I had bought wasn’t exactly the best. It’s a good thing my mattress was well protected.

	 


Chapter 02.

	 

	An entire week went by and I heard nothing at all about it. Was I safe? It would be hard to believe. I could only hope. I had seen Chris one evening when I pulled my trash can out to the curb. He had waved like there was nothing new in the world at all. So I waved back. I rarely saw Ashley, even on her days off. And on the days she worked, she worked twelve hour shifts and didn’t usually get home until late at night. That week, I had seen her getting into her car once, and she had barely looked at me before she drove off.

	So was I safe? I could only pray.

	Another week went by and I was feeling even better about the world. Not better enough to try that little exercise again! I had learned that lesson – the hard way! I had simply been…lucky.

	Friday evening came and I left my desk at the bank with only one thought in mind – going home and playing. Which meant getting all my sexy things out and putting on whatever I felt would turn me on the most. That evening it turned out to be two layers of disposable diapers (two, because I loved the feeling of the extra bulk), nude control top pantyhose, a “C” cup bra with some homemade breast forms I had made using pantyhose and birdseed, a short black skirt, my white peasant top with the beautiful colourful stitched design, and a pair of black five–inch T–strap high heels.

	Thank God I didn’t get time to add makeup or heaven forbid – my shoe–locks! I had just gotten out my meagre makeup supply when I heard my doorbell ring. Just the kind of thing I lived in terror of every time I got dressed up. For one brief moment I actually considered answering the door just as I was. Thank God I didn’t! As fast as I could, I unbuckled my shoes and got them off. I was working on my skirt when the doorbell rang again. I finally stepped out of my skirt, pulled my blouse off, and I ripped the inserts out of my bra.

	The doorbell sounded a third time. Someone was being awfully insistent! I threw my socks on to cover my pantyhose and I put my pants on. Whoever it was started knocking instead. I slipped a sweatshirt on, praying it would hide the bra that was still underneath.

	Again whoever it was knocked on the door. “Coming!” I called as I literally ran for the door. I opened it and found Ashly on my doorstep. And she appeared to be in a state. “Ashley!”

	“What the hell took you so long,” she yelled, then she broke down crying and pushed her way past me. I closed the door and went after her. “Ashley? What’s wrong?”

	“Dickhead! That’s what!” she said as she broke down in one of my chairs and started crying. “The bastard said if I couldn’t do more to help with the expenses, then he wanted me out of there.”

	“He threw you out?”

	“I left! I don’t want anything more to do with him. He’s a…dickhead!”

	I quickly realized that her pet name of the day for Chris had to be dick–head. How had she lasted so long with him? “What do you mean you left?” I asked. “I walked out, and I told him I wasn’t coming back!”

	“You’re not going back? How about all your things and stuff?”

	She seemed to think about that. “Oh. I’ll have to get it all later. But I’m not going back!”

	Uh–huh. Drama, drama, drama. “I’m surprised you two lasted this long together,” I told her. “I hear you two arguing all the time.”

	“See!” she said. “Even you agree that I shouldn’t be with him anymore.”

	“So why are you?”

	“Because…and then she broke down again. “I thought he loved me.”

	Her crying intensified and I ran and got her a box of tissues. “So what are you going to do now?” I asked.

	“Move out!” she said as her crying abated somewhat.

	“Any idea where?”

	“No. I’ll find someplace.”

	I didn’t want to bring up how expensive moving could be. She was young. She was going to have to learn these things. “So what are you going to do tonight?” I asked.

	She looked at me for a moment before answering. “I don’t know.” Then her whole expression changed. “Can I stay here tonight? Please?”

	“Uh…I don’t know,” I said, already thinking about the things I had just taken off…not to mention the things I was still wearing.

	“Please…” she pleaded. “Just for tonight. Then when I go to work tomorrow I’ll see if one of my friends there can help me.”

	“Uh…” And then there was another pounding on my front door. I felt like I had been saved from having to answer her question. I hurried to the door. No surprise, Chris was there and he looked pretty damn mad.

	“Is Ashley here?” he asked, all too angrily.

	“Um…yeah. She’s inside.”

	He started to push past me, but I stopped him. “No!” I told him. “You stay out here. You’ve got her pretty damn upset right now and I’m not going to have one of your screaming matches in my house.”

	“Ashley! Get out here!” he demanded, yelling over my shoulder. “Don’t make me come in there after you!”

	“No!” Ashley screamed in the background. “Go to hell!”

	“Ashley!”

	“Chris!” I said, sticking my arm out as he tried once again to push past me. “Get hold of yourself. I’m sure this is all nothing but another tiff between you two that you’ll work out eventually. But right now she’s really upset and she needs a little bit of time.”

	“She needs time! She needs to get her ass home! She’s a lazy good for nothing bitch! And she doesn’t care one bit for anything but herself and what she wants!”

	I could have pointed out that the same description could be applied all too easily to him. I didn’t though. “Just give her time. Let her sit here a while and calm down.”

	“Bull!” he said as he started to push past me again. I quickly pushed him back. “This is my house!” I told him, “and you’re not coming in! Now get out!” “Bullshit!” he exclaimed, clearly more angry than before.

	This time I was more ready for him and I used two hands to keep him outside when he tried to get in. “Stay out!” I ordered. “You’re not coming in!”

	Fortunately, he didn’t try to fight with me any further. He was bigger and younger than I was. Stronger too. It was only the fact that I was older and it was my house that kept him from getting past me. “Now go home and leave Ashley alone,” I told him. “Let her calm down. I’m sure she’ll be back when she’s ready.”

	He glared angrily at me, then left. I breathed a sigh of relief as I closed the door behind me. I turned, and Ashley ran up and hugged me. “Thanks,” she said as she cried into my sweatshirt.

	“No problem,” I replied, even though I was all too aware of the bra my sweatshirt was hiding and was praying that somehow she wouldn’t feel it. She finally let go of me and turned back to the living room – without mentioning feeling the bra. Whew!

	“Can I use your bathroom?” she asked.

	“Sure,” I said. “You know where it is.” She and Chris had been over to the house a number of times for different reasons. Friendly reasons. Mostly because they were young and needed help or advice. As if I knew all the answers. I really wish I did. But in truth, I was probably only about ten years or so older than they were, and I considered my life to be anything but normal. Because of my “hobbies,” I continually lived in fear of them suddenly coming to the door. Fortunately, more often than not, they called before they came.

	While she was in the bathroom, I ran to my bedroom to hide everything else that was still out. I just barely got it all thrown into the floor of my closet and closed the door when I heard her come out of the bathroom again. I walked back to the living room wishing I’d had time to get my damn bra off too. “Feel better?” I asked. She nodded. “Yeah. Damn what a bastard. I hate him!”

	“He seemed a little upset while he was at the door.”

	“He’s always like that,” she told me. “Or worse!”

	Yeah, I still had to wonder why she hadn’t left him already. I knew that relationships were a two way street. Somehow, I had a feeling that she wasn’t exactly a picnic to live with either. “So where’s your guest room?” she asked.

	“My guest room?”

	“You said I could stay. Remember?”

	I remembered not telling her she could stay the night yet, but somehow that decision seemed to have been already made for me. “Uh…right back this way.”

	I led her up the hallway to the furthest bedroom. The doorway was directly across from the master bedroom. The first bedroom on that side, closest to the living room, held my desk and computer. I had always used it for my office. The bathroom was next, then my guestroom. The guestroom had a small twin size bed in it that had never actually been used by anyone. The room had also become my junk room for whatever I didn’t know what to do with. Consequently, it was a jumbled mess.

	“This will be great,” she said as she looked around.

	I started pulling boxes and junk off the bed and piling it elsewhere in the room so she’d be able to sleep.

	“So, you like high heels and bras?” she said.

	I nearly dropped the heavy box I had just picked up from the bed. I set it down and didn’t answer. “The bed’s already made,” I told her. “Is there anything else you’re going to need tonight?” I asked, trying to ignore what she had just said.

	“So were you wearing those boots you had on at Arby’s, when I knocked on your door a little while ago?”

	“Um…no,” I replied nervously. I walked out of the room, hoping to avoid any more questions.

	“So what were you wearing?” she asked as she followed me back up the hallway.

	“What do you mean?”

	“Well, I know you’re wearing a bra. I couldn’t miss it under your sweatshirt when I hugged you. And it took you so long to answer the door that I just figured you were probably wearing other things too. So what?”

	“So what…what?”

	“So what were you wearing?”

	“Who says I was wearing anything else?”

	“Me! I felt the bra you’re wearing under that sweatshirt, so what else am I supposed to think?”

	“Look,” I said. “Just forget it. Okay? Make yourself comfortable and watch TV.” I headed for my bedroom to get away from her…and her questions. I got to my bedroom and closed the door. The first thing I had to do was to get rid of the bra and diapers I still had on.

	I had just pulled my sweatshirt off to remove my bra when she barged into my bedroom. “Mister Mike, do you have…” she was saying as she entered. And then she saw me in my bra and stopped dead, a look of surprise filled her face. Her look of surprise turned into a big smile. “I knew it!” she exclaimed.

	“Ashley! What are you doing? I had that door closed!”

	“Sorry,” she replied. “I guess I’m just used to opening our bedroom door whenever Chris has it closed.” Her smile came back as she walked over to me. “See, I was right. You like bras. So like I said earlier, what else were you wearing?”

	“Ashley…I don’t want to talk about this. I can’t talk about it. So please leave me alone for a while. Just…go watch TV.”

	“No,” she said as she started looking around the room. “I’m curious, that’s all.”

	“About what?”

	“What you were wearing.”

	“This bra!”

	“I mean more than that. I rang your doorbell and pounded on the door like two dozen times.”

	“It wasn’t that much!”

	“Seemed like it. And it’s damn cold out there. So what else were you wearing?”

	“Nothing! I was getting ready to take a shower.”

	“With that bra on? I don’t think so.” She quickly headed for my closet. “Did you put it all in here?”

	“Ashley….don’t!”

	She opened the closet door, and stared. “Aha! Found it!”

	“Ashley!”

	She ignored me as she went into my walk–in closet and looked at everything on the floor. She picked up my black skirt and held it up as she turned toward me. “Nice,” she said with a bit of a giggle. She threw the skirt over her arm and grabbed my peasant blouse. “Pretty,” she proclaimed. “Where’d you get it?”

	“Ashley…”

	She threw the blouse over her arm with the skirt and reached down to the floor again and brought up my five inch T–strap pumps. She turned around again toward me. “Wow!” she said, laughing now. You really do like high heels! I can’t even imagine myself wearing these.

	If I did, I’d break my ankle.”

	“Ashley, please put all that back and just leave. Please…”

	But she ignored me and turned around again. “What the hell?” She reached down to the floor again and brought up my two homemade breast forms. She turned around and stared at me with a look of amazement on her face. “You use these to stuff your bra?” Ugh! I was getting angrier. “Yes! Now please just put it all back.

	“Put them in!” she said as she literally threw them at me. “I want to see.” And then she giggled again.

	“No! Now stop it!” I threw the breast forms back into the floor of the closet. “Now get out of there!”

	But she was ignoring me again. She turned to look back in the closet to see if she had missed anything, and then she reached down one more time, and I nearly died. “Ashley…don’t…”

	But it was too late. She turned around with something else in her hand. “What on earth is this?”

	I went over to her and grabbed everything from her and threw it all back onto the closet floor. “Just leave it all alone.”

	“No!” she said as she turned back and picked up what she had grabbed before. “I want to know what this is.” And then I saw her accidently separate the thick straps as she pulled on them…and she realized that it wasn’t one item but two. “Two? What on earth?”

	“Ashley…” I said yet again as I tried to take them from her. But she kept them out of my reach and scurried out of the closet. “Just put them back.”

	“No. I want to know what they are. What do you use them for?”

	“Ashley, I don’t…”

	“Tell me!” she insisted.

	“Ashley…”

	“What are they?”

	Oh boy! I sighed with frustration. “They’re shoe locks,” I told her, just wanting her to put them down and go away.

	“Shoe locks? What the hell are shoe locks?”

	“They’re so I can’t remove my shoes once I put them on.”

	She looked at me with a look of disbelief. “What do you mean?” And then before I could reply, I saw her face change. “You mean….” And she broke out laughing. “I want to see, I want to see!”

	“No! Now just give them to me and go away!”

	“No! I want to see!” she laughed. She ran back to my closet and pulled out my T–straps. “Put them on!” she said, all too delightedly.

	“No! I’m not…”

	“Put them on!” she insisted, holding them out to me with one hand while she kept the shoe locks away from me in her other hand.

	“No! Ashley, I’m not…”

	“I want to see how they work. Show me!”

	“Ashley. No. Now please just go away and leave me alone.”

	“No. Not till you show me how they work.” I looked at her, not knowing what to do.

	“I mean it,” she said. “I’m not leaving until you show me how they work.”

	Ugh! “Okay,” I said, against my better judgement. I just wanted her to leave me alone so I could get my diapers off before things got even worse. I took the shoes from her and sat down on the chair in my room to put them on…to the sound of her giggling. But the minute I looked at the socks on my feet I realized something else. If I took my socks off, she’d see the pantyhose I still had on underneath. “No!” I said quickly.

	“Oh come on! Just do it,” she said.

	“No!” I replied, getting to my feet. “Now give me those things back!”

	“No!” she said with a laugh and moved to the other side of the room before I could grab her. “Hey, you’ve got your own bathroom in here?” I saw her go in. “Wow! It’s big! Hey…you left your makeup out.” Once again I heard her laughing.

	“Ashley…”

	She came out of the bathroom holding the shoe locks in one hand, and my red lipstick in her other. “Come here,” she said, laughing all too delightedly. “Let me put this on you.”

	“No! Ashley…” But she was still coming at me with that red lipstick held out…and my shoe locks held back away from me. “Stop!” I said, but she was too excited to stop.

	“Let me put it on you,” she laughed again.

	“No!” I managed to grab her hand with the lipstick and pull it out of her hand.

	“Oh, you’re going to put it on yourself? That’s even better!”

	“No, I’m not!” I said as I put the lipstick down on my dresser. “Now give me those shoe locks!”

	“Not until you agree to put them on and show me how they work.” As I tried to reach for them, she laughed again and headed for the other side of the room. “Hey,” she said. “I wonder what else you’ve got in here.” With that, she quickly turned around and opened my top dresser drawer.

	“Ashley, stop!” I went over and closed the drawer, but she ran to my closet again and started digging around. “Get out of there!”

	“Nope! Not till you show me how these things work! Hey look! Dresses!” 

	“Ashleeeey!” I was getting more perturbed by the minute, and she was all too delighted with the situation. And then I saw her come out of my closet with my two dresses in her hand.” “Give me those!” I said.

	She laughed as she went over and dropped them on the bed. I grabbed them and took them back to the closet. But when I returned, she was going through my dresser drawers again and moving everything around. “Stop that!”

	When I tried to close the drawer she had been going through, she ran for the closet again. Oh God! Before I could get there, she had my short red skirt and my long plaid skirt that I had hung up in there in her hands and she headed for the bed where she threw them down.

	“Stop!” I pleaded.

	“Nope!” she replied. “Not till you show me how these things work.” She held up the shoe locks still in her hand.

	“Okay! If I show you, will you just stop and get out of here?”

	“I said I would, didn’t I? I just want to see how they work.”

	Ugh! I went back to my chair and sat down. She came close, but not close enough for me to grab those shoe locks from her. I paused as I looked at the socks on my feet, and thought about the pantyhose I was wearing underneath. I figured it would be better to tell her now than let her be surprised. “Um…I’ve got pantyhose on under my socks,” I said.

	“I’m not the least bit surprised,” she replied teasingly.

	Ugh! I reached down and pulled one sock off…and was amazed when all she did was let out a small giggle. I pulled the other sock off and she didn’t make any comment about that at all. I picked up my left T–strap and slipped my foot into it, setting it down on the floor and bending over to buckle it on. When I looked up afterward, she was closer and her eyes were as wide as saucers. I grabbed the other shoe and put that one on too.

	She giggled. “And you can walk in those things?”

	“It’s no big deal. Believe me!” I told her, trying to make it sound like less than it actually was.

	“Show me.”

	“What?”

	“Stand up and show me. I want to see you walk in those things.” “It’s no big deal,” I said again.

	“Then show me how you do it?”

	I sighed, then stood up. She quickly moved backwards. “Now walk,” she said.

	So I did. I walked over towards her, then I walked around the room. “See. No big deal. Now can I take these things off?”

	“Not yet! Not till you show me how these things work.”

	The stupid girl wasn’t going to let it alone. I went back over to my chair and sat down.

	“Okay,” I said. “Give me the straps. And after this, you leave me alone!”

	“Sure. No problem,” she replied. “I just want to see how they work.”

	I wasn’t happy about things at all. “Okay, then give them to me.”

	She finally came over and handed them to me, but she stayed where she could watch closely.

	I sorted the different straps out and chose one of them. I buckled the two straps on the wide part tightly around my left ankle, then I took the other one and did the same on my right ankle. I went back to the left shoe and fished the remaining strap under the instep of the shoe then up to the wide strap around my ankle. I pushed the holes in the strap over the two metal loops sticking out from the wide ankle strap, ran the end of the strap through a smaller loop just above them, bent it over and pulled it down again over those same two metal loops I had hooked the strap over before.

	“There,” I said. “That’s how it works. With this strap under here, the heel keeps me from slipping the strap off, and as you can see, it certainly can’t go the other way either.”

	“But you said they keep you from taking your shoes off,” she complained. “That’s not what I thought they would do. All you have to do is unbuckle the things.”

	“No,” I said showing her the remaining flap that closed over top of all the buckles and straps. “See, this flap covers everything…like that,” I said as I pulled it tight and slipped the holes in it over the larger metal loops I had already put the strap through. The loops stuck out just far enough from the leather that I could get the hasp of the locks through them.

	“And what are those metal things still sticking out for?”

	“That’s where you put the locks so you can’t open the flap and get at the rest of it.”

	“Locks? Where are they?”

	“We don’t need them,” I told her. “You can see how it works.”

	“No I can’t! Now where’s the locks?”

	I could see she wasn’t going to be happy until I showed it all to her. I got up from my chair and went to my bottom dresser drawer.

	“I didn’t get a chance to look into that one,” she giggled.

	From the bottom corner, I pulled out four of the tiny padlocks I had in there. I carried them back to my chair.

	“Here,” she said as she held out her hand, “let me hold them for you.”

	Since it was an awkward handful, I let her take the locks, keeping only one to work with. I opened the lock and removed the key. She held out her hand again and I automatically deposited the key into it so I could more easily fasten the lock. I slipped it through the first loop and locked it tight. She held out the second lock for me, already open and with the key removed. Slipping the lock into place and locking it took only a matter of seconds.

	“Now the other one,” she said, all too delightedly.

	I fished the strap from my right shoe where it needed to go, and got everything into place. She handed me one open lock at a time and I quickly inserted them and clicked them shut.

	“There,” I said. “Now they won’t come off.”

	She giggled as she knelt down and grabbed my left foot. She pulled on my shoe several different ways, but it wouldn’t budge. She tried moving the straps too, but they obviously weren’t going anywhere. She even tried unbuckling my shoe and did everything she could to remove it, but of course it wouldn’t budge at all. She laughed again as she rebuckled my shoe. “That’s pretty good. And you really can’t get out of them?”

	“No, of course not. You just tested it.”

	She laughed as she stood up and backed away. “So let me see you walk in them again.”

	I shook my head. “The shoe locks don’t affect how I walk in them at all. They just prevent me from removing the shoes.”

	“Let me see anyway,” she insisted.

	“What for?”

	“Because I want to see.”

	“No. Just give me the keys back now. You’ve seen how they work.”

	She backed up further and held the keys out in her hand. “Come get them,” she giggled.

	I got up and walked over to her, but before I could grab the keys, she closed her hand and came over right next to me. “Hold still,” she said. I stood there and watched as she pulled my pants legs up so she could see the shoes and the locks better. She knelt down and examined the shoe locks up close all over again. “Geez!” she said, that’s pretty cool.” “Can I have the keys back now?” I asked.

	She pulled my pants leg back down covering most of the shoe lock and part of my T–Strap as well. But then she reached up to grab my pants to help steady herself as she stood back up. She stood up, but instead of giving me back the keys, she started patting the butt of my pants.

	“Hey! Stop that,” I said as I moved quickly away from her.

	“What the hell do you have under there?” she asked.

	“Nothing!” I replied

	“Don’t tell me that. Whatever it was, it felt awfully thick.”

	“Please just give me the keys back and leave me alone!”

	She shook her head. “No way! Not until you show me what’s under your pants.”

	“No! You said you’d give me the keys back if I showed you how the shoe locks work.”

	She smiled. “And I’ve gotta admit, they’re really pretty cool. But now I want to see what you’ve got on under your pants, and you’re not getting the keys back until I see.” 

	“No! Give me the keys!”

	“Not on your life!” she laughed.

	“Ashley!” I headed for her, but she ran giggling out of the room. Still wearing only that bra on the top half of my body, I followed as fast as I could.

	“Can you catch me in those shoes?” she teased from the other end of the hallway. She held the keys up to tease me again.

	I followed as quick as I could, but by the time I reached the other end of the hall, she was already at the far side of the living room waiting for me. “Ashley!”

	But she was having too much fun. “Show me what’s under your pants.”

	“No way!”

	“Then you’re not getting your keys back,” she laughed. Then her eyes got real wide. “Either show me what’s under your pants, or I’ll take the keys back to my house next door and leave them with Chris.”

	“Don’t even joke like that,” I told her.

	“Who’s joking? You gonna show me, or not?”

	“No! Now give me those…”

	But now she was running around the opposite side of the living room, past me, and heading towards the front door. “Ashleeey!” And then she opened the door and ran outside, still laughing. “Ashley!” I couldn’t believe this girl. What the heck had gotten into her? The front door was still open. Since I was still only wearing a bra on top, I stopped just inside the doorway, using the wall to hide myself as much as I could. She was halfway down my front sidewalk.

	“Coming out?” she teased as she pulled her sweater tighter around her and held it closed with one hand.

	“No! Of course not!”

	“Awww! You can do it. Come get them. I’m sure everybody would like to see your bra and those pretty shoes.” Then she held the keys up to tease me with them again.

	“No. Bring them back!”

	“No! Show me what’s under your pants.”

	No way! Now give me the keys!”

	“I already told you, not till you show me what you’re wearing.”

	“I can’t!”

	“Don’t give me that.” She looked at me all too seriously. “Either show me, or I’m going back home. And I’m sure Chris will absolutely love everything I can tell him.”

	“Don’t joke! Now this is serious. Bring me those keys.”

	“No!” she replied. “Either you show me what’s under your pants, or I’m going home. And I’m taking the keys with me.” She laughed. “You’ll be stuck in those shoes until you come over there and show me what you’re wearing.” She laughed again. “And of course, Chris will be home too.”

	“No! Now don’t be stupid.” I thought of something. “Besides, you’re not going home. You just had another fight with Chis and said this time you were leaving him.”

	Her face suddenly turned far more serious. “We fight all the time,” she told me, all too soberly.

	“Then please give me back the keys and either go home and make up with him or stop all this teasing. But give me the keys!”

	“She looked at me. “I’m not giving you the keys till I see what you’re wearing.”

	I was so frustrated. “Damn!” I cursed. “No wonder Chris is so upset with you. You’re impossible!”

	“How dare you say that to me. I’m not the one who’s impossible, he is!”

	“Then bring me back the keys!”

	“Are you going to show me what you’re wearing?”

	“No!”

	She shook her head, then stared at me for a moment. Her face appeared all too serious…and sad. “See you,” she said as she hung her head. She turned and started walking across the lawn toward her house. And I could see she was really going to do it, and she was really upset about going back there.

	“Where are you going?”

	“To go talk to butt–face!” she said angrily.

	“Don’t!”

	She was almost to the edge of my property. She turned and stopped. From my position behind the wall, I could just barely see her with only my head stuck out the door. “Are you going to show me?”

	I considered it. “No!” I finally said.

	She hung her head, turned and started walking again.

	“Ashley!” But she ignored me and walked out of my sight. My mind was in overdrive. If she went home, then there was no way she couldn’t tell Chris. Besides, she had those keys in her hand. He would see them and ask what they were. “All right!” I yelled, trying to stick my head out further, trying to see her. “Ashley! I said I’d do it!”

	I was just able to see her stop and turn toward me. “All right!” I told her.

	But she stayed right where she was! “Come out here and tell me!” she called back.

	Oh how I was starting to hate that girl. I looked around and didn’t see anyone. I stepped outside and went down the steps just barely onto the sidewalk, far more aware of just the bra covering my naked chest than the heels locked onto my feet. The air was far more frigid against my nearly naked torso than when I was still in the house. “Okay,” I told her. “I’ll show you. Just don’t…” But I couldn’t finish. Fortunately, it was enough as she started walking all too slowly back toward me. I hurried back into the house.

	She finally came in and I closed the door, but she certainly didn’t look happy. “What’s got you so upset now?” I asked.

	“I almost had to go back to butt–head!” she complained.

	Evidently I had been right. She really would have gone back to Chris…and told him. “Then why didn’t you just give me the keys and there would have been no problem?”

	“Because you still haven’t shown me what you’re wearing, and I want to see.”

	I shook my head in frustration. “You and Chis are both impossible!” “Don’t you dare compare me to that shithead! Ever!” she yelled.

	“Whatever,” I told her. “I’m tired of arguing with you.”

	“Then drop your pants. Let me see what you’re wearing.”

	I stood there and shook my head. “I don’t want to do this,” I told her.

	“I don’t care. I don’t want to go back to dick–face either.” I couldn’t see what one thing had to do with the other.

	“Now for the last time,” she said. “Show me what you’re wearing under there, or I’m going home to tell Chris.”

	Damn her! I took a deep breath, then quickly unfastened my belt, I undid my pants, and after staring angrily at her for a moment, I yanked them down to my knees.

	She stared at me for a moment with no change to her face. Then I saw her look puzzled for a moment like she didn’t understand what she was seeing under the thin material of my pantyhose. She walked up to me for a closer look. I now saw the look of incredulity on her face. “Diapers?”

	I grabbed my pants and pulled them back up.

	“No!” she said, still trying to stare at my diapers. She fought with me for a moment before I let her pull my pants back down to my knees. She continued to stare. She finally looked up at my face, clearly not believing what she was seeing. “You like wearing diapers?” “Yes!” I replied nastily. I started to reach down for my pants.

	“No!” Before I could grab my pants, she dropped to the floor and yanked them down to my ankles. But in doing so, I lost my balance in those five inch heels and dropped backward onto my butt. And to make matters worse, she took advantage of the situation by grabbing my pants and started to pull them over my heels to take them off of me. “No!” I said yet again.

	But she wasn’t listening. I tried to stop her, but off balance the way I was, it did little good. Before long, she had my pants in her hand and was standing back away from me. The only thing left to cover my diapers now was the nude pantyhose I was wearing…which I already knew did no good at all.

	I got to my feet. “Now give me those keys!”

	“Oh hell no!” she told me. “Not now. Not since you compared me to dick–face over there. Just for that, you can stay in those things!” I took an angry step toward her.

	“Don’t you dare!” she said. And then she held the keys up in her hand…and dropped them all down the front of the top she was wearing, right between her ample breasts.

	I stared at her in disbelief. “Ashley…”

	“Just for that, you can stay like that till I decide you can have your keys back. With that, she turned and headed toward the living room, carrying my pants with her.

	“Ashley…” I said yet again as I followed her.

	“So,” she said without turning around. “Since those diapers are so thick, then I guess you like wetting them too?” She threw my pants over the back of the couch and turned to me. “That’s something else I can’t wait to see.” “Ashley…” I pleaded yet again.

	But she was moving again, this time toward the kitchen. “When I accidently barged in on you earlier, I was just trying to ask if you had anything in the house for dinner.” She turned to me. “For your sake right now, I certainly hope so. Because my purse with what little money I have is still next door, and you’ll have to go out and get me something…and I’m not giving you those keys!”

	“Ashley…” I pleaded yet again.

	She sat down at my kitchen table. “Now what’s for dinner?”

	 


Chapter 03.

	 

	“Are you wet yet?”

	“No.”

	“Don’t forget,” she said, “I’m waiting to see.”

	“Most likely, there won’t be anything to see at all,” I told her.

	“Why not?”

	“Because I’m wearing two layers of diapers.”

	“Two?”

	“So they absorb better!” I didn’t bother telling her that the main reason was that I enjoyed the bulk.

	“Oh. Hey. That’s pretty good.”

	“And besides,” I said. “These pantyhose will probably hide a lot of it anyway.” “I hope not!”

	I stood there with my diapers, hose, and locked–on heels on full display as I stared at the microwave counting down the time on a microwave dinner I had put in for her. I had been cold, so I put my sweatshirt back on. But when I did, she again threatened to take the lock keys over to Chris next door if I covered up anything but my bra. I can’t tell you how foolish I felt standing there in front of her dressed the way I was.

	The microwave finally dinged and I pulled her dinner out and set it down on a plate. I stuck my dinner in and set the timer. When I looked over at her, she was barely paying any attention to me at all, and I could see how troubled she looked. I left her alone. She might look troubled, but she could be far more trouble herself! While I waited for the microwave again, I dished her dinner out onto the plate for her and brought it to the table. I set it down in front of her, but I’m not sure she even noticed. She was looking out at the darkness through the back window instead. I said nothing.

	I grabbed two cans of soda and gave her one, setting the other one on the opposite side of the table for me. She still didn’t seem to even notice me, which was all for the best as far as I was concerned. The microwave finally dinged again and I saw her body jerk a little at the sound, then go right back to staring out of the window. I didn’t bother pulling my own dinner out of the plastic tray. I just set it on top of a plate and carried it to the table, where I sat across from her on my well–padded bottom. She still stared moodily out the window. I watched her and ate in silence.

	“Stupid bastard!” she muttered a few minutes later without turning from the window. It was another few moments before she spoke again. “How the hell am I supposed to give him that much money?” She finally turned to me. “Most of the time I only work three days a week. That’s thirty six hours. That’s all! And trust me, I don’t make very much money to begin with. And I haven’t been able to go back to school yet to get a better certification. So how the hell can he think I can afford to do more than I am? He’s crazy! Stupid! A big damn bastard! All he cares about is himself!”

	I remembered that Chris had said pretty much the same thing about her earlier. “So are you going to go back and talk to him now?”

	She looked at me like I was crazy. “Talk? About what?”

	“Making up with him. Getting on with your lives?”

	“Oh…hell no! I’m done with him. No more!”

	It wasn’t what I wanted to hear. “So what are you going to do?”

	She shrugged. “Sleep here tonight. I have to work tomorrow. I’ll talk to a few friends and see if any of them will let me stay with them. I have a few I can ask that might help me.” I saw her face grow more troubled. “I guess I have to go back over there tonight, like it or not.” “What for?”

	“My purse and everything I need for tomorrow is there. My keys, my cell phone, my scrubs.

	Everything!”

	“You don’t want to try to talk it out with him and just go home tonight?”

	She looked at me angrily. “I said I didn’t! If you ever want those keys back again, then don’t ever mention me going back with that shit–head again.”

	I had lots of things I could have said, but not only did I need those keys…soon…I had a feeling that she wouldn’t listen to me anyway.

	She finally picked up her fork and began eating, only looking at her plate and nothing else.

	“Are you wet yet?”

	“No!”

	A little while later, I watched as she walked out the front door. Would she tell Chris? Would she show him the keys? I had asked again for the keys before she left, and she only got angry at me again. I had enough troubles already. I didn’t need her to make matters even worse for me.

	When she wasn’t back fifteen minutes later, I really started to worry. Not knowing what to do, I braved going out into the cold on my back screened–in porch. It was doubtful that anyone could see me there, especially in the dark, but I stayed very close to the door anyway. And even from there I could hear them yelling at each other. Once again I had to wonder how they had managed to stay together so long. I could hear them yelling, but I could understand very little of what was being said. The only thing I could tell for certain, was that they weren’t exactly getting along or even trying to understand each other’s point of view. Five minutes later, the yelling stopped. I went back into the house.

	My front door opened shortly after and she came in with her arms loaded. “How’d it go?” I asked, not wanting to let her know I had heard them arguing again.

	“Bastard! Dick–head! Butt–face! I never want to see that shit–head again!”

	I watched as she stomped off to the guest bedroom. From the way things had gone, I thought I was fairly safe that she hadn’t told Chris about me. I turned the TV on and sat down, resting my pointy heels on the floor in front of me and enjoying the strange sensation of rocking them back and forth on the tips of the heels. Of course, I was also enjoying the erotic sensation of the diapers I was wearing and the tight pantyhose that kept them pressed against me, and I was even enjoying the feel of the bra I still had on under my sweatshirt. But mostly I was finding the fact that right now there was no way I could get those shoes off, even if I wanted to, to be awfully exciting. I just dared not let her know that. Fortunately, she wasn’t in the room just then.

	I heard her go into the bathroom, then come out again a few minutes later. “Are you wet yet?” she asked as she came into the living room.

	“No.”

	“Well get busy!”

	I would have said no again, but I didn’t bother.

	We sat and watched TV, although she spent most of her time texting on her phone. I only hoped it wasn’t about me. But right then, I was sure she was too preoccupied with Chris and any of the other colourful names she had for him.

	I was suddenly aware that I was going to have to pee. I held back and didn’t let her know. During one of the commercial breaks, I got up.

	“Don’t you dare go into the bathroom!” she said fairly threateningly.

	“Why not? What if I have to go?”

	“Then do it in your diaper!”

	“What if I have to do…something else?”

	She looked up at me. “Shit head. Do you know how many times I’ve had to clean up messy bottoms in the hospital from people who are in comas or have other problems?”

	“Are you saying you’re going to change me when I need it?”

	“Not on your life! Don’t even think it!”

	“Then what’s your point?”

	“If they can do it, then so can you!”

	So much for that idea. I sat back down.

	“Are you wet yet?”

	“No.”

	When the show ended, she got up. “Can I use your computer? I need to put in my schedule request for the week after next.”

	“Your schedule request?”

	“Yeah. I usually do it as soon as I get home on Fridays, but…you know who, got in the way. It’s kind of first come, first serve. The first ones to put in for what days they want to work that week usually get it, and then they fill in with all the others after that. Of course, sometimes even then we don’t always get it, but more often than not, it works out.” “Oh. Okay,” I said. I got up and headed for my office.

	“So are you wet yet?” she asked again.

	“Not yet,” I replied.

	“Why not?”

	“Because I’m not.”

	“Well when will you be?”

	“How should I know?” Actually, at that point I had to go pretty bad. I just didn’t want her to know.

	“Well just don’t forget to tell me when you are.”

	“Don’t worry,” I said as I pushed the button on my computer to get it started.

	“I still can’t believe you built this,” she said as she stood there looking at my desk.

	“Yeah,” I said proudly. “I think it’s my best piece so far. I’m building another piece to match it right now to hold my printer. I’m going to put it at the end so it kind of extends the desk a bit.”

	“Cool,” she said as she looked around. “And you built these bookshelves too?”

	“Yeah. They were the first projects I tackled after I moved in.”

	“Nice,” she said as she turned away and looked back at my computer.

	A minute later, I had logged in and I watched as she brought up my web browser and started logging into her hospital account. It looked like there was a lot of stuff there for her go through and it was going to take her a while, so I left and went back to the living room. I stood in front of my chair and allowed myself to flood my diapers. Fun! Such a lovely humiliating feeling. And afterwards, when everything was all wet, it was almost as good. With my diapers now nicely soaked, I gingerly sat down to watch the next show on TV.

	She was in my office for a much longer time than I expected before she finally came out. And when she did she immediately asked, “So how come most of your web favourites have the word humiliation in them?”

	I was so shocked I didn’t know what to say for a moment. “You looked at my favourites? Why?”

	“Well, I saved the hospital’s web–site to your Favourites folder, and then when I looked to make sure it was there, I saw all the junk you had in there. So how come most of your favourites say something about humiliation in the title?”

	“But that’s my computer! Why would you save your site to my computer?”

	“Oh. Well I did it in case I ever needed it again. That way it’s already there and it’s a lot easier.”

	“But you’re leaving. Remember? You’re moving.”

	“Oh. I forgot. But this way, it’s already there, just in case.”

	I shook my head, not believing she would do something like that.

	“So why does everything say humiliation?”

	I gave her a very nasty look. “Figure it out!” I said angrily.

	She laughed. “Because you like it?”

	All I did was to glare angrily at her for a moment, then look away.

	“So you love humiliation?” she said. “Or is it more like…that you love being humiliated?”

	I didn’t answer right away. I did my angry glaring thing at her again, then said, “I don’t like being anything! I just like reading about it.” “And looking at the pictures,” she said.

	“What?”

	“Well, there’s lots of pictures in there. Mostly pictures.”

	“You opened them to look?”

	“Just a few,” she replied. “My God! There’s so many.” I shook my head angrily as I looked away from her.

	“So you do like being humiliated,” she said all too delightedly.

	“No. Like I told you, I just like reading about it…sometimes.”

	She laughed. “And looking at the pictures,” she pointed out. “And since you’ve got those shoe lock things, then I guess you pretty much do like being humiliated!” She started laughing, and all I could do was to glare angrily at her.

	“So are you wet yet?” she asked. “Because I’m sure that’s got to be pretty humiliating too.” I refused to answer, and looked away from her.

	“So are you wet yet?” she asked again.

	I refused to look at her. “Yesss!” I hissed, the frustration clearly in my voice.

	“And you didn’t tell me?”

	“You were in the office for a long time!”

	“You still could have come and got me. I wanted to see you do it.”

	“You didn’t say that! You just said you wanted to know when I was wet!”

	“But I meant that I wanted to see you do it!” she replied angrily. “Just for that, you can stay in those crazy shoes for the rest of the night!” With that, she turned and headed for her bedroom.

	“But I can’t!” I told her angrily. “My feet are already killing me!”

	She stopped and turned with a puzzled look on her face. “I thought you said walking in those shoes was no big deal?”

	“That’s just walking in them. You know, like a few steps…”

	“So they’re really a bigger deal than you were letting on.”

	I wasn’t sure how to answer that. “Maybe…” I said cautiously.

	“Then that’s two reasons why you can stay in them all night. For lying to me too!”

	“No! I want out of them…now!”

	“No!” she replied as she turned away again to head down the hall.

	“But I can’t stay all night in them! They’re already killing my feet, and I’ve got to sleep!”

	She stopped and turned again. “Whether you think you can or can’t doesn’t really matter now, does it? I’ve got the keys, and you’re stuck in them, like it or not!” She gave me the most wicked smile I could ever imagine. “Do you find that humiliating too? Goodnight, Mister Mike.”

	I stared in horror at her retreating back. Now what? What was I going to do? I was literally stuck in those damn shoes for the rest of the night, and my feet really were aching like a bitch! There was literally no way to get them off without cutting the leather, and with as thick as the leather was, that wouldn’t be too easy. And ruining those locks wasn’t something I wanted to do. I had paid a small fortune for the things.

	An hour later, I headed for my bedroom to go to bed. This time I locked my bedroom door. I didn’t need her barging in on me again – for any reason! Damn girl! I finally got rid of the damn bra I had been wearing. Then I pulled my pantyhose down, stripped my wet diapers off, and replaced the two wet diapers with just one dry one. I was starting to run out and I wanted to conserve them. Besides, I didn’t plan on wetting them during the night like I sometimes did. I had enough problems for the night already. I purposely didn’t put on the nightgown I usually wore, even though she had seen all too many of my other things. I turned out my light and went to bed.

	I was stuck in those damn shoes. I couldn’t take them off if I wanted to. And I did want to. I couldn’t even remove the pantyhose I was wearing. The humiliation of the situation had me all too turned on. Way too turned on. I didn’t even think about it. I did the one thing I did almost every single night and most mornings as well, I humped the bed, spending my load into my diaper in a huge orgasmic rush.

	But of course, once that was over, as always, I felt nothing but disgusted with myself and I no longer felt like playing anymore. I lost all interest in it. I only wanted to put all my toys away and get some sleep. The only problem was, this time I couldn’t put my toys away. This time I really was stuck. Completely! She had the damn keys, and until she gave them back, there was no way at all for me to get out of those five inch heels. Like it or not, I truly was…stuck!

	Hating myself, hating her, I tried my best to roll over and go to sleep, but it was difficult. I dozed here and there, but each time my feet would suddenly seem to blaze into agony from not being able to unbend themselves, and it continually pulled me out of any kind of sleep I had been in. The only way I found to stop the pain in my feet, was to get up out of bed and walk a few steps. I have no idea why, but each time that seemed to help my aching feet. After which, I laid back down again and I could doze…for a while. Then it seemed to start all over. All night long! And worse, long before sunrise, the humiliation of it all got to me again and I humped the bed in my diaper, and again I hated myself and wanted nothing more to do with any of it. But of course, what I wanted and what I was stuck with were two different things. How early did that girl get up? I could only hope it would be soon.

	I normally liked to sleep late on the weekends. Why not? I lived alone – purposely! I worked hard all during the week. I deserved that little bit of extra rest. But I was up very early the next morning, hoping that she would get up early too. I changed out of the diaper I had worn all night that I had “messed up” but hadn’t peed into, and since I couldn’t get my normal underwear on with those pantyhose in the way, I had to settle for another single diaper – that I had no intention of wetting at all! Whether she liked it or not, I struggled to get a pair of pants on over those locked on shoes, and I added a t–shirt and the sweatshirt I had worn the night before. Only then did I leave my bedroom.

	I immediately checked her bedroom door. Still closed. But it was early. I was very tempted to wake her and demand those keys again, but I didn’t. If I made her too mad, she might not give them to me, and I didn’t need that at all! So I went out to the kitchen to make some coffee. Did she even drink coffee? She was out of school now. She worked. So most likely she did.

	I sat at my kitchen table drinking coffee for a long time, staring out at my workshop in the backyard. That was where I had planned on spending most of my day, working on that printer table I was building. Since I was up already, I would have gone out there early to work, but not only were those heels still locked to my feet, but I didn’t want to miss her when she got up…so I could get them off of my feet! It was so frustrating!

	I finally poured myself a bowl of cereal and ate that. And still she stayed asleep. When did she get up? What time did she have to be at work anyway? Why was it that young kids never cooperated with anyone? Didn’t they have any respect? As far as I could see, she sure didn’t have any respect for me…anymore. She used to. But that was before…yesterday. And the more I thought about it, the more I could only agree that there was no reason she should respect me anymore. But that still didn’t mean she had to be so cruel as to keep me locked in my damn shoes all night! Women! No wonder I never married. Of course, my main reason for that was me…and the fun things I was all too fond of doing.

	That pot of coffee was nearly gone before I heard her bedroom door open…and the bathroom door closing before I could get to her. I went up to the bathroom door. “Ashley…I need those keys!” I called through the door.

	“Not now!” she yelled back. “I slept through the alarm on my phone. I’m late getting ready for work!”

	“But I need those keys!”

	“Not now! I’m busy!” she yelled.

	Ugh! Women! That woman in particular. Or that…girl! Because I wasn’t sure she could qualify as a woman yet. Not by the way she was acting. I had to go back to the kitchen to wait. It seemed like forever before she finally came out. I hurried toward her. She was already back in her bedroom before I even got to the hallway. “Ashley…” By the time I got to the bedroom, she had her jacket on and was heading toward me. “I need those keys.”

	“Oh yeah,” she finally said. I saw her reach into the pocket of her jacket, and then she stopped and looked at me. “I guess you’re wearing diapers under your pants?”

	“No.”

	She laughed. “You’re lying again. How are you going to get your regular underwear on, if you can’t remove those pantyhose…which you can’t remove since you can’t get your shoes off?”

	Ugh! “That doesn’t mean I’m wearing a diaper,” I pointed out.

	“But I’ll bet you are,” she replied with another of those wicked grins. “Besides, I heard the crinkling from it.”

	Oh how I hated her! “So what? What of it?”

	“So don’t lie to me.”

	“Tough! Now let me have those keys!”

	She looked at me for a few long moments again. “No.”

	“But my feet are killing me!”

	“And I think it’s hilarious that you can’t get out of those heels,” she said. “Absolutely hilarious!” She let out another laugh as she pushed her way past me.

	I was so shocked I couldn’t speak for a moment. “But my feet are killing me. I’ve got things to do!”

	She laughed without even turning back to me. “See you tonight. Ta–ta!” And she walked out the front door.

	I couldn’t believe it. I was still…stuck! And worse, the keys were heading for another part of the city!

	 


Chapter 04.

	 

	Now that she was gone, along with the keys to the shoe locks still locked to my feet, I had to try to figure out what to do with myself all day. And I already knew that her shift at the hospital was a twelve–hour shift. She wouldn’t get back until late that night. I was going to be stuck in those damn five inch heels for another twelve hours. Longer than that, because she still had to get to work and then drive home afterwards.

	But before I could decide much of anything, my cell phone rang. Hurrying to my bedroom to get to it took longer than I would have liked in those five inch heels. Not to mention how much more painful the short trip was. “Hello?”

	“Hey Mister Mike.”

	“Hi Chris.”

	“I just wanted to know what Ashley told you.”

	“What she told me? Mostly a lot of names for you that you don’t want to hear.” “I mean besides that,” he said.

	“Just that you want her to pay more than she can afford for the bills you two have. That and she gets mad anytime I suggest she patch things up with you and get back together again.”

	“And what did she say about that?”

	Like I said, she got mad at me every time I even suggested it.”

	“See!” he said. “She gets all bent out of shape over everything. She’s got to have her way…all the time.”

	“Um…I may have noticed,” I told him.

	“And Mister Mike, do you know what she does all the time? Nothing! Absolutely nothing. She can’t cook, in fact, she refuses to cook, even when I try to teach her. She always says she works too much. But Mister Mike, she only works three days a week. Just three days. That’s all. And all the rest of the time she still doesn’t do anything. She doesn’t clean, she doesn’t do the laundry. Nothing!”

	“How about her uniforms and things for work?”

	“Oh. Well, yeah. I guess she does do some of it. But there’s always laundry piled up here. All the time!”

	I was guessing that Chris didn’t do much in the way of helping around the house either. “I don’t know what to tell you Chris. That’s a problem the two of you are going to have to work out – together!”

	“But that’s just it. She won’t even talk about it. All she does is yell and tell me that I’m the one who’s unreasonable and I’m the one who won’t discuss things. And I’m not. It’s her! I work hard every single day Mister Mike. And I’m starting to bring home a really good paycheck. And in about six months, they’re going to send me to school again before I take my next test so I can get my full certification, and after that I’ll be making a whole lot more. I work hard for that, and the least she can do is to help out with things more than she is.”

	I remembered that Chris was an electrician of some sort. I also knew that people with his skills, even without a full electrical license, were in great demand. “Um…Chris. I’m sure you work hard. But I’m not the one who should be in the middle of this. She just crashed in my guestroom last night, even though there was some misunderstanding between us as to whether I said yes she could stay or not. That may have been my fault. I’m not sure. But trust me, I’m probably just as anxious for her to go home and stay there as you are. Maybe more. I guess we’re just going to have to wait to see how she feels about things when she gets home tonight.”

	“Yeah, you’re right Mister Mike. And I hope she comes to her senses by then. So what are you up to today?” he asked me.

	“Um…I’ve got a few things planned. I’m kind of…tied up with things today. So do me a favour and don’t come over. I may not have time to talk to you. Okay?”

	“Oh. No. I wouldn’t anyway. There’s this new truck that I’m trying to get. And I need to go see my Grandpa and try to convince him to co-sign for a loan for me.”

	“Your Grandpa?”

	“Yeah. Well I can definitely afford it. But the bank still wants someone to consign.”

	“Um…yeah. Okay. I’m sure it’s a good idea then.” I worked in a bank. If they wanted someone to co-sign for the loan, then they had a good reason. I was guessing that Chris must figure his grandfather might be more of a pushover than his father. And more than likely, his father had already refused.

	“So anyway. Please keep trying to get her to come home Mister Mike. She’s just being pig-headed again and unreasonable. Hopefully she’ll see that.”

	I had serious doubts that she would see that at all. “Yeah Chris. I’ll tell her. Trust me.”

	“Great Mister Mike. See you. Good luck with whatever you’re doing.”

	“Yeah. You too.” Well, at least I knew he would be out of the way for the day. I hoped!

	Since I couldn’t really go anywhere that day, I decided to risk things and go out to my workshop to continue working on my latest project, that printer table to go with the desk I had built for my office. I went back to my bedroom to change. It was a lot of trouble getting my pants off over those locked–on five–inch heels that now had my feet mostly numb. I needed to pee, so I went into the bathroom. I lowered my pantyhose and ripped open the diaper I had put on earlier that morning, and peed. Then afterward, since I couldn’t wear any other underwear, and ripping up the cheap diaper tapes had torn the cover of the diaper so I couldn’t reuse the tapes, I wound up holding it in place as best I could with my hands while I pulled my pantyhose up and over it to hold it. It seemed to be working, so I went with it.

	I found my favourite woodworking clothes and got dressed, again struggling to get the pants over those damn shoes I was beginning to think I would never get out of. I filled my pockets with my keys, my wallet, and my cell phone. I grabbed my coat and went out the back door through my screened porch and all the way out into my backyard. My heart was in my throat as I walked the distance to my workshop. If any of the neighbours happened to look, they would see me in those stupid heels. As quickly as I could, I unlocked my shop and got inside, closing the door after me. A minute later, the lights were on, the heater was cranked up, and I was ready to get to work.

	The truth is, that even though my feet were turning numb, I enjoyed working in those heels. I had fantasized about wearing heels…or other things…out to my shop to work a number of times, but had never actually done it. Before long, the sawdust had me thoroughly engrossed and I was as happy as ever. More so because I was enjoying being out there in my heels, and of course, I was actually enjoying the predicament I was in of not being able to get the damn things off – even though I desperately wanted to. And trust me, I really did want to. Oh I knew I could take a good sharp knife of some sort and cut them, or perhaps a thin saw blade and cut the leather, but I still wasn’t desperate enough to go that far to escape. Besides, with as tight as those things were on my ankles, I’d mostly likely hurt myself in the process

	As I worked, I had to take all too many breaks to sit on the stool I had in there and hook my heels over the rungs to take the pressure off so my feet wouldn’t hurt so much. But I was interested in what I was working on and I never really sat there long at all. Each time I sat down, all too soon my mind kept me going back to the task at hand, despite the pain.

	It was the middle of the morning when I noticed my diaper slipping around and getting uncomfortable inside my pants since only the pantyhose were holding it in place. I solved that problem easily by using a little duct tape to replace those diaper tapes that wouldn’t stick anymore. Problem solved. And every time I had to remove that diaper for the rest of the day when I went back into the house to the bathroom, all it took was a little more tape when I came back outside to fix the problem.

	With nothing else to do, my woodworking project came a long way that day, and I was feeling very good and satisfied with the way everything was coming out.

	Since I knew that…you know who…worked late, I only braved going back into the house when I absolutely had to. And when night-time fell, I waited until it was dark so that there would be no chance of the neighbours noticing my lovely shoes. I stuck another dinner in the microwave for myself and ate it in front of the TV like I usually did. I laid back on the couch and fell sound asleep from exhaustion.

	Sometime later, a loud angry knocking, along with my doorbell ringing over and over at the same time, brought me awake. The urgency of it had me running to the front door, despite my stupid locked–on heels. I was praying that it would be Ashley out there and nobody else.

	“What took you so long?” she complained as she hurried in. “It’s freezing out there.”

	“It wasn’t long and I can’t move very fast in these heels!” I shot back. “Now where’s the damn keys?”

	“Go to hell!” she said angrily and stomped off toward the guestroom.

	“Ashley!” I could tell though that she was angry about something. I finally got to the guestroom. “Ashley. I want those keys!”

	“Do you know who called me on my way home from work? Dodo breath!” “Dodo breath?”

	“Shit head!” she replied angrily.

	Oh. Chris. Just as I suspected.

	“Do you know what he told me? He said that he had talked to you earlier today, and you had told him that he was right about everything, and that I should just go right back to him and say I was sorry!”

	“I did nothing of the sort!” I told her.

	“You bastard! You know what a manipulating shit–face he can be!”

	“But I didn’t!”

	“You know how I feel about him. All he cares about is himself and no one else! No one! And he treats me like nothing but a piece of shit!”

	“Ashley, I didn’t tell him that at all!”

	“And we both already know that you lie! Get out!” she screamed at me. She suddenly rushed at me and pushed me straight back out of the room. She pushed me so hard that I tripped in those damn heels and fell backwards to the floor. “Just for that, you can spend another night in those damn shoes! Now leave me alone!” She slammed the door in my face.

	“But Ashley, I didn’t say any of that to him. None of it!” “Lier!” She yelled back through the closed door.

	I could hear her crying in there. I picked myself up off the floor. Now what was I going to do? I was going to be stuck in those heels for yet another night. How? I could barely manage it last night. How was I going to make it through another night like that? But…what choice did I have?

	I went through the house turning off lights and locking the place up. I headed for my bedroom and got undressed behind my locked door. I peed, and this time had to replace the diaper I was wearing with another one since all the duct tape I had used on it earlier had pretty much destroyed the outer cover of the thing. And I went to bed, still in those damn heels. This time though, I didn’t hump the bed. I was too exhausted. Too upset. But eventually, I did fall asleep.

	How, I don’t know, but somehow I managed to sleep through the entire night. There was a dull ache in my feet, but it was more like they were both feeling numb. I got out of bed and headed for my bathroom to pee. I had spent so much time in those stupid five inch heels now that walking in them was starting to feel normal. Not having any duct tape inside the house, I had to use the pantyhose to hold the diaper in place again. Then I got dressed in the same work clothes I had worn the day before. I opened my bedroom door and went out.

	I was surprised to see that her bedroom door was open and she wasn’t in it. The bathroom door was open as well. I found her in my office looking at my computer, which pissed me off. “How did you get into my computer? I didn’t give you the password.”

	“Oh,” she said. “What password? I didn’t turn it off the last time I used it, so all I had to do was wake it up.”

	And then I saw what she was looking at – all the web places I went to day after day to look at humiliating things that turned me on. I simply had my own stimulating situation to keep my mind occupied yesterday so I had never even gone into the office. “Ashley, please stop looking at that stuff. That’s my private stuff.”

	“It’s not yours and it’s not private,” she replied. “It’s all just out there on the web for anyone to see.”

	“But that’s all my…”

	“What? You’re embarrassed by what you look at?” She laughed. “Trust me, you should be! Damn you’re sick!”

	“I already know that,” I told her. “Now please just leave that stuff alone and give me the keys so I can get out of these shoes.”

	“No!” she replied all too firmly. “You told butt–head next door that you agreed with him.” “I did not!”

	“And we both know that you lie whenever you think it suits you!”

	“But I didn’t!”

	“Tough! I don’t believe you. And besides.” She stopped to smile all too wickedly at me. “I’m still finding this totally hilarious. You’re stuck in those ridiculous heels, and you can’t get out of them no matter how much you want to. And obviously you really do want out of them. So Mister Mike, do you find that situation humiliating? Huh?”

	Oh how I hated that wicked smile of hers. I turned and left the office and headed for the kitchen to make some coffee. Damn girl!

	A minute later, she was sitting at the kitchen table. “So what’s for breakfast?” she asked.

	“I’m making coffee right now. There’s cereal in the pantry if you want some. The bowls are in the cabinet up there.”

	“I don’t drink coffee,” she told me. “I hate it!”

	“So find something else!”

	“And I’m a guest here,” she said, “so you can bring me my breakfast.”

	“You’re only here because you thought I said you could stay…when I didn’t! Get your own damn breakfast.”

	“But I am staying, so I am your guest. Besides, I saw an awful lot of that stuff you look at on the web. And most of it was all about making men like you serve women like me.” “Men like me?”

	“Sissies.”

	“I’m not…”

	“Oh come on! You like wearing women’s things. You like wearing diapers…although I can’t figure that one out yet. So you’re a sissy. And the fact that you seem to like being humiliated so much is another reason you should do what I want. So…I want some breakfast. And not cereal. Make me something.”

	“What?”

	“You heard me, make me something. Sissy!” I stared at her in disbelief.

	“Or do you want me to take those keys straight over to Chris?”

	Oh how I hated that wicked smile of hers. Damn her! I turned and headed angrily for the refrigerator. “I’ve only got two eggs left,” I told her. “I wasn’t able to go shopping, because you wouldn’t give me back those damn keys!”

	She laughed. “I’m sure you could have gone to the store if you really wanted to. You went to Arby’s that night.”

	“That was different!”

	“Not to me.”

	Damn her! I set about making her breakfast. I made her breakfast, but nothing for me. Not only did I not have enough eggs, but I didn’t exactly feel much like eating. It was no wonder she and Chris argued all the time.

	“So what are your plans for the day?” she asked while she was eating.

	“That depends,” I said. “Are you going to give me the keys back?”

	“Absolutely not!” she told me. “I’m sure I’ve got plenty of good reasons not to, but I’m still finding it too hilarious that you’ve been stuck in those crazy shoes since Friday night. That and the fact that you really do love being humiliated. I simply find it all too funny. So are you going shopping today?”

	“Not on your life!” I hissed. “Which is starting to become more of a possibility.”

	“Don’t threaten!” she warned. “Be nice to me or you’ll never get those keys back. I’m simply enjoying the situation. And I have no doubt at all that you are too. You just act like you don’t.”

	“I don’t. It’s gone too far. Too long. I never do things like this for more than a few hours.”

	“Well now you have. And you’re still doing it. So…you’re welcome. I’m helping you out. So what are you doing today?”

	“Not…going shopping.”

	“Oh,” she said disappointedly. Then she seemed to brighten. “At least not this time.” I didn’t want to get into that with her.

	“So what are you doing?”

	“Why would you want to know?”

	“I don’t know. Just wondering.”

	“If you’re not going to give me those keys, then I’m not leaving here. I’ll probably go back out to my shop and keep working on my printer stand. That’s where I was all day yesterday.” “You were?”

	“All day!”

	“How’s it coming?”

	“Good,” I told her. “So far, I’m very happy with it.” “Great,” she said.

	A little while later, she finished eating. “I’m going to take a shower. Don’t forget to clean the kitchen before you go outside…Sissy!” With a laugh, she walked away.

	Once again I had more than enough reason to hate that girl!

	––––– o0o –––––

	I was working again on my printer table, sanding it and preparing it for the finishing work, when the door to my workshop suddenly opened and she hurried in. She was holding her long sweater closed with her hand. She came in and closed the door. “It’s nice and warm in here,” she said as she released her sweater and shook her hair out.

	“It takes a while to get it heated up,” I replied, “but the heater does a good job.” “So how’s it going?” she asked.

	“Pretty good,” I told her. “I’m almost done sanding and I should be ready to start staining it in a little while.”

	She seemed to look carefully at what I had created. “Nice,” she said.

	I had no idea why she was there or what she could possibly want now, but unless she was finally going to hand over those keys, I’d just as soon have her gone. “Was there something you needed?” I asked.

	“No. Just checking to see what you were doing.”

	I went back to my sanding while she started looking around my shop.

	“You’ve got a lot of stuff in here,” she said.

	“Not really,” I told her. “I don’t usually buy any new tools unless I need them for something.”

	“I’m waiting for turd–face next door to leave,” she said. “Then I need to go back and grab a few more of my clothes. “I need something clean to wear today, and a clean pair of scrubs for tomorrow.”

	“How about finding a new place to live?” I asked. “Didn’t you ask any of your friends?”

	“Yesterday was a bitch at work,” she said. “I never got the chance. But I did text Amanda about it. Unfortunately, her boyfriend has one of his friends staying in their extra room now. So I have to keep looking.”

	I just hoped she’d find someplace soon.

	She sat on my stool for a while and watched me sanding…which pretty much kept me from sitting down and taking a load off my feet. Finally, I think she got bored and left. I sat down immediately and wiggled my feet in the air. Ahhh! Such a relief.

	When I went into the house at lunchtime, she was wearing something different. “I see you got your clothes,” I mentioned.

	“Yeah. As long as he’s not there, I have no problem. I just don’t ever want to see him again – for anything! By the way. How come you have a guest room, but there’s no dresser in it? No drawers for me to put any of my stuff in?”

	“I’ve never had anyone use that room before,” I told her. “And I wasn’t planning on you staying there either. And besides,” I pointed out, “you were only supposed to be here for one night!”

	“Well…that didn’t work out,” she replied. “I’m working on it though.” I could only hope!

	“So what’s for lunch?”

	“Peanut butter and jelly sandwiches!” I told her. “Because that’s about all I have left!”

	“You should go to the store this afternoon.”

	“Are you going to give me those keys back?”

	“Absolutely not!” she replied with all too big of a grin.

	“Then I’m not going to the store!”

	“Do you have any soup instead?”

	“I’ll look,” I replied, all too exasperated with her. I wound up heating up two cans of vegetable soup for the two of us. After not having anything for breakfast, I was pretty hungry myself.

	After lunch, I finished staining my printer stand and headed back into the house. She was sitting in front of the TV texting. I could only hope she was trying to find a place to live so she could get out of my hair.

	“Man you’ve got a lot of panties,” she said as I walked past, heading for my bedroom to change.

	I stopped dead, not believing what I had just heard. “What?”

	“You’ve got a lot of panties.” She giggled. “Nice ones. Sexy!”

	“You’ve been going through my drawers again?”

	“Sure. It was fun. Besides, I saw most of what you had the other night. I was curious, so I started looking around. By the way, you’re almost out of diapers.”

	“I know! Why did you go through my things? That’s my stuff. My private stuff.” “Like I said, I was curious,” she replied as she went back to texting.

	“Damn it!” I muttered as I continued on toward my bedroom. “Where are you going?” she called.

	“To change! I can’t do anything out there until the stain dries.”

	“When will that be?”

	“I probably won’t be able to do anything more with it until tomorrow night.”

	“So you aren’t going to be doing anymore woodworking today?”

	“No.”

	She jumped up from the couch. “Good. Then what are you going to wear?”

	“I don’t know. Clothes!”

	She giggled. “Let’s go see!”

	I stopped where I was. “What?”

	“I want to see what you’re going to wear. No!” she said as her face suddenly lit up. She pushed her way past me into my room. “I want to pick out what you’ll wear myself!”

	“No!” I shouted. What was up with this girl? But all she did was laugh and head straight into my closet. “What are you doing?”

	“Figuring out what I want you to wear.”

	“I’ll put on what I want. Not what you want!”

	“Tough!” she said. “Besides, you love being humiliated remember? And I think it’s totally funny.” She stopped looking at my clothes and turned to me. “Hey, how come you don’t have one of those silly ridiculous looking maids dresses like they show in so many of the pictures on the internet? You know, the ones with the really short skirts?”

	“Because I don’t! Why would I ever want something like that?”

	“I don’t know. I guess because they seem to be so popular with guys like you. So many of them seem to love cleaning house in them.”

	“I’m not interested!”

	“Sure you are!” She smiled that stupid wicked smile at me again as she continued pawing through my clothes.

	“Ashley…stop!”

	“Nope! I’m having too much fun, and you’re going to do what I tell you to.”

	“No!”

	“Besides,” she said, looking at me again, “admit it. You love the humiliation of me bossing you around.”

	“No!”

	“Admit it!” she said more sternly.

	“No! I told you…”

	“Admit it!” she yelled with a look of total anger on her face.

	“Okay, maybe a little. But I don’t…”

	“There! That’s all settled now,” she said as she went back to looking through my closet. “You’ve just admitted that you like being humiliated by me bossing you around, so stop putting up so much of a fuss.” She looked at my two dresses and each of my skirts. “We’ve just got to get you one of those dresses.”

	“What dresses?”

	“The silly maid’s dresses.”

	“Oh.” Why did everything seem to go so wrong around this girl? Believe me, my sympathies were quickly siding totally with Chris!

	“Here,” she said as she took my tight short black skirt and threw it at me. “Put that on the bed.” I stood there with the skirt in my hands.

	“I said put it on the bed!” she yelled.

	I rolled my eyes in exasperation and took the skirt far enough to toss it onto my bed.

	“Start getting undressed,” she called from my closet before I had a chance to get back.

	“Get undressed?”

	She poked her head out of the closet. “If I have to tell you again, then I’m sure you’ll enjoy some kind of punishment for not doing what I said. Isn’t that the way all those websites said it should be done?”

	“But this isn’t…”

	“Don’t argue! Now get undressed!”

	Totally exasperated, I removed my shirt and undershirt and struggled to get my pants off over my shoes while she carried my long sleeved white button–down blouse out of the closet and threw it on the bed with the skirt. She watched me struggling with my pants before she went to the bottom drawer of my dresser. I saw her pull out a bra and my birdseed breast forms. She threw them on the bed then watched me finally get my pants off. “Is that some kind of tape on your diaper?” she asked, looking closer through the top of my pantyhose.

	“Yes. Since the tapes won’t stick again after I pull them apart, then I have to use some duct tape from the shop to hold the diaper together again.

	“Why did you take it off in the first place?”

	“To go to the bathroom of course! I don’t want to wet the thing. I don’t want to wear it at all!”

	“I’ll bet you’re lying to me again,” she said. “I know you like wearing them. And next time…use the diaper like you’re supposed to! Now where do you buy your diapers?” she asked. “You need more.”

	“On line.”

	“Why? Why don’t you just go to one of the stores and buy them?”

	“Aside from the fact that it’s embarrassing…” I told her somewhat angrily, “they don’t sell diapers like that in any of the stores around here.”

	“They don’t?”

	“No!”

	She seemed very disappointed. “Too bad,” she said. “That would have been fun.” Thank God they didn’t sell anything at all like that…anywhere that I knew of.

	“We’ll order more for you tonight,” she said.

	I didn’t bother replying. I was still trying to figure out how to get out of all of this, as well as figure out where my life suddenly went so wrong. Well, I guess that last part was easy. It went wrong the minute I opened my front door and let her in.

	“Now let me see you do your makeup,” she said as I noticed her trying to stifle another laugh. Oh, she was really getting too much!

	“Suppose I don’t want to!” I replied angrily.

	She laughed again. “Sure you do. I know you do. You already admitted you like being humiliated by me. So don’t argue. And besides, the more you argue, the more reason I have to find some funny way to punish you later. Isn’t that what all you sissies like? And don’t say you don’t! I saw tons of stuff in there about sissy punishment, and humiliating punishment, and baby punishment. By the way, what does ABDL stand for?”

	“Adult Baby Diaper Lover.”

	“Oh. I guess that’s you!” And she laughed again. “Now makeup time. Go!”

	 


Chapter 05.

	 

	Yes I was wearing makeup. Yes I had put it on in front of her…while she laughed at me and told me how terrible I was at it…not to mention telling me how ridiculous I looked in it. Yes I was wearing my bra with the birdseed breast forms. And yes I was wearing my white button down blouse. But no, I wasn’t wearing the black skirt…or any skirt at all…or anything at all that would cover my diaper. In fact, she even had me pull the top part of my pantyhose down far enough so she could see my whole diaper.

	“Now don’t forget, this time I want to see you wetting yourself…right in front of me! Got that…sissy?” I didn’t know what to say to that, so I just glared angrily at her. “Now get back to work!”

	I was very aware of her watching me as I sorted clothes and threw them into the washer. I was glad when she finally left me alone. I put the detergent in and set the machine for what type of load it was…and she came back, dumping all her laundry at my feet.

	“Don’t forget mine,” she said with all too big of a grin.

	I almost hit her.

	Laundry. Clean her bathroom. Make her bed. Clean the kitchen. And cook dinner…this time it really was peanut butter and jelly sandwiches. And every time I sat down, whether she liked it or not because my feet hurt so much, she was all over me until I stood back up again.

	“Oh boy I’m going to need to find a real punishment for you tonight,” she threatened over and over again. I seriously hoped she was kidding.

	Clean the kitchen after dinner – not that there was anything to clean after peanut butter and jelly, but she had me go over the entire kitchen again while she watched. Iron ALL her laundry, before making me continue to stand there and iron all of mine! Hang all of her things neatly in her closet before putting away my things. And make damn sure I wasn’t sitting down at all. And through all that, she kept checking my diaper to make sure I hadn’t wet it yet!

	“We really should have made you drink more with dinner,” she told me when I had gone so long without wetting myself.

	The truth was, I was in agony over having to pee. I just didn’t want to tell her that, because I didn’t want to do it in front of her. But eventually she noticed me squirming – as little as I was doing it.

	“You’ve got to pee!” she declared all too joyously.

	“Maybe a little.”

	“Looks like more than a little to me,” she said as she grabbed me by the arm and led me straight to the middle of my living room. “Now wait till I say you can,” she told me.

	Wait? I thought she wanted me to do it as soon as possible.

	“Now let’s see,” she said as she stood back and studied me. “How do I want you to do this?”

	Huh? “What do you mean? There’s only one way I can wet myself.”

	“That’s not what I mean, so hold it till I say you can go!” She studied me some more. “Okay, try spreading your legs.” I moved my feet apart some.

	“Wider! A lot wider!”

	In those heels, with my feet hurting enough to nearly make me pass out, I did the best I could. “Okay? Can I get this over with now?”

	“Nope. I’m still not satisfied.”

	“But I can’t spread my legs any wider in these heels!” “Oh, your legs are okay, it’s the rest of you I don’t like.” The rest of me?

	“Stick your thumb in your mouth and suck on it like a big baby,” she suggested.

	“What?”

	“Oh good! Another reason to make your punishment even worse.”

	“What punishment?”

	“The punishment for so many things that I told you to do and you put up a fuss. Now stick that thumb in your mouth!” 

	Unsure of everything, I stuck my thumb in my mouth.

	“Hmmm,” she said as she stared at me. “Better, but still not good. Suck that thumb harder.” She watched me for a moment to make sure I was doing that. “Now take your other hand and put it on top of your head.” Uncertainly, I did just that. “Can you bend your knees a little?”

	I tried, but it was nearly impossible. She sighed and shook her head. “I guess it will just have to do. Now go ahead. Wet yourself. And don’t you dare move anything until I say you can!”

	In that position, with my legs spread wide, it was even more difficult to keep from wetting myself, so it took me no time at all before I was flooding my diaper. And since I had held it so long, I mean flooding. The pee came out of me and filled my diapers all around…and then began leaking out the leg openings.

	“You’re leaking!” she exclaimed.

	I pulled my thumb from my mouth. “That’s because…”

	“Get that thumb back in your mouth and suck on it. That’s another reason to punish you! Now don’t move until I say you can!”

	She watched me for a few moments, staring mostly at my crotch. I could feel a few rivulets of pee running down each of my legs. And then I saw her face turn positively evil…again. “You bad, bad boy. You wet yourself!”

	“But…”

	“Stick that thumb back in your mouth and don’t say a word, you bad baby! Suck on that thumb like the infant brain that you are!” She walked around me, feeling my wet diaper in the front and the back. “I think it’s punishment time,” she said while she was still behind me. “Now, what’s a good punishment for a big sissy idiot like you?”

	She came back in front of me and looked at me. I felt totally ridiculous standing there the way I was…and I was getting more nervous now because it seemed she was intent on doing something to punish me…for what, I really didn’t know…or care. I only knew I felt ridiculous…and my feet were truly killing me.

	And then I saw her face go from puzzlement, to delight. “I know,” she said. “You stay right there like that. Don’t move a muscle!”

	And she took off. What the hell was going on? Was she really going to punish me? And was I really going to let her punish me? That was the bigger question. I was still contemplating that when she ran back into the living room.

	“Darn!” she exclaimed as she looked at me. “You didn’t move. I was sure I’d have another excuse to punish you for moving when I told you not to.”

	Okay, she was seriously demented! It was then that I realized she had taken a roll of scotch tape from my desk. What the hell was she going to do with that? Unfortunately, I found out. “Okay,” she said. “Hands behind your back.”

	She was right when she called me an idiot, because I did just that…and the horror of it hit me when I felt her quickly wrapping that thin scotch tape around and around my wrists. Binding them behind me. When she was done, I tried to break the tape, but it wasn’t budging. I didn’t get a chance to try very long at all though.

	“Okay,” she said. “Get your ass over to that wall!”

	I nearly fell when she pushed me, trying to get my aching feet under me again so I could walk. And when I did, she pushed me from behind, face first, right up against the wall.

	“Stay there,” she said as she took her hand off my back. She moved around beside me. “Touch your nose to the wall!” Oh God!

	“Higher! I want to see how high you can reach with your nose.”

	And then to make matters worse, she stuck her finger under my nose and lifted it until I couldn’t manage anymore.

	“Now hold still!” she told me.

	And then I felt her sliding something small and odd–shaped between my nose and the wall. And suddenly she moved her hand away.

	“There!” she said delightedly. “Now you hold that paperclip right there while I figure out how I should punish you.”

	I nearly died. This wasn’t the punishment?

	“And don’t you dare let it fall or I’ll make you stand there holding it for a full hour right there – before I punish you!”

	At that point, I wasn’t sure of anything. An hour of this before she punished me? Wasn’t this bad enough? I was now getting so frightened of her, I dared not do as she said. And why the hell was she giggling behind me? Okay, that part I knew. She was demented. Totally evilly demented! That alone scared me.

	“I can’t tell you how funny you look right now,” she said. “So funny that I’m finding it hard to think about how I should go about punishing you.”

	“Don’t!” I said into the wall, doing my best to not let that paperclip fall. “Isn’t this bad enough?”

	“Oh no!” she said as if what I was doing was almost nothing. “That’s just a little something to keep you busy while I’m thinking.”

	Keep me busy? I’d been busy all day! Especially since I came back into the house!

	“Now let’s see. The punishment should fit the crime. But in this case, you’ve got too many crimes to mention. “Lying to me. Not doing what I say when I tell you to…and I guess that should include moving or saying something when I told you not to. Refusing to admit how much you love me humiliating you. Complaining about things. Oh, and arguing back with me. That’s a big no–no! And of course, wetting yourself like a big baby. So, I think we’ve got most of the worst of your crimes, at least the ones I can remember right now. So the question is, how should we deal with them?”

	With my feet hurting so badly, I was really struggling now to hold that paperclip in place. I started trying to move my feet, one at a time just slightly to take the weight off of them.

	“What are you doing? Hold still!”

	“I can’t. My feet are killing me!”

	“Tough! Oh…” And then I felt her come up behind me. “Put your feet together,” she ordered. And then she was kneeling down behind me. Before I knew it, she was wrapping that same stupid tape around and around my ankles, binding them together like she had done with my hands. “There, that should help.”

	Help? She had just made matters worse for me. I tried to move my feet, but most of the possible motion was now impossible.

	“Now. What shall we do with you?” she said. “Hmmmm.”

	I heard her wander quietly around the living room. If this wasn’t her punishment, then she was certainly taking her damn sweet time figuring out what to do next. And just then, I couldn’t imagine anything worse than the torture I was enduring.

	“Stay there!” she suddenly said, and then she was gone. I heard the door to the porch opening, and closing. I was guessing she had gone out back. She was gone so long I was starting to wonder if I dared take my nose away from the wall. I desperately wanted to move my feet since they were in absolute agony. While she was away, I kept pulling at my bound wrists, trying to get some relief for them, but nothing was working for me…anywhere! I was just about to give up and let that paperclip go, when I heard her coming back again. Fear kept me rooted to the wall.

	“Still there?” she said as she came over right to me and checked to make sure the paperclip was still there. “Good boy! For a change. Now you stay right there. I’ll be right back.”

	She was gone again. Between my feet and trying to hold still and keep that damn paperclip where it was with my nose, I was in absolute agony. If I could have taken a step backwards, I would have, even if that damn clip fell to the floor. I didn’t even care. But with my ankles taped like that, I couldn’t take a step in any direction. I was pretty much rooted to that one spot. So holding the clip to the wall with my nose was the least of my worries…right after my feet…which came right after worrying about whatever Ashley would do next!

	It was a few minutes before she finally came back again, and when she did, she immediately checked the paperclip under my nose. “Still a good boy!” she said with a laugh. “I’m not sure I believe it.”

	To tell the truth, I didn’t believe it myself.

	“Now hold still and keep that paperclip there,” she told me. And then she was gone again, this time to somewhere inside the house. But she was back again less than a minute later. I sensed her kneeling down behind me, and then I felt the tape binding my ankles being cut. Once she did that, she started pulling it off.

	“Uh–oh!” she said. “Sorry. I think you’re going to need some new pantyhose. Taking the tape off put a run in them. Sorry,” she repeated again.

	I didn’t reply. Instead, I moved my feet what little I was still able while keeping that clip to the wall with my nose. And then I felt her come up beside me, and literally taking that clip out from under my nose. “You can relax now,” she told me.

	I did, what little I could actually move. It was a relief, but not that much.

	“Into your bedroom now,” she ordered. She gave me a little push in that direction, but I went gratefully. Not grateful for whatever she had planned in my room, but grateful to be away from that wall, and grateful to be able to move my damn feet again! Ouch! Major agony!

	I got to my room and saw nothing, but she kept pushing. “Into your bathroom!” she said. My feet never stopped moving…or hurting. I got to my bathroom, and saw the roll of duct tape from my shop sitting on the counter next to the sink. That didn’t exactly bode well in my mind…not that anything would. But what did she need it for if my hands were already taped behind my back?

	“Kneel down and then lay over the side of the tub,” she ordered.

	I would have rather taken a shower, but at least kneeling down took the weight off my aching feet. I just wasn’t too sure about this vulnerable position I was now in…with my wet diapered backside pretty much sticking straight up into the air.

	“I couldn’t find any rope out there,” she told me, “so I had to grab this.” I was guessing the duct tape.

	“Hmm. Now how the heck am I going to do this?” It was a moment before she said, “Oh well, we’ll just have to try this instead.”

	With that, I felt her messing with my already taped up wrists, wrapping the duct tape around them this time. And then after several layers, I felt her climbing over me into the tub, and pulling hard on that tape bringing my hands up toward my head, which pretty much pulled me a little further over the side of the tub and forced my head lower into it so it was practically touching the bottom. I couldn’t see what she was doing, but I heard her ripping the tape off, pulling harder on it, and then finally leaving the tub…but my arms were still pulled and stretched up all too torturously behind me. I realized she must have fastened the other end of the tape to the soap holder built into the tub wall.

	With her behind me now, I suddenly felt her pulling my pantyhose down to my ankles. I would have much rather had them completely off, along with my shoes, but that wasn’t to be. And then she was messing with my wet diaper, unfastening it, and taking it off of me. She threw it into the tub and pulled it so it was right underneath my head. I had to do my best to hold my head as far away from it as I could…which wasn’t very far. With my nose so close to it, I couldn’t help but smell the pee soaked thing. Awful!

	“There,” she said, sounding satisfied. “Much better!”

	Not to my thinking. She was gone again, out of the bathroom for a few minutes, and then I heard her come back.

	“Miss me?”

	I said nothing – purposely. How could I miss a monster like her? All of a sudden, something hit my naked backside with a loud slap – and it stung. “Ouch! Hey…that hurts!” I said angrily.

	She giggled. “It’s supposed to dummy. How the hell can it be a punishment, and how the hell can you learn anything, if it doesn’t?”

	“What the hell was that?”

	“Your belt, of course.”

	“My belt?”

	“Hasn’t your father ever taken his belt to you when you were growing up?”

	“Not that I remember.”

	Well maybe he should have. Maybe you would have learned something.”

	She laughed, and suddenly that stinging pain hit me again. “Ouch, damn it. Stop!”

	“Not on your life! Now hold still.”

	With that, she began hitting me with that belt over and over again. Both sides of my backside, and seemingly all over it. “Stop! Stop!” I yelled.

	“Oh shut up, you big baby. I’m just trying to get it all a nice shade of red before we start.”

	“Stop!” I yelled again. But she didn’t stop. Not for another few minutes. Now, not only were my feet in total agony, so was my backside.

	“That hurt!” I complained once the beating had finally ended.

	“Stupid sissy! It’s supposed to!”

	“Well it does!”

	“Good! Now that we’ve got you warmed up, it’s time for your real lesson!” My real lesson? That wasn’t it?

	“Now,” she said. “Let’s see. I seem to remember that you have a real problem with honesty. Lying to me. So I want you to tell me ten times that you’ll never lie to me again. I think that should be sufficient.”

	“Okay. I’ll never lie to you again,” I said quickly.

	“That’s the general idea,” she replied, “but I haven’t started hitting you yet. Wait till I tell you to start, then say it ten times. Ready?”

	“No!”

	But she started swinging the belt again and the stinging punishment continued on my backside.

	“No!” I screamed.

	“Okay, I’m waiting,” she said as she kept hitting me. “Ten times now.”

	Ugh! “Okay! I’ll never lie to you again. I’ll never lie to you again…” Ten times I said it as fast as I could. But she was still swinging that belt at me.

	“Was that ten?” she asked as she continued to hit me.

	“Yes! Now stop!”

	“I’m not sure,” she said, continuing to swat my backside punishingly. “Do it again, and this time promise you won’t lie instead.”

	I was hurting and desperate! “Stop! Stop!” I pleaded, but she didn’t stop. “I promise I’ll never lie to you again,” I said as quickly as I could. “I promise…” Once again I did it ten times. I was so relieved when she finally stopped hitting me.

	She leaned over top of me. “Now,” she said. “See to it that you keep your promise! Or I promise I’ll make you wish you had!”

	“Okay! I promise!” I replied. “Now let me up!”

	“Up? No way? We’ve only just started. That was just for one of your crimes.”

	“No! No more!”

	“Oops! There’s another one,” she said all too quickly. “Complaining about things and arguing with me. You’re going to need to learn not to argue and just do what I say – without complaining! So here we go again. When I tell you to start, I want you to promise never to argue with me or complain about what I want again. Ready?” Before I could say no, she was hitting me again. “Okay, I’m waiting,” she said after she had slapped me three times.

	“I promise not to argue with you or complain again. I promise not to…” Ten times. Fortunately, this time she was counting and she stopped hitting me as soon as I finished the last one. I was in agony! “Please…”

	“Are you going to argue or complain again? Now?”

	“No!”

	“Oh good. Then you must want me to continue. Don’t worry, that was my plan.”

	Oh, she was a demented horror! “I hurt!”

	“Good! It’s supposed to. Now let’s see. What else was there? Oh yeah. Me telling you to do something, and you not doing it. So let’s see. This time I want you to promise to always do what I tell you with no questions asked and no fuss. Got that? No questions asked and no fuss. Now here we go again.”

	Once again she started hitting me and my burning backside erupted in worse pain. “I’m waiting.”

	“I promise to do what you tell me with no fuss and no questions asked. I promise to do what you tell me with no fuss and no questions asked. I promise…” As fast as I could spit the words out, I did my best to get through it. Which was difficult since there seemed to be too many words to say and I kept getting tongue twisted from the pain she was inflicting. But once again she stopped as soon as I had finished saying it ten times. I was in such pain that I lowered my head at the relief of her no longer hitting me, and my forehead went right down onto that piss filled diaper under it. I didn’t even care.

	“Very good,” she said. “Now I think we’re finally getting somewhere, and your backside is getting a really interesting shade of dark red and purple. Which I guess brings us to one of the biggest problems that you’ve got. Not admitting how much you really love it when I humiliate you. Now for this one, I want you tell me that you really love being humiliated, and how much you really love me humiliating you…oh, and that you want me to keep doing it. Got that? You really love being humiliated. You love me humiliating you. And you want me to keep humiliating you whenever I can. That should do it I think. No, wait! For this one I want to hear it twenty times, not ten. Ready?”

	“No!”

	“Are you arguing or do you need time to figure out what to say? Because if you’re arguing, then I think we need to go back and revisit that one a little better.” “No! I’m not arguing!” I said quickly.

	“Good! Then let’s start. Maybe me blistering your hind end a little more will give you some incentive to make this sound good.” With that, she started hitting me again, extra hard!

	“Oooouch!”

	“That’s not what I want to hear! Now start talking and I’ll tell you if it’s acceptable or not.” “Aaaah!” I screamed.

	“I’m waiting.”

	“I…love being humiliated,” I breathed through the pain as she continued hitting even harder than before. “And I like it when you humiliate me…oouch! And I want you to keep doing it.”

	“I don’t know she said as she kept hitting me. “I’m not that thrilled with it. Don’t use the word like, use love instead. Oh, and please add something about how much being humiliated by me actually turns you on. That sounds good, doesn’t it? Now try it again.”

	My brain was becoming foggy from all the pain. I desperately wanted her to stop hitting me. But telling her that was against everything she was trying to pound into me. I had no choice. “Um…I love being humiliated,” I said through my pain. “And I…love it when you humiliate me. It really…turns me on. So please keep humiliating me.”

	“That’s one,” she said. “Not too bad. Now let’s try number two.

	“I love being humiliated. It really turns me on. I love it when you humiliate me, so please keep doing it.”

	“I’ll accept that as number two. Just try to make it sound more sincere.”

	I have no idea how long it took me, because there were many times I either forgot something, or she didn’t like the way I said it, but by the time I finally made twenty and she stopped hitting me, I was nauseous and nearly ready to pass out.

	“There!” she said as soon as she had stopped hitting me. I think that was very instructional. Don’t you? Now hopefully we won’t have to punish you again for any of that. And if we do, then I’m sure I can find some way to make it even more memorable.”

	I was hyperventilating and gasping for breath with my head resting right on that disgusting piss filled diaper. My backside was absolutely on fire. And she was a nurse? Dedicated to relieving people’s suffering? Not from what I could see. I pitied any patients that had her tending to them.

	“Now,” she said, “I think that just leaves us with one more infraction we’ve got to address.

	Not more! Please no more! I just dared not say anything aloud. I had no idea what she was going to punish me for now, but I knew it was coming. I stayed there gasping for breath when I felt her doing something with the tape that held my hands pulled up so strenuously.

	All of a sudden, the tape that was holding them snapped and my still bound hands snapped down and rubbed against my raw backside, bringing relief to my shoulders, and further pain to my bottom. But she was back quickly, this time attacking all the tape that held my wrists together. I realized after a moment that she was using scissors. A few seconds later, the tape was cut and she was pulling it off of my skin. My hands were free – finally! I brought them into the tub near my head and did my best to move them to get the kinks out.

	“Okay,” she said. “Out of there and lay down on the floor.”

	I guess she wasn’t going to punish me after all. At least, I was hoping she wasn’t. I pried myself out of that tub, glad to be out of there, glad to be able to move, and glad to no longer have that pee soaked diaper in my face.

	“Lay on your back,” she told me.

	I was glad to do that, until I felt my raw backside hit the cold floor under me. “Oooww!” I quickly moved to my side.

	“I said on your back! I know it hurts. It’s supposed to!”

	Florence Nightingale, she wasn’t. Once on my back, she told me to stay put for a few minutes while she left me. After the beating she had just given me, I was glad to do just that. The part I wasn’t glad about was when she came back…with diapers in her hands.

	“We’ve really got to get more of these things for you tonight,” she said. “You’ve only got one left after this.”

	I said nothing to that.

	“Now,” she said. “How the heck do you put two of these things on, and get them both to soak up your silly pee? All this plastic is in the way.”

	I sighed. “You’ve got to cut a bunch of slits all over the first diaper so it can leak through,” I told her.

	“Oh!” she said brightly. “Fortunately, I’ve got scissors right here.” Oh goody – not!

	I laid there with my bottom in absolute agony, trying to recover while she messed with the diapers. It was only then that I realized I was practically naked and my penis was fully on display. But somehow, that didn’t matter that much to me just then. At least it wasn’t the least bit hard. Not after that beating!

	“Okay,” she said as she held up one of the diapers. “Let’s see how this works.” She knelt down beside me. “Lift your bottom.” A minute later, she had that first diaper firmly on me. I realized that she seemed to know just what she was doing in putting it on, as if she’d had lots of experience doing it.

	“Hmm. Some of the stuffing is trying to come out through the slits,” she noted.

	“It’s okay,” I replied…even though I shouldn’t have said anything. “Just put the other one on.” Had I really told her to do that to me?

	Before I knew it, the second diaper was firmly in place. “There,” she said as she stood back up. “Now that’s your punishment for wetting yourself like a baby. You can just spend the rest of the night in those diapers. Now get up from there and pull your pantyhose up. I’ll go find that pink nightgown I saw in your drawer.”

	My nightgown. The silky thought of it actually sounded comforting. I struggled to my knees despite the pain in my backside that the pressure of the diaper was making worse. I gently touched my rear end all over with my hands. Sore! Excruciatingly sore! All over! And I knew it was going to stay that way for a while. From my knees, I could just see the top of the bathroom counter. My old brown belt was lying on it. I had never imagined getting hit with that thing could hurt so much. But then she had continually swatted my backside with it for an eternity. From the way I felt just then, it’s amazing she didn’t kill me!

	It was only as I was trying to stand up that I realized that I had forgotten all about how badly my feet were hurting. But now, trying to get to my feet in those five inch heels, brought it all back to me, and standing was more of a chore than ever.

	By the time I got up, she was standing in the bathroom doorway holding my pink satin nightgown in her hands. I pulled my pantyhose up all the way. The control–top upper part put even more pressure against my raw hurting backside, making it sting even worse.

	She brought the nightgown to me and slipped it over my head. I put my arms through the arm holes, and the thing slid down the length of my body to my knees. “Follow me to the kitchen,” she said. Then she turned and left.

	I’m not sure if I was in a state of shock, or acceptance, or what, but I know I was in somewhat of a daze as my feet seemed to turn and start walking slowly out of the bathroom. As I headed for the kitchen, I was not only aware of how my feet felt, but I was acutely aware of the pressure from my diapers and those pantyhose on my raw backside as well. Every step was another added torture back there.

	“There you are,” she said as I finally reached the kitchen. “Get yourself a big glass of water. And I mean big!” Ugh!

	“After that punishment, I’m sure you probably need it anyway.”

	I wasn’t sure. I did need a drink, but I didn’t want that much extra water in my system.

	Once I had filled my large glass with water, she told me to start drinking. I didn’t even think of arguing or not doing it. I simply put it to my lips and began gulping. When I had finished about half of it, she told me to refill the glass. I was only surprised she hadn’t made me drink the whole thing first.

	“Keep drinking,” she told me, “and lets go order you some new diapers.”

	Still dazed, I followed behind her to my office, carrying that big glass of water with me. She pulled my desk chair out for me to sit in, but I just stood there looking at it. I wasn’t at all sure I was ready to try sitting down yet.

	“Sit!” she commanded.

	So I did. Ouch! I stood up immediately, then tried settling myself into the chair more slowly. The chair was padded, but that certainly didn’t help the pain I felt sitting down. I not only winced at the pain, but I kept moving my padded rear end around trying to find a comfortable way to sit. There wasn’t one.

	“Now where do you buy your diapers from?”

	I woke up my computer and opened my web browser. I pulled down the link that led to the last place I had bought diapers. It was a big company, specializing in many things for adult babies, and they had a number of different brands. I started looking for the ad that had led me to buy the ones I had before.

	“What are you looking for?” she asked after a minute or two.

	“The diapers I bought were on a discontinuation sale. I’m seeing if they still have them.”

	“Discontinuation sale?”

	“Yeah. They were a lot cheaper.”

	“How about any of the other ones they have? Why don’t you look at those instead?”

	I dared not argue with her. I simply turned my mouse to the page listing all the different diapers for adult babies that they offered.

	“I didn’t expect this many,” she said. “What’s the difference in them?”

	I pointed my mouse at the first ones offered and opened the page that told all about them. One by one, she had me go down the entire list, and at the very bottom, there was the same diapers I had bought before, with the big letters “Discontinuation Sale” right so it couldn’t be missed.

	She had me open the listing to see the difference. “Wow,” she said. “No wonder they’re getting rid of them. They don’t seem to absorb much at all compared to even the worst of the others.”

	I said nothing. I had already figured that out months ago when I had bought them. There was a reason they were so cheap.

	“Go back to the top,” she said.

	I went back to the top of the list and let her look down it. She pointed her finger at the ones that were third from the top. “Let’s see those again.”

	I went back to the page telling about them. She looked over the description again. “Buy those!” she said. “According to what they say, they’re one of the thickest and most absorbent, and I love the cute designs all over them.” She giggled. “And when you wet them, some of those designs disappear so I can tell when you’re wet. I’m sure you’re going to look real cute in them.”

	I started adding them to my shopping cart, selecting a package that held twenty of them.

	“No! Get more,” she told me. She pointed at the screen. “They’ve got them in a whole case that holds eighty.”

	“When I buy them,” I said, “twenty usually lasts me six months to a year.” “Get the entire case!” she ordered in no uncertain terms.

	Like it or not, I select the case that I figured would give me a lifetime supply. I got up off my sore backside. Getting up now hurting as much as sitting down had.

	“Where are you going?”

	“I need my credit card,” I told her.

	“Oh. Okay.”

	I was back a few minutes later, and shortly after that, had purchased an entire large case of the damn things. And all I could think about as I did it, was the fact that she was making me buy so many…and she was supposed to be leaving – very soon! In fact, the sooner the better! “Very good,” she said. “Now finish your water and go to bed.”

	I picked up my water glass and started drinking again. “How about my shoes?” I asked as I paused for a breath of air. “Please take them off.”

	“Oh,” she said. “Are you sure you still want them off?”

	“Yes! My feet are killing me, not to mention my backside now, and I’ve got to go to work tomorrow.”

	“Well, if you’re sure, yeah. You can take them off.”

	“Can I have the keys?”

	“I don’t have them anymore.”

	I was aghast. “You took them over to Chris?”

	“No. After Friday night, I didn’t feel like carrying them around all the time, so I stuck them back in your bottom dresser drawer.” Oh God!

	 


Chapter 06.

	 

	Normalcy. I squirmed in my desk chair at work and practically breathed it in. I squirmed, because my backside was still absolutely raw! Spending the entire night in overly soaked diapers didn’t help that situation one bit. In fact, it only made it worse. Did I have diaper rash? I really couldn’t tell. I only knew I was awfully raw back there, and it hurt! Especially to sit on. But not sitting down wasn’t an option. I had to work, and if anyone noticed me standing at my desk instead of sitting, they might ask what was going on. But beyond that, I was at least physically away from Ashley now that I was at work and back in the “normal” world again. And I was very glad to be there…raw hurting backside or not.

	If I could have gotten away with it just then, I would have taken my shoes off, just for the pleasure of bending and stretching my feet whenever I wanted. And even there at work, I was very tempted to do just that. When I had gotten out of bed earlier that morning, I could still see the outline of my T–strap heels against the bare skin of my feet. That had been a horror I didn’t ever want to revisit again.

	And the perpetrator herself, the monster most people knew as Ashley, was still in my house, and was probably just then getting up out of bed. I had been extra quiet getting up and out of the house that morning. In fact I had gotten up earlier than usual and left the house earlier than usual just to avoid her. I had almost hit her car in my driveway as I backed out of the garage because it never even dawned on me that it would be there.

	I knew she had to go to work today, so she would be back late again. I was seriously thinking of leaving the front door open for her when she came home, and go to bed early just to avoid seeing her again. Anything – to avoid her! Talk about a nightmare. I figured I now needed to have a little talk with Chris just to express my sincere sympathies to him for putting up with her as long as he had. But my one biggest thought about Ashley just then was, would she finally find someplace new to stay – and how soon would she be moving out?

	I squirmed around in my seat again. There was absolutely no way I could sit comfortably at all. In fact, I now worried that just sitting on my raw bottom all day would make it even worse. But what choice did I have? I looked out through my open office door and didn’t see anybody moving around. Screw it! Most likely nobody would need me to get up from my desk anyway. I pushed my chair back, bent down, and untied my shoes. A moment later, they were off my feet and I was bending my toes and flexing my feet to my heart’s content. And since I had gone that far, I got up from my seat for a moment, removed my jacket and loosened my tie before sitting down again. Maybe my backside was going to keep me in pain all day, but I saw no reason why I couldn’t let my feet feel some semblance of pleasure. Scooting my chair up to my desk again, I did my best to put up with my painful backside and get to work.

	––––– o0o –––––

	I was taking no chances. After work I stopped and got myself a quick hamburger, then headed straight to the grocery store to stock up as fully as I could. And with every item I placed in my shopping cart, I prayed she’d be moving out as soon as possible – like tonight! Actually, I saw no reason why she should possibly need to be there past tomorrow afternoon. If she couldn’t move out tonight because she got home so late, then she was off all day tomorrow, giving her plenty of time to move out – while I was at work!

	I went home and put everything away. After that, I checked the house. Yes, she was gone. Yes, the guest bathroom was an absolute mess. Yes, her room was a mess and her bed wasn’t made. Yes, my computer was still logged into my account. And yes, I not only logged off of my computer, I shut the damn thing down! When I had gotten up that morning, I had simply thrown my pee soaked sheets into the washer, but didn’t dare start it for fear it might wake her up. I finally got that load of wash going and put another set of clean sheets on my bed. Since it was Monday night, I went around the house and collected everything from my few trash bins and took all the trash outside. Then I pulled the big trashcan out to the curb where it would be picked up sometime tomorrow.

	With my backside still raw and irritated, I changed clothes and went out to work on my printer stand for an hour – but no longer. I came back in and finished the wash, finally folding and putting away that set of now clean sheets. Then I wrote a note for Ashley, taping it to the outside of the front door. I purposely left the front door unlocked for her like the note said, and went to bed early – locking my bedroom door behind me. As much as I wanted to wear my silky nightgown like I usually did, I left it in the drawer. Even my bedroom door being locked didn’t keep me from being worried about her.

	It’s a good thing I had gone to bed so early. Once in bed, my mind refused to forget anything that had happened with her over the weekend at all. None of it! And consequently, I found myself doing what I usually did when I went to bed at night, I pulled three tissues from the box on my nightstand, wrapped them carefully around my now desperately hard cock, and I humped the bed for all I was worth to each and every one of those memories and images. And it was all fuelled even further by the irritation I still felt in my backside with every move I made. I came in one of the biggest rushes I could remember. Still recovering, I used those now nasty tissues to wipe myself off. As always, I set them on my nightstand out of the way, and went to sleep. Now that I had relieved myself, sleep came much easier and deeper.

	––––– o0o –––––

	The sudden loud knocking on my bedroom door startled me out of my sleep…as did Ashley calling, “Mister Mike! Mister Mike. Wake up!”

	Still groggy and trying to figure out what was going on, I quickly got out of bed. “Coming!” I yelled. I slipped my pants on and opened my bedroom door. “What’s wrong?” I asked, sure that there had to be something major going on for her to be acting like that – at that time of night.

	She seemed surprised by my question. “Oh. How was your day?” she asked.

	How was my day? “Ashley, what’s wrong?”

	“Nothing. Why would you think that?”

	“You just woke me up in the middle of the night like the house is on fire.”

	“Oh. No.” she said. “I just wanted to tell you that I found a new place to live.”

	Thank God! I actually breathed a sigh of relief. “That’s great!” I told her. “When are you moving?”

	“Come on,” she said excitedly. “I’ll tell you all about it.”

	She turned and headed back up the hallway. I would have much rather gone straight back to bed, but it seemed that option was now out. So I followed her all the way into the kitchen.

	“Hey!” she said as she looked into the refrigerator. You went shopping.” “Right after work,” I told her.

	“Great!” she said as she pulled a can of soda out of the refrigerator. “Want one?”

	“No thanks,” I replied. “I really just want to go back to bed. So where are you moving to?”

	She was all smiles as she went over to the table and sat down. “I talked to all of my friends today, and they all agree that this is the best thing I could ever possibly do.”

	“What’s that?”

	“And every one of them agreed that I’d be crazy not to do it.”

	“What’s that?” I asked, now getting bored with the whole thing and really wanting to go back to sleep.

	“Well, it’s obvious isn’t it?”

	“What?”

	“I’m moving in here.”

	I almost passed out. Did my jaw hit the floor…while I was still on my feet? “You’re what?”

	“Moving in here of course.”

	“Ashley, you didn’t even ask!”

	“I don’t have to. This is the best…for both of us.”

	“Both…”

	“Yeah of course. You’ve got this big ol’ house, and you’re the only one living here. Did you know it’s dangerous for someone to live alone?”

	I almost told her it was more dangerous to live with her.

	“And besides, all the rest of my stuff is right next door. I don’t even have to ask anyone to help me move or anything. And you live here and make plenty of money, so I don’t have to worry about living expenses so much.”

	“But Ashley…”

	“Every way we all looked at it, this is the best thing I could possibly do. So I’m moving in.

	Isn’t that great?”

	“But Ashley, you didn’t even ask. Besides, I don’t want…”

	“I don’t have to ask,” she replied quickly with a huge devilish grin on her face. “Cause since I know all about you, and how much you absolutely love me being around to totally humiliate you, and since you promised so many times last night to do absolutely anything I say…without arguing, then there’s no need for me to ask. I can simply do it…and you have to like it. You even promised not to argue with me about it. So as you see, there’s no need for me to worry about asking you anything. I can just do it. And after I told all my friends all about what happened last night, every last one of them agreed completely. This is absolutely the best thing I could ever do.”

	I was horrified by so many things. “You told all your friends?”

	“Of course. You don’t think I could keep quiet about something like that, do you?”

	I wanted to die. It was my worst possible nightmare come true. Beyond my worst nightmare.

	She got up from the table with her drink. Her face was positively beaming with happiness. “Goodnight, Mister Mike,” she said as she headed for the bedroom. “See you tomorrow.”

	I was still too stunned to move. What was I going to do? How had it happened? And more importantly, how could I fix it? And worse, she had already told all her friends! I came very close to screaming out loud.

	Scared out of my wits now, I removed the note she had left outside on the front door and locked it. I turned the off the lights and headed for my bedroom – and found her inside looking through my bottom drawer. What are you doing?”

	“How come you’re not wearing your nightgown?” she asked.

	“Because I didn’t want to.”

	She pulled it out of my drawer and threw it at me. “Put it on.”

	“But I…”

	“You’re arguing with me already?” she said delightedly. “Great! I can’t wait to punish you again for it.”

	“Please don’t! You have no idea how much I’m still hurting after last night!”

	She giggled. “Don’t worry. I’m too tired tonight. I’ll wait till tomorrow night instead. Now take those pants off and put that on.”

	With my knees shaking, I slipped the nightgown on. As it was settling down my body, I unfastened my pants and stepped out of them.

	“Much better!” she said. “I don’t want you to ever forget that you’re a sissy. And I’m sure that nightgown will help. Now climb into bed.”

	I did just that, even though I was no longer sleepy at all. I was simply too upset.

	“Hey!” she exclaimed as she spotted the “used” tissues on my nightstand. “What’s this?” “Just leave it!” I told her.

	But as always, she didn’t listen. With two fingers she picked the tissues up and examined them closely. “Eewww! Yuck!” She looked at me. “Well, I guess we know what you’ve been doing.”

	I reached up to take them but she held them away from me. Then I saw her face change as if she realized something. “You want them?”

	I reached for them again but she held them away from me. “If you want them that badly, then open your mouth.” “What?”

	“Open your mouth.”

	“No!”

	“Are you arguing with me again? You’re sure not doing what I told you to.” She shook her head. “I really didn’t want to do this tonight.”

	“What?”

	But she was walking away…straight into my closet. She was back a minute later with that same belt in her hand. “Roll over you sick sissy!” she said nastily.

	“No!”

	“I said…” She swung the doubled up belt at my legs and hit them hard. “Roll over!” “No!”

	She swung at my legs again as hard as she could. “Roll!” Swat. “Over!” Swat. And then she kept hitting me.

	“Ouch! Stop!”

	“Then roll over you damn sissy jerk.” And she continued to beat me with that belt.

	I tried catching the belt, but I couldn’t.

	Instead she started swinging at my arms and hands as hard as she could. “When I tell you to do something, you better damn learn to do it! Now roll over.” “Okay, okay, just stop.

	“No! Not till you roll over.”

	“Okay!” But she didn’t stop until I had rolled all the way over onto my stomach.

	“About time!” she muttered angrily. “Now just stay there!”

	Not only did my legs sting where that belt had hit them so hard, so did my arms. I felt her pulling my nightgown up, then she started pulling my underwear down.

	“Hmm,” she uttered. “Still nice and colourful. And you’re developing quite a rash back here too.” She giggled. “I knew you’d enjoy those wet diapers all night after the beating I gave you.”

	I said nothing. I hadn’t “enjoyed” any of it at all!

	She pulled my underpants all the way off me. “Now hold still,” she said sternly.

	Before I knew it, she had swung that damn belt right at my ass again and she had hit it hard! “Ouch!” I yelled, rolling over away from her. “Damn it! That hurts. And it’s been hurting all day! Stop it!”

	“No!” she said, swinging the belt at me again. “Get back over the way you’re supposed to!” Swat! “You’re going to learn…” Swat! “To do what I tell you, no matter what.” Swat! “Obviously none of those things I thought you learned…” Swat! “…last night, stayed with you. None of them!” Swat!

	But I had had more than enough now. I was still hurting horribly from the night before, and now she had hurt not only my backside again, but my arms and legs hurt from where she had hit me as well. I simply couldn’t take it anymore. I stopped trying to stop the belt, and I rushed her and grabbed her instead, using my strength to hold her screaming thrashing body while I literally ripped that belt out of her hands. And then I threw her bodily away from me.

	“I’ve had enough of you!” I yelled. “More than enough! You’ve crossed the line Ashley! You not only crossed it, you obliterated it!”

	“You loved it!” she yelled back at me. “You wanted it!”

	“You went too far! Way too far.”

	“All I did was what they showed on the internet! All that stuff you absolutely dream about!”

	“You think that stuff is real? Get a grip! Those are posed pictures. Fantasies and nothing else, done by consenting people. None of that stuff is what you think it is!”

	“And I don’t believe you!”

	“And I don’t care. You hurt me Ashley. You hurt me bad. And now I want you gone. Get the hell out of my house. Right now! And don’t you dare come back!”

	“No! I can’t! I’ve got nowhere to go. And besides, it’s nearly midnight.”

	“I don’t care! I can’t take you anymore. I never asked you to stay in the first place. I never wanted you to stay. You just moved in whether I liked it or not. Now get the hell out of my house!”

	“No! I’ve got nowhere to go! I can’t!” she cried.

	“Then I’ll have the police evict you.” I grabbed my cell phone from my dresser.

	“No!” she screamed.

	She tried to stop me but I turned my back and started walking toward the living room as I punched in 911.

	“No! Don’t!”

	I stuck the phone on speaker so she could hear.

	“911. What’s the nature of your emergency?”

	“No!” she screamed as she tried to get the phone from me.”

	I kept it away from her. “I’ve got a woman in my house that I didn’t give permission to be here, and she’s hurt me badly, and now she won’t leave!” I told the operator.

	“What’s your name and address, sir?” “No! Don’t!” Ashley screamed.

	“This is Michael Hammond,” I told the operator. “My address is…” “Don’t!” Ashley yelled again.

	I relayed my address over the phone.

	“You can’t do this!” she screamed at the top of her lungs.

	“I’m doing it Ashley. You hurt me last night. You hurt me bad. You don’t know how much I’m still hurting. And now you’ve tried to hurt me again with that damn belt, and my arms and legs are sore as hell now as well.”

	“I had to do it to get you to do what I want!” she yelled back.

	“You crossed the line Ashley. You tied me up and went too far with it while I was helpless and couldn’t do anything to stop you. And you kept me locked in those damn five inch heels for the entire weekend. I could have developed major foot problems from that!”

	“But you didn’t!”

	“I still don’t know that. It was cruel. Nothing but totally cruel! How the hell can you call yourself a nurse? You’ve got no compassion at all!”

	“I am a nurse! And a damn good one.”

	“And all you’ve shown me so far is that you’re not! You’re nothing but a cruel spoiled brat! Now get the hell out of my house! In fact, I’ll carry all your stuff out to your car for you. Just get out!”

	“No! I’ve got nowhere to go! And you loved what I did to you. Admit it!”

	“I may have enjoyed some of it. But that beating you gave me was beyond anything you ever should have done. Way beyond. And not only that, but you told all your friends! There’s a reason why I live alone Ashley. A damn good reason. Just so I can keep my lifestyle to myself and nobody will ever know. But now you’ve gone and blabbed that all over the place. That’s libel Ashley. I can sue you for that!”

	“You wouldn’t!”

	“Oh I certainly would!” I shot back. “You blabbed my private problems all over the place, when I was being so careful to keep them private. That was wrong! Now get the hell out of my house!”

	“No! I can’t! I’ve got nowhere to go. And I can’t find anyplace at this hour! At least let me wait until morning.”

	I stared at her, fuming. “Fine!” I told her. “But by the time I get home from work tomorrow, you and all your stuff better be out of here!” There was a loud knocking on the door.

	“Fine!” she yelled back at me. “I’ll go. Just so long as I can stay tonight.”

	“I said you could!” I replied angrily. “But after what you did to me, I don’t ever want to see you again!”

	The knocking came again. Louder.

	“Fine!” she shot back.

	Again the knocking came. “Police! Open up!”

	Oh shit. I hurried to the door and opened it. There were two police officers there. I was quick to notice the look of surprise on both their faces when they saw me. It wasn’t until then that I realized I was only wearing that pink nightgown. So be it! It was too late to change now.

	“Michael Hammond?” one of them asked.

	“Sorry officers,” I told them. “She’s…promised to leave in the morning.”

	One of them looked down at the phone in my hand. “You can hang up now,” he told me.

	I looked down. I was still connected to the 911 operator. “Shit!” I exclaimed as I ended the call. The policeman took the phone from me and pushed his way inside. His partner closed the door. “Now what’s this all about?” he asked.

	“I did not give her permission to move in here,” I told him. “And I never told her she could spend the night in the first place! And then yesterday she started beating on me with a belt to punish me. And then she tried to do it again today. And I’ve had enough! You should see what she did to my backside last night. It’s still killing me!”

	He looked over at Ashley. “What’s your name, miss?”

	Ashley looked very angry. “Ashley Desmond,” she said with more than a touch of surliness.

	The policeman nodded then turned back to me. “I see you’ve got welts all over your arms and some on your legs as well,” the policeman commented. “Any marks on her?” he asked his partner who was over keeping an eye on Ashley.

	“I never touched her,” I told him.

	“Did he hit you miss?” the other officer asked.

	“No,” she replied with all too much of an attitude.

	“But you did this to him?” the policeman next to me asked her.

	“I had to. I had to make sure he did what he’s supposed to. Besides, he loves it!”

	“No…I…don’t!” I replied angrily. “You should see what she did to my backside!” I told the officer.

	“Maybe, you better let me see,” he replied.

	I was startled. “Um…I didn’t mean….”

	“Turn around,” he said, “and lift that nightgown up.”

	“Um…really?”

	“Just turn around sir.”

	I hated doing it, but I turned around…and he grabbed my nightgown and lifted it.

	“Damn!” he swore. “Have you seen this sir?”

	“I can’t see back there,” I replied, “but I can certainly feel it. I’ve been in agony ever since. And try sitting down at a desk all day with it that raw!”

	“Here, hold your nightgown up for me,” he said as he handed me the bunched up material. “And hold still.” He backed away from me, and I heard a click, and realized he had taken a picture. Then he took another picture from another angle. Then another. “Hold your arms out now,” he said. Then he documented the latest welts on my arms and legs. “Thank you,” he told me.

	I put my arms down and saw him fiddling with my phone. “What are you doing?” “Forwarding these so we have a record of it,” he replied.

	“No!” Ashley screamed. “You can’t!”

	“Sorry miss,” he said as he handed me back my phone. “Now, are you pressing charges against her?”

	“No!” Ashley yelled again as she tried to run at me. The other cop grabbed her and held her. I looked at her.

	“You said I could stay till tomorrow!” Ashley yelled at me. “You said I didn’t have to leave till then.”

	I stared at her for a moment, then closed my eyes in disgust. “Yeah. I did say that.” I turned to the officer next to me. “No. I’m not going to press charges…this time! So long as she’s out of here tomorrow!” I said firmly.

	The officer nodded. “That’s your choice sir. But we’ve got those injuries she gave you documented, and since you forgot to turn your phone off, the 911 call recorded everything as well. If you need it, those things are already in the record and available to you.”

	“They’re what?” Ashley yelled. “You can’t!”

	The officer only looked at her. “Come on,” he said to his partner. “Let’s get out of here.”

	“You called the damn cops!” Ashley said all too vehemently as I closed the door after them.

	“Damn right I did,” I replied. “I should have done it before.” “I could kill you!” she screamed as she started crying.

	“I’m going to bed,” I told her. “Don’t bother me again!”

	I didn’t even bother taking my nightgown off. I closed and locked my bedroom door to the sound of her sobbing out in the living room. I got into bed, turned out the light. And tossed and turned, fuming angrily all night long.

	 


Chapter 07.

	 

	My backside was still painful when I sat down at my desk Tuesday morning, but there was no doubt it was doing better than the day before. Thankfully! Ashley’s bedroom door had still been closed when I left the house. I just hoped that when I came home again that bedroom would be empty. All night long I had fumed over what a cruel and inconsiderate monster she was. All night long my mind came up with reason after reason why she was so horrible. Now, I only wanted her gone. Forever!

	It was late in the morning when my cellphone rang, and it really surprised me because I rarely got any phone calls – even from my mother, and she only called once in a while when she wasn’t off with her friends on some casino excursion. In the back of my mind I expected to see Ashley’s name on the caller ID, but I was surprised to see Chris calling me instead. “Hello?”

	“Hey Mister Mike,” he answered. “I was just wondering if you heard how Ashley is doing.”

	“Chris, I’m sorry to say I threw her out of the house last night. Well, actually, she was still there when I left this morning, but she had orders to be gone before I got home today. And let me tell you Chris, my sympathies are totally with you. I don’t know how you put up with her for so long.”

	“No Mister Mike. I mean…haven’t you heard? I got a call from Amanda earlier. Ashley was in a major car wreck this morning. They took her to the hospital, but I haven’t heard anything else. I just figured since she had been staying with you that you might have heard.”

	I was totally shocked. “She was in a car wreck? I hadn’t heard. How is she?”

	“That’s just it, I don’t know. The police called Amanda because she was the last person Ashley had called from her phone. But Amanda was at work, so she called me, and I’m at work too.”

	“The police called Amanda?”

	“That’s what she said.” “Shit!” I exclaimed.

	“Hey Mister Mike, I’ve got Ashley’s mother’s phone number. Do you think I should call her? She lives like two or three hours away, but do you think I should let her know? I wouldn’t want to call her if Ashley didn’t want me to. She and her mother didn’t get along that well, and Ashley was kind of funny whenever it came to her mother.”

	“Chris, go ahead and call her. Definitely! If the police called one of her friends to let them know, then it sounds like Ashley may have been hurt pretty bad. I’ll try to find out more on my lunch hour.”

	“Great, Mister Mike. I’ll call her mother, but please let me know what you find out.” “I will Chris. For sure.”

	I hung up, still somewhat in shock. Ashley had been hurt – that much I was certain of. As much as I hated the girl, I couldn’t wish that on anyone. I knew my mind would never be able to focus on work, so I looked up the number of the hospital and called there. I was able to find out that Ashley was still in the emergency room, but they wouldn’t release any other information to me.

	Armed with that little bit, I phoned Chris back. “Chris, Ashley is still in the emergency room.

	They wouldn’t tell me anything about her at all.”

	“Oh wow, Mister Mike,” he replied. “That doesn’t sound good.”

	“No it doesn’t. Tell you what, I’ll try to find out more during lunch.”

	“Great!” he replied. “And I just now got off the phone with her mother. She sounded like she was starting to panic as soon as I told her.” “I’m sure she was,” I agreed.

	“So please keep me in the loop,” he asked. “You know I still have feelings for her.”

	“I will Chris. Talk to you later.”

	At lunchtime I hurried out to my car and headed straight for the hospital, but all I was able to find out was that she was still in the emergency room. Since I wasn’t family, they wouldn’t let me see or talk to her. It was a wasted trip.

	All afternoon I fretted about Ashley. How was she? Besides being an absolute monster, my previous impression of her had been that she had been a really nice girl. Of course, I knew better now. Looks can be deceiving.

	After work, I again drove straight to the hospital. This time I found out that she was in a room. I headed upstairs. When I found her room, I stopped at the doorway. There was another girl inside sitting by her bed, but Ashley appeared to be sleeping. Then I noticed someone else in the room. An older woman. I was betting it was her mother. She got up from the chair she had been sitting in and walked over to me.

	“Are you one of Ashley’s friends?” she asked.

	“Sort of,” I replied. “She was staying in my house the last couple of nights.”

	All of a sudden, her hand lashed out and she slapped me as hard as she could. “I hate you!” she exclaimed. “It’s your fault that my daughter is lying there in that bed. It’s your fault that she almost died!”

	“My fault?”

	“Yes! She said you threw her out of the house with no warning. She said you even called the police last night to evict her – with no reason at all! She was crying and so upset when she left the house this morning that she didn’t watch what she was doing, and now she’s lying in that bed, her left leg broken in two places, her left arm broken just above her elbow, she’s all banged up, and she’s got a major concussion. It’s your fault that she’s hurt!” Once again her hand lashed out and slapped me.

	I did my best to hold my temper. “Maybe you better make sure of all the facts before you go accusing me too much. Yes, I did throw her out last night, or I tried to. But I told her she could wait until today to leave since it was so late. And I told the police that I wasn’t going to press charges against her.”

	“Charges? For what?”

	“For nearly killing me, and for trying to do it again!”

	“You’re delusional!”

	“And you’re only getting part of the story!”

	“That’s my daughter that told me!”

	“Yeah, and maybe that’s why she didn’t tell you everything! I truly hope she’s going to be okay. As much of a monster as I now think your daughter is, I wouldn’t wish this on anyone. Goodbye!” I turned and stomped off. Damn girl. Damn mother of the girl. Like mother like daughter. And the only one either of them was going to blame, was me! Neither of them would see the cruel monster that Ashley really was.

	I got to the elevator and punched the button. And she was suddenly there.

	“Is your name Mike?” she asked.

	“What of it?” I replied angrily.

	She stared at me for a moment. “Would you like to get some coffee with me?”

	No, I didn’t. Not after the way she had just treated me. But I relented. “Sure,” I replied, although I know my voice wasn’t exactly dripping with kindness.

	We went downstairs to the hospital cafeteria. I noted that she seemed to know her way around there pretty well. I was guessing she had been there a number of times throughout the day. We each got a cup of coffee, then she led me to a somewhat out of the way table.

	“So what is it that Ashley isn’t telling me?” she asked as we sat down.

	“To be honest, I don’t know that I want to tell you,” I replied. “It’s…very personal.”

	I saw her roll her eyes. “You mean because you get off on being humiliated and she was willing to dish it out?”

	I stared at her in disbelief. “She told you that?”

	She texted me all about it several times,” she replied.

	“Damn it! See. That’s another reason I wanted her gone. I’ve gone to great lengths my whole life to keep my problems to myself and not let anyone know. But the minute she got into my house, she started searching my entire room, my computer, and doing everything else she could, and then she let all her friends know!”

	“She searched your house?”

	“Yes! And I couldn’t stop her. The minute I tried to tell her not to do this, she ran and searched somewhere else, like it was all one big game. She may have come in the door crying her eyes out after leaving Chris, but it didn’t take her long to get giddy with laughter. Believe me!”

	“So you didn’t want her looking through your things?”

	“Oh hell no!”

	“So you threw her out.”

	“Not because of that.”

	“Then what?”

	“Because of what she did to me.”

	“You mean with those crazy shoe–lock things she texted me about? Where she said she kept you literally locked into a pair of real high heels for the entire weekend?”

	I stared at her in shock. “She told you about that too?”

	“Yes. In about a dozen different texts. She seemed to think it was hilarious. And I have to admit, I did too when I read about it. But she said you complained constantly and kept asking for the keys, but she could tell you were really loving the situation. So is that why you threw her out?”

	I shook my head. “She tells too much to too many different people. But no, that’s not why at all.”

	“Then what?”

	I was going to tell her, then I stopped. “Maybe I should show you instead.”

	“What?”

	I pulled my cell phone out. “These pictures were taken by the police last night. They have the 911 call I made too of course.”

	“911 call!”

	I opened up to the pictures the cop had taken of the bruising on my body, and I passed the phone over to her. I saw her flip through a couple of pictures, then her eyes went wide. “My God! Is that your…bottom?”

	“Yeah! And those pictures were taken a full day after she did that to me. In fact, I’m still hurting, and I’m still having trouble sitting down. I threw her out because she was trying to do that to me again! She crossed the line. She went way past the line. She was nothing but cruel and showed no compassion at all. To be honest, I can’t for the life of me see how she can call herself a nurse.

	“Last night, as she was trying to beat me with that belt again, I simply had enough. I couldn’t take anymore. So I grabbed her and ripped that damn belt out of her hands, and I called the police. She wouldn’t leave any other way, no matter how much I wanted her gone, so I called the police. In fact, I never asked her to stay in the first place. She just came in and assumed I would let her. And then last night when she told me she was moving in, permanently, whether I liked it or not, and then she started beating on me again like that…I simply couldn’t take it anymore.

	“Your daughter is a monster, Mrs. Desmond. A monster!” I grabbed my cell phone from her, got up from the table and left. I wasn’t going to argue with her over what a monster her daughter was. I was still hurting. I was very sorry that Ashley had gotten hurt. But I had gotten hurt too!

	––––– o0o –––––

	When I finally got home, I pulled the big trashcan back from the curb, then went straight out to my workshop to put a second coat of stain on my printer table. But the whole time I was out there, I still could do nothing but fume angrily over Ashley…and now her mother. Since staining a second coat goes much faster than the first, I wasn’t out there very long.

	I went back into the house and stuck another frozen dinner into the microwave. Then I went for a tour of the house…or parts of it. I expected her bedroom to be a mess, and it was. But at the same time, I also noticed that all her stuff wasn’t gone. As far as I could see, she had just as much stuff there as she did before. So like it or not, I knew she’d be back. At least it would be to move out though.

	I was watching TV later that night when my doorbell rang. My mind immediately turned to Chris, and I mentally berated myself for not calling him with an update on Ashley’s condition.

	But when I opened the door, I got another shock. “Mrs. Desmond?” “May I come in?” she asked.

	“Are you here to berate me?”

	“That wasn’t my plan,” she said. “To be honest, I really wanted to apologize.” Not really caring about an apology, I let her in. “Coffee?” I asked as she entered.

	“That would be…good,” she sighed.

	I went to the kitchen and busied myself with making a pot of coffee.

	“You’ve got a nice place here,” she said as she looked around.

	“Thanks,” I replied. “Have a seat.”

	“Thanks,” she said as she pulled out one of my kitchen table chairs and removed her coat. “I talked to Ashley again,” she said, “and I asked her some very pointed questions. I’m afraid she either pretty much confirmed everything you told me, or she gave me very evasive answers.”

	“I only told you what happened,” I told her.

	“So I’m guessing it was mostly the truth.”

	“It was all the truth!”

	“As you see it,” she replied. “I’m guessing you really did enjoy some of what she put you through.”

	I turned and stared at her. “I don’t care what you think of me. As much as I absolutely hated it, yes, there were things I did enjoy. But I told you why I threw her out. She crossed the line. She went way too far. And there was no reasoning with her.”

	“So you told me.”

	“How is she doing?” I asked.

	“She’s hurting. She’s got a major headache.”

	“And I have no doubt she’s angry at me and blaming me for everything.”

	She nodded. “Pretty much.”

	“I’m sorry she was so upset when she left the house. Maybe that was my fault. But she has to blame herself too.”

	She nodded. “Unfortunately, it’s not the first accident she’s had. It was just…the worst. By a lot. I don’t know what condition her car is in, but I know it wasn’t very good before the accident.”

	“I think she mentioned recently that she needed a new one…more than Chris needed a new truck.”

	“Humph!” she grunted. “I saw Chris at the hospital. He mentioned wanting to buy a new truck…and he also mentioned he needed Ashley living with him and paying her share of the rent so he could get it.”

	“Umm…I’m not totally surprised. He told me that he was trying to get his grandfather to co-sign for it.”

	“So he’s not as well off as he keeps claiming.”

	“I don’t really know,” I told her. “My bet is he probably makes enough money, but he spends most of his money on himself.”

	“Kids!”

	“Yeah. Something like that. No common sense.”

	The coffee was close enough that I could pour her a mug. “Cream? Sugar?”

	“Both if you have it.”

	I pulled some milk out of the refrigerator and grabbed the sugar too and carried them to the table. Then I carried her coffee over before going back to pour myself some.

	“I’m sorry my daughter showed such bad…judgement in what she was doing with you,” she said as I poured my coffee.

	“To be honest, I am too. I liked her.” I looked over at her quickly. “Not…in a sexual way. I made no advances toward her and I had no intention of ever doing that!”

	She tossed it off with a wave of her hand. “I’m sure,” she replied. “And besides, you’re both consenting adults. What can I really say about it…let alone do about it?”

	I nodded. “Yeah. Both consenting adults, except I wasn’t exactly consenting about some of the things she did to me.”

	“Oh! Which reminds me,” she said. “What are you putting on that backside of yours?”

	“I’m not putting anything on it,” I told her. “I wouldn’t even know what to put on it. And going to a drug store to ask someone to recommend something would be a little too…embarrassing.”

	She smiled and opened her purse. “I stopped at a store on the way here,” she said as she pulled out a small jar. “Put some of that all over it several times a day. It should clear up fast.”

	I picked the jar up. “What is it?”

	“It’s for…problems like yours. Although it’s more often used for diaper rash for babies.” I have no doubt my face turned red. “Thanks,” I mumbled.

	When I looked up, I saw a look of amusement in her eyes. “Ashley says you love wearing diapers too. That ointment may come in handy in the future as well.”

	I know my face was red. “I only sometimes wear them,” I told her. “Not really that often.” She giggled just a tiny bit. “That’s your business,” she replied.

	I nodded, unable to say anything else.

	“Did you…enjoy it though?” she asked.

	I saw something of a devilish smile on her face that she was trying to hide behind her coffee cup as she sipped from it.

	“Enjoy what?”

	“Ashley pushing you around? She said you loved being humiliated.”

	“Like I said earlier, some of it. Just not…all of it.”

	“I’m sure,” she replied. “And from what I now know, what she did was…inexcusable. But I’m glad you enjoyed…some of it.” “That still doesn’t excuse what she did.” “No, it doesn’t,” she agreed.

	“It doesn’t excuse her letting the entire world know about my…problems either.”

	She shook her head. “Probably not, but to be honest, I don’t see her being able to keep any of that to herself either.”

	“Probably not,” I agreed. “As I said before, that’s why I was always so careful to not let anyone know.” “Until now,” she said.

	I nodded.

	“Or was it…until that day she said she saw you in Arby’s wearing a pair of women’s high heeled boots?”

	Once again I could feel my face turning red. “That was my one and only mistake. And it was a big one. And I guess…it cost me more now than I thought. I wonder if there’s anyone who doesn’t know about that.”

	She shrugged. “I guess it depends on who you ask. Has anyone mentioned it where you work?”

	I shook my head. “So far, the only one who’s mentioned it, is Ashley…and now you.”

	“Then I would guess that it depends on who you ask. I don’t know where you work, but hopefully it’s not anywhere near any of Ashley’s friends.” 

	“I work in a bank,” I told her. “Mortgage department.”

	Then knowing some of her friends like I do, I would guess you’re pretty safe. Somewhat anyway.”

	“Hopefully,” I replied. “I’ve been seriously thinking about looking for another job now. Someplace far away.”

	“I guess I can’t blame you,” she said.

	She set her cup down. “Well. I must be going. I’ve still got to find myself a hotel.” We both got up from the table and headed for the front door. “Like I said,” she said as she stopped a moment before going out. “I’m very sorry for what Ashley did…and I guess for the way I treated you earlier as well.”

	“It’s okay,” I told her. “I probably would have done the same.”

	She smiled and I opened the door. “Mrs. Desmond…”

	“Yes?”

	“Um…If you like, Ashley’s room here is still available. I’m afraid it’s a total mess. She wasn’t big on picking anything up...anywhere. But if you like, you can use it while you’re here.” She looked at me for several moments. “That’s…somewhat of a surprising offer.”

	I shrugged. “Maybe. But I liked Ashley…before I knew her better. I thought she was a nice girl. Maybe this is a small way for me to apologize too, for…my part in it all.”

	She again looked at me for several moments. “You’re sure? Because it would be a big help.

	Hotels are so expensive, and I have no idea how long I’m going to be here.” I nodded. “I’m sure.”

	 


Chapter 08.

	 

	I think that jar of cream that Joanna Desmond had given me actually did help. I had kept it on my raw bottom all night, and in the morning things back there felt much better. The only problem was, it was greasy. When I tried to use it with my work clothes, it felt so uncomfortable that I wound up getting undressed again and cleaning my bottom off real well. The stuff was just too sticky and messy. I was too afraid that some kind of stains from it would start showing through my pants.

	Joanna was gone when I got up that morning. But she had told me she would be leaving very early. I noticed though that her bed had been made and the room looked a bit more presentable – despite all of my boxes and Ashley’s stuff in there. I noticed that the bathroom looked much neater as well. Now if Ashley could just learn something from her mother.

	My cell phone rang again shortly before noon and I saw Joanna’s name on the caller ID.

	“Hello?”

	“Hi Mike,” she said. “Please tell me you’re available for lunch today.”

	“Uh…I guess I am. I usually have lunch with a few people I work with, but I don’t have any real plans.”

	“Good. Then would you mind? Right now I need someone to talk to, and you’re about the most mature person I know in this damn city.”

	“Problems?”

	“Just my one usual problem. It’s called Ashley. She’s being impossible!”

	“Sure,” I said. “Want me to pick you up at the hospital?” “That would be great,” she replied.

	I took her to a restaurant where she could order just about anything, and they were used to handling a lot of lunchtime traffic. In the car I had asked how Ashley was doing. She had told me Ashley was a lot better. Hence all the problems she was having with her now. She also mentioned that Ashley had gotten stuck with a major traffic ticket since the fault was all hers, and she was hoping that when it was all over, that Ashley would still keep her driver’s license. “So it sounds like you’ve had a difficult morning,” I noted once we both had ordered.

	She grunted. “Look,” she said. “Ashley is my only daughter and I love her like you wouldn’t believe. But her brother Billy has a good job, he’s married and living in a nice home, and the two of them are trying to have a baby now. I couldn’t be happier with him. But Ashley, all she wants to do is party with her friends and nothing else.”

	“She told me once that she didn’t have time to go back to school.”

	“Bull! She has more than enough time. She just wants to spend it all with her friends instead. She’s always been that way. Her friends and having fun have always been more important to her than anything else.”

	“I’m sure that working twelve hour shifts can make it more difficult,” I suggested.

	She shook her head. “I’m a nurse. I started the same way she did, at the bottom with the least degree I could have to get to get my foot in the door with a job. But then I kept going back to school and advancing my nursing career. And each additional level didn’t take that long. But Ashley doesn’t seem to be interested in a better career. She says she is, but she won’t put forth the effort and try.”

	“Maybe nursing isn’t what she really wants to do.”

	“No. She says she wants to be a nurse. And I know she can be a good one.”

	I looked sceptically at her, but kept silent about that issue. “So I’m guessing she told you this morning that she wasn’t interested in going back to school?”

	She shook her head. “The subject never even came up.”

	That surprised me. “Then what was the problem?”

	“Her! She’s…impossible! The doctor is saying that hopefully she can get out of there tomorrow morning if all looks good. But she absolutely pitched a fit with me this morning when I even started talking about taking her home with me.”

	That surprised me. “She pitched a fit? Where else was she planning on staying?”

	“On her friend Amanda’s couch! On a couch! And her friend works all the time. Now I ask you, does that sound stupid or what?” “Um…more than a little,” I agreed.

	“Six weeks!” she said. “She’s going to be in a cast and out of work for six weeks! Probably longer. And she has no other place to stay than her friend’s couch? What is she thinking? No! I’ll tell you what she’s thinking. She’s thinking she can literally spend all her time with her friends and party to her hearts content…despite being laid up with a cast on her entire leg and arm. She’s going to be almost helpless! Not to mention the fact that since she can’t work, she won’t be making any money.”

	“Um…it does sound pretty dumb,” I agreed.

	“Thank you!” she replied. “So far, you’re the first intelligent person I’ve talked to today that can see that!”

	“Who else have you talked to about it?”

	“Chris called me earlier this morning to check on her,” she replied. “Ashley wouldn’t even talk to him. In fact, the names she used for him were ones I’d never repeat!”

	“Uh…yeah. I’ve heard most of them. How about her friend Amanda? What does she think about this?”

	“Ashley hasn’t even talked to her about it yet. She just assumes that Amanda will let her stay there since that’s where she was going when she had her accident.”

	“Look,” I said. “If it’s any consolation, I agree with you completely. It all just sounds stupid.” She nodded as if she was satisfied. “I could just kill her!”

	Our drinks arrived, which gave her a moment to calm down.

	“Sorry,” she said, once she had gotten a sip of her coffee. “I just had to vent.”

	“I understand. And forgive me for saying this, but I’m afraid that in the last couple of days I’ve noticed more than a bit of what you’ve just told me about her.”

	“It’s okay,” she said. “It’s just so frustrating! I love her to death…but she won’t listen – to anyone!”

	“It’s a problem,” I agreed.

	To get her mind off of it, I asked about her husband. We spent the rest of our lunch discussing her ancient divorce, my purposeful lack of women in my life, and the fact that neither of us were ever any kind of problem at all for our parents.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Joanna phoned me again later that afternoon. I don’t think I had ever had that many personal phone calls at work. “Hello?”

	“Hi Mike,” Joanna’s frustrated voice replied.

	“What’s happening?”

	“Ashley’s taking a nap, that’s what’s happening,” she told me. “The pain pills she’s on right now are going to do that to her.”

	“I take it she’s being more reasonable now?”

	“Only because she’s asleep. As to anything else, not one bit!”

	I grunted a laugh. “So what can I do for you?”

	“I’ve got a…business proposition for you.”

	That surprised me. “Business proposition?”

	“Kind of. What I want to know is if there’s any way I can get the key to your house so I can get back in. I’ll cook you dinner tonight and then we can discuss it.”

	I was immediately wary…because it only conjured up images of things I didn’t want.

	“Uh…okay,” I replied cautiously.

	“Look,” she said. “At the least you’ll get a home cooked meal out of it. Okay?”

	“Uh. Why not?” I told her where I worked and how to get to me. Thirty minutes later, I had handed over the key to my front door. I rarely ever went in my front door anyway. Most of the time I went in and out through my garage with the automatic opener in my car.

	When I got home that night, I walked in to the smell of dinner cooking, and my kitchen smelling better than it ever had. “Smells good,” I told her happily.

	“Dinner’s going to be a little while, I’m afraid. The grocery store took longer than I thought.” “No problem,” I told her. “Uh…would you mind if I changed and went out to my workshop for a bit. I’ve got to put another coat of varnish on my project.”

	“How long is it going to take?”

	“Probably half an hour or so. Maybe less.”

	“Should be fine then.”

	I hurried to change and hurried out to my workshop. My printer stand was coming along nicely. I was sure that almost nobody went to the trouble of rubbing down the polyurethane varnish between coats with steel wool anymore, but I did. I had read that it helped get rid of any tiny imperfections in the finish to produce a better, smoother result in the end. As far as I could tell, it worked very well. That night, I rubbed my pieces down with the steel wool, but I did a very quick job of it. I also did a quick but very acceptable job of adding the second coat of finish.

	The door opened as I was finishing up the last part, and Joanna hurried in. “It’s nice and warm in here,” she noted.

	“I’ve been keeping the heater running so the finish can dry properly,” I told her.

	“Are you going to be long now? Because dinner is almost ready.”

	“No more than five minutes,” I told her. “I’m just finishing up now.”

	She quickly glanced all around my shop for a few moments, then ducked out and left. Ten minutes later, I had washed my hands and was sitting down at the table while she brought the food, already dished out on plates, to the table.

	“Smells great,” I told her.

	“Thanks,” she replied as she sat down. “I love cooking.”

	I smiled. “And I love working with wood. So what’s this…business deal you’re interested in?” “Ashley, of course.”

	I had been afraid of that. “What about her?”

	“I don’t want her staying on someone’s couch! It’s not what she needs.”

	I forced myself to remain calm and reasonable – or at least sound that way. “And you want her to stay here?”

	“A hundred dollars a week,” she said. “Plus half of all your food expenses, plus half of all your utilities – electric, water, gas, whatever.”

	I shook my head. “I don’t need your money, and I don’t need that kind of aggravation!”

	“But I’m desperate!” she pleaded. “She won’t come home with me where she belongs, and she doesn’t have any place decent to stay.”

	“What does Ashley think about this?”

	“I haven’t even mentioned it to her. I only thought about all this while she was sleeping this afternoon.”

	“But you know what she did to me. And I’m sorry to say it, but she can be nothing but a pain in the neck! She doesn’t pick up after herself, and she expects to be waited on hand and foot!”

	She stared at me for a moment. “Unfortunately, she’s going to need that for a while. With both her left leg and left arm in casts, she’s going to have a hard time doing much of anything.”

	“And what about the fact that I’m at work all day? I can’t help her then.”

	“I’ve taken all this week off from work,” she told me. “I’ll stay on and try to figure out how we can arrange things so she can manage while you’re not here.”

	“You’re going to stay on? But I’ve only got the one extra bed.”

	“I’ll sleep on the couch. Damn it, I’ll sleep on the floor if I have to. I don’t care. I just want my daughter taken care of in someplace decent. I know what she did to you. I know this is not ideal. I know you probably hate the entire idea of it, but I’m desperate! You’re smart. Mature. You’ve got a good head on your shoulders…despite your rather…odd inclinations. Ashley needs that maturity around her right now. She needs someone around who can handle problems when they occur. She needs someone around…that I can trust!”

	I rolled my eyes. “I don’t know,” I said. “I don’t know how it can work if she’s that laid up.

	What happens if something happens to her while I’m at work?”

	“Then I won’t hold you responsible! I’ll even put it all in writing for you.”

	I shook my head. “I’m not crazy about this idea.”

	“I know. But it’s just until she can get well and then find herself a better place to live.” “Six weeks?”

	“Most likely it’s going to be a bit longer than that. It may be a bit more until she’ll be strong enough to go back to work and stay on her feet for a full twelve hour shift. And then she’ll have to find somewhere else to live too.”

	I stared at her. I didn’t like the idea. I didn’t like Ashley. Even though Joanna was a lot older than me, I did like her though…but that didn’t mean anything in this deal. “Like I said, I’m not crazy about this.”

	“I’ll come down whenever I’m off!” she said. “I usually work Sunday through Thursday, so I can be here every Friday and Saturday to help out.”

	I shook my head. “I don’t like it,” I said. “I think it’s a bad idea.”

	“Please…” she pleaded. “I’m desperate! She won’t go home with me and she won’t listen to reason.”

	I shook my head again, but against my better judgement I replied, “Well try it. See how it works.”

	She jumped up from her seat and came around the table and kissed my cheek. “Thank you!” she breathed. “And I promise, we’ll work everything out so that when I leave everything will be just fine.”

	I had some serious doubts about that.

	She insisted on doing the dishes – herself. While I went into my office to catch up on a few bills. But the bills barely registered in my mind. I was still too fixated on the fact that Ashley would not only be coming back, but she’d be staying. And she would be basically helpless. That part had its good points and bad. Overall, I viewed the entire situation as nothing but trouble!

	I finished taking care of the bills I had to pay, and then sat there staring at my computer screen for the longest time. I moved the mouse around once in a while, but I didn’t click on anything to open it. My mind was still too occupied by Ashley and the problems she would bring. Why had I let Joanna talk me into it? Why? Because I’m nothing but a big pushover, that’s why. It was true, and I knew it.

	“What ‘cha thinkin’ about?”

	Startled, I turned and saw Joanna standing in the doorway. “Uh…nothing,” I replied.

	She nodded. “It will all work out. One way or another,” she told me. “Please, let’s try to make this work.”

	“I said I would,” I replied somewhat reluctantly.

	She came all the way into the room. “Is this the desk Ashley said you made yourself?”

	“Yeah. She told you about that?”

	“In a text,” she said. “And I guess that was the matching printer stand you were working on outside as well.”

	“She told you about that too?”

	She shrugged. “Ashley seemed rather impressed.”

	“Hm! Doesn’t take much.”

	“I think it’s nice too,” she told me. “Very nice!”

	“Thanks,” I replied. Not wanting to stare at her, I went back to staring at my empty computer screen. I was very aware of her standing there and saying nothing for a few moments, which was fine – as long as she didn’t expect me to say anything either.

	“Um…Mike,” she finally said.

	Uh–oh. I knew she was going to spring something else that would be horrible on me. “Yeah?” I didn’t bother turning to look at her.

	“Um…I know I shouldn’t ask this, but…”

	Here it comes… Trouble with a capital T.

	“Would you mind showing me those heels Ashley had you locked into all weekend? She said they were really something.”

	I was not only shocked by her request. I was surprised. It was trouble, but not the kind I was expecting. “Why?”

	“Because…I’m curious. That’s all.”

	I shook my head. “I don’t know…”

	“Come on!” she pleaded. “I already know all about them. I just want to see them.” I finally swivelled my chair around to look at her.

	“Please?” 

	I sighed. “I guess…why not.”

	“Thank you,” she whispered with more than a touch of excitement in her voice.

	I dredged myself out of my desk chair and trudged into my bedroom. As I opened my closet door, I saw her looking all around. “Nice room,” she said. “It’s big.” “Thanks,” I replied.

	“I noticed you don’t have any pictures or anything hung on any of your walls.”

	“Yeah well…I guess I never thought of it.” She nodded and came over to my closet.

	It wasn’t hard to find those shoes on the floor. Just looking at them brought back so many memories – horrible memories of being totally stuck in them. Horrible memories that I’d never admit turned me on all too much. Touching them and picking them up made those memories all too real.

	She took them from me and held them up for a closer look. “Nice,” she said. “Very pretty.” She looked at me with a devilish look on her face that reminded me all too much of her daughter. “And where’s those lock things Ashley found so funny?”

	I stared at her for a moment, wondering if I should be surprised or not that she had asked. It was yet another moment before I found the courage to go to my bottom dresser drawer and pull them out.

	She examined them closely, trying to figure them out.

	I took one of them from her. I showed her the part that buckled around my ankle with the two buckles. I showed her the strap that went underneath the shoes and how it connected again to the ankle part. And I showed her where all the locks went.

	She nodded as if she understood, then she looked straight at me. “Mike,” she said all too softly. “Would you like me to humiliate you…just a little bit?”

	A war raged inside of me. I did, and I didn’t. I’d had too many bad experiences with that lately. And they had been the only real experiences I’d ever had. But just like with that one night at Arby’s, there were all too many things pulling me toward it as well. The allure. The danger. The temptation. The…thrill.

	“What’s wrong?” she asked.

	“I don’t know,” I said. “I’ve had too many bad experiences with that lately.”

	She nodded. “I’m not Ashley,” she said just as softly. “I promise I won’t do anything to hurt you.”

	The danger. The allure. The temptation….

	“I don’t know,” I said again. “I can’t do anything that might jeopardize my job.”

	“Absolutely not!” she agreed. “I would never do that!” The danger…. The temptation….

	“What would I have to do?” I asked with a huge lump in my throat.

	“I don’t know yet,” she replied, still in that same soft voice. “I guess we’ll just have to figure that out.”

	The temptation…. The danger…. The thrill…. I swallowed hard. “Okay.”

	When I didn’t move, she physically reached out and grabbed my shoulders. She turned me around toward the bed. “Tell you what,” she whispered. “I’ve got to go see Ashley again pretty soon. Why don’t you just get undressed?”

	I was in a fog. A semi–detached state. I knew what I was doing, but I did it anyway. I had a lot of grave misgivings about what I was doing…and I still did it anyway. Could I trust her? I decided that I trusted her more than I trusted Ashley…until she proved me wrong. Swallowing hard again, I moved over toward the bed and started undressing.

	She watched me for a moment, then disappeared into my closet. She was back a moment later. “Where’s the diapers that Ashley said you love so much?”

	The diapers! “I…I don’t love them. In fact, to be honest, I rarely ever wear them.” “Oh!” She seemed to consider that for a moment. “That’s okay. So where are they?” “I’ve only got one left,” I told her.

	“So where is it?”

	“In my bottom drawer.”

	She opened my bottom dresser drawer and started hunting around. I saw her pull my birdseed breast forms out and look at them strangely. She tossed them down on the floor along with one of my bras before she went back to rooting around. “Lots of panties,” I see,” she said without looking up. “Found it!” She pulled the diaper out. She picked the breast forms and bra up from the floor and carried them all over to the bed. She was examining that diaper. “Damn!” she said. “This thing looks cheap! It doesn’t even look as good as the cheap ones we use in the hospital.”

	“It’s not very good,” I told her. “I got a package of them on a discontinuation sale. Like I said, I rarely ever wear them anyway.”

	“No matter, she said as she tossed it on the bed.” She watched as I hesitantly removed my pants. “Everything!” she told me. “All the way. And don’t dally too long. I’ve got to get back to Ashley.”

	A minute later, I was stark naked in front of her. And worse, I felt a certain part of my body beginning to rise to the occasion. She noticed. “I see someone is already enjoying this.” She reached out and grabbed it – not too hard, not too soft. I immediately felt myself becoming fully erect. My knees went weak and almost buckled under me. And she let go – all too quickly. “Up on the bed now,” she said. “Diaper time.”

	All I really wanted just then was her hand back where it was. I moved things aside on the bed and laid down. In moments she had that diaper under my backside.

	“Where’s that rash ointment I gave you last night?” she asked. “This is as good a time as any to use it.”

	“In the bathroom,” I told her. “On the counter.”

	She disappeared into the bathroom and came right back. She smeared a generous amount, not only all over my backside, but all over my front side as well – which my raging sexual member absolutely loved. The part that my member didn’t like though, was quickly being locked away inside that one thin diaper without any release.

	“Okay. Up,” she ordered.

	I got off the bed. With that ointment smeared all over me, that diaper felt really weird, like it was sticking to my skin all around. She helped me put the bra on, and she herself stuffed the birdseed forms into it.

	“Hmm. They seem to work pretty well,” she commented. I said nothing. She went back into my closet and pulled out my formfitting maroon long–sleeved blouse with the ruffled neck. She waited until I had it on. Then she handed me those five–inch t–strap shoes. I held them in my hands for several moments, unable to move.

	“I’m waiting…and I’m running late!”

	With a sigh, I carried them over to the chair in my room and put them on.

	“Much better,” she said as she looked me over. Now where’s the makeup Ashley said you had?”

	My makeup? I sighed. “My bottom drawer. It’s in a plastic bag.”

	She went back to my bottom drawer and rooted around again, finally coming up with the makeup. “Hmmm.” She said as she hunted through it. I saw her pull out a small powder compact, inspect it, then she pulled out my two lipsticks and she inspected them as well. “These will do,” she said happily.

	She stood up again. She noticed my cell phone on my dresser and grabbed it. She handed it to me. “Let’s go,” she said, sounding all too cheerful.

	Go? Dressed just as I was, I followed her out of the bedroom. She ducked quickly into her bedroom and came out a moment later with her coat and purse. I followed her to the living room. “Get your coat,” she told me.

	I was suddenly totally aghast. “My coat?”

	“That’s right,” she said as she slipped her own coat on.

	“But I can’t!”

	“Sure you can,” she said with an all too devilish smile. “It’s not humiliation unless there’s a reason for you to feel it.”

	“But I feel it just fine here.”

	“Nonsense!”

	“But someone might see.”

	“I seriously doubt it,” she told me. “Trust me. Besides, isn’t the possibility that someone might see you what really turns you on?”

	“But…”

	“Michael. Get our coat on. Now! You’re making me late.”

	I was practically shaking as I pulled my coat out of the closet and put it on. I was covered up quite well from my waist up. Especially wearing my heavy coat. But from the waist down, I was nothing but a total embarrassment.

	“Let’s go,” she said all too brightly as she opened the front door.”

	“But someone might see me!”

	She went outside and looked around. “I don’t see anyone.”

	“Why don’t we take my car,” I offered. “I can go out through the garage that way.”

	“Nonsense!” she replied. She came back into the house, grabbed my hand, and literally pulled me out into the cold. I was fine from the waist up, but that intense cold wind blowing on my bare legs was not only freezing, it made me all too aware of just how practically naked and embarrassingly dressed I really was. And to make matters worse, I had to wait while she dug into her purse to find the key I had given her, and all too slowly locked the front door. And I didn’t have my wallet or my keys. I couldn’t get back into my house now if I tried.

	“Come along Michael,” she said as she strode confidently toward her car.

	Maybe she felt confident, but I certainly didn’t! I hurried after her, having to wait to get into her car while she unlocked it. And once I got in and sat down – damn that seat was cold!

	I was in a state of shock as she drove all the way to the hospital. I felt shock…and sexual arousal. She hunted around a bit, and finally found a parking place that was right next to the sidewalk that ran along the front of the hospital. She considered that spot to be lucky. I considered it horrible! How long did she plan on being in there anyway?

	Before she got out of the car, she grabbed her purse and started rummaging around in it. She handed me my powder compact and those two lipsticks she had grabbed, then she pulled two of her own lipsticks out of her purse and handed them to me. She opened the centre console and pulled out a box of tissues. “Now here’s how this is going to work,” she said. “When I get out of this car, you’ll have five minutes to put one of those lipsticks on your lips, take a picture of it, then text it to me. I’ll text back what colour I want you to use next, then you’ll have five minutes to wipe off the old lipstick and send me a picture of the new one. For every minute that you’re late, I’m going to have Ashley send those pictures to one of her friends. And if you don’t do it at all, I’ll have her send texts to all her friends explaining exactly where you are and what you’re wearing. So unless you want things to be even worse for you, I suggest you get busy with that lipstick. With a big grin, she got out of the car. The doors suddenly locked, and I saw her grin at me again as she walked away.

	My jaw was wide open. I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t want to do it. But if I didn’t, she’d have Ashley send either pictures of me with the lipstick, or worse, tell her friends what I was wearing and where I was. I could just see a few of them coming to the hospital…just to find me! And worse, the place where she parked…there was too much light and anyone coming along would see me doing it! But if I didn’t do it…. My mind was in a total panic. I was going to have no choice but to sit there and constantly put lipstick on my lips, with the car parked right where people could walk by and see me doing it! But…if I didn’t….

	Totally panicked, my eyes glanced up and down the sidewalk. I saw nobody around. I quickly opened that tiny compact and tried to see my lips in the mirror. I grabbed one of the lipsticks and went to work. The moment I was done, I looked all around again. Still nobody. Whew! I texted her the picture.

	I sat for quite a while, waiting for her to text me back. I guess she waited until she got up to Ashley’s room. But then my phone dinged and I read the text spelling out the name of the lipstick she wanted to see next. I quickly wiped my lips off with a tissue, realizing I should have done that while I waited, then applied the next one – totally different flavour.

	I had no trouble at all doing it in that five minute deadline, so this time I took the opportunity to clean my lips off. As I did, I realized that once I had pictures of all four colours, I could really just send her the same pictures over and over again, and I wouldn’t have to sit there and worry about anyone seeing me doing it. Six pictures later, I actually tried it. And the next text ordered me to include my nose in the picture as well. The one after that ordered me to show my whole face. One told me to take a picture with one finger held vertically over my lips, the next one told me to stick my tongue out. Smile more. Frown. Pout. One colour on the top, another on the bottom. Always something different. I literally had no choice but to sit there and stick lipstick on myself over and over again and then snap a selfie of myself that way.

	There were times when people walked by, and I was totally embarrassed and worried about them seeing me. But I never did my lipstick while anyone looking in could see. And with the cold, the few people I saw were hurrying to their cars as fast as possible, so it was never really a problem.

	I did have one other tiny problem though. It was cold! And the longer I sat there in her car, the colder it got. Since the engine wasn’t running, the heat also wasn’t running. I had a heavy coat on up above, but everything below my waist was absolutely freezing! And the longer I sat there, the more I realized I was getting cold up above too, despite my coat. When I noticed my teeth started chattering a little, I not only sent the picture she requested, but I asked how much longer she was going to be. She sent back another lipstick colour and told me to make it look like I was blowing a kiss. Then she added that she didn’t know how much longer. She and Ashley were totally enjoying themselves and my pictures.

	I sent the required picture and this time added that I wasn’t just cold out there, I was freezing…and it was getting worse! The text I got back was something totally different: “OMG! Didn’t think about the cold. Be right down.” I was glad. Not only that, she hadn’t asked for another lipstick picture.

	It was still a long while before she came hurrying back into the car. She climbed in and said, “I’m so sorry! I never even thought about how cold it is outside. She started the car and cranked up the blower for the heater, which only blew more frigid air at my bare legs. A moment later, my teeth were chattering worse.

	“Can you turn the fan off?” I asked. “It’s making it worse.” Fortunately, she did. The car warmed up eventually and she turned the heater fan up for me again, blowing much needed warm air toward me. But I was still all too cold when she pulled into my driveway. Getting into the house again was a huge relief on many levels.

	“Michael,” she said as I was hanging up my coat. “Did you enjoy yourself tonight?”

	“Enjoy myself? I was scared out of my ever–loving’ mind the entire time!”

	She smiled. “But did you enjoy yourself?”

	It was a moment before I could answer. “Yeah,” I admitted sheepishly. “I did.”

	“Good!” she said. “Maybe we can play again sometime.”

	Despite how insanely nervous I was all night, I had actually enjoyed the situation…on a level few people would ever understand. But there was no doubt that I was glad it was over now. And then she said, “Wear your nightgown to bed tonight, and don’t take that diaper off.” My heart jumped once again.

	I had shed everything and was just pulling my pink nightgown on when she showed up in my room. She watched as I finished with the nightgown, then went to my bottom drawer. She pulled out a pair of panties and spread them out flat on top of my dresser. “Wear those to work tomorrow,” she told me with a sly grin.

	I nodded, unable to say anything else. I had worn panties to work before – twice! But each time I had been so worried that someone might find out, that I had never done it again.

	She came over to me and pushed me back toward the bed. “I know you’ve probably got to pee,” she started.

	She was right, I did. It hit me the moment I got out of her car and hurried to get back into the house.

	She pulled the covers back and motioned for me to get into bed. Then she sat down on the edge of the bed and looked at me. Her voice was soft and quiet again. “I also know that you’re most likely going to masturbate as soon as I turn out the light.”

	She was right about that too, even though it hadn’t actually crossed my mind yet.

	“Don’t!” she said sternly. “Not until you’ve wet that diaper you’re wearing first. And if that cheap thing leaks…well…I’m sure you’ve spent the night before in a wet bed.” I had. Especially since Ashley had moved in.

	“I had fun tonight too,” she told me. “Ashley and I both did. I think it was the most fun the two of us have shared together in many years. And as much as I hate to say it, we’ve got you to thank for that.” She leaned down and kissed me on the cheek. “Goodnight Mike. And thanks again – for so much. I’m looking forward to getting Ashley out of that hospital tomorrow, and if I can’t bring her home, at least I know I can bring her here instead.”

	She got up from the bed and went to the door. She stopped and turned back to me before walking out. I saw that same sly smile on her face again. “Don’t…close this door,” she told me. “And when you get busy with your…fun, don’t be afraid of how much noise you make. I want to hear it. And when you take that diaper off tomorrow morning, keep it in a plastic bag so I can inspect it.” She turned off the light. “Night Mike.”

	My mind was going crazy with all too many things. And now this final little taunt of hers where she wanted to hear me having my “fun,” it only made matters worse for me. It was embarrassing. It was totally humiliating. And I couldn’t help it. The very idea of what she had said was fuelling my sexual need.

	I laid there on my back and let myself pee into that thin little diaper. I felt the warm pee running out all around me and running down to the bottom of my diaper. Was it leaking? My hand felt around me. Yes. I felt a bit of a wet spot under me already. I rolled over on my belly, my mind remembering the entire evening – putting the lipstick on over and over again and sending out those embarrassing pictures. Just the way I had been dressed – outside of the house – fuelled my sexual need. I wasn’t loud. I wasn’t long at it either. I couldn’t be. Did she hear me? I had no way of knowing. And of course, once I was spent, I felt no desire at all anymore. In fact, I felt nothing but shame and disgust at the things I had done.

	But even still, despite berating myself for my behaviour, the allure of the fantasy remained. The pull of the drug. The pull of the danger. The pull of the desire. I rolled over and dreamed of Joanna and the soft kisses she had placed on my cheek.

	 


Chapter 09.

	 

	My cell phone remained both strangely and wonderfully silent for most of the day. I kept expecting either a phone call or at least a text from Joanna telling me she had Ashley at the house, but it didn’t happen. Not until after two in the afternoon. And then my phone only dinged that a text had come in. I looked at it and read the short message several times. “We’re at the house now. Have another proposal to discuss when Ash can’t hear.” I wasn’t sure what to make of that. Her last little proposal had saddled me with having to care for Ashley – for the next six weeks – or more!

	When the work day finally ended I headed home feeling more than a bit of trepidation. To be honest, I wasn’t at all looking forward to seeing Ashley again. There was also the business from last night that I had to consider as well. I’d just as soon she not bring up what I had done out in the hospital parking lot for much of the night. It was…embarrassing!

	When I got home, I pulled around Joanna’s car in the driveway and pulled straight into my garage, automatically closing the door again as I got out of my car. It was nice not having to get out in the cold winter weather. The kitchen smelled good again as I went in, but Joanna wasn’t in there. I found her in the family room instead, hovering over Ashley, who was sitting in one of my chairs watching TV. There was a hassock I had never seen before in front of her and her left leg in its big cast was propped up on it. There was also a small table I had never seen before sitting next to her with her dinner on it. The cast on her left arm was hard to miss and she was wearing some kind of big loose fitting dress. Her metal crutch was propped up next to her chair.

	“Hi Mike,” Joanna said with a smile as I walked in.

	“How’s the patient?” I asked.

	“Miserable!” Ashley said rather angrily.

	I didn’t know how to answer that.

	“Ignore her!” Joanna said quickly.

	“I don’t want to be here Mom!” Ashley told her.

	“I know dear, but I’m not letting you stay on that couch. It’s either this, or you come home with me where you belong.”

	“I’m not going to your house! No way!”

	“Then shut up and be grateful that Mike is letting you stay here.”

	“Grateful? He’s the reason I had that accident in the first place!”

	“No he’s not, damn you!’ Joanna replied. “Get that through your head. You ran that stop sign, and you’re to blame – for lots of things you did.”

	“Then let me go back to Amanda’s.”

	“Not on your life! You either stay here and be grateful he’s letting you stay, or you come home with me.”

	“I’m not going to your house! You know we can’t get along for ten minutes without arguing.”

	“All too well!”

	“Then don’t suggest it again.”

	“I will suggest it, and I’ll keep suggesting it, every time you can’t seem to be grateful that Mike is letting you stay here.”

	Ashley rolled her eyes and turned her head away. “Whatever!”

	Joanna sighed, trying to control her temper. “Do you need anything dear?”

	“A new life!”

	She ignored her daughter and left her. “Come on,” she said to me. “Dinner’s ready.” Once in the kitchen, she pulled me aside and whispered, “We’ll talk later about my idea.” I nodded my agreement.

	During dinner, she told me about the usual hassle at the hospital with getting checked out, made even worse by them not letting Ashley leave until she had been taught to use that crutch to get around with. According to Joanna, a difficult exercise since it was her left leg that was broken, and her left arm was totally useless. I could only imagine.

	“Mom! I’ve got to go to the bathroom!” “I’m coming!” Joanna called back.

	I got up with her and watched as she coaxed Ashley out of the chair, not helping her at all because she would have to do it all by herself when nobody was around. She did follow her all the way to the bathroom though like a mother hen…until Ashley got into the bathroom and closed the door in her face. I could tell how frustrated she was with Ashley.

	A few minutes later, she watched as Ashley came out of the bathroom, slowly made her way into the living room, and literally fell backwards into her chair. “You’re doing much better dear,” Joanna praised her.

	“I don’t feel like it,” Ashley replied nastily.

	“Well, you are.” The look on Joanna’s face still spelled her frustration with her daughter. “It’s time for your pills again,” she said. “I’ll get them for you.” She nodded toward me. “Come on Mike. You’re going to have to help her with these when I’m not here.”

	I watched as she grabbed pills out of two of the three bottles from the counter in the kitchen. “The instructions are on the bottles,” she told me, “but I’ll write everything out for you before I go.” She got a glass of water and carried everything in to Ashley, and watched as Ashley took all the pills. “Let me know when you get too tired,” she told her daughter.

	This time, I helped her clean up the kitchen after dinner – before I went outside to continue working on my printer stand. When I was done, I figured that it would need only one more coat on the top, and that would be it. I would do that tomorrow night, and then Saturday I could move it into the office. I was looking forward to that.

	I sat for several hours on the couch with Joanna while the three of us watched TV, noting that their tastes in what we watched weren’t exactly mine. But they were guests…I supposed.

	“Ashley…” I heard Joanna suddenly say, about halfway through one of the shows.

	I saw Ashley’s head jerk up.

	“Come on dear,” Joanna said as she got to her feet. “You’re falling asleep. Let’s get you into bed. Mike, you may as well watch.”

	I got up too and watched as Joanna made Ashley struggle to her feet herself, and then hobble with that crutch into the bathroom. From the bathroom, we all went to the bedroom where Joanna helped her into the bed. “I’ll get your pill for you,” she told her daughter.

	I followed her out to the kitchen where Joanna showed me the one pill Ashley was supposed to take when she went to bed. I got her a glass of water myself. Five minutes later, the light was off in Ashley’s room and Joanna closed her bedroom door.

	“Let’s go to the kitchen,” she suggested. I was going to turn the TV off on the way past, but she told me to leave it. The sound of it would make it more difficult for Ashley to hear, even though it was almost impossible that she could get anywhere near us without our knowing about it.

	“What’s up?” I asked once we reached the kitchen.

	“Have a seat,” she said as she grabbed a notebook and a pen from the kitchen counter. She sat down across from me. “I had an idea last night after we went to bed.” “What’s that?” I asked, already wary of what she might ask.

	“This is…not just over and above what we discussed last night about Ashley staying here, but it kind of goes right along with it. As you noticed, Ashley doesn’t want to be here.” I almost said the feeling was mutual, but I held my tongue.

	“And as we’ve discussed before, there’s a number of things she doesn’t want to do.”

	“Like getting a better education.”

	“That’s a major one near the top of my list,” she told me. “But last night I came up with this idea, and I think it could really work.”

	“And I’m betting that there’s something there that I’m not going to like,” I told her.

	She shrugged. “Actually, you very well might like it. But then again, you might not.”

	For a moment, it had sounded hopeful. But only for a moment. “Okay, tell me.”

	She nodded and opened the notebook. “Last night,” she said, “Ashley and I had one of the most enjoyable times together that the two of us have had in many years.”

	“You mentioned that to me last night.”

	“Yes. Most of the time, Ashley and I start off doing somewhat well together, but it never lasts. She’s too…pig headed. Too…caught up in the things she wants to do with no regard for anything else. But last night, the two of us had a ball together, and there wasn’t even a hint of arguing. We simply had…fun together. At your expense I’m afraid.”

	I didn’t like where this was heading, but I said nothing. She must have noticed though.

	“Don’t worry!” she said quickly. “I laid down the law with Ashley as soon as we got here today. “She’s absolutely not to try to boss you around in any way at all…other than for the things I guess she’s going to constantly need help with. Anything else is strictly out! And believe me, she pitched a major fit over that.” “Thank you!” I replied, much relieved.

	She nodded. “But I’m afraid, that’s conditional.”

	I blinked. “What?”

	“I’ve been writing down ideas here all day. And I’d like to go over them with you. Then I’m hoping you can give me your thoughts as well, and together we can hash out some kind of…arrangement.”

	“Arrangement for what?”

	She looked at me for a moment before she answered. “To let Ashley dominate you like she wants.”

	“What?”

	“In fact, my idea is for not only Ashley, but for me too to have control over you as well.” “Both of you?” Terror was the only emotion I was feeling just then.

	She looked down at her notebook and I noticed her words were very carefully spoken as she started laying out her idea. “In order for Ashley to continue to stay here instead of coming home with me, and in order for her to be allowed to dominate you, she’s going to have to continue to show progress in a number of areas, most of which I will decide to let her know about when the time comes. She either continues to do what I want, and show me definite progress each and every week, or she not only no longer gets to dominate you, but she will have to move back home with me – where I want her. There will be no two ways about it. No second chances for her at all. She either knuckles down and does what I want, or she comes home. She won’t get another choice…or a chance! I’ll haul her right out of here, like it or not!”

	Was I hyperventilating? “You want to let her dominate me?”

	“Yes! As an incentive. And the minute she backslides, it’s over!”

	“But you saw what she did to me!”

	She shook her head. “There will be absolutely no more of that – ever! That was totally uncalled for.”

	“I’ll say!”

	She looked back down at her notebook. “She will absolutely have to make sure that nothing she does with you ever affects your job in any way. Never! There must never be even the slightest chance of that. In fact, I’ve got it here in my notes to make sure that no pictures of your face get posted or sent anywhere – and I’m going to insist on getting the phone numbers of all her friends so I can continually ask them. I’ll also be watching her Facebook account every day as well. I’m going to go out of my way to make sure your job and reputation at work is as protected as I possibly can.”

	“At work…but how about anywhere else?”

	She shrugged. “I think that’s going to be another matter.”

	“You’re acting like I’m going to go along with this preposterous idea!”

	“I’m…hoping that you will. You said last night that you enjoyed what we did at the hospital. And I have no doubt at all that your…inclinations made you actually love it. So…I’m hoping.”

	“What do I get out of all this?”

	“Beyond the money and things we talked about last night?” She shrugged. “You get the…humiliation of having to do whatever she wants. Whatever either of us wants or makes you do, because I’m going to be over and above her. I’m going to have the final say on things. I’m just not going to be around all the time. I will be here as many weekends as I can though. And to be honest…” She smiled a little too slyly. “I’m rather looking forward to that.”

	I was staring at her, totally aghast. Still trying to take it all in.

	“What I want from you now,” she continued, “is to sit down and start making a list of every little thing you’re not happy about. Every little thing you’re concerned about. Every little thing you might want or need. Let me know tomorrow and then we’ll see how we can deal with it. I’m hoping that by the time I leave on Saturday, that this can all be arranged. But Michael, I don’t want Ashley to get even a hint of any of this until we can get the details all worked out between us.”

	I shook my head. “But what if I don’t want to?”

	She nodded. “I’m afraid that option must be on the table as well. And I will honour it if that’s your final wish. But my way, you get the domination and humiliation that I’m sure you fantasize about. Ashley gets a decent place to stay with someone to help her through her tough times. She also gets the education and other things I think she needs. And I get the peace of mind knowing that no matter what, you’ll be there to watch over her.”

	“But she’s…impossible!”

	“I’m well aware of that. And I’m hoping that this will help to curb some of those problems she has.”

	My mind was awhirl with thoughts and images, none of which I could clearly think about. Somewhere in there, a thought hit me. “What if she wants me to do something that I either feel I have to refuse, or maybe have her do for herself instead.”

	She picked up her pen. “Excellent questions. Ones that will have to be addressed for sure.” I felt slightly mollified, but only slightly.

	“Anything else?” she asked.

	I shook my head. “I don’t know. I can barely think right now.”

	“I understand. Take some time and consider it all carefully. As I said, list everything, even your slightest concerns, no matter how trivial, and let me know tomorrow. The sooner, the better, so I have more time to deal with them.”

	She closed her notebook, got up from the table, and came around and kissed me on the cheek. “Don’t forget to wear your nightgown to bed again,” she whispered. “And another pair of panties to work tomorrow. And Michael, leave your bedroom door open.”

	Damn her. She had me so confused I didn’t know what to think. I started walking around the house, checking everything and making sure all the doors were locked. It wasn’t until then that I wondered where she was going to sleep. But she had said she would make do with the couch. I noticed her coming out of the bathroom. “Let me get you a pillow and a blanket.”

	She shook her head. “Don’t bother,” she said softly. She smiled at me one more time, then quietly went into her daughter’s room.

	I turned out the lights, leaving only a single one in the living room on for her, and went to bed…leaving my door open like she had told me. Ashley was across the hall, but her door was closed and I had no doubt the pain pills would keep her well knocked out.

	Wearing my pink satin nightgown and the panties I had worn all day, I prepared three more tissues to relieve myself in. As quietly as I could I started humping the bed. So many thoughts to fuel my fantasies. So many experiences now to make things worse. I was rapidly getting where I was going, when the dim light coming from the hallway suddenly went out, and I realized that someone had just closed my bedroom door.

	“Move over,” Joanna’s voice whispered.

	Totally not believing what was happening, I moved over and she crawled into bed next to me – completely naked. “Mmm,” she said as her hand found my completely rigid member…and her soft lips found mine.

	Those tissues I had pulled out were never fully used, even though they could have been put to a lot of good use afterwards. I slept on wet sheets again, but they were wet from a different problem. And I wasn’t the only one who slept on them that way.

	––––– o0o –––––

	When I got to the bank Friday morning and sat down at my desk, my mind was so confused and awash with things that I didn’t know where to start to sort them all out. I know you will all laugh at me, and perhaps you have the right, but Joanna was the first woman I’ve ever had sex with – in the entire thirty–two years of my life.

	I know it’s unbelievable, but because of the way I knew I was, because of all the weird things that had always gone through my head that turned me on, I had never once had sex with anyone. Joanna was my first. And it was certainly memorable. Not to mention far different than I imagined. When I mentioned it to Joanna that night, shortly after we had gotten started, she had laughed…and then showed me how it’s supposed to be done. There was no doubt she was far more experienced than I was!

	But I had always been shy around the girls. Too shy to do much more than talk with them…on a non–sexual level. And I guess over the years, all those fantasies had replaced any inclination I ever had of trying to have a normal sexual relationship with a woman. My big question now was…was it enough to change those odd sexual inclinations I had? I knew deep down that it wasn’t. I had been this way too long now. I had sequestered myself too much. I had let those stupid inclinations rule my life. Fortunately, I had always done it in secret. Until now.

	And then there was the crazy domination idea that Joanna was trying to stick me with. What was I going to do about that? That scared me far more than having sex with a woman. The idea of being dominated not only made me weak in the knees, it made me sick to my stomach with worry as well. But the idea of it…. The allure…. The thrill…. The excitement….

	I had no doubt that despite Joanna’s intentions, such a thing would be far too dangerous for me – especially for my job. Not only my job, but my reputation around town. Not that I had one, except perhaps in my own neighbourhood with the two or three neighbours I actually knew the names of. So I guessed my neighbour’s had to be a factor as well.

	I tried to work, but it was difficult. My thoughts continually turned to either the sex I’d had with Joanna last night, or to the fantasies surrounding Joanna’s idea. But each time those fantasy images came to my mind, more issues arose that told me such a thing would be a bad idea, and because of them, such a thing could never work. Still, the images that came to mind and the fantasies were fun. Interesting! The allure….

	It was the middle of the morning when I got a phone call from Joanna. “Mike?” “Yes?”

	“A big box was just delivered for you. Ashley says it’s all the diapers she had you buy. But the box is huge! I pushed it into your bedroom for you.” “Uh…thanks,” I told her.

	“Ashley wanted to open the box and look, but I wouldn’t let her. They’re your personal things.”

	“Yeah. I appreciate that.”

	“And Chris called me this morning.”

	“Chris? What did he want?”

	“He says Ashley still as tons of stuff in his house, and if she’s not going to move back in with him then he wants all of it gone – right away! It sounds like those two have broken up for good.”

	“According to Ashley they have.”

	“Yeah. She still spouts nasty stuff instead of his name anytime she refers to him.”

	“Tomorrow is Saturday,” I told her. “I’ll help move Ashley’s stuff out of there tomorrow.

	Maybe we can stack it somewhere out of the way in the garage.”

	“Great!” she replied. “I appreciate it. I’ll let Chris know what’s happening.”

	“Yeah. Good.”

	Her voice dropped to almost a whisper. “Have you given any more thought to what we discussed last night?”

	“Some,” I replied. “And all I have is nothing but reasons why it would be too dangerous for me to do it.”

	She didn’t reply for a moment. “Send them to me, or write them down and show them to me later. All of them.”

	“I’m not sure…”

	“Mike, just send them. Let me play. Besides, other than taking care of Ashley once in a while, I’ve got nothing better to occupy my mind anyway. Oh, and that reminds me. Any chance I can have the password for your computer so I can work on this? I promise I won’t be so…intrusive as Ashly was. Or…no, maybe I can’t promise that. But may I use your computer anyway?”

	I thought about that. “What the heck,” I replied. “Ashley’s seen it all anyway, and obviously she’s told you about it all.” I gave her the password.

	“Thanks,” she said. “And start sending me everything you’re concerned about. Text if you can, or just list them and bring them home later. Whatever. I still want to take a good honest look at this idea.”

	“Uh…okay,” I replied. “I’ll figure something out.”

	“Great. Thanks Mike.”

	I sent her several texts within the first hour alone, then only a few more after that. As I saw it, they were all good reasons why her idea couldn’t work.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Once again dinner was ready and waiting for me when I got home. But this time, Joanna had me watch Ashley carefully as she got herself out of the living room chair, and hobbled her way into the kitchen to sit at the table with us. Later, after dinner when Ashley was once again back in her living room chair, Joanna had me bring Ashley the pills she was supposed to take, although evidently she only had one more day to take most of them. There would still be one pill remaining that she would have to take twice a day for the next week.

	“Now can I see what’s in that box?” Ashley asked as soon as she had swallowed her pills.

	Joanna looked to me. “It’s your package,” she said. “Your decision.”

	“Uh…I’m not sure I want to see what’s in that box myself, let alone show anyone else. “Please…” Ashley begged. “Mom said I could ask you as soon as I finished dinner and took my pills.”

	“Um…to be honest,” I told her, “I’d rather not. Even I’m not really interested in opening it. Most likely, I’m going to push it into the back of my closet and leave it there for a very long time.”

	“That’s just stupid!” Ashley exclaimed. “You bought them. Now open the box and show us.”

	I considered it. But it was Ashley who had asked. And because of that…. “No!” I told her firmly. “I only bought them because you made me. And I would never have bought a lifetime supply of the damn things!” I walked off before I got any angrier. I changed clothes and went out to put the final coat on the top of my new printer stand.

	I was hoping that Joanna would join me in bed again that night, but instead she asked for a pillow and a blanket so she could sleep on the couch. I was very disappointed. But just as I was saying goodnight, she did whisper, “Wear your nightgown again Mike, and make sure you leave your door open. I want to hear you when you’re…enjoying yourself.” I know I blushed.

	She was still laying the blanket out on the couch when I went into my room. I did wear my nightgown, and I did leave the door open. As always, I prepared my usual three tissues, turned out the light, and got into bed.

	I pulled my nightgown up and my panties out of the way and wrapped my shaft in those tissues. Heaven! For a minute. Until I realized she was standing in my doorway watching me. I stopped immediately, totally embarrassed that she would be standing there and seeing what I was doing.

	And then she came all the way into the room and sat on the side of my bed. “Continue,” she told me, keeping her voice low. “I want to see you making love to nothing more than your bed. A totally inanimate object.” When I didn’t move, she said, “I’m waiting. Neither of us is going to sleep tonight until I see how sexy you find the square shape of your bed is.” After a moment she said, “I’m waiting Mike. Get to it.”

	Not sure of anything, and totally embarrassed, I turned back onto my stomach, made sure those tissues were in place and very slowly began humping my bed again.”

	“Humph!” she said as she sat there and watched me. “Turned on by a mattress. A totally inanimate object. Never even made love to a woman before until last night.”

	Her words were getting to me. Embarrassing me. Digging down into my soul. And definitely turning me on. I found myself humping faster.

	“Disgusting!” she exclaimed softly. “So turned on by embarrassing things that he doesn’t even need a real woman to have sex with. Actually, he doesn’t deserve to have sex with a real woman. The only thing he deserves, is to have sex with useless objects.” I was humping harder, faster. Her words were driving me crazy.

	“Tell me, do you fantasize about your pillow? Do you kiss it instead of a real woman? You said you love wood. Maybe what you need is nothing more than a piece of wood with a hole in it to make love to. Would that turn you on even more? You could coat your lips with lipstick and make yourself all pretty. Then kiss your piece of wood and stick your useless cock through the hole and pound away to your hearts content. One useless animate object, making love to another useless inanimate object. Is that what you want? Is that what you deserve?”

	I came in a big rush, filling those tissues with my sperm, and worrying that they would break or not be able to hold it all. I collapsed on the bed.

	“Pitiful,” she said as she got up. I rolled over and grabbed the tissues, carefully folding them so as not to get the mess anywhere. I set them on my nightstand like I always did. Then I pulled my nightgown back down. I didn’t want to look up at her. I was too embarrassed. But she was still standing there, so I looked up.

	She reached over and picked up the dirty tissues and examined them, unfolding them to see better. “Humph!” she grunted softly. She refolded them with the messy side out and brought them closer to me. “Open your mouth.” “No.” I said as I shook my head.

	“Open…your…mouth!”

	The staring contest between us was very short. I opened my mouth and she stuck those tissues inside. They tasted…weird! Not really awful, but close.

	“Lick them clean,” she said. “Lick all that junk off them.”

	Slowly my tongue went to work. She watched for a moment then leaned down and kissed my cheek. “Good night Mike,” she said all too lovingly. She turned and left…leaving my door still open.

	She had been there again tonight, but it had certainly been different than last night. Once again I didn’t sleep well. Once again Joanna haunted my dreams. This time though, she wasn’t the sexy woman I had made love to the night before. This time, she was the sexy woman that had controlled me. Dominated me. Made me do things. Humiliated me. 

	The temptation…. The danger…. The thrill…. The…allure.

	 


Chapter 10.

	 

	It was Ashley clonking out of her room with her crutch that woke me up. I looked up and saw her standing in my bedroom doorway. “What?” I asked.

	“Show me those diapers.”

	“No!”

	“You’re no fun!” She clonked her way to the bathroom.

	I slipped out of bed and put some decent clothes on. I found Joanna in my office working at my computer.

	“Morning Mike,” she said cheerily.

	“Morning,” I returned. I wandered over to see what she was working on, but she immediately closed it. “Not yet,” she told me. “Later today. It still needs a little more work.” She got up from the chair. “Breakfast?”

	“Sure.”

	It was nice having someone cook me a good breakfast, even though she had me carry all the food to the table and make sure Ashley survived getting to the kitchen with no problems. After breakfast, Joanna seemed to be go out of her way to find things that I could help Ashley with. But I could completely see her reasoning for it. I was going to be alone taking care of Ashley. She needed me to get used to doing that.

	The strangest thing I had to do that morning, and by far the most contentious for not only me but especially for Ashley, was to help her bathe. She couldn’t take a shower or a bath, and with her left arm and left leg in casts she couldn’t use them for anything. Ashley pitched a major fit over it, but she soon realized she had no choice in the matter. She was stuck letting me pull that big oversized nightgown off of her…that I was told wasn’t really a nightgown but a housedress. Except for the fact that it wasn’t exactly sexy, I couldn’t tell the difference. Either way, Ashley was totally naked in her bathroom in front of me, and Joanna instructed me in how to help give Ashley a complete sponge bath, then dress her in another of those big housedresses that Joanna had bought for her.

	Before long though, Ashley was again ensconced in her chair in the living room, and had my game machine playing on my big TV. While I went into my bathroom to bathe and dress, Joanna headed again for my office to keep working. I wasn’t sure I wanted to know what she was coming up with.

	The biggest thing on my mind that morning was not Ashley or Joanna, but my printer stand. Once dressed, I went out through my porch door, noticing that a good two inches of snow had fallen during the night. The forecast had called for possible snow flurries, but that was all. It looked like those flurries had been more than just possible. I was going to have to shovel my driveway off as well. But my printer stand had to come first.

	My shop was still nice and warm since I had left the heater running for much of the last week, and my new printer stand stood there all finished and waiting for me. I ran my hand over the top. Completely dry and completely smooth. Like glass. Perfect! I turned my heater off, opened the door, turned the light off, and hefted that printer stand up. It was heavy, but manageable. The one time I was upset about anything was trying to get it into the porch. I had to set it down in the snow so I could open the door, but I soon had it inside. I ran back and closed my shed door, then went back to the porch. Five minutes later, I had the printer stand in my office.

	Joanna had stopped working while I brought it in. She praised how nice it looked, which made me feel real good, and watched as I set it in place at the end of my desk. It took me only a few minutes to move my printer to the top of it. And it was done. Another project complete. And another project that I was proud to say I had created myself. Despite Ashley, I was feeling good.

	“And how’s your project coming?” I asked Joanna.

	“Getting there,” she told me. “I think we can discuss it early this afternoon.

	I said nothing. In truth, I was more than a bit afraid of her idea.

	The sound of her cell phone ringing made her run for the guest room. She was back a few minutes later with it in her hand. “It’s Chris. He wants to know when we can get the rest of Ashley’s things.”

	“Tell him right after I shovel the driveway. I need about an hour.”

	She relayed the message, then hung up. “While you’re doing the driveway, I’ll get dressed so I can help you with Ashley’s things,” she told me.

	I headed for the garage. I was about to move Ashley even further into my house and my life – just by bringing in the rest of her stuff.

	The snow wasn’t difficult to shovel. The powdery mixture was fairly light, so my big snow shovel handed it all easily. But shovelling the snow gave me yet another reason why being dominated by Ashley…and her mother…was a bad idea and couldn’t work. I lived in a house. I had maintenance things to do all the time. And I couldn’t do them if I was restricted by someone’s weird ideas. Life constantly threw lots of obstacles at us, even something as simple as shovelling snow. And those obstacles had to be taken care of and overcome.

	Once the snow was cleared away, I had no legitimate reasons to delay it any longer, it was time to move Ashley into my house, pretty much completely. My garage was a two car garage. Joanna, Chris, and myself seemed to make countless trips from my house to his house and back again. The one side of my garage was getting all too full. While we were doing that, I quietly told Joanna about my latest concern that I figured would be more fuel to put a stop to her idea. But she just took it in and said she’d consider it. I hoped she’d consider it enough to realize that what she was thinking of couldn’t possibly work.

	––––– o0o –––––

	While Ashley watched TV or played games, Joanna spent most of her time in my office, asking me to leave her alone. I had no problem with that. I did have laundry and other chores to do, so I kept plenty busy.

	It wasn’t until after lunch when Joanna quietly asked if she could talk to me in my office for a few minutes. Ashley was watching a movie on TV. The two of us went into my office and she closed the door. She sat down at my desk and opened one of the drawers and pulled out a stack of papers. She separated some of the pages and handed them to me. “This is what I came up with,” she said. “And Mike, I know you’re not crazy about this idea, but for Ashley’s sake, I’d really like you to consider this.”

	Sceptical wouldn’t even come close to how I felt. I looked down at the page and saw the title she had placed on it. “The Domination of Michael?” I asked.

	She nodded. “That’s pretty much what it is,” she replied. “But there’s another title that I’d rather have on this. It’s just one I don’t dare put on it.”

	“And what’s that?”

	“Saving Ashley.”

	I stared at her for a moment, then looked down at the papers in my hand. It appeared to be a much more formal document than I had ever imagined, and it was laid out in sections, with a beginning section followed by a separate section for each of us. “Start at the top. Don’t just skip around,” she told me. “Read it all.” So I did. I stood there and read all of it.

	The Domination of Michael

	This agreement shall stand and be abided by all parties until such time as, either one of the rules is broken, Michael Hammond himself decides to end it, or Ashley Desmond can not only adequately support herself, but has also found a suitable place to live that her mother, Joanna Desmond, approves of.

	No person shall have the ability to alter this agreement. Only a written and signed concession by all parties can do that.

	It is hereby noted that Michael Hammond, despite being the very bottom of the food chain here and subject to everything that shall be aimed at him, shall remain the one single most important person involved. It is not only his house that will be involved, but his very life. Utmost care will be taken by all parties to insure that his physical health will never suffer.

	Since Michael Hammond is the primary focus of this agreement, at all times he shall have the ability to end this agreement with nothing more than giving word of his decision.

	Failure by anyone to not follow even a single rule, or breaking a single rule, shall immediately render this agreement null and void.

	In the event of this agreement being terminated by any event at all, Ashley Desmond will immediately be removed from the residence of Michael Hammond, and every effort will be made to make sure nothing ill happens to Michael afterwards because of this agreement.

	In the event of Michael’s job ever being affected in the slightest way, this agreement shall be immediately terminated, Ashley shall be removed from his house, and Joanna and Ashley both shall make every effort to correct the situation if at all possible.

	To this end, all parties shall have their own personal responsibilities that must be abided by, and all parties shall also be responsible for following each of the rules set forth in all sections. Joanna Desmond

	1. By this agreement, Joanna Desmond agrees to allow her daughter, Ashley Desmond, to continue to live in the home of Michael Hammond, until such time as this agreement is terminated.

	2. In the event of this agreement being terminated, Joanna will immediately go to Michael Hammond’s home and remove Ashley and all of her personal possessions from it.

	3. Joanna Desmond will in all cases be the final authority in everything pertaining to this agreement, which because of the nature of the agreement must extend into the lives of both Ashley and Michael as well. She shall have the responsibility of listening to any ideas, arguments, and grievances and act as sole judge and jury, and if necessary dispense the appropriate punishment she feels appropriate to both Ashley and Michael.

	4. Joanna Desmond shall at all times have the right to provide Ashley with any tasks, goals, or make any other demands of her daughter that she wishes. She shall also retain the right to alter any task or demand at any time or in any way that she feels necessary.

	5. In return for Michael Hammond allowing Ashley to stay in his home, Joanna will pay the sum of one hundred dollars to him for each week that Ashley lives in his home. In addition, she shall also pay fifty percent of all agreed upon utilities and fifty percent of all grocery expenses as well. She shall only pay these amounts on receipt of copies of the bills as proof of the amounts spent, and she shall have the privilege of refuting any requested charges.

	6. The original hundred dollars for Ashley to stay in Michael’s home each week shall be placed in a special credit card account that Joanna will arrange for the purpose of this agreement. All other money will be paid directly into whatever bank account Michael designates to cover Ashley’s share of the expenses. Both Joanna and Ashley will have copies of the credit card for use in purchasing things for the domination of Michael. At no time will Michael ever be forced to pay a single penny more toward anything to use in his humiliation than the amount that is available on that credit card account. At the termination of this agreement, all money remaining in that account will go directly to Michael since it is his money to begin with.

	7. Joanna Desmond will provide Ashley with emotional, educational, and a small amount of financial support, depending on her own financial situation at the time, until such time as Ashley can once again earn a paycheck. At that time, all direct financial support from Joanna to Ashley will end, with the exception that she will continue to subsidize fifty percent of the amount of Ashley’s stay in Michael’s home until Ashley can find somewhere else to live. If within one month of Ashley receiving a full paycheck again, Ashely has still not found somewhere else to live, Joanna will only pay an additional ten percent of Ashley’s expenses to remain in Michael’s home, and Ashley herself will be responsible for paying all the rest.

	8. For this, Ashley Desmond shall have the right and privilege to dominate and humiliate Michael Hammond however she likes, while still remaining within the guidelines of this arrangement.

	Ashley Desmond

	1. Ashley Desmond hereby agrees to do everything her mother, Joanna Desmond, demands. These demands may be added to or altered whenever Joanna Desmond decides.

	2. Ashley Desmond agrees to never once argue with her mother over anything at all, but to agree and follow all of her mother’s wishes, no matter how much she doesn’t like it.

	3. Ashley Desmond agrees that in the tasks her mother sets for her, she must show definite and adequate progress every single week, or this agreement shall be terminated. In the case of schooling, any grade lower than a ‘C’ shall be deemed inadequate and reason to immediately terminate this arrangement. Proof of all school grades, tests, quizzes, and papers shall be provided to her mother every single week. In order to aid in this, Ashley is more than welcome to seek help from Michael, her mother, or any other person she needs.

	4. Ashley Desmond fully understands that this arrangement is a very fragile one. Any failure on her part, no matter how small, will mean termination of this arrangement and that she shall move back in with her mother. She fully understands that she shall have no choice in the matter, and NO second chances at all.

	5. Ashley Desmond shall always have the right to bring all ideas, concerns, and grievances directly to her mother, Joanna Desmond, who shall act as the sole authority to listen, act, provide guidance, criticism, and dispense justice as she sees fit. Ashley further agrees to abide by all of her mother’s decisions in all matters or suffer the consequences of this agreement being immediately terminated.

	6. Ashley Desmond acknowledges that her mother, Joanna Desmond is not made of gold, and that the terms of this agreement will already be stretching her financial capacity. To that end, Ashley will receive only a very small amount of direct financial support from her mother, and it will vary depending on the need and the amount of money that Joanna has available.

	7. Ashley will never ask Michael Hammond for even a single cent for her personal use. Food from restaurants and other things may or may not be paid for by Michael as he chooses.

	8. Once Ashley is able to bring home a full paycheck again, she understands that all direct financial help from her mother for personal things will end. At that time, she will also be responsible for paying fifty percent of the rent and utility amounts that Joanna is paying to Michael for Ashley’s privilege of staying in his home. If after a full month she has still not found somewhere else to live, Joanna’s contribution to this will drop to ten percent and Ashley will be fully responsible for paying everything else.

	9. Any clothing, toys, special equipment, or other items that either Ashley or Joanna decide should be purchased for the purpose of dominating and humiliating Michael, shall be paid for either by Ashley or Joanna themselves, or on the special credit card provided for this agreement. At no time will Michael have to pay even a single penny more toward his own domination than the money already available on that credit card.

	10. Ashley shall never be allowed to drive Michael’s car or even ask for its use without Michael driving it. Should Ashley wish to go somewhere while Michael is at work, he will never be asked to leave his job to take Ashley anywhere. Ashley will have to wait until Michael is out of work and has the time.

	11. Ashley acknowledges that Michael’s house is not her home, and that like any other house, it needs care and maintenance beyond the simple everyday cleaning of things. Ashley acknowledges that Michael shall be freely allowed to take care of any home maintenance that is needed, when it is needed. Neither Ashley nor Joanna will be responsible in any way for the cost for these maintenance needs.

	12. Ashley will be allowed to have whatever friends she likes in the house with her. But at all times Ashley must make sure that her friends adhere to the rules in this agreement. If at any time one of Ashley’s friends violates one of the rules, Ashley herself will be held accountable and this agreement will immediately be terminated.

	13. If any humiliating pictures of Michael should be taken by anyone, including friends and guests, none of those pictures will show Michael’s face or contain any way to easily identify him. Ashley will provide a list of all her friends and their phone numbers and Facebook accounts to Joanna so that Joanna can constantly check Ashley’s Facebook account and any other sources where these pictures may get posted to insure Michael’s identity will remain anonymous. Michael’s full name shall also never be used in connection with any pictures so that his anonymity can remain intact. Any pictures found posted anywhere, including by Ashley’s friends, where Michael can be identified will be cause for this agreement to be terminated.

	14. Ashley understands that in the things that she may impose upon Michael, that he may have his limits. To this end, “Mister Mike is a sissy chicken,” will be Michael’s safe phrase, and will immediately end whatever it is that Ashley is trying to force him to do. If Ashley has any problem with Michael’s use of this, she can bring that concern directly to me and I will make the final decision. If I rule in favour of Michael, the issue will immediately be dropped. If I rule in favour of Ashley, I will decide what punishments and actions will be taken by both Michael and Ashley depending on the circumstances.

	15. Ashley understands that in addition to “Mister Mike is a sissy chicken” being Michael’s safe phrase, there will be times when he feels he must step out of character and take the gown–up role. If at any time Michael uses the words, “Mister Mike is in charge,” then Ashley must do as he tells her. She may of course bring the incident directly to me for judgement. If I decide any additional penalties or punishments should be imposed on either person, I will issue them as I decide.

	16. For this, Ashley Desmond shall have the rights and privilege to dominate and humiliate Michael Hammond however she likes, while still remaining within the guidelines of all sections of this arrangement. And she fully understands that breaking any of the rules of this arrangement shall immediately mean the termination of the agreement and she will immediately move back in with her mother – with no questions or arguments about it.

	Michael Hammond

	1. Michael Hammond agrees to place himself under the complete control and domination of both Ashley Desmond and her mother Joanna Desmond, until such time as either himself or any of the others decide to bring this arrangement to an end. He understands that he will be continually forced to do demeaning and humiliating things that he will be very uncomfortable with, and that he will have no say in the matter and will be forced to do those things, no matter what, or where. The only exceptions to this will be anything that could affect his health, his job, or if he feels it is something too far beyond him and he must impose the use of his safe phrase.

	2. Michael Hammond understands that a priority effort will be made to not allow anything to interfere with or affect his job. However, he also understands that this effort will not extend to anything else, including things required of him in any public places.

	3. Michael Hammond understands that in the position he will be occupying, Ashley will be the master of his home, except at such times when Joanna Desmond will be there. At those time, Joanna will be in charge instead.

	4. Michael Hammond understands that Ashley has friends and that she will be allowed to have her friends in the house at any time she chooses. At those times, Ashley’s friends shall have authority over Michael as well. In all cases, Michael understands that he will be the low person on the totem pole and will be subject to the orders given him by anyone else.

	Michael acknowledges that painful and humiliating punishments may be imposed on him at any time at the whim of either Joanna or Ashley. However, in the case of any corporal or striking punishments, pictures of Michael’s body shall be taken both before and after the punishment, and those pictures shall all be sent directly to Joanna as proof that the punishment was not too severe. As always, Michael’s health shall remain of the utmost importance at all times.

	6. If at any point, Michael is told to do something and he feels he absolutely can’t, then his safe phrase shall be, “Mister Mike is a sissy chicken.” At which point anything he is being asked to do will immediately cease. If either party feels it is necessary, the circumstances should be brought immediately to Joanna’s attention for a ruling on the matter. If Joanna rules in favour of Michael, the issue will immediately be dropped. Otherwise, Joanna shall decide on what needs to be done, depending on how harsh she feels the lesson must be.

	7. Michael shall also have the option of taking the “grown–up” role when he feels it is absolutely necessary. In these cases, he must use the phrase, “Mister Mike is in charge.” At that time, he may then tell Ashley what to do instead. These actions will not be used in any way to humiliate or punish Ashly. They should be for instructional purposes only. And all such occurrences should be brought to Joanna’s attention. If Joanna decides any additional penalties or punishments should be imposed on either person, she will issue them as she decides.

	8. Michael will provide Joanna with proof of all utility and grocery bills, for which he shall receive fifty percent compensation for all agreed upon expenses in Ashley’s name. Over and above this, he shall receive one–hundred dollars per week as rent for Ashley to share his home. However, that rent money shall be placed by Joanna in the credit card account so that he will never have to pay more than that for his own domination.

	9. Michael shall at all times have the right to contact Joanna at any time he wishes to express his thoughts, concerns, and especially his grievances. If any kind of decision is required by Joanna, Michael agrees to abide by it.

	10. For this, Michael Hammond shall have almost no privileges at all, and will immediately become subject to the authority imposed upon him by both Joanna Desmond and Ashley Desmond.

	I was thunderstruck! Totally and completely aghast. Joanna had gone to great lengths with this thing, far beyond anything I ever imagined. When I finished reading it, I looked up at her, but I didn’t know what to say. I finally found a few words that didn’t even come close to the direction my thoughts were really racing. “I noticed that much of this is aimed directly at Ashley having to leave here and go home with you.”

	She nodded. “That’s right. I couldn’t get her to agree any other way. So this way, if she goes along with this, then she knows she’ll have no other choice. To be honest, I don’t see how she can really go very long at all and not step outside of the bounds of the agreement.”

	That part sounded somewhat good to me, and to be honest, I agreed with her assessment.

	“I’m afraid that, for personal reasons though,” she continued, “I think I might also find it somewhat disappointing, since my…fun…would end as well. But my bottom line is that I’d really like Ashley back home with me again – where she belongs!” She looked up at me in silence for a moment, then asked, “Mike? What do you think?”

	I was still searching for words. I forced my eyes to look back through it. “You’ve gone to great lengths here to mention protecting my job, but then here it immediately follows that it won’t extend to anywhere else in public. What about my neighbours?”

	She shook her head. “To be honest Mike, I could see no way that everything she may do with you can remain completely hidden. It is all too likely that your neighbours may find out. You’re just going to have to accept that.”

	I shook my head. “I…I just don’t know.”

	“In the end Mike, it will always be your life…and your house. You can end everything whenever you decide. I’m only hoping that you can decide to continue instead.” She got up and came over to me. Too close. Her voice was soft again. “Mike, did you enjoy me pushing your buttons over the last few days? Last night included? And don’t lie. I know you did.”

	I nodded. “Yeah. Maybe.”

	“I think it was a lot more than maybe. Mike, do you dream of doing things like that more often? Do you dream of someone telling you to do things? Embarrassing things?”

	“Uh….”

	“Don’t lie.”

	“Maybe.”

	“Which means that yes, you do. From what you told me about yourself, and what I’ve seen over the last few days, I know for a fact that you do. This would give you a chance to experience a little more of that. At least until Ashley messes up. Which we both know probably wouldn’t take that long.”

	“But this would be Ashley pushing me around, not you.”

	“I would be doing it too. Just not every day.”

	“But Ashley….”

	“You would just have to learn to follow her commands,” Joanna told me. “And the guidelines of this agreement would make that safer for you.”

	“But you didn’t rule out anything in public!”

	“No, I didn’t. And maybe that was for personal reasons as well. But to be honest, with her friends around once in a while. Pubic issues are all too possible.”

	“It’s the public issues that concern me the most.”

	She looked at me for a moment. “Mike, isn’t it that public element that really fuels your fantasies? Isn’t it the excitement of possibly being seen…or actually being seen that would make you feel the most humiliated?”

	“Those are the things that terrify me the most!”

	“Of course they do. But doesn’t that mean then that those things are at the very core of your fantasies?”

	I swallowed hard. There were too many concerns.

	She leaned over and kissed my cheek. “Please Mike? For Ashley? For me?”

	I looked into her eyes. I saw a desperation there that I hadn’t expected. But it was a desperation for her daughter. “Mmmm…. Okay,” I finally managed to get out.

	She kissed me full on the lips. “Thank you! Now we’ve just got to get Ashley to agree.” “Oh Lord! What was I getting myself into?”

	––––– o0o –––––

	Together we went into the living room to present it to Ashley. Although to be honest, Joanna was far more excited about it than I was. I was still too much in shock. Joanna immediately turned the TV off, which caused Ashley to complain. Joanna ignored her and took the lead. My main thought was that I’d rather be anywhere else but there.

	“Ashley,” Joanna said, although she already had Ashley’s full protesting attention the moment she had turned the TV off. “You’ve complained a number of times to me since we’ve been here that you want to push Michael around again. Make him do any silly thing you want.”

	I saw Ashley roll her eyes. “I get it Mom! You already said a big fat no to that. And he was damn rude when I even suggested I wanted to see those diapers the other night.”

	“That’s right!” Joanna agreed. “But what if there was a way that I did let you push him around…and he agreed to it as well.”

	Ashley’s jaw dropping was almost comical. Her face lit up as she looked between her mother and me. “Huh? I can? Great!” She looked straight at me. “Get that box of diapers. Now!” “No dear,” Joanna said quickly.

	“But you said…”

	“I said there might be a way. I’m afraid that’s going to depend on you agreeing to some things.”

	“What?” Ashley asked suspiciously.

	“This,” Joanna said as she started separating a group of pages to give to her. “Everything in here…and I do mean absolutely everything!”

	“Huh?”

	Joanna handed Ashley the pages and I saw her start to read them. “Oh hell no!” she exclaimed all too quickly. “Not a chance in hell!” She read a few more sections, moved on to another page. “This is all bogus. Nothing but bogus. Everything in here is aimed only at getting me to go back home with you. Everything! Look how many times you repeat exactly the same thing! No way Mom. No way in hell!” She literally threw the papers across the floor.

	I breathed a big sigh of relief. Joanna only looked troubled.

	“I have to leave later today,” Joanna told her daughter. “But even without this agreement, so help me, if I hear you giving Mike here any trouble at all – about anything – I’ll be back down here to get you so fast it will make your head spin. I’m only letting you stay here as a favour to you. And I know for a fact that Mike isn’t exactly happy with the idea either. So watch yourself young lady. Behave!”

	“I’ll be fine, Mom. Just leave me alone!”

	I could see the look of anger and disappointment on Joanna’s face. As for myself, all I felt was relief.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Joanna left that night, and I was stuck taking care of Ashley by myself. To be honest, as long as she had the TV, the game machine, and especially her cell phone where she constantly texted her friends, she seemed to be happy. Every time she needed to get up to go to the bathroom, I watched her carefully to make sure she would be alright, but she seemed to have mastered the art of hopping around with that one crutch under her arm. Seeing her getting around so well, as little as it was, helped make me feel a little more at ease.

	Over the next week, Ashley and I kind of fell into a routine. I got up earlier in the mornings to help bathe her and help her get dressed. Then I went to work. I rushed home at lunchtime to bring her something to eat, then went back to work. Joanna called me every single day at work to check on things, and I know she called every day to talk to Ashley as well. And every single day Ashley did her best to order me to do something stupid. “Get one of those diapers and put it on. Go put your high heels on and put those shoe locks on. I want to see you in a dress today.” Each and every time I firmly put her down, which seemed to make her angry and frustrated. Something that I rather enjoyed.

	Joanna came back on Friday morning while I was at work to take her daughter back to the doctor for her first check-up. For the first time all week, I was able to have lunch with my usual friends at the bank. I had told them all about having to take care of Ashley. I especially included telling them what a total pain in the neck she could be. I wasn’t sure if they felt sorry for me or not.

	Friday night I came home from work and found Joanna cooking in my kitchen again. Ashley was in her usual spot, looking as usual.

	“How’d it go with the doctor?” I asked.

	“Fine,” Joanna told me. “They took x–rays again and everything seems to be healing nicely. Since her breaks were so bad, they want to leave her in just those plaster casts until she’s completely healed, but she doesn’t need to go back to the doctor again until it’s time to take them off. About five more weeks.”

	“I guess that’s good?”

	“As good as it can be,” she said. “I know we talked on the phone every day, but how has it really gone?”

	I shrugged. “Fine. Her friend Amanda has been here several times, mostly while I was at work, but I have no problem with that. I’m actually surprised more of her friends haven’t shown up.”

	“And has she been behaving?”

	“She can’t exactly do much or go anywhere,” I replied. Then I laughed. “But she sure has been trying to order me around – and not to do anything that she needs.”

	Joanna’s eyebrows went up. “She’s still trying to dominate you?”

	“Constantly! And I keep putting her firmly down. I hate to say it, but I’m rather enjoying doing that.”

	She smiled. “Good! Don’t let her push you around. I appreciate you taking care of her like you have been.”

	“So far, it’s been no problem.”

	––––– o0o –––––

	The strangest thing happened to me that night. I set Joanna up with everything she would need on the couch again, but then she whispered, “Make sure you leave your door open again.” I immediately knew…or hoped…that I’d have her for a visitor that night. But if she did come, what kind of visitor would she be?

	I found out a little while later when she came in, closed the door, and totally naked slipped under the covers with me. “You’re not wearing your nightgown…or even panties,” she complained.

	“I didn’t feel like it tonight.”

	“Michael!” she said in a disappointed voice. Then she kissed me full on the lips, wrapped that soft sexy body around me, and made sure I had a very unforgettable night.

	––––– o0o –––––

	On Saturday, Joanna and I went to the grocery store together. She picked out a number of things she knew that Ashley liked. After that, since she was there to care for her daughter and I had nothing better to do, I stayed in my office for much of the day and played games on my computer.

	And then, in the middle of the afternoon, Joanna came into my office and interrupted me. “Um…Mike?”

	I finished a small section of my game and put it on hold. I turned to her. “Yeah?”

	“Um…can we talk to you for a minute?”

	“Sure. Is there a problem?”

	She just kind of cocked her head and shrugged a bit. “Come on out and let’s discuss this.”

	I followed her out to the living room. The TV was off for a change and Ashley was looking at me all too strangely. “What’s the problem?” I asked.

	“Um…Mike,” Joanna replied. “Ashley has had second thoughts about that…agreement I came up with last week.”

	I felt my stomach lurch and my knees go weak. “The agreement?” Was my voice suddenly hoarse?

	“Yes. We’ve been discussing it, and now Ashley feels she wants to try it.” “Um…you do?” I replied nervously.

	“Yes,” Joanna replied.

	“The question now is, are you still willing to go along with it?” “Um…” I looked between them. I looked for a way out.

	“You said you’d do it last week!” Ashley said in an all too stern voice.

	“Um…I know but…”

	“Then what’s so different now?”

	“Um…. This is difficult. It’s…dangerous for me.”

	“And you love it!” Ashley pointed out, all too sure of herself.

	“Um…maybe.”

	“Um…definitely!” Ashley replied with too much certainty.

	“Mike?” Joanna said. “What’s it going to be? As always, you’ll have the final word. This is your life we’re talking about, more so than mine or Ashley’s. And you know I’m only doing this for Ashley’s sake. So for my sake…please?”

	I looked at her. But it was a moment before I could finally nod my head. “Um…okay. I’ll…try it.”

	“Thanks Mike,” Joanna said. She came over and kissed me – on the lips!

	“Now before we start anything,” Joanna said quickly. We’re each not only going to sign this thing, but in each of our separate sections, I want us all to initial next to every last rule so that there will be no question at all that we all know what’s required of us. Michael, can you please get us a pen?”

	I got the pen, but as I did, I had a feeling that it would be the last time anyone ever asked me to do something politely.

	Joanna went first. She read the top portion, then she read each of the sections under her name and initialled each one. Then she placed her signature at the bottom of her section. She passed the pages to Ashley and had her do the same. Ashley read each of her section parts, often commenting on how bogus it all was and that it was only aimed at getting her to go home with her mother, but she initialled each section and added her signature underneath.

	And then the papers were passed to me. Did I really want to do this? I stared at them for a few moments.

	“Michael…please? For me?”

	I swallowed hard and began reading out loud. I read, and initialled each part. But before I had a chance to sign my name to the bottom of it, Ashley stopped me.

	“Wait a minute!” she said all too excitedly. “He’s already agreed to do all that, so before he signs his name, I want him to go put on one of those new diapers, and come back here wearing only that and nothing else – and then sign his name!”

	I looked to Joanna and saw her standing there with her eyebrows raised. “It’s up to you?” she told me. “You haven’t signed it yet.”

	Yeah, it was up to me, but I had already signed most of it anyway. I headed to my room and opened that big box. Damn it was packed with a lot of diapers. Big diapers! Fat diapers. I undressed and put one of them on. The cute infantile designs on them certainly stood out. The extra thick bulk of the thing felt not only weird, but uncomfortable – especially against the inside of my crotch. Wearing just that, I literally waddled back out into the living room since that diaper was so thick between my legs.

	“Much better!” Ashley crowed triumphantly. “And those things look fantastic. Look how thick they are Mom! I wonder how much they can hold.”

	“We’ll just have to see dear,” Joanna said. She was certainly smiling all too brightly.

	“Now sign that paper!” Ashley ordered.

	I took the paper and pen, and finally signed my name on it.

	“Yahoo!” Ashley crowed excitedly. “Now put that pen down, stand there with your stupid thumb in your mouth and seal the deal by wetting yourself!”

	I was total aghast. She certainly wasn’t wasting any time in humiliating me at all. But now having little choice, I stuck my thumb in my mouth and forced myself to stand there and wet that super thick diaper.

	Ashley kept staring at my diaper, then she finally laughed. “Look! Some of the designs have faded! He did it! That was the most fun thing I’ve seen in a long time!” she told her mother.

	“Yes it was dear,” Joanna agreed.

	I simply felt sick!

	 


Chapter 11.

	 

	The change in Ashley was immediate. She was literally a kid with a new toy. Except that I was that toy. Suddenly she wasn’t angry and morose. Suddenly she was bubbly and excited instead. I wasn’t sure which version of her I preferred the best. But that was mostly because of my present position.

	Within minutes of starting, Ashley sent me back to the closet to don my t–strap heels and then she wanted to watch as I put those darn shoe–locks on right in front of her. I was now seriously regretting ever buying those things in the first place. She laughed with every lock that clicked shut, and squealed with delight as she held all the keys. I simply felt – doomed.

	Joanna took a few minutes to closely examine those locks now that they were on me. Like Ashley had done, she unbuckled one of my shoes and tried to tug the shoe off. I would have been so pleased if she had managed it, but the darn shoe didn’t budge one bit! “You’re really stuck in those things!” she exclaimed.

	What can you say to such kind words as that?

	Since Ashley was basically confined to that chair, I had to go back to my room and grab those birdseed breast forms and a bra, carry them back to the living room, and then put them on in front of her. Joanna wanted to see me in a dress, but Ashley quickly crushed that idea. She didn’t want anything to block her view of that uncomfortably thick diaper I was wearing. Instead, Joanna took me back to my closet and picked out the most colourful blouse I had, which in this case was my orange top with embroidery across the bottom of the front. I would have been happier with one of my dresses like Joanna wanted. With the dress, at least the embarrassing diaper I was wearing would have been covered. But it seemed Ashley was finding that diaper all too hilarious. “Don’t you have laundry to do?” Ashley asked, once I had been dressed that far.

	I guess whether I did or I didn’t, I did now. As I wandered back and forth carrying things between the bedrooms and the laundry room, I caught brief bits of conversations from out in the living room. And the only reason I heard them was because they had been said all too loudly.

	“But Ashley, if he gets in any kind of trouble by doing that, then that will affect his job. And I don’t think you want that to happen.”

	“What else is there Mom?”

	“Keep it simple dear. Especially for now.”

	“But suppose I don’t want to?”

	I stopped dead still trying to hear the answer to that one, it was a moment before it came.

	“Then I just suppose…he’ll have to learn to deal with it.”

	Not an answer I wanted to hear. I went completely into the laundry room, afraid to hear anymore.

	And then all too soon I heard Ashley yell, “Mister Mike…. Get your butt out here!”

	I knew right away that I should never have signed that damn agreement. But I went. Ashley was looking at me all too delightedly. Joanna on the other hand, appeared amused, but there was something else on her face as well, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to know what it meant.

	“I want something from the store,” Ashley told me with too much glee in her voice.

	I immediately knew that it was something I couldn’t do. I had no doubt at all that Ashley wanted me to go out in public dressed in some stupid humiliating way. And it was just something I knew I couldn’t do! I shook my head, but got no further than that.

	“Mike…” Joanna’s voice cautioned. “If you’re thinking about using your safe phrase because you think you can’t do it, then think again. We’ve already discussed that doing things in public is just something you’re going to have to accept and deal with. And maybe it’s better to get this initial one over with so you can get it behind you and the rest will be easier.”

	Again I shook my head, but again she continued. “And Mike, if you do try to use your safe phrase, then I can tell you right now that I’ll not only side with Ashley on this, but I’ll be forced to add an additional penalty of some kind on top of having you do this, making things much worse for you. I don’t think you’d like that very much, would you?”

	“Oh please use your safe phrase,” Ashley practically begged. “Please! Tell us what a sissy chicken you really are.” She turned to her mother. “Mom, what kind of penalty would you stick him with?”

	“I don’t know yet dear. I haven’t even considered it. I only know that I would still have him to this, and then penalize him somehow as well. So what’s it going to be Mike? Ashley’s way? Or mine?”

	It was amazing I was able to continue standing…let alone doing it in those five inch heels. “What did you want?” I asked.

	Ashly crowed with delight. “Chocolate ice–cream!”

	I was surprised. “But it’s winter! It’s freezing outside!”

	“I don’t care. I want ice–cream, and I want you to go get it for me.”

	I looked to Joanna, she had that “I dare you not to do it” look on her face. “Um…can I change?” I asked. “Please? Someone might call the police if I show up in just diapers and high heels.”

	“You can put your pants on,” Joanna told me.

	“Oh Mom!” Ashley complained.

	“Like I said dear, you don’t want him to get into trouble, do you? Or do you really want him to try going in just that diaper?”

	There was a bit of a staring contest between them, then Ashley backed down. “No. Get your pants,” she told me disappointedly.

	I breathed a sigh of relief, although for the life of me I couldn’t figure out why I should feel relieved at all.

	Don’t forget your coat!” Joanna added as I turned toward the bedroom.

	“Moooom!”

	“Ashley, it’s freezing outside! He needs a coat!” Thank you Joanna. I think.

	With a great deal of difficulty, I managed to get my pants on over the bulk of that diaper, but if I thought that diaper felt weird before, it was worse now. How badly did it show under my pants? I honestly couldn’t tell. Not that I was sure it would matter. Not with Ashley…or her mother! The pants were one thing, but they were made even worse when I put my wallet in my back pocket and my keys in my front pocket. The feel of that big bulky diaper underneath was just too foreign to me. Too weird. How the hell was I going to do this?

	When I came out of my room, I ran into Joanna coming out of Ashley’s bedroom. She had her coat and purse in her hands. “I’m coming with you,” she explained.

	My big hope was that somehow she’d let me stay in the car and she’d go in and buy whatever Ashley wanted. I hoped that, but I was fairly certain it would never happen.

	With my coat on, the two of us got in my car. Driving in those heels was not something I was exactly used to, and Joanna seemed to find my difficulty with them to be amusing. She would! I knew for a fact that she was finding my entire plight to be amusing! The damn woman! But the truth was, who could I really blame except myself? I was the one who signed that damn agreement. Willingly! Or somewhat willingly. I had serious doubts as to how willingly I had actually done it. But the temptation…. The allure…. The thrill…. And now look what I was doing! I will never admit it, but somewhere in the pit of my stomach, my situation had me all too turned on.

	I parked the car, but before I got out she said, “I’m not going to shop with you.”

	That surprised me. “Then why did you come?”

	“To follow you.”

	“Follow me?”

	She grinned all too big and held up her cell phone. “And take pictures.” I was shocked! The damn woman!

	“Better get going Mike,” she told me. “I’ve still got to make dinner when we get home.”

	I sat there contemplating my situation. Was I really going to do this? Was I really…”

	“Just do it Mike!” she ordered, interrupting my thoughts. “Just get out of the car and go! Whether you like it or not, I have a feeling you’re going to have to get used to little things like this.”

	Little? She considered this little?

	“Go!”

	I opened the door, even though I didn’t want to. Nervously, I put one high heeled foot down in the slush filled parking lot, then the other, and I got to my feet. I wanted to immediately jump back into the car and hide!

	“I’ll be somewhere behind you,” she called.

	I somehow closed the car door behind me, but I could barely muster the strength to close it as firmly as I usually did. Or had I closed it so softly because I didn’t want anyone to hear it and look at me?

	Forcing myself to put one foot in front of the other, I headed for the big grocery store in front of me. It was Saturday. Late afternoon. And the place was packed with people. I know I was shaking, and it wasn’t from the frigid temperature. I held my head up as I walked. Click…click…click…. Why were women’s shoes so noisy? Even in the slushy parking lot! Click…click…click…click. Or was that really clomp…clomp…clomp…clomp? Definitely clomp!

	Were people looking at me? What difference did it make? I guess it made a lot of difference to me. The way I felt just then, I might as well have been carrying a big neon sign that said, “Hey everybody, look at me. See what a big sissy idiot I am!” But whether they could see that or not, it made no difference, I truly felt like one.

	My winter coat only came down a little below my waist, but I was hoping that it completely hid the stuffed out bra I was wearing and my colourful orange blouse. I was far more worried that someone might notice the stupid bulky diaper I had on under my pants. I really hoped nobody could tell it was there, but I knew that it was all too possible that they could! And that damn diaper was so bulky between my legs that it was starting to drive me crazy! Not to mention that I knew it affected the way I walked. There was no way I could ignore the damn thing. But the one thing that I was wearing that I knew I didn’t stand a chance of nobody noticing, was my damn heels! Click…click…. Sorry! Clomp…clomp….

	I got into the warmth of the store, but there was no way I was going to open up my coat. The panic and excitement I felt were nearly driving me crazy! I just needed ice–cream, so I didn’t need a shopping cart. Not that a cart would hide anything about me at all. I knew where the ice–cream aisle was and I headed directly there. Click…click…click…click… Ugh! Clomp…clomp…clomp…. Shut up shoes! But as always, they refused to listen.

	Don’t look at anybody! Don’t look down. Don’t look up. Just don’t look – period! But I had to look to see where I was going, and there were people literally all over the store. Would anyone be able to tell if I wet my diaper out of fear? Trust me, I was close. And the constant uncomfortable feel of the thing kept it all too close to my mind.

	Ice–cream. There it was. I started reading all the labels, searching for what I wanted. A thousand different tubs of it in a hundred different flavours. I just wanted chocolate. The most basic. Vanilla. Rocky Road. Butter Pecan, Cookies and Cream, Strawberry, Banana, Walnut, Chocolate! No, that’s chocolate chip. Strawberry Shortcake, Chocolate Chip Cookie Dough, Chocolate! Found it – finally. But there were two women in front of the freezer door considering other flavours. I had to stand there and wait for them to finish. Don’t…look…down! They finally made their decision and one of them moved to open the freezer door. The other one had to move out of the way, but as she did, I saw her eyes glance down…and her eyes stayed there…locked on my feet! Damn! Don’t…look…down. But I did. Briefly.

	“You’re wearing women’s shoes,” she said with a puzzled look on her face.

	“Um…yeah,” I replied, barely getting that out of my mouth.

	She stared closer, her puzzled look increased. “What’s that on your shoes?” she asked.

	Now I had to look down – again. I couldn’t help it. “Um….”

	“Oh my God, he is wearing heels!” her friend in the freezer exclaimed. “High ones!”

	Now here is the worst part. The absolute, bottom of the line, no doubt about it, worst part. You know what I was the most aware of? Not just the fact that they were both staring at my shoes…along with I didn’t know how many other people. Not just the fact that my stomach was going crazy with embarrassment. Not just the fact that I felt so totally humiliated by them seeing my shoes. What I was the most aware of, was the huge sexual need right in my groin. That…was the worst part!

	“But what’s the other straps going around your shoes?” the first one asked. “They’re black, but they don’t match.”

	How the hell was I supposed to answer that? As I stood there trying to figure out what to say, she suddenly bent down and grabbed my pants leg and pulled it up, exposing the locks on my ankle. “What the hell? Locks?”

	I immediately stepped backwards, nearly tripping in those heels.

	“What’s the locks for?” the woman asked.

	“Um…”

	“He’s got his shoes locked onto his feet!” the other girl declared.

	Before I could move, that first girl grabbed my pants leg again, firmer than before, and lifted it up again. “They are!”

	No, it wasn’t the sound of their laughter that I hated the most, it was my own damn sexual stirring over the situation. But the laughter was still awful. I tried to step back again so she would release my pants leg, but she had too firm a grip on it. “I…I just need some ice–cream.” I told them, hoping they’d leave me alone.

	“And a key!” one of them replied with a laugh.

	Yeah, that too. I just didn’t bother saying it.

	And then I heard Joanna say, “Hey, can you hold his pants up again so I can get a picture?”

	I wasn’t only shocked, I wanted to die! She wasn’t helping my situation at all. But I quickly realized she would never help my situation. Her place in life now was to make it worse…while my place in life was to squirm with humiliation. All too quickly that woman grabbed not just one, but both my pants legs and pulled them up. I was forced to stand there while Joanna took several pictures. As I looked around, everyone in the aisle was staring at me. My feeling of total humiliation increased to the point where I almost wanted to wet my diaper again. I didn’t though. Getting out of there was far more on my mind.

	“Thanks!” Joanna told them as she finished with her pictures.

	“Now can I get my ice–cream?” I asked, hoping to get away from them.

	“Just…wait your turn,” the other one said. As she turned back to the freezer, the one holding my pants finally let go. The woman in the freezer finally made her decision and moved out of the way. But neither woman went far. They both stood there and watched as I opened the freezer door, grabbed a tub of chocolate ice–cream, and closed the door again.

	“Just chocolate?” One of them asked.

	“That’s all,” I told her as I started to walk away.

	“Hey, do the back of his pants look weird?” I heard one of the women ask.

	I kept going. In fact I forced myself to walk away faster. I didn’t want to get into any other problems with them.

	The checkout lanes were fairly busy of course. Since I had only the one item, I chose one of the two express lanes, both of which had a line of people. I tried not to look, but there was simply no way to avoid it, I noticed a few people staring at my feet. And sometimes I saw them commenting about me with someone else. I tried my best to just look away from all of them. Finally I paid for the ice–cream…at least the woman behind the register couldn’t see my shoes. And then I walked out the door. Clomp…clomp…clomp… All the way back to the car, where Joanna was standing and taking more pictures of me as I approached. It was such a relief to finally get back in the car where I wouldn’t have to worry about being so embarrassed.

	“Did you enjoy that?” Joanna asked as I left the parking lot.

	“Enjoy it? I was embarrassed out of my mind!”

	“Which means you did enjoy it, didn’t you!”

	I didn’t answer…on the grounds that it might have incriminated me. But I made sure the look on my face told her differently. I’m not sure she bought it.

	Once we got home, I headed straight to the laundry room – to hide! Ashley and Joanna spent a few moments laughing hysterically out in the living room. I had no doubt what they were talking about – me and whatever pictures Joanna had taken of me.

	A few minutes later, Joanna showed up in the laundry room while I was moving clothes from the washer to the dryer. “Do you want to see the pictures?”

	I considered it. “Do I have to?”

	“No. I just thought you might, since Ashley is posting each and every one to her Facebook page.”

	I wasn’t happy to hear that, but I should have expected it. “Maybe I better.”

	She showed me each of the pictures. In most of them, she had zoomed in so that each one clearly showed the heels I was wearing. There were some of me in the parking lot heading toward the store. A few of me inside the store before I got to the ice–cream aisle. More than a few in that aisle with those two women, one of me at the checkout, and two more of me leaving the store and heading back to the car. The ones with those two women managed to show all too clearly the locks holding my shoes to my feet. The only good news about any of the pictures was that my head was not included in any of them, and there was no way you could tell who I was. That was the only good thing about them.

	All of the pictures were embarrassing…to say the least! But in truth, the real embarrassment wasn’t in the pictures, but in my memory of the situation and the things I had felt that I’d never admit to or tell anyone.

	When I had seen all the pictures, I tried to say thanks, but my voice refused to work very well and it came out in a whisper.

	Surprisingly, Ashley left me alone after that. She didn’t even notice that I had left my pants on to cover that embarrassing diaper I was wearing. And I noticed that Joanna didn’t say anything about it either. But Ashley was laughing and talking with her friends on the phone, or texting them. And she was suddenly totally in her own little world. A world I’d just as soon not be a part of…even though I was the real focus of all of her attention.

	It wasn’t until I watched Ashley get out of her chair and hobble to the kitchen table for dinner that she finally noticed I was wearing pants again.

	“Hey!” she said angrily. “What are you doing with pants on? Take them off! From now on there’s a new rule, you don’t ever cover up your diapers in the house! From now on! Now get them off!” And then she sat down at the table…and took another call from one of her friends, and went happily back to talking on the phone. I took my pants off again, but she was so busy with her friends that I wasn’t sure she even noticed.

	This time, Joanna didn’t clean up after dinner. This time, she left it to me while she went back in and spent more time with Ashley. The two of them kept laughing over and over again about different things. I didn’t know what – exactly. But I was betting it all had to do with me. I didn’t really want to know any more than that.

	I was stuck peeing in my diaper again while I cleaned up after dinner. I didn’t bother telling either of them. Of course, they never told me I had to tell them either. My thick uncomfortable diaper simply got a little thicker and more uncomfortable.

	A short time later, Joanna came and found me. “Mike,” I have to leave now. Can I get you to please carry my suitcase for me?”

	She had actually asked me nicely. But then this was Joanna, not Ashley. “Sure.”

	I followed her back to her bedroom where she grabbed her coat and her purse. “Um…give me a minute to get my pants on,” I told her.

	“Don’t bother,” she said. “Don’t bother with your coat either. We’ll go out through the garage.”

	Her words didn’t exactly bring me any comfort, especially since I’d be out there with the garage door open. Not only that, but the lights that were on the automatic door opener were on motion detectors. I’d be all too visible to my neighbours – if anyone was dumb enough to be outside when it was that cold. Not liking things, I bent over and grabbed her suitcase.

	“I see you’re missing a few more of the designs on that diaper,” she noted.

	“Uh…I couldn’t help it,” I replied.

	“I’m sure,” she told me. “I don’t know why Ashley is so fixated on them. But…it’s her party.” Not exactly the words of wisdom I really wanted to hear.

	She kissed her daughter goodbye while I held her suitcase, then I followed her out to the garage. As always, the lights came on when we entered. I pushed the button on the wall to open the garage door, and I stood back behind my car while it opened.

	She stopped and stared at me. “You’re never going to be able to get my suitcase in the car from back there.”

	“I’m trying to not be seen as much,” I told her.

	“Well gee! I already knew that. Get out there! I’ll unlock my car.”

	Hating the entire world, I nervously went out into the bitter cold and stood next to her car while she unlocked it. I quickly opened the back door and put the suitcase in, then closed the door just as fast and hurried back into the garage to hide behind my car again until she left. She shook her head. “Mike…get out here again.”

	“What did I forget?”

	“Just get that diapered butt of yours back out here!”

	More nervous than ever now, I went back out where she was standing next to her car. 

	“Stop trying to hide!” she told me. “Get used to it.”

	“That’s easier said than done,” I told her. “I hate this!”

	“Welcome to the life of…well, I’m not sure exactly what,” she said. “You’re going to have to do the best you can to get used to it.”

	“What if I can’t?”

	“You’ve got no choice!” She walked over to me and grabbed me around the neck and pulled me down to her face. She kissed me on the lips, then whispered, “Thanks Mike. Somehow, someday, I’ll make this all up to you.”

	Her words sounded nice. I have no doubt they were sincere. But really, with the things I was now so afraid of, what could she ever do? She had me stand there outside in the bitter cold until she had driven off. I hurried back inside. Ashley was on the phone again talking excitedly with one of her friends. I doubt she even noticed I had come back in. Now if I could just get her to ignore me like that…for the rest of my life.

	It wasn’t until nearly bedtime before Ashley finally stopped talking to her friends, and that was mostly because her phone needed recharging again. There were no more pills that were needed, so I just watched as she hobbled her way into the bathroom. A few minutes later, she was out again and heading for her room.

	“I’m going to bed,” she told me. “Don’t even think about asking if I’ll let you out of those shoes. If I’ve got to be miserable and stuck with a cast on my entire leg as well as my entire arm, then I see no reason why you can’t put up with a little inconvenience like being stuck in those shoes till you go to work on Monday. At least you can move around. I can hardly get out of that chair!”

	Not words I wanted to hear at all. And then she made it worse.

	“And don’t you dare remove that diaper. I want to see how wet you can make it tomorrow morning.”

	Ugh! I had been planning on removing it before I went to bed – shortly!

	“And Mike, I saw that Mom had you leaving your bedroom door open for the last few nights, and she had you wearing a nightgown to bed too, so unless she tells you differently, keep doing that from now on.” More ugh!

	She didn’t say goodnight. She just hobbled into the room and closed the door. I was not only stuck in those damn five inch heels again, I was also stuck in an overly bulky and increasingly uncomfortable diaper. And I had no doubt I’d be wetting it again, probably a couple of times before I got up in the morning, which was only going to make it more uncomfortable.

	I went around the house, closing and locking it up. I went back to my bedroom where I wanted to close and lock my bedroom door too…except I couldn’t…or I wasn’t supposed to. I pulled my nightgown on, turned out the light, and got into bed.

	My mind was going around and around. Why had I signed that agreement? Why? Why was I doing what Joanna wanted – when it was so damn perverted? Why was I purposely allowing them to destroy my entire life? No, that wasn’t right, why was I letting them tell me to destroy my own life. Because that’s exactly what I was doing.

	When this was all over, if it was ever over, how was I going to go back to being a normal person again? Not that I was ever really normal to begin with, but I wanted the world to view me as normal. I still wanted to be able to hold my head up and be liked by people and treated with respect. But how could I ever expect that again?

	What had I done? What had I done to my life? I had ruined it. Completely. And no matter what words Joanna had used, I knew there was no way she would ever be able to fix it, and probably no way I would ever be able to fix it either. I was…doomed.

	I didn’t have to grab those usual three tissues to catch my sperm before I went to bed. Not with the bulky diaper I was stuck in. I rolled over remembering Joanna sliding naked into bed with me and making love to me. But it wasn’t those thoughts that stayed in my mind and gave me so much pleasure that night. It was the thoughts about the subjugation they had enslaved me with. Thoughts about what had happened at the grocery store. Thoughts about the already wet diaper I was wearing that I wasn’t allowed to remove. Thoughts about not being able to get out of my heels again. Those thoughts, and so many more just like them. They were what sent me crashing over the edge. I couldn’t help it. Those fantasies were things that ruled my life just as much as Ashley and Joanna now did – if not more.

	And when I had finished, once again I wanted to give it all up. Once again I ranted at myself for being such a pervert. Once again I came right to the edge of getting undressed and calling it all off. But I didn’t. That warm sexy body sliding into bed with me…and those damn fantasies I could no longer live without. I hated myself. I hated myself bad! But I knew I’d never change a thing, even if I could.

	 


Chapter 12.

	 

	Fool, buffoon, nitwit, clown, idiot, jerk, moron, asshole…the names I had for myself went on and on. None of them were kind in any way at all, but I mentally referred to myself with them liberally.

	My feet were absolutely killing me again because I was stuck in those five–inch heels. It’s amazing how much you can absolutely long to do nothing more than bend your toes once in a while. It had only been since the day before, but after spending another rather agonizing night stuck in those shoes again, I was almost ready to tell Ashley I’d do anything at all, no matter what, just for the chance to bend my toes for just a single minute. I was that desperate!

	But as bad as my feet were, they were only part of my problem. I was still stuck in the same diaper from the day before because Ashley thought it was funny to see me wearing it until it started leaking. Have you any idea how uncomfortable it is to have that much bulk stuck between your legs? Yes, okay, it did fuel much of my morning humping exercises, but once I got past that, it was nothing but uncomfortable and aggravating. I certainly couldn’t walk even close to normally. And the constant rubbing and pressure against my legs was beyond annoying.

	I asked Ashley the moment she got up…I begged her the moment she got up, to let me out of those shoes.

	“No way!” she laughed. “Not till you have to go to work.”

	“How about my diaper, can I please take it off now?”

	“Are you kidding? Forget it! You’re not going without a diaper.”

	“Then can I at least change it?”

	“Is it leaking?”

	I double checked. “Not yet, but I’m sure it will soon.”

	“Then you don’t get to change it. Not till it’s leaking and I say you can.

	“But I need a shower…bad!”

	“Tough!” she giggled. “You can wash yourself off the way you help me every morning instead.” Then she laughed again. “I think that’s only fair. If I can’t take a bath, then why should you?”

	The girl was absolutely infuriating! And then she made it even worse!

	“I wonder,” she said, a little too slyly as I was helping her get settled in her chair, “if that diaper will start leaking first, or if you’ll mess in it first.”

	“Mess in it!”

	“Of course! Don’t think you’re going to be allowed to take it off for that! You don’t take it off till I say you can!”

	I had a thought. “If I mess in it, do I get to finally change it?”

	“Not until it starts leaking.”

	“But it will smell!”

	“Of course. And that’s going to make you even funnier!”

	Darn girl! I went straight into the kitchen and fixed myself a cup of coffee – and drank the whole thing as fast as I could, just to help me pee sooner – so I could get out of that diaper sooner. How much were those diapers supposed to hold anyway? I was sure I had passed that point ages ago. The last batch of diapers I had bought certainly wouldn’t have been this much of a problem!

	Fortunately, shortly after finishing that cup of coffee, I did manage to pee again, and my diaper did finally leak a little. But Ashley had to double check it to see it for herself. And of course she took the opportunity to grope my diaper all too thoroughly while she did it.

	“Are you comfortable in that thing?” she asked with a giggle.

	“No! It’s awful!”

	She laughed. “Get used to it! Because I absolutely love seeing you stuck in it. And the way you have to waddle around everywhere is totally hilarious.”

	“Can I please go change now?”

	Fortunately, she agreed. Not only that, I got permission to clean myself up as best I could, and then find a clean blouse to put on. Just nothing to cover up my diaper. I was grateful, but what I really wanted was a good hot shower…not to mention getting out of those darn heels! I did take a few minutes though to sit on the toilet so hopefully messing in a diaper wouldn’t be one of those issues I’d have to deal with. I just didn’t bother telling her that.

	––––– o0o –––––

	It was shortly after lunch when I heard the sound that sent a shiver through my spine. “Mister Miiiiike.”

	Ugh! I hurried out to the living room to see what Ashley wanted.

	“What are you doing?”

	What I was doing was hiding in my room, but I couldn’t tell her that. “Changing the sheets on my bed,” I lied.

	“Oh. Forget that for now. I need you to start cleaning up in here…and the kitchen too. In fact anywhere that guests might see.”

	“Guests?” The very word frightened me to death.

	“Yeah. A bunch of my friends are coming over.” Then she laughed. “It’ll be like a party!”

	A party? I was guessing it was going to be more like a torture fest for me. “When are they coming?”

	“Whenever they get here. Probably soon. So start cleaning up the place.”

	Actually the place wasn’t bad at all. The only real mess was where Ashley was sitting. But I didn’t bother mentioning it. I looked around and didn’t see much of anything I needed to pick up or clean, so I headed back to my bedroom to hide again.

	“Where are you going?”

	“Uh…to clean the bathroom, of course.”

	“Yeah! Good idea!”

	I had already picked up the bathroom earlier, and I was quite sure that none of her friends would notice if it was clean or not. I went back to my bedroom to hide…and worry.

	Not ten minutes later, I heard the doorbell ring. She didn’t really expect me to answer it dressed the way I was, did she?

	“Mister Miiiike! Get the door!”

	Obviously, she did. With a sigh, I headed for the front door, trying my best to brace myself for the oncoming onslaught.

	“Hurry!” I heard her yell.

	In these heels…when they were killing me? Besides, I didn’t want to open that door at all. In fact when I got to it, I stopped and stared at the darn thing.

	And then the doorbell rang again. But I still didn’t want to open it.

	“What the hell are you doing? Open the door!”

	Yeah. Right. Despite how much I didn’t want to, my hand reached out and turned the lock. And I pulled the door open. There were four of Ashley’s friends there. None of which I knew. Three girls, two of whom screamed all too delighted at the sight of me, and one guy who just looked surprised. And once again I wondered how I was managing to remain standing – in those five–inch heels.

	“Come in! Come in!” I heard Ashley yell from the living room.

	Like it or not, I stood back out of the way. They came in, but not far. They all stopped just inside to keep gawking at me while I closed the door.

	“God! I can’t believe it!” one of them said.

	“Come in!” Ashley yelled from the living room. “Come in here where we can talk!”

	They went, but it was slowly. Most of them continuing to look at me where I stood by the door instead of watching where they were going. A minute later though, they were all in the living room, excitedly talking with each other.

	I headed for the bedroom to hide again, but the doorbell rang the very moment I walked in there.

	“Mister Miiiike!”

	Yeah, yeah. I didn’t bother saying it. It was humiliation time again.

	This time, there were three kids out there. Two girls and one boy. At least the number was going down. They gawked. They laughed. They came in and gawked some more. And Ashley yelled for them to join the others in the living room.

	Before I took even one step away from the door. I heard someone else approaching. I opened the door before they rang the bell. Two kids this time. One boy and one girl. Yes, the number was definitely declining each time. But one of those kids I had met before.

	“Hi Mister Mike,”

	Yes, it’s major embarrassing when someone you’ve met before sees you in the condition I was presently in. “Hi Amanda,” I replied to Ashley’s best friend. “Come on in.”

	She didn’t introduce the guy she was with, and I was glad. I’d probably never remember his name anyway.

	“Amanda! Jimmy!” Ashley called from the living room. “Come on!” Jimmy. Not that I really felt I needed to know his name.

	Maybe I should just stand there at the door. The number of kids each time had gone down. Which meant there should still be one more coming. But the doorbell didn’t ring, so I headed back to the bedroom – to hide again. I was back there for a good five minutes, when I heard that darn doorbell ring again. The one late kid – obviously.

	“Mister Miiike!”

	I didn’t bother answering her. I headed for the door. And got a shock when I opened it. Not one kid, but five. Three girls and two boys. I was glad I didn’t know any of them…and I sincerely hoped I’d never see any of them again.

	“My God! What took you?” Ashley yelled as the new group came in.

	They were too busy checking me out to answer Ashley.

	“Guys! Come on in!” Ashley yelled. “We’ve got lots to discuss!”

	They finally went, but slowly. My living room was stuffed with people. Most of whom I had never met, and didn’t really want to meet. I headed for the bedroom again – to hide.

	“Mike! Get over here.” Ugh! I went into the now mobbed living room. Everyone was staring at me.

	“See!” Ashley told them. “See where the design is missing from his diaper. The wetter he gets, the more those designs disappear.” She laughed. “You should have seen the diaper he woke up in this morning. The designs were totally gone, and it was so bulky, I don’t know how he walked in it.”

	The kids were laughing at me again. And I know my face was red with embarrassment. But once again, the one thing I was the most aware of was the tingling need in my sexual region. How long before bedtime when I could scratch that need?

	Since the kids were all talking, I tried to duck out of the way…and out of the room, but Ashley noticed and called me back. I had no choice but to stand there, all too close to all of them, and do nothing but show myself off while they talked about me. The two biggest subjects of course were my shoe locks and my wet diaper. I don’t know how many of them tugged on my shoes to try to remove them. A few of the guys actually hurt me a little as they pulled too hard. But unfortunately, I had bought about the strongest shoe locks I could find – at the time, just for my own amusement, and of course, those shoes I was wearing weren’t going anywhere.

	When the subject came up, a few of them actually grabbed and felt my wet diaper – all over! And that included two of the guys. Let me tell you, that was uncomfortable to try to stand still for! And of course, the subject of my fake breasts came up, for which I had to remove my top, remove my bra, let them pass the birdseed forms all around the room, then get dressed again.

	Fortunately, they moved on to the subject of the agreement we had all signed, and as Ashley passed a copy of the thing around the room for all of them to read and examine, I ducked out again. I was relieved when nobody seemed to care. They were all wrapped up in their own business…for a while.

	“Mister Miiike. Where are you?”

	Here we go again! I clomped my way back to the living room.

	“Nope!” one of the guys said as I walked in. “I think it still looks the same.” I realized he was talking about my diaper.

	“Let me see!” another of the girls said. She came over and felt my diaper, and examined it closely. “Nope,” she agreed. “I think it’s still the same.” “Wet yourself,” Ashley ordered.

	I was shocked. “What? Now?”

	“Now!” Ashley repeated. “I want them to see those silly baby designs disappear.”

	“Um…but I don’t…”

	“Then just stand there until you can. And you better tell us just before you do it, or I really will send you to the store just like that!”

	Have I mentioned before that I hated my new life? I stood there trying to pee. Or rather working up the nerve to pee in front of them, because I did have to pee. I just didn’t want to do it with them all looking – even though that’s exactly what I was supposed to do. Life is funny the way it sends you little problems like that.

	“So that’s everything that he has?” I heard one of the girls ask.

	“Oh no!” Ashley replied. “He’s got a whole drawer full of stuff, and half his closet too!”

	“Then what else does he have?” another of the girls asked. “We’ve seen this on him. What else is there?”

	Ashley laughed. “He’s got more panties in his drawer than most of us put together!” “I want to see!” Amanda declared.

	I didn’t really want them all digging through me drawers and my closet. As bad as things were, that was still all my private stuff. “Um…I’m going to…”

	“Hey!” Ashley suddenly yelled. “He’s getting ready to wet himself!” All eyes turned to me…or rather to the front of my diaper. “Okay Mister Mike. We’re waiting.”

	When I was growing up, and imagining what my grownup life would be like, this was not ever even close to anything on that list!

	“Is he doing it?” someone asked.

	Hating myself, I stood in front of all of them and let loose inside my diaper. I felt the warm pee rushing out, surrounding me somewhat, and immediately sinking down into the bottom of my diaper. The diaper suddenly felt not only wetter, but heavier. As the pee quickly got absorbed into the material it became bulkier.

	“Is anything happening?” someone asked. “Is he doing it?”

	“Yes!” one of the girls suddenly squealed. “Look! Some of the designs are disappearing again.”

	It’s amazing how fast that many kids can crowd around someone. In this case, me. My diaper not only got looked at, it got felt all too firmly by what seemed like a hundred different hands.

	“So now he has to change it?” one of the girls asked.

	“Nope!” Ashley proclaimed happily. “Not until he gets that thing to leak.”

	“How long will that take?”

	“Probably a long time!” she told them.

	“Hey,” one of the girls asked. “Now can we see what else he has?”

	That wasn’t what I wanted to hear. I had gone ahead and peed into my diaper, just to get them to forget about that.

	“Yeah,” Ashley said, somewhat uncertainly. “But I can’t go. I’ve got to sit down.” “Can’t you sit on his bed or something?” one of the guys asked.

	She brightened. “Yeah. I can do that. Someone give me a hand.”

	Two of the guys not only helped her out of her chair, they left her crutch behind as they both supported her all the way back to my room and helped her sit up on my bed. I followed them all back to my room, although I really wanted to be going somewhere else – away from all of them. Now my room was positively packed. Amanda was already opening my top drawer by the time I got in there.

	“Not that one!” Ashley told Amanda. “He’s got everything in his bottom drawer.”

	Amanda quickly closed my top drawer and pulled my bottom drawer way out. She removed the sweatshirts I had piled on top of everything. “God!” she exclaimed. “He really does have a lot of panties. Look at these!” She started pulling them out – all of them, and passing them all off to one of the girls, who passed them around. In moments, my entire panty collection was going from one set of hands to another, all over my room.

	“These are gorgeous!” one of the girls proclaimed with a laugh. “I don’t have anything like this.”

	“They’re all frilly and lacy!” another girl said.

	“Fancy!” another one agreed.

	“There’s not a plain pair in the bunch,” a third girl added.

	That was my panty collection. But since I bought them for my own fun and amusement, why the heck would I buy a plain pair. That wouldn’t be as much fun. I now noticed my other two bras were being passed around the room. My one pair of black pantyhose, my pair of pantyhose that now had a run in them – thanks to Ashly, and my one new pair that I hadn’t had a chance to wear yet. My plastic bag full of makeup was going around between the girls who each dug through it to see what was in there. And finally my pink nightgown was out in the room.

	I hated them going through my private things. I hated even more that they were all examining everything. And I mostly hated the sexual need I was once again feeling in my groin as I stood there letting them touch everything that had been my private sexy toys – while wearing locked–on five–inch heels and a bulky wet diaper. And then Amanda asked, “Where’s the rest of his stuff?” “In his closet,” Ashley reminded her.

	Amanda of course headed straight for my closet. Everything I had in there, my two dresses, my three skirts, my two other blouses, even my high heeled boots got pulled out and passed around among the crowd. And then Amanda pushed out that big box of diapers Ashley had made me buy.

	“Hey guys,” Amanda said as she got the box out of the closet. “Look at this.” She opened the lid of the box so everyone could see. “Do you think he’s got enough?” Everyone laughed.

	“Hey! I want to see him wear something else!” one of the girls shouted. Her request was echoed all over the room.

	“Sure,” Ashley agreed. “Whatever you want. You tell him what to wear, and he has to do it.” Her words brought more laughter.

	“I want to see him in some of these panties!” Amanda said immediately.

	“No!” Ashley quickly replied, putting a quick stop to that request. “I want him to wear that diaper until it leaks.

	“But you can see that anytime. You get to see it all whenever you want,” Amanda countered. “I want to see him in panties instead.” Her request was echoed by several other girls.

	Ashly didn’t look happy. “Okay,” she finally agreed. “Get that diaper off.”

	Thank you Amanda! My new hero! The only problem was, that in taking my diaper off, I’d be exposing myself in front of all of them. “Uh…can I change in the bathroom?” I asked. “No!” Ashley declared quickly. “You can do it right here in front of all of us.”

	I noticed that brought more than a few surprised looks. I hesitated, not really wanting to expose myself in front of them.

	“What are you waiting for?” Ashley angrily asked.

	“Um….”

	“Just take it off!” She laughed. “You know you have to do whatever I tell you to, no matter what! You don’t have a choice, and we want to see you naked anyway.”

	In other words, Ashley wanted me to expose myself. Once again I was aware of that darn sexual need. I started pulling my diaper apart, then off. And there I was, exposed in front of all of them. They all looked, mostly with wonder on their faces. Not wonder at anything special about me, but wonder at the fact that I had just exposed myself in front of them all – at Ashley’s command.

	“What panties?” one of the girls asked. Her question was like breaking a spell, they were all suddenly animated again.

	“Hey!” Amanda said quickly. “Maybe he better clean himself up a bit before he puts the panties on. He’s been wearing a wet diaper!”

	Some of the kids laughed, but they all agreed – even me. I gladly went into my bathroom to clean myself off with a washcloth. The only problem was, all too many of them followed. Five minutes later, I was wearing a rather frilly and lacy pair of purple panties for all of them to admire to their hearts content.

	“Now the dress!” I heard Amanda yell. And to think I was starting to think I liked that girl.

	My top was removed and I had to put on my busy patterned print dress. Both of my dresses were long sleeved – purposely, to hide my masculine arms better.

	“Now his boots!” Amanda said.

	“But I’ve got him locked in those shoes so he can’t get out of them,” Ashley countered.

	“It’s like with the diaper,” Amanda told her. “You can see that anytime you want. Now we want to see him wearing something else. And the only other shoes he has are these boots.”

	Was Amanda once again going to be my hero? Was I going to be let out of those crazy locked–on shoes? Was I finally going to get to bend my toes – if even for just a moment?

	Ashley clearly wasn’t happy about it, but she told one of her friends that the keys were across the hall in her room.

	I came very close to cheering! The keys were found. I sat in the chair in my bedroom and removed the restraint from my left foot. I removed that shoe, and I bent and unbent that foot! Wow that felt good! As quickly as I could, I did the other foot. Both feet – free, free, free! And bending. Hooray!

	And then Amanda dropped that pair of brand new pantyhose in my lap. “Okay,” she said, “Get them on.”

	Spoilsport! I took my time getting those pantyhose pulled on – right in front of them all, only because I was taking the opportunity to move and bend my feet as much as possible, but all too soon my feet were stuffed into those high heeled boots where they could bend even less than in my other shoes, and I was zipping up the zippers on them. I stood up in front of them all. I was dressed in all my girly clothes, I was embarrassed as hell, but the one biggest thing I was happy about, was that I wasn’t wearing a diaper! Hooray!

	As bad as it was, I was thankful to Amanda…until she said, “Let me do his makeup!” Once again, I had reason to hate her.

	Since she didn’t like the light in my bedroom, they took me out to the kitchen and had me sit in one of my kitchen chairs. Ashley was put into another chair where she could easily watch. Amanda dumped my bag of makeup out on the table, then quickly ran and got her purse where she pulled more makeup out. Yup! My reasons to hate her was going up. And then she attacked my face. And I mean attacked! And the entire time she complained that she didn’t have this to work with or she didn’t have that, or that the stuff she did have to use wasn’t very good. But she still kept putting it on me.

	She finished with the most red lipstick I had, which was very red, and stood back. “All done!” she declared.

	Was I beautiful? Judging by the giggling and amused faces of everyone else, I guessed not. In fact, I was guessing I had even more reason to feel humiliated. And once again I was all too aware of that darn sexual need that I would never admit to.

	“We should show him off somewhere!”

	My jaw dropped. I didn’t know which kid had said it, but I suddenly had a new person to hate. And I hated that person even more because everyone seemed to agree. And then they were talking about pictures like Joanna had taken of me the night before. My nervousness got even worse. But at that point, Amanda was quick to point out that they had to be careful with what they did with me or Ashley’s agreement would be violated and Ashley would have to move back in with her mother.

	“Where’s that agreement?” one of the girls asked.

	In moments, they were all gone, leaving me alone in the kitchen. Even Ashley had been picked up and taken out to the living room. I was simply happy to be alone and no longer the focus of their attention. The only problem was, the reason I was alone, was so that they could figure out how to make matters much worse for me. That thought alone kept me panicked.

	There were too many voices discussing too many things out in the living room for me to make any sense of what they were saying. I only knew it was taking a very long time. And as far as I was concerned, the longer, the better! Those kids didn’t realize it, but they were playing with my life! But who was I kidding? I had given up all rights to my life when I had signed that agreement. Yes I could blame them for anything that happened, but the truth was, I was the one who had agreed to it all. I was the only one I could really blame. But that didn’t help how scared and nervous I was. It also didn’t help how totally foolish I felt being dressed the way I was.

	Once upon a time, I had only worn these things in the privacy of my own home – where nobody could see. With the simple stroke of a pen, I was now still doing it in my home, but it was no longer private, and no longer where nobody could see. And worse, at anybody’s whim, and not my own, doing it inside my house no longer seemed to be my only option. The entire world outside seemed to be in play now. I shuddered at the thought of the places they could send me and the crowds of people seeing me in those places. I shuddered, even though the very thought of that humiliation kept me all too intrigued.

	“Mister Mike!”

	The sound immediately pulled me out of my morose reflections. I got up and headed to my living doom…I mean my living room. Maybe doom was more correct.

	Surprisingly, it wasn’t Ashley who did the talking, it was Amanda. But then I had noticed that she had been trying to look after Ashley and was also taking the lead in a lot of things. Too many things! “Mister Mike,” she started. Why was the grin on her face that big? “We’ve got something we want you to do.”

	Yes, my knees threatened to give out on me again, but I did manage to remain standing upright. “What?” As if I really wanted to know.

	“We want pizza!” one of the boys exclaimed.

	“Pizza?” My mind immediately conjured up images of me opening the door to the pizza delivery guy. Not something I really wanted to do, but I could certainly imagine worse. “Do you need me to call and order it,” I asked, “or are you going to do that?”

	“We’ll order it,” Amanda replied. “But you’ve got to go pick it up.”

	I was shocked. Pick it up? In person? Me? Go out dressed like I was, and pick up pizza? It was – unthinkable. Besides, who in their right mind would order pizza over the telephone, only to have to go out and pick it up? “Why not have it delivered?” I asked.

	“Cause we want to see you go get it,” Amanda replied with all too big a grin on her face.

	I was having trouble contemplating going out dressed as I was…into a store…where other people would be…and buying pizza. My mind pictured all too many nasty things I really didn’t want to have to face. Could I use my safe phrase? Could I yell out, “Mister Mike is a sissy chicken?” But I immediately knew what Joanna would decide on the issue. And then she would stick me with something to make matters even worse for me, and I certainly didn’t need that! I was going to have to do it…no matter what!

	“Don’t worry,” Amanda said, all too brightly. “We’ve got it all figured out.”

	“And we all chipped in the money for it too so it won’t cost you anything,” one of the boys added.”

	“You just have to pick it up,” another of the girls told me.

	“And some of us are going to be there to take pictures of you doing it,” another girl said.

	It was like the night before, only worse. The last time it had been just Joanna taking pictures. The last time I had been dressed more normally – on the outside. There had been nothing really visible except my locked–on heels – that still got all too noticed. But this time I was wearing a dress! This time I had makeup on my face. And this time, I was going to be followed by not one person taking pictures, but an army of kids. How do you not draw attention to yourself with a situation like that?

	Could I do it? Could I go out in public and buy a pizza, wearing a dress and makeup? I immediately thought about my safe phrase again, but again I knew that Joanna would side with Ashley and all the kids. I wouldn’t stand a chance. I was going to have no choice. Like it or not – which I didn’t, I was going to have to go out where lots of people would see me – wearing a dress!

	I stood there trying for the life of me to figure out how I could get out of it, while Amanda called the pizza place and ordered five large pizzas. I barely paid attention to the argument about who was going to go with me to the pizza place to take pictures. I was in too much of a state of shock. I didn’t fully snap out of it until someone said, “Mister Mike…” for the third time, and someone physically grabbed and shook my arm. “Huh?” I looked around trying to figure out what was happening?

	“Get your coat!” Amanda told me.

	I realized she had told me that several times. I just hadn’t listened. I found my coat and put it on, but it was a fairly short coat and it didn’t cover nearly enough. There was no way you couldn’t tell I was wearing a dress from the waist down.

	“That’s no good!” Amanda declared quickly. “He can’t wear that coat.”

	“Yeah, it doesn’t show the top of his dress at all,” another of the girls said.

	“Yeah, and besides,” Amanda continued, “It’s a man’s coat. He needs something better.” “Something that he can leave open in front,” that same girl suggested.

	“He can use mine!” one of the girls offered. “It’ll be perfect.”

	Her coat was found, except it wasn’t a coat. It was more like a cape since it didn’t really have any arms. The material was heavy, but there wasn’t really a good way to fasten the thing around my whole body. It kind of just draped around my shoulders and over my arms and then tied at the neck, and that was it…like it or not. Unless I held it closed with my hands, it mostly left the entire front of my dress exposed. Not the best of warm jackets for the kind of winter weather we were having just then.

	“Now where’s your purse?” Amanda asked me.

	That surprised me! “I haven’t got one! What would I do with it?” “Carry it of course!” Amanda replied.

	Whose side was she on? Oh yeah, Ashley’s.

	“He needs a purse now,” Amanda declared.

	“I’ve got a couple of old ones in with my stuff he can use,” Ashley offered.

	“Where are they?” Amanda asked.

	Ashley shook her head. “I couldn’t move any of my stuff from Chris’s house. He and my mom stuck it all somewhere. I think in the garage.”

	“Where in the garage?”

	“I don’t know. I can’t see from here.”

	Amanda turned to two of the boys again. “Guys, pick her up. Let’s get her to the garage.”

	Everyone went out to the garage, including me. At least the garage door stayed down this time. Ashley pointed out a couple of boxes for them to look through, and eventually a suitable purse was found for me. We all went back to the living room, only now I was carrying a surprisingly colourful purse with nothing in it.

	“Okay,” Amanda said. “Get your keys and your wallet, and I’ll give you the money for the pizzas.”

	Would it be redundant to say that I wasn’t the least bit happy about this? A few minutes later, my empty purse was no longer empty. It had my keys, my wallet, and a bunch of money that Amanda had handed me.

	“Okay, let’s go,” one of the boys said.

	They led me out through the garage, one of them pressing the button to open the garage door – exposing me to the world outside. Except the only world outside that I could see from inside my garage contained nothing but cars and pickup trucks filling my driveway.

	“Um…we’re not going to be able to take his car,” one of the guys realized.

	Such a genius! I would have suggested that we all just stay here, but somehow I doubted they’d listen.

	“We’ll have to take my car,” one of the girls offered. “It’s in the back so we can still get out.

	Darn it! Foiled again! The biggest problem there though was that her car was in the back – out by the road. Which meant that I had to walk all the way out there, where I could all too easily be seen by my neighbours! I could only pray that none of them were looking.

	I was put into the back seat of her car with one of the other girls. The guy with us got into the front passenger seat – boyfriend of the girl driving, I was guessing. I was glad it was only those three going instead of the entire mob in my house. But really, what difference would it have made anyway if they all came or just those few?

	Aaaannnd…we were off! Driving carefully down the road. Or maybe not so carefully. None of them ever shut up. Especially those two girls. And the girl driving kept turning her head too far toward the back seat to talk to the other girl. It didn’t take me long to figure out that the girl driving wasn’t the best of drivers as we swerved all over the road.

	I had mixed feelings about arriving at the pizza place safely when we got there. One, I was still alive. The girl didn’t kill us…yet! And two, now things were about to get really worse for me. Now I was going to have to get out of the car, and purposely interact with people, while I was dressed so humiliatingly. Would any of you believe me if I said I was more than a bit reluctant to actually do it? Yes, it was the stuff of fantasies. But this wasn’t fantasy. It was all too real!

	The kids got out of the car, but I didn’t. And then my door was opened by that one guy. “Come on Mister Mike,” he said.

	I again thought about my safe phrase – and the possible punishment that Joanna would impose on me for using it. So I stuck my high heeled boot out of the car, followed by the other one, and I got out…holding that cloak tightly around me.

	“I want a picture!” one of the girls immediately said.

	Which meant I had to stand there next to the car while all three of them took my picture. The process was repeated in front of the door to the place, where they took countless pictures from up close and far away as well. And then we went in.

	It was Sunday, so they were fairly busy. But there weren’t that many people eating there, just a few waiting to pick something up. I could see past the front counter that they had a full crew very busy making pizzas in the back, but that didn’t keep four of them from standing at the counter to see what was going on. Three girls, and a guy. And all of them were smiling with all too amused looks on their faces.

	“Can I help you?” one of the girls asked as I approached the counter.

	I told her I was there to pick up the five pizzas.

	She checked on the order. “They’re just coming out of the oven now,” she told me. It’ll only be a minute. And then she began ringing up my order. I had to stick that dumb purse on the counter, open it and pull out all those bills. She took the money, and a minute later handed me my change, which I simply dumped down in the purse.

	But now we had to wait for the pizza. And of course, it was more opportunity for pictures. While half the crew in the pizza place looked on, I was lined up for pictures in several different places. I even had to take some with that cape off, but still holding onto Ashley’s purse. But finally all the pizzas were ready. I expected some help carrying them from the kids, but no, they were all too busy taking pictures. So with a huge stack of five large pizza boxes burning my hands, I had to stand there and have more pictures taken inside, then I was posed going out the door while they took more pictures, then more again as I was trying to get into the car. And then I had to hold my breath and pray that we wouldn’t have an accident on the way home – while I held all those pizza boxes and the rest of them talked non–stop.

	My garage door was closed when we got there, so we had to go in through the front – more time for the neighbours to see me, especially since we had to wait for someone to unlock the front door when we got there. The only good thing was that I was the first one in. And only moments later, all those pizza boxes were taken from my hands.

	The moment we all got inside, Amanda was demanding everyone’s phone so she could check the pictures to make sure I couldn’t be recognized by anyone. She was being very careful to make sure that the agreement got followed. Or was it to make sure that Ashley wouldn’t get in trouble and have to leave?

	Whew! It was over. I had done it. And in truth, I wasn’t sure if I would ever want to do that again. On the one hand – definitely not! But on the other, all those kids taking pictures constantly had made it seem like there might be something else going on. Something that might add a note of validity to what I had done. Although the question still remained, would anyone believe it?

	I remained dressed as I was for the rest of the day. Most of it I stayed in the kitchen where I was available, but still hidden. I sat at my table and stared out at my backyard, just glad to be left alone…and not daring to tell anyone at all that I was actually enjoying sitting there dressed as I was, all day, while people were around.

	I don’t know how many times I checked the clock to see how long it would be until bedtime, but very slowly, the time did finally move on. Ashley’s friends gradually thinned out, and then finally were gone. Still in that dress and those boots, I got Ashley ready for bed.

	“That was fun today!” she declared happily.

	“I’m glad,” I replied, although it wasn’t exactly my sentiments.

	“Mister Mike,” she said. “For tomorrow, is there any reason at all why you can’t wear a pair of panties to work under the rest of your clothes?”

	I paused considering that. It sounded like she didn’t have a clue that her mother had been making me do just that. “I think I can manage it…if I’m careful,” I told her.

	“Good! Then from now on, I want you wearing panties whenever you go to work. Oh, and remember to wear your nightgown to bed and leave your bedroom door opened all the time too.”

	“Uh…yeah. I got it.”

	I closed her in her bedroom – with her door closed. I locked up the house, and went back to my bedroom. The makeup job Amanda had done on my face was actually remarkable. Quite good. Just all too noticeable. I scrubbed it off, got undressed, put my nightgown on, and spent a long while picking up my room and putting all my clothes back where they belong. I got into bed, prepared my usual three tissues, and shortly thereafter, made very good use of them.

	What a day! Stressful to say the least. But it was more fuel for my fantasies. Now I just had to get through the next week. Make that the next five weeks – or longer. Mostly likely much longer. How was I going to do it? I didn’t know. I only knew that I was scared…and now that I had cum again, I hated myself more than ever!

	 


Chapter 13.

	 

	I was at work Monday morning, blissfully enjoying being back in the normal world, if you didn’t count the panties I was wearing, when my cell phone rang. Joanna! “Hello?” “Hi Mike,” she said. “I see from Ashley’s Facebook page that you had a busy day yesterday.” “You could say that,” I replied with more than a hint of frustration in my voice.

	“I thought you looked very nice in that dress,” she added with a bit of a giggle.

	Yeah sure! “Were there a lot of pictures posted?”

	“Tons! But don’t worry, none of them showed your face at all.”

	“Good! I can’t tell you how embarrassing that was.”

	“Which means you enjoyed it.”

	“To be honest? No. Like I said, it was embarrassing.”

	“Which means you enjoyed it.”

	I made no reply. I’d never admit how right she was.

	“Mike, I wanted to warn you…”

	Uh–oh! “What happened?”

	“Just that I sent Ashley a couple of rather detailed texts this morning, pretty much ordering her to sign up for school and get all her financial aid straightened out before I get there on Friday.”

	That surprised me. “You did? What did she say?”

	“She hasn’t responded yet.”

	“Well I know she was up when I left because I bathed her and left her in her chair…with her fully charged cell phone.”

	“Oh, I have no doubt she got the texts. I’m betting though that she’s more than a bit angry about what I sent.”

	“Could be,” I agreed.

	“So I just wanted to warn you that she may be a bit upset when you get home.” “Thanks. I think.”

	––––– o0o –––––

	As I did every day now, except Fridays, I headed home at lunchtime to make sure Ashley had something to eat. I armed myself ahead of time with a fast–food chicken sandwich for her. As always I drove into the garage and closed the door behind me.

	“Ashley?” I called as I entered the house. “I’m back.”

	“I’m here!” she replied as I went from the kitchen to the living room. “Where else would I be?”

	“I’m just letting you know I’m here…and that I’ve got lunch.” But I could already tell she was in a mood.

	“Do you know what my mother did?”

	“Um…”

	“She texted me this morning. She wants me to sign up for school – now! And it has to be done this week! And that includes all the dumb stuff that has to be worked out for financial aid. Do you know how much stuff you have to do to get financial aid? A lot! It could take months for just that alone!”

	“Maybe that’s why she wants you doing it all now. Besides, what else have you got to do?”

	“What else? I’ve got lots to do! I don’t have time for this stuff.”

	“Uh…” I wanted to point out that in reality, she didn’t have anything at all to do, but she didn’t let me get that far.

	“My mother thinks she can get me to move back home if I don’t follow every little thing she wants me to do – to the letter! But the financial aid can take forever, and that’s even if they let me into the school to begin with!”

	“You think there’ll be a problem with that?”

	“No. Not at all. It’s only the community college, and I already graduated from there once.”

	“So…what’s the problem?”

	“It’s just everything! It’s…too much.”

	“So you’re giving up?” I asked hopefully.

	“Giving up? You’ve got to be kidding. I know my mother thinks I can’t last long at all without breaking one of those stupid rules she created, but she’s wrong! There’s no way I’m going to let her make me move back home.”

	“So you’re going to do what she wants? Apply for school?”

	She looked at me like I was crazy. “Of course! But the worst part is that according to one of her stupid rules, I can’t even express my opinions to her about things.”

	“You mean argue about it.”

	“That’s just it! She usually thinks I’m arguing, when all I’m doing is letting her know what I think!”

	I didn’t reply. I had no doubt that Ashley wouldn’t see things anyway except from her point of view. “Here’s your lunch,” I told her as I opened the bag in my hands.

	“Before you leave,” she told me, “I need you to find my computer for me and help me get it all setup.”

	“You don’t want to use mine?”

	“I’d rather, but I can’t sit at your desk for long if I’ve got to keep my damn leg propped up all the time. Besides, I’ve already got all my old school stuff on my computer and I’m going to need it.”

	“Sounds like a good idea then,” I told her.

	“So what are you waiting for?”

	“What?”

	“Find my computer!”

	Finding her laptop computer was hard enough, and I made a mental note to myself to move some of my storage boxes still in her room out to the garage, but finding her power supply in that room took forever. After a dozen suggestions from her as to where to look, I finally found it. Why on earth would she stuff it down into her big box of tampons? I had to get an extension cord from my shop so her computer could be plugged in, and of course I had to help her get onto my home Wi–Fi connection. But eventually it was all setup and ready, and I had to rush back to the bank – before I’d had even a bite of lunch myself. I wound up eating while I was driving.

	So now Ashley was going to be busy with schoolwork. Did that mean that she’d have less time to make me miserable? I could only hope!

	––––– o0o –––––

	It was snowing as I drove home. Fortunately, not much, and they were predicting only a little accumulation. But with as cold as it was, I was more concerned with the ice that might be under that snow. As I drove into my driveway, I decided that it wasn’t going to be enough to have to worry about shovelling. This time. It was next time I was worried about. What would happen if it snowed worse and I did have to go out and shovel it? I could just see Ashley ordering me to wear something really stupid as I did it – where all my neighbours could see. I put those thoughts firmly from my mind as I went inside.

	“It’s about time you got back!” Ashley yelled the minute I opened the door into the kitchen. I couldn’t even see her yet and already I was wishing I was back at work.

	“What’s wrong?” I asked as I hurried into the living room.

	“My stupid, moronic, demented, and totally sadistic mother, that’s what!”

	“What’s she done now?”

	“It’s all this stupid financial aid stuff. They say they need her tax records and there’s stuff she has to fill out, and my dumb mother thinks I can just send her all the forms and information with a click of a button.”

	“And you can’t?”

	“Don’t you start on me too!”

	“Why don’t you show me what you’re talking about.”

	It took me a little while to look into it all and get her taken care of. In the end, it did require more than one simple click – but not by much. I had to download the forms, and then we emailed them to Joanna for her to complete and then send back.

	“I’ll get dinner now,” I told her.

	“Not yet!”

	“Why not? What do you need?”

	“I need you to get changed.”

	Oh! I sighed. “What do you want me to wear this time?”

	She smiled all too slyly, and I hated that. “A bra with those things in it, that nice maroon blouse you’ve got, and those real high heels…and nothing else!” “Nothing else?” I asked sceptically.

	“Nothing! And that includes the panties you’re supposed to be wearing.”

	Now I was shocked. “You want me to be naked from the waist down?”

	She was still smiling all too broadly. “Not totally naked. You’ll still be wearing your shoes.”

	Yes, she was serious, as I found out when I had “mostly” changed and asked again about my panties. She seemed all too delighted seeing me walk around the house practically naked. In fact, several times she pulled out her phone just to take pictures of me as I walked by! I can’t tell you how dumb I felt with my “you know what” hanging free on display and bouncing around with every step I took. Dumb – and horribly embarrassed. And I’m afraid that more than once I had to get hold of my thoughts and feelings to keep me from getting any more embarrassed by that thing being on display like that. Even sitting down at the table to eat my dinner on my naked backside reminded me of my nearly naked condition. It was something that I was finding almost impossible to ignore.

	“Mister Miiiike…” Ugh!

	“Yes?” I asked as I hurried from doing the dishes to see what she wanted.

	She laughed at me as I hurried into the living room. “Hold still right there,” she said as she pulled her phone out again and took another picture. “Okay,” she finally said.

	 

	I turned back to finish the dishes.

	“No!” she said, quickly stopping me. “I wanted to know what you were planning on doing tonight.”

	“Uh…not much. I had thought about moving all the stuff I had stored in your room to the garage, but I don’t need to do that.”

	“No! That’s a great idea. Do it! I need more room in there. It’s about time you cleared all that junk out.”

	Five minutes later, I finished the dishes and began what I “thought” was going to be a fairly easy job. Oh how wrong I was! The “minor” problem was my shoes. It’s more than a little difficult to carry big heavy boxes in five–inch heels. In my normal clothes – with my normal shoes, I could have done it, but not in those shoes! And the “major” problem of course, was Ashley. No surprise.

	Before I even started, she had me turn her entire chair and footstool around so she could watch me easier. And then the fun really started – for her. I went to the room and grabbed the first box, figuring out right then that I wouldn’t be able to carry as much as usual in those heels. But on coming back through the living room, Ashley stopped me, just so she could take a couple of pictures of me. Was she taking pictures of all of me, from my head to my feet? Or was she taking pictures of everything – below my waist? I didn’t know how much of myself that box was really hiding, and I vowed right then and there to carry the rest of them…lower.

	And then she said something that surprised me. “Put it down.”

	Put it down? I didn’t bother to ask why, but maybe I should have. I started to set it down in front of me.

	“No! Not there, behind you.”

	I turned around and lowered the box to the floor.

	“Hold it right there!” she said as I was all bent over. I heard the camera on her phone clicking several more times. “Stick your butt up in the air a little more,” she ordered. Once again I heard her camera clicking. “Okay, pick it up again and take it to the garage.”

	The damn girl had taken pictures of my naked backside! What, the front embarrassment wasn’t enough for her? I guess not. I heard more pictures being taken as I picked the box up again, and finally took it to the garage.

	With the next box, I remembered to carry it lower. But of course, that wasn’t good enough for Ashley. Not to mention that it hid exactly the part of me she was most interested in seeing. I had to stop in the living room again, lift the box higher, and then just for her amusement, shake my hips back and forth until she told me to stop. And of course, shaking my hips, really meant shaking something else back and forth – while she took pictures of course. She was a nurse. Not only that, she had been living with the guy next door. Not to mention the fact that I was pretty sure she’d had sex with lots of other guys. What was it? She needed to see how my equipment compared with theirs?

	It was with the next box that things got really bad. I was bringing a rather heavy box out of the bedroom, trying to carry it high enough that I knew she’d be able to see what I knew she wanted, when she again stopped me as I went though.

	“Can you hold that thing with only one hand?” she asked.

	“Um…I’m not sure,” I replied. I moved my arms around and finally got one hand under the middle of the box. “Maybe,” I replied as I took one hand off the box, trying to balance it there between my fake boobs and the one hand underneath. I had to lean back a bit to let the box rest against my padded chest. That seemed to help, but the box was heavy for that one arm.

	“Great!” she said happily, now play with yourself with your other hand.”

	Say what? I came very close to dropping the box. In fact, if it hadn’t been leaning against my padded chest, my dropping jaw might have knocked the thing to the floor.

	“Do it!” she ordered. “Make it hard.”

	Uncertainly, I reached down and started stroking myself, while she took more pictures. Even with the weight of that heavy box threatening to break my arm, the situation was such that I couldn’t help but start growing erect in a matter of moments – much to her amusement, and even more to my embarrassment. I was quickly getting to the point where I didn’t know what would happen first, me spilling my load through an orgasm, or me spilling the contents of the box because I couldn’t hold it anymore.

	“Okay, stop!” she said suddenly.

	I quickly brought my hand from down below to help hold the box.

	“What are you standing there for? Take the box to the garage!” And then she snapped another picture.

	I know my head was spinning, but more than a bit bewildered, I carried the box to the garage, trying to hurry because my one arm was really tired. And then on the way back, she stopped me again – and I hadn’t even been to her room to get anything else yet.

	“Start playing with it again,” she ordered.

	I was still semi–hard since it had only been about two minutes, but I stood there and started playing with myself again while she snapped a few more pictures. It was much easier to do without the heavy box occupying half my mind. Once again I was starting to picture the final release when she commanded, “Stop! Now go get another box.”

	She was playing with me. Well, that much I knew before we even started. I wasn’t sure how much I liked this game, but to be honest, I was liking it a whole lot more than some of the other things she had me do. The part that concerned me the most though was all the buttons she seemed to be pushing on her phone as I walked off. I purposely selected a box that was somewhat smaller, but even still, I only carried that one box back out.

	“You know the drill now,” she said. “Every time you walk past, you play with yourself till I tell you to stop.”

	For once, I wasn’t the least bit surprised. The smaller box was easier to manage with only one arm as I went to work. Once again, it was only a very short time before I was fully hard…and she had taken three more pictures.

	“Okay,” she said as she was pushing buttons on her phone again. “Take it to the garage.”

	I took a few steps and stopped. “Are you really trying to post those pictures to Facebook?”

	She looked at me like I was crazy. “No. Of course not. I’m sending them to my Mom.”

	“You mother?”

	She laughed. “Yeah. She’s enjoying the heck out of this. In fact, who do you think suggested I have you stop each time and keep yourself nice and hard?”

	Suddenly it made more sense to me. No wonder I was enjoying myself more. With a bit of a smile, I continued on to the garage. Trip after trip, box after box. Knowing that it was really Joanne who was enjoying this so much, I made it a point to only carry one box at a time now, and I tried to make more of a show out of it, putting more motion into whatever I was doing. At times I did carry more than one item, but mostly I tried to drag it out. Besides, I actually was enjoying the situation. And if I was enjoying it, then why shouldn’t I drag it out?

	But the boxes and items gave out finally. All of the things I had stored in that room were now cluttering up my garage instead. “All done,” I told her as I came back into the living room.

	“Great!” she replied. “I can’t wait to see it.” “Want me to show you now?” I asked.

	“No, it will be bedtime soon enough. I can see it then.” Then she looked at me and smiled wickedly again. “Mom wants me to make sure you do two things now.”

	I didn’t reply. I looked at her somewhat sceptically instead, waiting to hear what new monstrosities would be thrown at me.

	“Mom says I have to make sure you stay hard for the rest of the evening, and she also says I have to make sure you don’t cum at all.”

	It was only mildly shocking, but still a shock. Stay hard? Don’t cum? Pleasure…and torture. Definitely Joanna!

	“Now play with yourself again till I tell you to stop,” she told me.

	I did, but it was different now…now that I knew the promise of release wasn’t going to come. But that certainly didn’t stop me from growing fully hard again.

	“Good! Now turn me back around so I can see the TV.”

	I turned her around, which earned me another few moments of making myself hard again. After which I was told to stand where she could see me and watch TV. I was supposed to keep myself hard, but make sure I didn’t cum.

	“Can I sit down?” I asked. My feet were killing me.”

	“No, of course not. I want you enjoying those silly heels as much as possible.”

	It figured! I stood there and played with myself a bit, then stopped before things ever got too far. And…I got to watch TV. Sort of.

	“Get it hard!” she yelled in the middle of the most interesting part of the program where my mind wasn’t on my cock for a change.

	My hand went quickly back to work, most of my interest in the program suddenly removed. It happened several more times. My mind would wander, my penis would shrink, and she would yell. Wasn’t she interested in the program? Or was she only watching my cock? I had no way of knowing because she always seemed to yell at me the moment I even started to get the least bit soft. It became…nerve wracking!

	Finally, the last show ended and she declared that she wanted to go to bed. I helped her hobble to her room first where she looked around and approved. “Much better!” she declared, before making me pump my shrinking cock back up again. Then I helped her get to the bathroom where she shut the door in my face as she always did. She came out with her nightgown on, but the first words out of her mouth were orders for me to get it hard again – even though it still was.

	I got her settled in her bed, and again had to pump myself up. But finally she said, “Get your nightgown on now and go to bed. See you in the morning.” And then that crafty smile was back again. “Have a good night, Mister Mike. And don’t forget to leave your bedroom door open so I can hear you. Do you think you’ll last more than a minute? Ha! I bet you don’t. In fact, when you go out, leave my bedroom door open too so I’ll have no trouble hearing you. Goodnight Mister Mike….” She laughed as I went out with my cock fully hard. Darn her!

	I quickly made sure the house was secure, then I went back to my room and threw my nightgown on. I prepared my usual tissues, got into bed, and turned out the light. The humiliations and constant stimulations of the evening were hard at work on me long before I even went to bed. And even though Ashley was listening, I couldn’t help myself. I was humping my bed almost immediately. The built up need was like a huge block of pressure waiting to be released. That plus everything else sent me over the edge in a huge wave of release.

	“I was right!” Ashley suddenly called.

	Mortified, I looked up to see her standing in my bedroom doorway looking in at me.

	“Less than a minute!” With a laugh, she turned herself around and hobbled back to bed, this time, closing her bedroom door behind her.

	I sighed as I cleaned myself up. I laid there trying to sleep, but half an hour later, I had three more tissues put together and I was once again exercising my body on my bed. This time it took me much longer. This time it was much more satisfying. And this time, I prayed that Ashley couldn’t hear me.

	 


Chapter 14

	 

	Should I have been surprised when Joanna called me Tuesday morning? In truth, I wasn’t. She called me most mornings, but after the night before, I had no doubt at all that I’d be hearing from her.

	“Ashley says you lasted less than one minute!” she said without even saying hello.

	“Uh…I wasn’t exactly timing myself.”

	She laughed. “I wonder if next time we can make it less than thirty seconds. Now that might be funny.”

	“Um…” But I really didn’t know how to answer.

	She laughed. “Maybe we can get you to the point where you’re done before you even get started.”

	“Huh? What’s that supposed to mean?”

	“That you start cumming before you even get into bed!”

	“Uhhh…that doesn’t sound like it would be much fun.”

	“For you maybe, but I’d laugh hysterically. Tell me Mike, are you getting hard just thinking about it right now?”

	Damn the woman! She barely knew me, and she knew me better than I would have imagined.

	Shortly after her phone call to me, I got a text from my mother. Oddly, my mother only called occasionally, but she texted me about once a week – when she wasn’t off gambling with her girlfriends. Usually, my replies were short, but this time I sent her a rather lengthy text back telling her that I had somehow saddled myself with looking after an injured girl while she convalesced.

	She texted back that she always knew I was a wonderful guy who would always jump to help someone in need. According to her though, I just needed a wife! In truth, I wasn’t sure if I was such a wonderful guy or not. I guess I liked to think so, but my strange inclinations somehow overruled that image. And because of those inclinations, a wife was definitely out! But trust me, I told her absolutely nothing else about my relationship with Ashley, and I never mentioned Joanna at all.

	And then before I could finished reading her reply, I got another text from her telling me that she and her Gallivanting Gambling Girlfriends, as I so often thought of them, had finally decided to take their trip of a lifetime to Monti Carlo. Somehow I got the impression that telling me about the trip was the only reason she had texted me to begin with.

	––––– o0o –––––

	The phone call I got from Joanna on Wednesday morning was far different. “Hi Mike, how’d it go last night?”

	“Fine. Ashley had me dressed in a skirt, blouse and heels all night, and then she got interested in a couple of movies on TV and barely even noticed I was there. It was actually a pretty good night for me.”

	“So that’s what it was,” Joanna replied. “She didn’t text me at all last night. I didn’t hear from her until just a few minutes ago when she phoned me.”

	“She phoned you?”

	“Yeah. Mike, she asked me to ask you about something, and I think she’s got a good point.” Suddenly I got worried. “What’s that?”

	“She wants you to get her a dresser for her room. But she doesn’t think we should have to pay for it. Not with the money that’s set aside for our arrangement anyway.”

	I was actually a little relieved. “Um…yeah. I actually think that’s reasonable. I would have gotten one before, but nobody’s ever stayed in that room before. I never needed one.”

	“Mike, if you like, I’ll be there late Thursday night this week. I can go with you on Friday after you get off of work to find one.”

	“That sounds good to me,” I replied. “If we get one small enough to fit in the back of my car, we can simply bring it home with us instead of waiting for it to be delivered.” “That sounds perfect!” she declared.

	Yeah, perfect! I should have given a little more thought to having to go out shopping with her!

	––––– o0o –––––

	Joanna did indeed arrive late Thursday night, and unfortunately, that was the night that Ashley remembered about that big box of diapers again. Joanna arrived to find me in my colourful peasant top, along with a bra and those homemade breast forms, my five inch t– strap heels, and a thick wet diaper. Joanna looked me over and smiled. “Mike, please get my suitcase out of the car for me.”

	Oh great! And then she didn’t even bother going out with me. She simply handed me her keys and I had to go outside – dressed as I was, and get her suitcase out of her car. Once again I worried about any of the neighbours seeing me. I could only hope that it was late enough that nobody would. Even still, I did it as quickly as I could…in those damn five inch heels.

	I hoped for a visit from Joanna after I went to bed that night, but she simply grabbed the blankets and a pillow and crashed on the couch. No visit at all. Darn!

	––––– o0o –––––

	As usual, Ashley didn’t let me out of that damn diaper until the next morning when I got ready for work. Being at work was by far the best place I could be…away from home…and away from Ashley. Not to mention being away from all the humiliation and worry that anyone would see me and find out about it.

	But the work day finally ended and it was time to go home. The one good thing I could think about was the fact that Joanna and I were supposed to go out and find a dresser for Ashley’s room. I wondered how long I could prolong that process…just to keep me away from Ashley a little longer.

	I arrived home to the smell of dinner cooking and a warm friendly greeting from Joanna. There was no doubt that the best meals of the week that both Ashley and I got were when Joanna was there. Since we were going shopping right after dinner, I didn’t even think about changing. Unfortunately, two seconds after I had greeted Joanna, I heard Ashley yelling from the living room for me.

	“Get out of those clothes immediately!” she ordered. “Get a diaper on, those silly heels, and pick another blouse. Maybe your white one. And hurry up!”

	Ugh! That was how I had to eat dinner. And that was how I was dressed to clean up the kitchen after dinner. But once I got done, Joanna hurried me back to my room to get changed to go out. I was planning on wearing the clothes I had worn to work all day. Joanna had other ideas. There were clothes out on my bed waiting for me to put them on. And I didn’t recognize all of them.

	“Okay, Mike. Get those shoes off,” Joanna said as soon as I saw the clothes laid out on my bed.

	“I don’t get to wear what I had on earlier?” 

	She looked at me like she was shocked. “Absolutely not!” And then she smiled wickedly. “Besides, what fun would that be for you? Not to mention me.”

	Damn the woman! I sat in my chair and pulled my heels off. Joanna immediately handed me a pair of pantyhose to put on. “It’s cold out,” she said. “These may help a little.” “Can I take this stupid diaper off?” I asked.

	She looked surprised. “Don’t be ridiculous! Besides, Ashley told me earlier that she thinks she wants to keep you in them as much as possible for a while.”

	Not exactly what I wanted to hear. With a sigh, I took the pantyhose and struggled to pull them on and up over my too thick diaper. But the moment I was done, Joanna handed me a pair of pants. Pants I had never seen before. Black pants. Pants with no pockets. Women’s stretch pants! “Where did these come from?”

	“They’re mine,” Joanna replied. “I brought them from home for you to wear tonight.”

	Obviously she had planned all this way ahead of time. Knowing I was going to have no choice, I took the pants from her and pulled them on. The material was actually soft and quite stretchy, hugging every bit of my legs tightly. There was no problem at all with getting them on over my overly padded hips and backside. I pulled my white blouse down over the top of them. It didn’t cover but an inch or two. I saw Joanna looking at them with a rather odd expression on her face. “What?”

	She let out a small laugh. “I’m afraid they don’t leave much to the imagination as to what you’re wearing under them. You can easily see the outline of that diaper and how thick it is.” “Can I take them off then? Or at least the diaper?”

	“Don’t even bother asking,” Joanna replied. “I hadn’t planned on this when I left home, but it’s funnier than I imagined.”

	Oh great! She handed me my boots next and watched as I put them on and zipped them up. Since the pants hugged my legs, I had no choice but to put the boots on over top of them so they were on full display. “They’re the boots you were wearing that night at Arby’s?” she asked.

	I nodded. “Yeah. I should have never done that. Look what it got me into now?”

	She smiled. “Maybe. But at the same time, do look at what it’s gotten you now. Your fantasies fulfilled and excitement like you never thought you’d actually get.”

	I stared at her for a moment. Yes she did have a point, but at the same time, it was all too…dangerous! “Anything else?” I asked, referring to any clothes she might want me to wear.

	She smiled again. “Just one thing.” She turned and pointed at my dresser, where I now saw that purse of Ashley’s that the kids had made me carry to the pizza place. “Put your things in that purse, and get your coat. Let’s get out of here.”

	The purse. The damn purse! And it was a colourful one too. I can’t tell you how silly I felt, just walking out of my bedroom. And of course, I had to model myself for Ashly while she took way too many pictures of me…front and back. And of course she was absolutely delighted that she could clearly see the outline of my diaper under the pants. A few minutes later, I had my coat on and was in my car, backing out of the garage. I couldn’t believe I was about to go out shopping for furniture…dressed the way I was.

	Earlier in the day I had been thinking of ways to prolong the shopping trip. Now I only wanted to pull straight back into my garage and stay home.

	It was the beginning of February and there were snow flurries coming down. And worse, the weatherman was predicting some accumulation overnight. I could immediately tell that the roads were icy…as they had been for the last few months, but I was well used to that. What I wasn’t used to was driving in women’s boots with a four inch heel on them.

	I purposely made no comment about that to Joanna. I didn’t think she’d be exactly sympathetic to my plight.

	Earlier, I had looked up several furniture stores, just so we could spend more time shopping…away from Ashley. But I didn’t even consider that plan now. I went straight to the one store where I had bought most of the furniture I had now. The store where I was fairly sure I could find something decent…at a good price.

	There were only a few cars in the parking lot when we got there, but then I had never shopped for furniture in a place that was packed with people. I hated just getting out of the car dressed as I was, and having to grab and carry that dumb overly colourful purse only made things worse. Why, why, why had I ever signed that agreement? Doing this was…monstrous. Doing this was…absurd. Doing this was…making me horny like I never imagined.

	Joanna actually waited for me to open the door for her to go inside. I guess carrying a purse and wearing heels didn’t make me enough of a woman for her to open the door for me. It was nice and warm inside, but I didn’t even consider opening my coat. I noticed that Joanna didn’t do it either. She was simply looking all around. “I think the dressers are back this way,” I told her.

	But she wasn’t looking at me. “Oh, isn’t this lovely!” she said as she headed straight for a grouping of living room furniture. I had to stand there and watch as she sat on the couch and also in one of the matching chairs, exclaiming both times how comfortable they were. She ran her hand over the end tables and looked closely at the lamps on them.

	“May I help you?” a saleswoman asked from just outside the furniture grouping. She had asked the question, but she was looking critically straight at me. I know I felt my face turning red.

	“Oh, this is really nice,” Joanna replied. “I just love it.”

	“The woman gave me a dirty look then turned to Joanna. “It’s on sale. And if you buy it tonight, I’ll take an additional fifteen percent off.”

	“Oh, I wish,” Joanna replied. “But this is not what we came for.” “What did you need?” the woman asked, again looking menacingly at me.

	“A dresser for my guestroom,” I replied.

	She was still glaring disapprovingly at me. It was a moment before she replied. “Back this way.

	She led us straight toward the back where I knew we needed to go, but Joanna stopped a number of times to look at different furniture or accessories. It took us a good ten minutes to go from the front of the store to the back section where the bedroom furniture was.

	“What did you have in mind?” the saleswoman asked once we had finally gotten back there.

	“Something nice, but not too expensive,” Joanna replied.

	“Something I can get in my SUV tonight if you have it in stock,” I added.

	Once again I got an angry glaring look from her.

	“Let us look,” Joanna said. “I’ll let you know if I find anything.”

	The saleswoman made no reply. She walked a few steps away, but she continued to look all too menacingly at me.

	The dresser was going in my house. I was the one who was buying it. But I quickly figured out that Joanna was going to pick it out. I wasn’t sure if she took great delight in looking at all the furniture, or if she took great delight in just prolonging the ordeal for my humiliation and discomfort. But either way, she looked all too closely at not only ever dresser the store had, but at each piece of bedroom furniture as well. And that didn’t even include all the lamps and accent pieces literally everywhere. But at least she was seriously looking at each of the dressers she came across. She opened the drawers of each one. She ran her hands over each one, and she commented about how she thought it would look or work in the room, and on a few occasions, asked if I thought it would fit in my car. She also took a good look at the price tags. And when she couldn’t find one, she always asked the saleswoman to find out how much it was.

	A few times during the process, Joanna’s phone dinged and she opened it to check the text messages. The second time it happened she read the message, then looked up at me and clearly said, “Ashley wants to know if you’ve wet your diaper yet.”

	I know my face turned red immediately. And I had no doubt that the saleswoman clearly heard every word. “Not yet,” I was forced to reply.

	Joanna shook her head. “I suggest you get busy on that. You know who will be angry if I let you get out of here before you do.” “Must I?” I asked nervously.

	“Unless you want to remove those pants I loaned you and spend the rest of this shopping trip in just that diaper you’re wearing.” The grin she levelled at me after that was all too wicked, and told me she was just crazy enough to actually make me do it.

	I did have to go. I just hadn’t wanted to do it in the store and possibly make matters any worse for me, seeing as how I knew how visible the outline of my diaper was under those stretchy pants. She was still staring at me, waiting. I gulped, and let loose, right there in my diaper, right there in the store, right there in front of the saleswoman. I could feel my knees sagging a little as I did it.

	“Disgusting!” the saleswoman spat angrily. Joanna only looked amused.

	Once I had clearly finished, Joanna turned to the saleswoman. “We’ll take this one back here,” she said, indicating a dresser we had looked at five minutes earlier. “That is, if you have someone who can help us load it into his car.”

	The saleswoman glared just as menacingly at Joanna for a moment as she had at me, then nodded her head. “We can load for you. Right after you pay for it.”

	Paying for it took a while, and of course another text from Ashly that Joanna answered. I wasn’t happy having to dig through that purse to find my wallet to pull out my credit card, but somehow that little action stirred my sexual excitement as well, causing a bit of growth inside my overly padded groin. Not that I could do anything about it just then. Not that I could do anything about anything just then. Joanna was in charge and I was stuck being dressed all too humiliatingly – in public! Not to mention my diaper was now wet and the saleswoman knew it.

	Once the purchase had been made, I drove my SUV around to the back of the store. It took another fifteen minutes for two of the guys on their staff to get the dresser, load it into the back of my car, and ogle me way too much. And of course, I had no choice but to stand there in the freezing cold and let them look. But the snow was coming down heavier now, and with the frigid temperatures, at least they were in a hurry to get back inside.

	I finally closed the back hatch on my car and we headed home. I was glad to get out of that store. I was glad to get off of my feet – they were starting to kill me after standing and walking around for so long. And I was even more glad to be getting out of public!

	But getting completely out of public took a while, even after we got home. Once there, we had to muscle that big dresser out of my car, and since it was so big, we had to leave the garage door open, exposing me to any of my neighbours who might drive past. Joanna tried to help me as much as she could, and it actually took both of us to carry the thing from the garage into the house. But finally it was inside, finally it was in place in the guest bedroom. And even Ashly who had gotten up out of her chair to watch us approved of it.

	“Now get those silly pants off so I can see your diaper!” Ashley ordered the moment we had finished. I hadn’t even taken off my coat yet. “And put your other shoes on instead.” She grinned from ear to ear. “They have a higher heel than even those crazy boots you’re wearing.”

	Damn the girl!

	By the time I went to bed that night, Ashley had made sure that I had wet my diaper once more. Only then did she let her mother help her into bed. While they were doing that, I went around and made sure the house was secure, then I got the blankets and pillow for Joanna to sleep on the couch. Would she visit me that night? I could only hope. She hadn’t visited me the night before.

	Stuck in that same diaper until Ashley deemed I could remove it, I got my nightgown on and went to bed – as usual now, with my bedroom door wide open. My mind replayed the evening’s events, and I was rock hard inside that wet diaper within moments. I couldn’t help myself. As I always did, I started humping the bed. I had been dressed in all women’s clothes, including those high heeled boots on full display. The women’s pants I had worn clearly showed the thick diaper I had been wearing underneath. I’d had to stand there in the store and wet myself – right in front of that saleswoman! And having to dig through that purse and…

	“Mike,” the voice whispered.

	I turned quickly. I had been so wrapped up in my fantasies I hadn’t even heard her come in.

	I moved over to make room for her, but she reached out and grabbed my arm, pulling me out of bed. She closed the bedroom door. “Let’s take a shower,” she said softly. “I don’t want to make love to you if you’re all dirty from wearing that diaper.”

	I wasn’t sure what Ashley would think about that, and frankly, I didn’t care. Besides, Joanna was the one truly in charge. Inside my bathroom, she pulled my nightgown off of me, and then began undressing while I removed that thick wet diaper. I started the shower water and in moments it was warm enough. The two of us got in under the warm spray of water, and she herself soaped me up from head to toe…and I did the same to her. Our bodies were both warm and wet and slippery from the soap, and we rubbed ourselves against each other liberally…and a short while later, standing under that hot shower, entwined in each other’s arms, I was buried inside of her, and we were humping each other like two horny rabbits.

	She slept beside me that night, naked, while I wore my thin satin nightgown and a pair of panties. And in the wee hours of the morning, she woke me again – and removed those panties. Climbing on top of me, she buried my raging cock up inside of her, and bounced happily up and down for a very long and wonderful time.

	Heaven.

	 


Chapter 15.

	 

	We were asleep, entwined in each other’s arms, when an angry voice began yelling and my bedroom door suddenly flew open. “Why is this damn door closed? You know you’re not supposed to…” The yelling suddenly stopped and both Joanna and I looked up at Ashley who was standing dumbfounded in my bedroom doorway. “Mooom?”

	“Close the door dear and go away,” Joanna told her as she laid her head back down on my shoulder.

	“But Mooom? What are you doing?”

	Joanna didn’t even lift up her head. “If you can’t figure that out, then you need to go back to elementary school. Now go away.”

	“But Mom! With him?”

	Joanna lifted her head again. “Of course dear. Now leave us alone please.”

	“But Mom. You really did it? With him?”

	Joanna’s voice was a bit more perturbed now. “Ashley. Go away. And close the door!”

	“I can’t believe it!” Ashley exclaimed. “Is he wearing a diaper like he’s supposed to?”

	Joanna laid her head back on my chest. “I can tell you for a fact that he’s not…and if you would have just left us alone for a little while longer, we probably would have made better use of that fact.”

	“Mooom! You made love to that…thing? After he’s been wearing a wet diaper all night?”

	“No dear,” Joanna replied sleepily. “We made love in the shower first. And then we made love in the bed…the first time.”

	“The first time? How many times did you do it?”

	“That’s not something you need to know dear. Now please just leave us alone. It’s Saturday. We’ve got no reason to get up yet.” She lifted her head and kissed me on the lips. “At least not up out of bed.”

	“But Mooom!”

	“Close the door dear,” Joanna replied.

	“But Mom…I want him in a diaper. Immediately!”

	“Sorry dear. Not till after we take another shower…together.” She leaned up and kissed me on the lips again. “Sounds like fun again, doesn’t it?” she asked me.

	“Absolutely!” I replied.

	“But Mooom!”

	“Ashley!” Joanna said forcefully as she raised her head again. “Get out and close the door. Go!”

	I was glad I couldn’t make out exactly the words that Ashley was muttering, but their intent was perfectly clear. She slammed the door, and slammed the walls with her crutch, and pretty much slammed her way into the bathroom. I feared for my walls.

	“Damn it!” Joanna muttered once the sounds had diminished. “Do we lay here now, or get up.”

	“I vote for laying here,” I replied. “Besides, I’m already up.”

	“You are?” She moved further down my body, and I soon felt her kisses right on top of my hard cock. “Oh yes you are!” she whispered as she went back to driving me crazy.” I didn’t know what Ashley was doing out there, and trust me, I really didn’t care!

	––––– o0o –––––

	“Sorry Mike,” Joanna said sometime later, “but Ashley is insisting.”

	We were both naked, both fresh out of the shower, and now Joanna said I had to put another diaper on before I got dressed. “But I’ve got to go outside and shovel snow. You saw how much it was already accumulating by the time we got home last night.”

	“I fail to see what shovelling snow has to do with whether you wear a diaper or not. Put it on!”

	Ugh! I hated the damn things. Not only were they horribly demeaning, but the shear bulk of them was nothing but irritating. There was no way I could ever ignore the fact that I was wearing one…and that didn’t even count the fact that I would be completely forced to use the thing for all my bathroom needs. That part alone was mind boggling miserable! “I hate them!” I muttered as I started wrapping it around my body. She smiled. “I’m sure Ashley will be delighted to know that.” “Ugh!” I grunted out loud.

	Once the diaper was securely in place she came over and kissed me. “I’ll make us some breakfast before you go outside in the snow. You can get dressed later.”

	“Can I at least put a shirt and some pants on or something?”

	“I don’t think Ashley would like that. “How about just a bra with your breast forms.” “Just that?”

	“Umm…I think that will do. Unless Ashley decides differently. You can wear that to go out there and ask her.”

	I grunted again and headed for my dresser to find a clean bra to put on.

	“There you are!” Ashley declared a few minutes later. “What took you so long? At least you’ve got a diaper on again.” She looked up at my face angrily. “Did you use the bathroom this morning?”

	I smiled. “We used the bathroom for lots of things,” I replied, my mind going back to the second shower we took together.

	She rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Disgusting!” she yelled. “Mooom! Did you have to do that with this flake?”

	“What business is it of yours?” Joanna’s voice called back from the kitchen.

	“I hate you!” Ashley yelled.

	“That’s nice dear,” Joanna yelled back. “Don’t be so jealous! You’ve got him all week. I’m only here on the weekends.”

	“But Mooom! I’m not gonna make out with that…thing!” “That’s your problem dear,” Joanna called back.

	I was finding the entire exchange to be rather humorous.

	“Mike…” Joanna called from the kitchen. “Will you please come get Ashley’s breakfast and bring it to her out there.”

	I gladly left Ashley and went to collect her breakfast. Ashley glared angrily at me as I brought it back to her and left it on her little table. That look of hatred just then was perhaps the best thing I had seen in weeks!

	A few minutes later, Joanna and I sat down to breakfast together in the kitchen. I would have enjoyed it a whole lot more if I wasn’t sitting there wearing that stupidly thick diaper…and just a bra with those birdseed breast forms. It all felt…odd. And I felt just plain stupid. But that didn’t mean I didn’t enjoy sitting down and eating breakfast with Joanna. Especially since Ashley was staying silent out in the living room. I had no doubt she was fuming angrily. And that thought pleased me to no end.

	We were just finishing breakfast when Ashley’s angry voice interrupted our pleasantness again. “Miiiike! Get your ass in here! You too Mom!”

	Joanna looked questioningly at me. Then yelled back. “Are you trying to give me orders now?”

	A much more contrite voice called back. “Nooo. I just want to talk about something.”

	“In that case,” Joanna replied, “we’ll be right there.”

	With a heavy sigh, I got up from the table and headed in to see what Ashley wanted. Joanna was right on my heels.

	Ashley was pretty much done with her breakfast, but she pointed a fork at me. “I don’t want to see you out of diapers anymore. Ever!”

	“But dear,” Joanna interrupted quickly. “He can’t wear them to work.”

	Ashley stared angrily at her mother for a few moments, then backed down. “Okay,” she said somewhat morosely, “then everywhere except work. All the rest of the time I want to see you wearing them…and using them. And from now on, don’t even think of using a toilet like normal person. You don’t deserve that privilege anyway.”

	It wasn’t music to my ears, but between things that both Joanna and Ashley had already said, I was guessing that had been Ashley’s intention all along. I was just grateful I wouldn’t have to wear them to work. That would have been…difficult.

	“Ummm…I’m sorry dear,” Joanna replied thoughtfully.

	Ashley’s eyes went wide. “What now?”

	“Oh, nothing much. It’s just that I had some other plans for him for later today that will mean keeping him out of diapers for a while.”

	“But Mooom!”

	“Are you arguing with me?”

	Ashley looked shocked. She said nothing for a moment then more contritely replied. “No.

	Do I even want to know what you’ll be doing?”

	Joanna smiled and kissed me on the cheek. “Just some plans for…later.” “You two are disgusting!” Ashley proclaimed.

	“Why dear?” Joanna asked humorously. “Just because you can’t since you’re stuck in that cast? You won’t be wearing it forever. Just another month.” “I’m gonna’ cut it off the first chance I get!” Ashley fussed.

	“Now dear, you and I both know you need those casts for about four more weeks.

	“Yeah. Four more weeks of hell!”

	“Come on, Mike,” Joanna said. “You’ve got a kitchen to clean up. And then I think you mentioned that there was snow that had to be shovelled.”

	––––– o0o –––––

	To say I was unhappy would be an understatement. To say I was scared wouldn’t even come close to how I felt. I stood there in my garage, with my finger over top of the button to open the garage door, and I hesitated. I didn’t want to do this. I didn’t want to go out and shovel snow. But nobody wants to go out and shovel snow. My particular reason had nothing to do with the normal reasons for not wanting to do it. My reasons focused solely on the way I was dressed.

	“What are you waiting for Mike?” Joanna asked me, a humorous look in her eye.

	“I don’t know if I can do this,” I replied.

	“Why not? Look at the way you were dressed when we went shopping last night.”

	“That was something else. This time…I know that all my neighbours will be out there. People I know. I can hear Mr. Stanley next door shovelling his driveway from here. There’s no way in the world he won’t see me.”

	“Mike!” Joanna said somewhat sternly. “You have no choice in this. This is not even a chance for you to use your safe words because I won’t allow it. You agreed and signed up for just this kind of thing. You knew you’d probably have to face your neighbours sometime, and today looks like it. Now open that door and get busy! I’ll be watching you the whole time from the window. I promise!”

	Open the door. Face my neighbours. That was easy for her to say. I was about to expose myself to the entire neighbourhood. I was about to come out as a pervert to everyone who lived around me. I was about to ruin my entire life. And I had signed up for this. I just wasn’t absolutely sure how willingly I had signed up for it. I’m fairly certain there had been some kind of coercion back then. Nice coercion, but coercion none the less.

	“Mike…” Joanna cautioned again. “Open that door!”

	My finger moved, but I’m not certain I was the one who moved it, and the door began slowly rolling upward into the ceiling of my garage…exposing me…and what I was wearing. I was still in the back of my garage, and already I was totally embarrassed. Would it help if I wet my diaper? No. I knew that would only make matters worse, but I was so nervous about this that I could easily have wet myself.

	The garage door rose up enough to expose the women’s black boots I was wearing with their four inch heel. Not practical for shovelling snow, but Joanna and Ashley didn’t seem to care about that fact at all. The door rose up further, revealing the tight formfitting women’s pants I was wearing. Nobody would see the pantyhose I was wearing under those pants, but the pantyhose was the least of my worries. The door rose further, revealing the tight red skirt with the flared ruffled bottom I was wearing over top of the black pants, calling even more attention to the outlandish way I was dressed. As the door rose even further, I worried again about the tight skirt hiding the outline of the bulky diaper I had on underneath. But I had already seen my reflection in the mirror, and I had seen the lumpy outline of the damn diaper. Not overly noticeable, but still there…not that it made any difference to Joanna and Ashley. I already knew that Ashley would have preferred that the diaper be on full display – despite the freezing weather I would be working in. The door continued upwards. I wasn’t sure how much my heavy winter coat hid the fact that I was wearing a bra with the breast forms in it or not. I already knew there was a small but noticeable bump in my chest that shouldn’t be there. I was however fairly sure it would hide the maroon ruffled women’s blouse I was wearing. The garage door continued up…up to my face…revealing the bright red lipstick Ashley had made me go back and put on before I came outside. Ugh. I was a total embarrassment – even to myself.

	“I’ll be inside watching from the window,” Joanna said as she turned and headed into the house.

	Why had I sighed that agreement? Why had I signed up for this? And yet, even then, as nervous and frightened as I was, I was all too aware of the sexual stirring inside that all too thick diaper I was wearing. What was wrong with me? Yeah, I was a damn freak! A pervert. A…something. Maybe there wasn’t even a word for what I was. But if there was a word, I was it!

	Hating myself, I grabbed my shovel and headed for the edge of the garage. I normally started at the street and worked back toward the house, but this time I didn’t want to go anywhere near the street. I really only wanted to go back into the house.

	I quickly estimated that close to four inches of the white stuff had fallen during the night. A big job, even without trying to do it in four inch heels! From the edge of my garage, I could see where the city’s snowplough had left a large blockage of snow that would prevent anything from getting into or out of my driveway. I could also see Mr. Stanley next door hard at work on his own driveway. Fortunately, just then, his back was to me.

	I had no illusions at all about my neighbours finding out about me. The bright red skirt I was wearing would pretty much guarantee it. I wondered if Joanna had purposely made me wear it, just so there would be no chance of my neighbours not noticing me…just so they would all know about me. Knowing Joanna, I wouldn’t put it past her.

	I started shovelling at one side of my garage. With my side–facing garage, my driveway was fairly wide. There was easily enough room for two cars to be parked next to each other. So my job was a big one. I kept my head down and worked as long as I could. But eventually even I had to take a small breather and stand up straight. I shouldn’t have done it, but when I did, I looked around. Mr. Stanley next door was standing there staring at me. And the moment I saw him looking at me, he left his own driveway and headed across his lawn towards me.

	“What the hell is going on Mike?” he asked before he even got to me.

	Now what was I supposed to say? The truth? The truth didn’t exactly sound very likely. But before I could say a word, I heard the inside garage door opening.

	“Mike?” I heard Joanna say.

	I watched as she approached us. My next door neighbour, Greg Stanley was just then reaching me.

	“Hi,” Joanna said as she stuck out her hand to shake his. “I’m Joanna Desmond.”

	I wasn’t too sure how willing Greg was to shake her hand, but eventually he did. “Greg Stanley,” he replied.

	“I guess you’re wondering why he’s dressed like that,” she stated.

	“I’m guessing some kind of a bet…or dare?” Greg asked.

	Joanna shook her head. “Nothing like that at all.” Oh how I wish she had actually said it was all for a lost bet! “He’s doing it to help save my daughter Ashley.”

	Greg was clearly confused. “What is it, some kind of fund raiser or something?”

	Again Joanna shook her head. “Nothing like that either. I know you probably don’t want to hear this, and I can pretty much guarantee that Mike here doesn’t want you or anyone else to know it, but the fact is that he has some very…strange inclinations. And one of those is that he’s kind of a humiliation junkie.”

	Greg blinked as if surprised. “A what?”

	“He gets off on being humiliated.”

	Greg looked at me with a very disgusted look on his face. I was about ready to die. Or at least sink down through the snow and disappear – forever.

	It’s something that he’s been very careful to keep quiet and not let anyone know about…until now. And I’m afraid that letting everyone know is not something he wants to do, and it’s also not something he has any say about right now. He has no choice in the matter.” “You got yourself arrested?” Greg asked me.

	“No,” Joanna replied for me. “Remember I said he’s doing this to help my daughter? Well…” “Hey! What’s going on?”

	We all turned to see my neighbour from across the street climbing over the big mound of snow that the snowplough had left at the edge of my driveway. Suddenly, my miserable world was getting even worse.

	“What’s going on?” my neighbour from across the street asked as he finally reached us.

	“Nothing good, Jack. Trust me!” Greg said somewhat disgustedly.

	Joanna stepped forward with her hand held out. “Hi,” she said. “I’m Joanna Desmond. My daughter Ashley is staying here while she convalesces from an accident. And you are?”

	“Jack Thompson,” my neighbour said. He ignored her outstretched hand though. “I’ve seen your car parked here a number of times. And I’ve also seen him looking…really strange at times when he came out briefly into his driveway. I’d swear I saw him wearing nothing but a diaper and some high heels once. Now what the hell is going on?”

	“It seems that Mike here has a thing for being humiliated,” Greg told him. “And I’m guessing that somehow he’s talked you into giving it to him,” he finished as he looked at Joanna.

	“Um…not exactly,” Joanna replied. “But you’re in the right ballpark. As I started to say, my daughter Ashley is convalescing here after her accident…”

	“Is that the girl that was living with Chris next door?” Jack asked.

	“Yes it is,” Joanna replied brightly. “You know her?”

	“Not really. I’ve seen her around. So what’s she doing here instead of with what’s his name…Chris?”

	“Ashley left Chris after a rather heated argument,” I’m afraid,” Joanna started to explain.

	Jack grunted. “All I’ve ever heard out of either of them is shouting,” Jack replied. “All the way at my house!”

	Joanna seemed surprised and disturbed to hear that, but she continued on. “Anyway, Ashley came here to get away from Chris. Then a few days later, she had a bad car accident while on the way to see one of her friends about moving in with her. I made an agreement with Mike here to watch over her and let her stay here while she recovers. But in the process, Ash and I accidently learned about Mike’s rather odd inclinations, and I’m afraid we made an agreement between the three of us to…well…totally humiliate him until such time as Ashley can take care of herself and moves out.” “An agreement?” Greg asked dubiously.

	“To humiliate him to our heart’s content, I’m afraid,” Joanna replied. “Mike here is bound to do absolutely anything at all that we tell him to…no matter what…and I’m afraid, that includes in public as well. And I’m also afraid that Ashley can be rather…cruel and demanding sometimes.”

	I wanted to point out that Joanna herself could be more than a bit cruel and demanding too, but I kept my big mouth shut.” “Sick!” Greg declared. 

	“Absolutely!” Jack agreed.

	“But guys,” Joanna replied with a rather sly smile on her face, “if you ever need Mike to do anything for you, just ask Ashley or myself. I’m sure we’ll be glad to have Mike take care of it for you. Of course, he may be dressed rather strangely, but as I said, he’s agreed to do whatever either of us tells him to do…no matter what.”

	“Sick!” Greg stated again. “Just stay away from me.” He turned away in disgust.

	“And think about moving. Soon!” Jack told me as he too headed back towards his house.

	“Well,” Joanna said happily. “That went pretty good.” “Mister Mike!” the voice yelled.

	We turned and saw Chris now approaching across my yard. His driveway hadn’t been shovelled yet, but I could see where he had driven his big truck in and out of it, right over the barrier of snow that the snowplough had left.

	“Shit!” I muttered. “Here comes trouble.”

	Chris came walking up with a bit shit–eating grin on his face as he looked at me. “I see Ashley is still making you dress real crazy,” he said.

	“You knew about it?” I asked incredulously.

	“Sure! Since Ashley and I broke up, I’ve been going out with Crystal…you met her when she came last weekend,” he told me.

	“I didn’t get all their names,” I replied.

	“Well, anyway, she was here, and she and I have been kind of dating. And she’s been keeping me up to date. Hey, are those the boots Ashley said you were wearing when she saw you at Arby’s that night?”

	“You heard about that too?”

	“Well yeah. But I just figured it was your business, not mine. Except now I’m not sure what to think. According to Crystal, Ashley is supposed to be kind of…what…dominating you or something? Making you do weird shit just for fun?”

	“Um…something like that,” I confirmed.

	He shook his head as he looked back at my boots. “Man, I can’t even imagine trying to shovel the driveway in those things. It looks like they’d hurt.”

	“Um…yeah. They do, and it’s not exactly easy.”

	“Well, like I said, that’s your business I guess.” I wished that everyone else would see things that way.

	“So how’s Ashley?” he asked Joanna.

	“Frustrated because she’s stuck in those big casts for a while,” Joanna replied.

	“Hey, is there any chance you think she’d let me see her for a while?”

	I saw Joanna glance at me with surprise. “I’ll ask, but don’t get your hopes up.”

	“Sure!” Chris replied enthusiastically. “Just let her know I’m here.”

	Joanna headed back into the house, and I started shovelling again. I noticed that Chris certainly wasn’t offering to help. I did my best to ignore him.

	Joanna was back quickly though. “Chris…. Come on in if you want.”

	I was kind of surprised by that. I silently wondered how long it would be before I could hear the yelling between them from inside. Yelling from inside? I was just glad there hadn’t been any actual yelling from my neighbours outside. But both Greg Stanley and Jack Thompson had been more than clear about what they thought about me now. And it wasn’t anything good. And the worst part was, that I could only agree with both of them. I was one sick bastard, and I knew it!

	I had no doubt that before long, the word about me would be spread to every house on the block. Make that every house on all the surrounding blocks as well. Would the cops come to question me now? Would someone press some kind of lawsuit against me now to get me to move? To be honest, I wasn’t sure if it could happen or not. But if it did, I certainly couldn’t blame any of my neighbours. I had been so careful my entire life to hide my inclinations. But now with just a stroke of a pen, I had thrown all that away, and Joanna had made sure that the whole world knew about it. I was screwed. Big time! And I had only myself to blame.

	It took me over two hours to mournfully shovel all that snow. And by the time I finished, I was exhausted. I was exhausted, and my toes were killing me. Four inch heels were absolutely the wrong footwear to wear to even think about doing a job like that! I couldn’t use my entire foot for leverage and strength, I had been forced to use nothing more than my toes.

	I went back into the house, removing my coat on the way, I headed straight past Ashley, Chris, and Joanna in the living room and went straight back to my bedroom and collapsed on the bed. The job would have been difficult with normal boots and clothing. But trying to do it in those heels was simply too much. And that didn’t even count how much that damn bulky diaper was irritating the top of my legs. And of course I had wet it already which only made matters worse.

	After a moment of lying on my back, I sat up and began removing my boots. My toes were killing me after all that work.

	“Mike?” Joanna said as she suddenly appeared in my room. “What are you doing?”

	“My feet are killing me,” I told her. “That was too much of a job in these stupid boots.”

	She smiled. “But you managed it. Just fine from what I saw. While you’re taking those boots off, please take my black pants off now too. Just wear that pretty red skirt.”

	Ugh! Getting my other boot off was at the top of my priority list. I took a minute to rub and massage my aching feet while Joanna stood there watching me. I gratefully got rid of that overly noticeable red skirt I had worn to shovel snow in, and finally started tugging Joanna’s black pants off of me. Cool air finally enveloped my legs, but even then I noticed the feel of the pantyhose adding a touch of warmth to my skin.

	“Mike, wear the skirt again please. It looked so nice on you outside.”

	Wear the skirt? Ugh! And no, I was sure it didn’t look nice on me at all. All it looked – was embarrassing. But what the heck? I was done working outside. I stuck the red skirt back on.

	“You can wear those boots again too if you like,” she told me. “Either those or your other pretty shoes.”

	That option was no contest. With a sigh, I slipped my feet back into the boots and zipped them up.

	“Good Mike. Much better. Now get your coat and let’s go.”

	“Go?”

	She turned to me with one of those sly smiles of hers. “We’re going out.” “Out?” I exclaimed as panic hit me full throttle.

	“Yes. We’ve got to go grocery shopping.”

	“Grocery shopping!”

	She smiled slyly at me. “Don’t forget your purse, Mike.” She walked out.

	I grabbed the pants I had just taken off and threw them all the way across the room.

	I can’t tell you how silly and embarrassed I felt as I unhappily made my way out to the living room, this time wearing just the red skirt without the pants underneath, and also carrying that damn colourful purse in my hand, I heard laughter…and nobody was even looking at me. Out in the living room, I noticed that Chris was still there, and he and Ashley seemed to be getting along better than ever as they looked at something on Ashley’s computer. “There you are Mike,” Joanna said as I reached the living room. “Ready?”

	“Not really.”

	“Tough!” she said with all too broad of a smile. “Let’s go.”

	Go? I was wondering how in the heck I could possibly leave the house. Go shopping? Dressed the way I was? It was ludicrous. It was insane. It had been bad enough going shopping for that dresser last night while wearing the women’s pants, but now I wasn’t wearing those pants anymore. Instead, Joanna was making me wear just that bright red flirty skirt I had worn over those pants while I shovelled snow. And it was a skirt that just screamed for attention. Not to mention that I was fairly sure it didn’t do a very good job of disguising the fat diaper I was wearing underneath it. Go grocery shopping like that? To be honest, I really didn’t know how I was going to get through it.

	And more than anything else on my mind, I couldn’t forget the fact that my neighbours all knew about me now…and the fact that they all hated me because of it. And I was fairly certain that Joanna had planned and orchestrated that little event – purposely!

	Completely against my better judgement though, I put my coat on and followed Joanna outside.

	Once again we took her car, and once again I was very unhappy. And that doesn’t even count how nervous I felt…just riding in her car where I could be seen by other drivers. Just looking down gave me an all too realistic view of my knees covered in nothing but pantyhose. That alone added a whole new level of humiliation and nervousness. What would my neighbours have said if I had been out earlier in nothing but a skirt…like I was now? Would it have been even worse?

	I was nervous, and surprisingly, somewhat angry. Because of Joanna and Ashley, I had just been outed to my neighbours. They knew about me now, and there was no doubt that neither of them were happy about it. My neighbour across the street had flat out told me to move, and I knew my other neighbour agreed with him…and I couldn’t blame either of them.

	In truth, I really wished I could move. In fact, once this was all over with, I most likely would! I would find a new house in some distant part of the city and start all over again. The only question was, how much longer was this going to go on? Ashley still had about four more weeks in those casts. And then she would have to be able to get back to work and earn some money. And how much longer would it take for her to save up enough to move into someplace her mother would approve of. And that didn’t even count the fact that she would need a new car. I had no doubt at all that it was going to go on for a long, long time. Which meant that I was screwed! Totally and completely screwed! And I had signed up for this? Why? Because I was sick in the head, and I knew it. And now so did my neighbours.

	I was the world’s biggest idiot! And signing that agreement had been the absolute proof of that. Idiot! Bastard! Demented! Sick! The names I mentally called myself went on and on. And now Joanna was taking me out to a grocery store to go shopping – dressed as I was? It was only going to make matters so much worse!

	The parking lot at the grocery store wasn’t as crowded as it often was, but that didn’t mean that there weren’t a lot of cars there. I think the snow was keeping some people away, or at least delaying them. Either way, there were still people there, and I was still dressed way too humiliatingly. And for the life of me, I didn’t see how I could do it – go out in public dressed the way I was. Because this was by far the wort thing Joanna had tried to do with me so far.

	Joanna opened her car door, and got out. “Mike!” she said sternly to get me moving.

	But I couldn’t seem to move. I couldn’t seem to find the courage to open that car door. Not after the way my neighbours had treated me earlier. They had seen me, and Jack had flat out told me to move! Neither of them wanted me around anymore. And I couldn’t blame them. “Mike! Come on!” Joanna said more sternly.

	But I still couldn’t move. I couldn’t look at her, I couldn’t look at the store, I couldn’t look at anything. It was as if my mind was in some kind of all–consuming fog.

	“Mike! What the hell is wrong with you? Get out of that car!” But I still sat there, totally unable to do what she wanted.

	She leaned down into the car. “What are you doing?”

	I finally managed to turn my head to look at her. “I can’t,” I said. “I can’t do it.”

	“Do what?”

	“Go into the store dressed like this,” I replied. “I can’t do it.” She stared at me for a moment. “Mike, you did it last night.”

	“Not…like this,” I told her. “I wasn’t wearing a skirt, and it wasn’t with so many people around.”

	“But you were still dressed totally in women’s clothes, and you still looked…very…funny.”

	“I shook my head. “I just can’t do it anymore. It’s too much.”

	She stared at me for a moment more, then got into the car and closed the door. “What are you saying?” she asked. “Are you calling it quits to the whole agreement?”

	“Yes…no…I don’t know. I just can’t do…this anymore. Not in public. It’s…too much.”

	“So you’re quitting?” she asked softly. “Ending the agreement?”

	“I don’t know. Maybe. Maybe it’s for the best. You saw how my neighbours treated me. And going out into public in places while I’m dressed like this will only make things worse for me.”

	It was a moment before she answered. “True, but then, you knew that going in. And we both know that deep down, it’s something that you wanted to experience.”

	I tried to think about that…understand that. “Maybe,” I admitted. “I only know that I can’t do this.”

	She sighed. “It’s your choice Mike,” she said. “It always has been…and it always will be. Maybe I did push you too fast. Maybe I thought it was easier for you to do things in public when in truth you weren’t ready for it yet. But you did do things in public before. For me, and for Ashley both. So…I guess I simply thought you could do it.” 

	“Yeah,” I said as I hung my head. I looked back up at her. “I guess I did manage to do it. But that was before I saw what it meant to my neighbours. That was before I saw what people would really think about me.”

	It was a moment before she answered. “Does it really matter what everyone else thinks about you?”

	I shrugged. “Yes. I’d still like some kind of respect…at least from someone.”

	“We’re being very careful to protect your job at work,” she noted. “So you should still have no problem there.”

	“Yeah, but nowhere else.”

	“You knew that would be the most likely outcome before you signed the agreement.”

	I nodded, but reluctantly. “Yeah. But I guess…this morning, with my neighbours, just brought it all home to me. It was too much.” I looked straight into her eyes. “You set that up…purposely!”

	She shrugged. “Maybe. I didn’t really think about it, but I knew it was a very good possibility that they’d see you. That was why I was watching you out the window so closely.

	“But did you have to tell them the truth?”

	“Of course. Besides, if this went on much longer, they would have realized something else was wrong anyway. This way, they already know. This way, you don’t have to worry about them finding out or what they think about you. You already know…for better or for worse. And I guess, judging by their comments this morning, it was mostly for worse. But either way, that part is over for you now, and you don’t have to worry about them finding out anymore. They already know. What more can they say to you?”

	“They could probably sue me for something.”

	She shook her head. “Highly unlikely. You’re not a child molester.”

	“But still…”

	“Mike!” she cut me off. “I’m pretty sure every neighbourhood has someone that the neighbours would rather not have around.”

	“But why does that person have to be me?”

	“This time…it just is.”

	I turned my head away from her and stared out the windshield at…nothing. My head was too lost in morose thoughts and feelings to do anything more.

	“It was fun while it lasted though,” she said.

	Her comment actually brought a smile to my face. Somehow, I actually chuckled a little. “Yeah,” I agreed. “Believe it or not, it really was. And don’t get me started on how horny I was…pretty much constantly.”

	She laughed. “I have no doubt at all.” Her voice turned more serious. “I’m going to miss it though,” she said. “And I’m going to miss you. I can’t tell you how much I was enjoying it.”

	I turned to look at her again, somehow, a faint smile was on my face. “Yeah,” I agreed. “Me too.”

	We stared at each other for a moment before she asked, “So you’re definitely quitting?” she asked. “Ending the agreement? Or…do you want to use your safe words and keep going?”

	I hadn’t even thought about my safe phrase. “So if I use that phrase,” I said, “that means we can keep going?”

	“Of course,” she said with a smile. “But I would have to find some kind of nasty punishment for you for chickening out on this, because I still think it’s something you can do.”

	I shook my head. “Maybe I could before…before this morning with my neighbours, but I…I just can’t do it now. I’m sorry.”

	She looked at me for a moment without speaking. Finally she said. “So what is it? Quit permanently, or are you going to say your safe words?”

	I smiled. “If I use my safe words, do I have to say them?”

	She looked shocked. “Of course! I went to a lot of trouble to come up with something that would be totally humiliating for you to say. Saying that phrase is almost as bad as some of the other things you have to do.”

	I actually laughed a little. “Yeah. That it is.”

	“So what’s it going to be Mike?”

	I thought about it for a moment, and decided to keep going with things. I would use the humiliating safe phrase. I opened my mouth to speak, but she cut me off before I had a chance to get started.

	“Mike…” she said. “Before you do that, let me warn you. If you use those words, then I’m going to have to come up with some really nasty way to punish you, perhaps several different things to punish you with, only because this is still something that I think you can do…right now!”

	I stared at her for a moment while I considered it, but the looks of anger and disgust on my neighbour’s faces were still all too clear to me. I shook my head. “I just can’t do it,” I said. “Not in public at least. It’s too much for me.” “In public,” she replied.

	I nodded. “Yeah. I don’t care what you make me do in my own house, but out in public where everyone else can see…it’s just too much.”

	“I’m not going to rule out doing things in public. That was clearly stated in our agreement.”

	“I know, but…it’s just too much.”

	She nodded. “Like I said earlier, maybe I pushed you too fast. I thought you could do it.

	Suppose we tone it down a bit…out in public. At least for a while.” “That would help,” I told her.

	She nodded. “Then later on, we can increase things. We’ll just go a little slower with it.” Increase things? I wasn’t sure I could. Especially not in public.

	“So Mike, what’s it going to be?” she asked again. “Quit, or say your safe words and we go home and…adjust the way you’re dressed…a little. And then come back again. And then I have to find some way special to make you as miserable as possible so you learn your lesson.” She held her finger up and added. “Or…do you want to get out of the car now, and go into the store with me just the way you are, the way I know for a fact that you can, and go shopping with me…even though I’ll probably come up with something later on to punish you with for making me go through all this with you. But whatever I come up with then, won’t be nearly as bad as what I’ll have to come up with if you use your safe words.”

	It was suddenly a lot to consider. I could go in dressed just as I was, but again the faces of my angry neighbours came to mind. So no, no matter what she thought I could do, that wasn’t something I was ready to do yet.

	After that, I actually considered quitting again – seriously! The faces of my neighbours were still foremost on my mind. But they knew now. Stopping now wouldn’t solve my problem with the neighbours at all.

	My mind turned to the next possibility, saying my safe words and chickening out on just doing this. The faces of my neighbours were still there, but so was Joanna’s face. Joanna who had climbed naked into my bed with me and shown me how to make love to an actual woman. Joanna, the first woman I had ever had sex with – in my entire life. Possibly the only woman I would ever have sex with – in my entire life.

	The answer was easy. Saying the words humiliated me before I had even opened my mouth. “Mister Mike is a sissy chicken,” I admitted. I immediately noted that oddly, actually saying the words out loud was more humiliating than just thinking about them.

	Joanna shook her head. “I’m sorry to hear you say that Mike. I really thought you could do this.” With a sigh, she started the car, backed it out of the parking place, and headed home.

	Once in the driveway, we got out and headed for the door. Strangely, I noticed that while I still felt humiliated and nervous about being out, my fear of my neighbours seeing me was somewhat less.

	The moment we opened the door to the kitchen, I heard Chris in the living room loudly exclaiming. “Yeah! That’ll be so good!”

	“Hey! Who’s that?” Ashley yelled. “You’re back already?” Ashley asked as we walked into the living room.

	I was surprised to note that she and Chris were still there together…and they weren’t arguing…yet. In fact, they seemed rather happy about something.

	“I’m afraid that Mike here decided to use his safe phrase once we got there. He didn’t feel he could go shopping dressed the way he was.”

	“He used his safe phrase?” Ashley said, unable to believe it. “He…chickened out…after doing some of the things he’s already done?”

	“I know,” Joanna replied. “I feel the same way.”

	“So what are you going to do to him?” Ashley asked rather eagerly.

	“I don’t know yet,” Joanna told her. “I’m going to have to think about it. But in the meantime, I’m afraid that for now, we’re going to be toning things down a bit whenever he goes out in public.”

	Ashley suddenly looked aghast. “But Mom…”

	“No buts, Ashley. For now, we’re going to go easier on him…out in public. But I’m afraid that because of that, he’s probably going to be in for it far worse while he’s at home.”

	“So does that mean I don’t have to hold back on him anymore while he’s here?” I was quite surprised to hear that.

	Joanna looked at her for moment then nodded. “Yes. I asked you to do that so he could get used to things. But now, in light of this, well, I think that restriction can go. But Ashley, before you go jumping the gun, I may have some new guidelines for you, so don’t get your hopes up too much.

	“Oh Mom…” Ashley complained. “So what are you going to do to him?”

	Joanna shrugged. “For now, we’re going to get rid of a few of the things he’s wearing. At least down to the point where he thinks he can manage.” She looked straight at me…rather menacingly. “He’s still going to have to be dressed somewhat…humiliatingly. And we’re still going to push the issue as much as possible.”

	I gulped. Maybe using my safe words wasn’t so safe after all.

	“He’s not…getting out of that diaper he’s wearing!” Ashley declared sternly.

	Joanna smiled. “No dear, I have no doubt that no matter how much he dislikes wearing them, his diaper can remain.”

	Definitely not something I wanted to hear. No matter what I wore, that diaper was thick and bulky to begin with. Now that I had been wearing it for half the day, I had wet it a few times and it was far worse. Reluctantly, I let Joanna lead me toward my bedroom.

	Twenty minutes later, I made my way nervously out to her car again. What I was wearing was a vast improvement…although far from perfect. Far, far from perfect! Yes, that stupid miserable wet diaper was still in place. So was my bra with the breast forms too. The pantyhose I had on earlier were also still in place. But the skirt was gone, my blouse was gone, and the women’s boots were gone…although I’d rather I was wearing those boots again.

	Over top of my diaper, pantyhose, and bra with the breast forms, I was wearing my normal men’s clothes. I even had a nice pullover sweater on…even though you still couldn’t miss the outline of my fake breasts underneath. But surprisingly, that bra wasn’t my biggest worry, especially since I knew I’d be wearing a coat to help disguise it. My biggest problem, was the fact that my feet were once again encased in my five inch t–strap heels. And once again those shoes were locked onto my feet so I couldn’t take them off. And then to make matters much worse, just before we left my bedroom, Joanna handed me that dumb colourful purse again. Maybe it would have been better for me to just get out of the car earlier dressed the way I was in that skirt. But Joanna and I had now come to an agreement on what I was wearing, even though she was admittedly pushing me to my limits…and beyond. And trust me, it was either this, or she threatened to figure out a way that I could start wearing the diapers to work as well. That pretty much ended any further arguments on my side. The part that worried me even more though, was that Joanna was insisting that she would still keep pushing my limits more and more as time went on.

	The parking lot at the grocery store seemed a little more crowded this time. Once again I didn’t want to get out of Joanna’s car when we got there, but once again, all it took was a few words of firm caution on her part to get me moving. But I hadn’t even closed the car door yet when Joanna said, “Mike…wait a minute.”

	“What?”

	“Take your coat off.”

	“My coat? But it’s cold out.”

	“And it’s only a short walk into the store. Now take your coat off and leave it in the car.” When I hesitated too long she added, “Now!”

	Ugh! I wasn’t sure if I was growing more nervous, or more angry. Both actually. But I took my coat off, which naturally revealed my padded breasts beneath my sweater and shirt.

	“Much better,” Joanna declared.

	“Could I do this now? Could I actually go into the grocery store this way? Removing my coat had just made everything so much worse. But before I could think about it anymore, Joanna herself closed my car door…and then locked it. I was stuck. No way to get back into the car, and no way to hide anything.

	I was out of the car again, wearing high heels in public again. This time I was wearing mostly my own male clothes. I had felt somewhat safer until she had made me remove my coat so my breasts would be on display. High heels…and breasts. And I was carrying a colourful purse. Even in the parking lot, I immediately noticed a few people turning their heads to look at me. It was a moment before I realized that it wasn’t my breasts sticking out that was catching everyone’s attention. It wasn’t the heels on my feet either. It was that darn colourful purse. And of course, the humiliation of it hit me all that much harder…and so did the sexual need down in my groin because of it. I could literally feel how red my face was getting, and it had nothing at all to do with the cold temperature.

	Once in the store, I was quick to grab a shopping cart and throw that purse into the child’s seat so I wouldn’t be carrying it. I felt a little safer that way. Now if people could possibly not notice my chest and those darn heels!

	I followed Joanna around while she pulled things off of the shelves and threw them into the cart. I don’t think there was a single person in the store that didn’t stop to look me over all too carefully. At least it felt that way to me. Was I overly self–conscious about things? Maybe…but probably not. Despite my mostly male clothes, I felt like I stuck out like a sore thumb. I also knew there was nothing I could do about it. As Joanna had so elegantly pointed out, I had signed up for just this kind of thing. Not only that, but this was the compromise I had agreed on with her when I had gotten redressed. But how much worse would it have been for me to go shopping like this while wearing a short bright red skirt? I had no doubt it would have been far worse! I hated myself for what I had agreed to do. I hated the situation I was in. I was nervous as heck. I was horribly embarrassed. And I was turned on as hell!

	Joanna stopped every once in a while to take pictures of me and then text them to Ashley. I had no doubt that all too often those pictures included the reactions of the people around us. Yet there I was, dressed like an idiot, still pushing that shopping cart around the store. Let me tell you, it certainly didn’t help matters when we went past a display of pantyhose and Joanna grabbed two pair, then said in an all too loud and clear voice, “You need more of these Michael. Let’s just get some for you now.” Could my face turn any redder than it already was?

	Naturally, we went up every aisle. Naturally, Joanna took her sweet time deciding what I would be buying and what I wouldn’t. Actually, she would be paying me back for half the price of the groceries, so I would only be buying half of it…sort of. I still had to pay for it all myself first. The cart was getting amazingly full. I never came close to buying that much stuff for myself. But then I now had Ashley living in my house. Oh yeah, and Joanna for several days as well.

	We were actually doing well, or at least I thought I was, despite my condition and all too many people giving me strange looks. And then we got to the aisle that had all the baby care stuff. And Joanna’s slow careful shopping somehow got even slower. I saw her reach out and grab a container of baby powder and find a place for it in the cart. “You might need that,” Joanna said with all too big of a smile.

	Not a happy thought for me. But then if Ashley really did try to keep me in diapers all the time, maybe I would…not that I’d really know what to do with the powder.

	And then I saw Joanna stop and look at something else…and I wasn’t happy at all. Her hand reached out and selected a package, and with a broad grin, she threw it into the cart. Pacifiers. Baby pacifiers. A package of three! I was shocked! And my knees went slightly weak for a moment.

	“Ashley particularly asked me to look for them,” Joanna told me. “Those and…” she started looking further down the shelves. “These,” she finished.

	I died a bit more as I saw her looking over the store’s selection of baby bottles.

	Joanna pulled one of the bottles off the shelf and held it up for me to see. “This one is cute. Don’t you think?” she said, once again grinning all too broadly.

	Once again my knees went momentarily weak as I saw the colourful childish designs printed all over that plastic baby bottle. And why did it have to stand out so much from our other groceries when she put it in the cart?

	I can’t tell you how happy I was to finally get out of there and back to the car…where I had to stand outside in the cold – without my coat, and put all those groceries into the trunk. Only then did Joanna hand me my coat to put back on…while she started digging through the bags I had just loaded into the car. She finally found what she was looking for, and I saw her pull out that package of pacifiers. Right there in the parking lot she opened the package and pulled one of them out…and stuck it in my mouth. “Much better,” she declared. And then she held her camera up and took my picture with that stupid thing in my mouth.

	The moment we got back into her car, she texted the picture to Ashley. I had to ride home feeling far more embarrassed than ever, because I just knew that every driver on the road that passed us could see that silly pacifier in my mouth. I felt…stupid. I felt…embarrassed as hell. I felt…so turned on it was ridiculous. How long would it be before bedtime when I could do something about it? Far too long!

	––––– o0o –––––

	Strangely, I was surprised to see that Chris was still there when we got home. I had to pull all the groceries out of the car and carry them into the kitchen, but it was a while before I had a chance to actually do that. The minute I got home, I had to stand in the living room and show both Ashley and Chris the silly pacifier stuck in my mouth. Ashley laughed and crowed about it. And then she made my life even worse. “From now on,” Ashley said, “whenever you’re not at work, I want that pacifier in your mouth. I want you sucking on it like a baby, and staying quiet!” She and Chris laughed heartily at that, while I’m sure my face went red with embarrassment again. Or was that anger at this new affront. No, it was mostly embarrassment. And once again I wondered how long it would be before I could relieve myself by humping my bed.

	“Now get those clothes off so we can see your diaper,” Ashley ordered quickly. “You know the rules, I want to see that thing all the time. And it better be wet already!” she added menacingly…right before she laughed again. Heavy hearted, I headed for my bedroom.

	Exposed diapers, and those high heels. My new life. Oh yeah, and now a pacifier all the time too. And I had signed up for this? Yeah. I had. And as much as I hated it. As much as it worried me. As much as it kept my stomach tied up in knots. It still stimulated me all too much. I had signed up for this. For this and anything else they threw at me. And they delighted in making me feel silly and humiliated. And I…. I hated…and loved every minute of it. I was sick. Sick in the head. Even my neighbours knew that now. And there was nothing I could do about it. I had signed up for this…and more.

	 


Chapter 16.

	 

	Why, why, why, why, why? Why had I signed up for this kind of life? I really should have known better. My morning had been beyond my worst nightmare imaginable. I had purposely been outed as sick in the head to my neighbours. And now I felt nothing but sorry for myself and horrible. I had lost the friendship and respect of my neighbours. But what I didn’t know, was that my afternoon was about to take that sense of loss and do nothing but compound it. And that my new problems would have nothing at all to do with the punishment that Joanna said she was going to come up with for me for using my safe phrase when she thought it wasn’t necessary. I thought it was necessary! I guess that didn’t count for much.

	After a morning of shovelling snow and grocery shopping with Joanna, Ashley had commanded me to go back to wearing nothing but my wet diaper, those damn five inch t– strap heels locked to my feet, my bra with the birdseed breast forms in it, and my ruffled maroon blouse. Oh yeah, and of course now my new pacifier that Ashley claimed she wanted me sucking on all the time. It was hard to believe that that silly little appliance stuck in my mouth could make me feel that much more embarrassed and humiliated…even in my own house!

	While I worked on putting the groceries away, Joanna set about making lunch. She offered to make lunch for Chris as well, but he begged off and soon left. I had seen him and Ashley pouring over that agreement we had all signed before he left. But then all the rest of Ashley’s friends had done the same thing the week before. I was only amazed that Chris seemed to be somewhat back in the picture again with Ashley. I was also amazed that I hadn’t heard one word of argument between them the entire time he was there.

	It was a late but very nice lunch that Joanna had prepared for us. Her cooking was one of the highlights of my week. But what wasn’t nice was that I was forced to drink my Coke from that crazy baby bottle that Joanna had bought at the grocery store – at Ashley’s instruction. My mouth was already tired from keeping that damn pacifier in it, and even taking time to enjoy having the pacifier gone from my mouth while I ate, just trying to suck the drink out of that silly baby bottle was enough to tire my lips out again and practically send me into bouts of frustration. And of course, the sight of me trying to drink from it sent both Joanna and Ashley into fits of giggles while they ate.

	I was less than halfway through that bottle that Ashley declared I had to finish all of, when Ashley made another declaration. “From now on,” she said as I was trying once again to get some of my drink out of that bottle, “the only thing I ever want to see you drinking from…is that baby bottle!” And then she and Joanna laughed some more…while I felt my face turning red once again.

	Ashley and Joanna finished their meal and were gone from the table long before I was “allowed” to get up, only because it took me so long to finish just that simple baby bottle full of Coke. And of course, the moment I was done drinking it, that damn pacifier had to go back in my mouth.

	After spending several hours outside shovelling snow in four inch heels, then wandering the grocery store in locked–on five inch heels, and of course being stuck in those five inch heels afterwards, the balls of my feet and my toes were aching horribly. But that didn’t mean that either Ashley or Joanne felt any sympathy for me at all as I had to go about cleaning up after Joanna’s cooking. Once finished though, I was looking forward to disappearing into my room for a few minutes (at least) and resting my feet, not to mention sneaking that stupid pacifier out of my mouth for a bit. But the moment I left the kitchen and headed for my bedroom, I once again heard that sound that sent chills down my spine.

	“Mister Miiike…”

	Ugh! I turned and headed for Ashley where she had been sitting and talking with her mother. “Yes?” I asked with the pacifier still between my teeth.

	Ashley brandished the agreement in her hand. “Do you know what it says in here?” she asked me.

	“Uh…I’ve got a pretty good idea,” I replied. In truth, I knew all too well everything that it said in that agreement. Because every bit of it was aimed at making me miserable. And I had still signed up for it?

	Ashley pulled the paper down where she could read it and pointed her finger at part of it. “It says here that… ‘Michael Hammond understands that in the position he will be occupying, Ashley will be the master of his home.’” She looked up at me with nothing but glee in her face.

	I had no idea what was about to come at me now, but I already dreaded it.

	“Since I am the master of this house,” she said all too wickedly. “Then I think it’s only right that I should have the master bedroom and you should be stuck with that little guest room. So I want you moving all your stuff out of your bedroom…and your closet…and your bathroom. Oh!” she stopped quickly. I mean out of my bedroom, and my closet and my bathroom!”

	I was shocked…to say the least. The pacifier was quickly gone from my mouth. “You’re taking my bedroom? But that’s my bedroom!”

	“Not anymore!” Ashley declared all too triumphantly.

	I looked to Joanna, silently willing her to step in. That was my room, my personal private space. My sanctuary.

	“I’m sorry Mike,” Joanna said. “But Ashley is right. And if she wants to take your room, then that’s her choice. And Mike, this still has nothing at all to do with what punishment I’m going to come up with for you. This is something that Ashley thought about last night once we got the dresser in that room.”

	I was aghast. More than aghast. “But…but…that’s my personal place,” I tried.

	“Not anymore!” Ashley declared all too proud of herself. “Now get busy, and move your stuff. All of it!”

	I again looked to Joanna. “But…”

	“Mike. You agreed!”

	I could do nothing but stare between them…totally disheartened.

	“Go!” Ashley commanded. “Do it!”

	Feeling totally crushed, I turned. I was being kicked out of my room. My nice big bedroom. Not to mention my nice big bed. Not to mention my nice big closet and bathroom too. Not bothering to stick that dumb pacifier back in my mouth, I went into my room…my old room…and stood there looking around. I didn’t even know where to start.

	And then Joanna was there. “Do I have to?” I asked her.

	“Mike, when I’m not here, Ashley is in charge, and you know that.”

	“But you’re here now! Can’t you stop this?”

	“Why? I think it’s perfectly fine if she wants the nice big room. In fact, in your position right now, I think it’s not only fine, I think it’s actually proper.”

	She would have to think that! And unfortunately, I could actually see her point.

	“Now stick that pacifier back in your mouth,” she ordered, but then she paused and smiled all too wickedly at me. “And then get that soaked diaper you’re wearing off. I want you naked and exposed for the rest of the afternoon. Wash yourself off down there after you get rid of that diaper though. And while you’re doing that, I’ll start removing Ashley’s things from the other room.”

	I was totally disheartened about everything. In fact, this situation wasn’t even turning me on. I was more than glad to get rid of that diaper. Not only was it all too bulky when it was dry, but I had wet it a few times already and that had only made it so much worse. Even walking around totally exposed like I was, was far more comfortable. Except that the moment Joanna saw that I had now gotten rid of that diaper and had cleaned myself up with a washcloth, she insisted that I stand there and stroke myself and make myself hard.

	“Now you keep yourself that way until I say otherwise,” she told me with an all too wicked grin. “Grab all your girly stuff from your bottom drawer first,” she instructed. “You can put it in the top drawer of the new chest in your room.”

	With that damn pacifier in my mouth, I didn’t even bother trying to answer. Five minutes later, I saw Joanna placing a chair at the end of the hallway, and helping Ashley sit in it where she could watch. “Mike!” Joanna called as I was carrying an armload of my things from my dresser. “Stop right there and pump yourself up again – fully!”

	I tried juggling all the clothes I had in my hands moving them to just one arm, but I dropped half of them on the floor. But I did stand there for some time getting myself hard once again.

	“Okay Mike. Get that stuff into your room.”

	Joanna moved all of Ashley’s things from her old room and put them on the bed in my old room. It didn’t take her very long at all. It took me a long time to move my things, because Ashley was making me stop every time I went past her, in either direction, to once again bring make myself fully erect. Sometimes it took quite a while before she said I could go, sometimes it didn’t. But because of having to do that constantly, I couldn’t carry nearly as much stuff as I would have wanted to.

	The new dresser wasn’t nearly as large as my old one. So it filled up rather quickly. Of course, Joanna plucked all of my male underwear right out of my arms before I even got it into that new dresser, freeing up…a tiny amount of space. Before long however, I found myself piling things on the floor. I also now found myself starting to drip cum once in a while when I stopped each time to bring myself to the edge of orgasm – before being denied, which brought much amusement to both Ashley and her demented mother.

	I had to move all of my “girly” clothes from my closet first. My work clothes next. Then everything else from my closet. The smaller closet in the guest room – my room now – was well packed by the time I was done, and my ache for release was growing more than a bit extreme. But then there was also the bathroom to consider. Joanna moved all of Ashley’s things out of the guest bathroom, and I moved all of my things in.

	I was leaking and dripping even more now, which Ashley proclaimed I’d be cleaning up later, but neither Ashley nor Joanna would let a single trip across the hall go without me stopping to play with myself. It was maddening – and worse. I was soon hyperventilating around the edges of that damn pacifier in my mouth, which had me drooling and dripping all too often up there as well. Dripping down below, and dripping up above. But it was down below I was far more concerned with.

	The job was finally done – for me. But all of Ashley’s things were now on the big bed in that room. Ashley was moved from the end of the hallway to inside the room while Joanna put her things away for her. In the meantime, I was forced to stand in the room, where every few minutes one of them would tell me to start playing with myself again. I was fervently hoping they would get so busy and distracted with what they were doing that I would be able to bring myself over the edge and spurt my load. Unfortunately, it never…quite…happened. I continued to get more desperate, and I also continued to drip even worse.

	And then Joanna said, “Come on Mike. We’re going to get Ashley’s things from the garage now. There’s more than enough room for most of it here.”

	Trip after trip after trip. And of course, before I could go back to the garage each time, I had to stand there and bring myself right to the edge before one of them told me to stop. The only good thing about that job, was that it took much longer to go between the garage and her bedroom, so I had a longer period of…non–relief.

	Eventually the job got finished. Her room, bathroom, and closet were all neat and perfect. My room was a disaster, with things piled everywhere, not to mention that big box of diapers taking up much of the floor space. At least the garage looked better though. Such a tiny compensation.

	Whenever I could, I was glancing at the clock. It had taken a long time to move all that stuff. And I knew that Joanna would be leaving later that night to go home. But it was the number of hours until bedtime that I was most interested in. The number of hours until I knew I could finally get the release I now desperately needed. Unfortunately, that time was still a long way off.

	Joanna headed for the kitchen to start making dinner, Ashley got into her chair in the living room, and I had to stand where she could see me and make sure I stayed completely hard all the time. And then Joanna came out of the kitchen with that damn baby bottle. “Here Mike. It’s going to be a while before dinner. Drink this while you’re playing with yourself.” She herself plucked that damn pacifier from my mouth before waiting to see me start sucking on that bottle.

	I played with myself…sort of…with one hand, while I held the bottle in my mouth with the other. I watched Ashley. The TV was on and she would occasionally watch it for a few moments, but never for long. I wanted her to get very interested in it…so she would stop watching me and I could stop playing with myself for a few minutes longer. It never happened. She was far more interested in me than in the show on TV.

	Joanna came back when Ashley called out that my bottle was done, and she replaced the bottle with that damn pacifier that I now hated so much. “Dinner will be ready soon,” she told me. How the hell could I eat? My body was hungering for something that had nothing at all to do with food. But now that I had finished that bottle, I had another problem. “Um…I’m afraid I’ve got to pee,” I told her.

	“Oh,” she said, sounding somewhat surprised. She seemed to think for a moment. “Fine,” she said, “go, but leave the bathroom door open so we can watch. You are not to play with yourself at all, you can hold it, but nothing more. If I see you cum, then you’ll be in even worse trouble!” And then she turned to Ashley. “Ash, will you keep an eye on him in there for me? I’ve got to keep dinner going.”

	Ashley only laughed and laboriously pried herself out of her chair.

	I went into the guest bathroom – now my bathroom and stood there in front of the toilet holding my aching penis. But I was still hard and all too pent up with need. As much as I needed to pee, I couldn’t.

	“What’s the matter Mister Mike?” Ashley asked, sounding all too amused.

	“Uh…I’m a bit too…hard right now. I’ve got to wait till it shrinks a bit.” “Just don’t play with it,” she told me.

	I had no plans to do that, because if I did, it would only keep me from being able to pee. And I did need to pee.

	I stood there for a long time, while Ashley watched from the doorway. It was humiliating to stand there and be watched – no privacy allowed. But after a while, I finally shrank enough that my pee finally started to come out. It was a longer time though before I got small enough to fully unload my bladder. Such a relief. But then of course, Ashley ordered me to start stroking myself to get hard all over again – even as I was going back out to the living room. The long trip to the bathroom had been a welcome relief in more ways than one, but obviously, that bit of respite was over with.

	Okay. You want to know what bizarre is? Let me tell you. Bizarre is having to stand at the table while you eat, with your sex organ completely hard and on full display over top of the table, while you’re stroking that sex organ all too often with one hand, while trying to eat with your other hand, and occasionally raising a stupid baby bottle to your lips to try to drink something out of it. That’s bizarre! But that’s also the way they made me eat dinner. The food I’m sure was good, but I don’t think I tasted any of it. I can tell you for a fact that I felt quite a few drips from my now badly aching cock dripping on my legs. If I dripped much more, I wasn’t sure there would be anything left to come out of me later when I did get a chance to cum.

	Doing the dishes after dinner was interesting. Only because my…you know what…kept bumping against the counter while I tried to work. It did help to keep it hard though. And of course, once I had cleaned the dishes, that counter needed cleaning where I had “dripped” all down the side of it, as well as the floor where I had been standing to eat. I was surprised at what a mess I had made in both places.

	My cock ached horribly, and after being kept hard for so long, it was becoming overly sensitive as well…which made it far more miserable for me. Just touching it was becoming torturous. But they weren’t giving me any choice, and they both kept making sure I stayed all too hard…and all too desperate.

	And then Joanna finally put a stop to it all. “Mike,” she said. “I’ll have to leave to go home in a little while.”

	I noticed immediately that she hadn’t said one more word about punishing me. “Do you need me to get your suitcase?” I asked with that damn pacifier still clenched between my teeth.

	“Not yet,” she told me with a sly grin on her face. “Let me guess,” she said. “You’re getting desperate for relief.”

	“Um…let’s just say I’m…very much looking forward to it,” I managed to reply without removing that damn plug in my mouth.

	She giggled. “Then before I leave, you’re going to get your chance.” Wonderful words from heaven!

	“Since you like humping your bed so much, then you’re going to get the chance to hump your new bed now…before I leave.”

	“Um…okay,” I replied uncertainly, but already looking forward to it. Actually, I couldn’t wait! I was that desperate.

	“I want to watch!” Ashley declared.

	“Of course, dear,” Joanna told her. “I was sure you would.”

	I wasn’t crazy about that, but I was also so desperate by that time that it really didn’t matter that much to me.

	Joanna led the way back to my “new” bedroom, while Ashley clomped her way behind us. Once in the room, Ashley leaned against the wall while Joanna helped me move the few things that were stuck on my bed off of it. I was about to pull my usual three tissues to cum into, when Joanna stopped me. “You won’t need those Mike,” she told me. She walked over to that big box of diapers and pulled one out. “You’ll be using this instead.”

	I wasn’t happy about that at all, but heck, if it would get me some relief, then I would go with it. I had done it many times already while wearing a diaper. The thick diaper made it far more difficult, but with enough time, I always seemed to manage it. Besides, what choice did I have?

	“Lay down on the bed,” she told me, “and spread that diaper out under you.”

	That surprised me. She was going to diaper me herself. I spread the diaper out on the bed and laid down on top of it. But then she totally surprised me.

	“Roll over Mike. I want your backside up in the air.”

	Roll over? Now what? But of course, I did. On my stomach now, my cock was in the exact position I really wanted it to be in – to get the relief I so desperately needed. Not only that, but the diaper was spread out beneath me, ready and waiting to catch my sperm. I was just itching to move my body some to start the process.

	Joanna came over next to me, and all of a sudden I felt an explosive pain on my rear end.

	She had hit me! She had spanked me. “Ouch!” I complained around the pacifier in my mouth.

	“You used your safe words today, when I know perfectly well that you didn’t need to. So now I have to come up with a way to punish you for that. And I think that this is going to be a part of it. Ashley, come over here.”

	I heard Ashley giggling as she hobbled her way over to the bed. “Ashley, can you sit on the bed and still manage to spank him?” “I’m sure I can,” Ashley agreed.

	“Then do so. Mike,” she said. “This is only going to be a part of your punishment, and perhaps just a small part. But starting today, every night when you come home from work, before you put on your diaper or anything else that Ashley wants you to wear, you’re going to let her spank you, until she decides you’ve had enough. And Ashley, there will be no more of this beating him with a belt. I want his bottom nice and red, but no welts or bruises. I want you to take a picture of his bottom before you start, and then another one afterwards, and then send them to me so I can make sure. Understand?” “Sure Mamma. No problem,” Ashley agreed readily.

	“Then whenever you’re ready dear. Let’s see if you can manage this with those casts.”

	Ashley maneuvered around into a better position, and then all of a sudden I felt her hand come down on my backside – hard. And then she hit me again, and again. But as bad as she was continually hitting me…and make no mistake about it, it hurt…my bigger problem was what was underneath me – pressed against that diaper. With each swat to my naked backside, my body trembled and moved ever so slightly, which sent more pressure and a bit of movement to my still raging cock, which got stimulated a bit too much. I was being seriously spanked, and it was not only making my backside sore, but it was sending stimulation to my sexual need. If it wasn’t for the pain Ashley kept inflicting on me, I would have cum in one big rush. But somehow, that pain was keeping things well under control, and the longer Ashley beat on me, the more my attention turned away from my needful cock and focused on how much my backside was hurting.

	Ashley kept at it for a very long time, and the longer she hit me, the more I was hurting. Visions of what she had done to me the last time with that belt constantly swam through my head. And I had signed up for this kind of treatment? Not only was I getting seriously spanked, but the situation was nothing but humiliating. I was being spanked, by a girl who was ten years younger than me, while I was laying on a diaper, and sucking on a pacifier. Somehow, I felt more like a big baby than ever.

	When my beating was finally over with, the first thing Joanna did was to grab the baby powder she had bought in the grocery store and liberally coat my entire raw backside with it.

	“Roll over Mike,” she ordered, before using tons of it on my front side and my now mostly shrunken cock. The smell of baby powder filled the air and I felt even more like a big baby. “Geez Mom,” Ashley said, somewhat surprised. “Do you think you used enough?”

	“Only what I think he’ll need tonight,” Joanna replied as her hands once again worked the powder over my sore and overly sensitive penis. And her hands kept working that smelly powder over me, massaging me, bringing me fully back to the point where I was ready to spurt my load in one humongous orgasm. But it was at that very point, when her hands left me completely, and instead of giving me the release I so desperately craved, her hands instead pulled that super thick diaper up between my legs, covering me up and locking me under all that padding. She started pulling and fastening the tapes tightly, but she left the top right tape completely open.

	“Stand up Mike,” she told me as she stood back away from the bed. “Hold that diaper up if you need to.”

	Questioningly, I stood up, wondering what silly demented game she was going to play with me now. The diaper was plenty tight enough with all the other tapes fastened, but I grabbed the open ends and held onto it anyway.

	“Put your other hand down inside your diaper and play with yourself,” she ordered. “But don’t you dare cum! Just keep yourself nice and hard.”

	“Mom?” Ashley asked. “What are you doing?”

	“You’ll see dear,” she replied with a smile. “You think he’ll come in less than a minute?”

	“Huh!” Ashley grunted. “Less than thirty seconds. Maybe less than ten seconds.” “Well, I think he’ll last a little longer. Probably a lot longer.”

	“No way!”

	But Joanna didn’t reply to that. “Just make sure he stands there and keeps himself nice and hard…and that he doesn’t cum! I’ll be back in a little bit.” With that, she left the room.

	“Mom?” Ashley called after her. “What are you doing?”

	No answer. I wanted to know what she was doing as well. I also had a feeling I was soon going to find out. And I had a feeling that I probably wasn’t going to like it very much. Or maybe I would…on some demented level that I seemed to have all too much of.

	I stood there holding the loose ends of my diaper in one hand, with my other hand down inside my diaper, playing with myself occasionally. The powder felt…weird. It smelled…embarrassing. Like a baby. I couldn’t believe how long Joanna was gone.

	We seemed to wait forever, but finally she was back – with a roll of duct tape from my shop, and a big glass full of…ice! My eyes went wide with shock…and fright.

	“No!” I screamed at the sight of all that ice.

	“Yes!” she replied firmly as she came straight over to me and pulled my hand out from inside the diaper. She dumped that big glass of ice straight down inside.

	My body first went rigid, and then my knees bent from the shock as the cold from the ice made its presence known. My eyes nearly bulged out of my head and my hands went to the front of my diaper, which only pressed that ice more firmly against me. I felt her grasping the loose ends of that diaper and firmly taping it together. I backed away from her, my mind only focused on one thing, the shocking cold now trapped inside my diaper. But I couldn’t go far as I came up against the side of the bed.

	“Stand up straight, Michael,” she told me as she grabbed the duct tape. But the icy cold was quickly growing more intense inside my diaper and I was in such agony that I barely heard her. “I said stand up straight!” she said far more firmly, and then she grabbed my arms and pulled them up over my head.

	I stood straighter and tried to keep my arms up, but my knees were still trying to buckle under me. Once again it’s amazing I didn’t fall to the ground in those five inch heels that were still locked onto my feet. Before I knew it, she was wrapping that duct tape all around my diaper, several times, and pulling it awfully tight.

	“There,” she said, sounding satisfied with what she had done. “I think it will stay on now.”

	I caught a glimpse of Ashley standing and leaning up against the wall, her eyes were wide and her mouth hung totally open. She couldn’t believe what her mother had done either.

	“Okay, Michael,” Joanna said. “Up on the bed now.”

	She pushed me towards the bed, and I went from standing to rolling over onto it onto my back. My hands were pressed lightly to the front of my diaper, but there was no way my hands could give me any relief from all the ice now trapped inside of it.

	“Turn the other way please,” Joanna instructed, “with your head down by the bottom of the bed so we can see you better.” When I didn’t move, she said it again, but much more firmly.

	I turned around so my head was toward them, but I was still on my back. “Roll over on your stomach now,” Joanna ordered.

	“Please…no!” I cried around the pacifier in my mouth.

	“Do it!” she ordered sternly.

	I rolled over, but it was with great effort.

	“Now start humping!”

	With great difficulty, I tried it. I gave it one push, and stopped. My penis was no longer swollen at all, and all I could feel against it was the cold hard ice – with lots of uncomfortable edges on that ice.

	“Keep going Michael,” she told me.

	I tried it again, shoving my tortured penis around in the middle of all that ice. It was…not fun! It was…not stimulating at all. What it was…was torturous!

	“Keep going!” she said again when I stopped once more. “Don’t you dare stop, until you’ve finished.

	I tried. I really did. I started slowly and gingerly grinding away, doing the best I could to hump my mattress – in that super thick diaper that didn’t allow me much feeling to begin with, and with all that ice now making matters totally impossible. Over and over again I humped away, feeling my now tiny penis sliding around in the middle of all that ice.

	Joanna laughed. “Look at him! Once again making love to nothing more than a mattress. Disgusting! He doesn’t need a real woman at all. He doesn’t need a real lover of any kind. Nothing more than an inanimate object to get himself off. Totally pathetic!

	“Do you find your new mattress as sexy as your old one, Michael? I guess not since it’s taking you so much longer. But I’m sorry, Ashley has claimed your old mattress, and you’re just going to have to make do with this smaller one now. But I suggest you hump your new bed as much as you can this week, because next week I think it’s time we started breaking you of this silly habit. Absolutely pathetic. Making love to nothing but an inanimate object. Not even needing another live person. Only wanting to take care of your own selfish needs and nothing else.

	“Look at him Ashley,” she said. “Have you ever seen anyone so pathetic in your life? His penis is barely animate at the best of times, and he enjoys making love to inanimate things more than to someone living. It’s totally pathetic!”

	“Oh, he’s definitely pathetic Momma,” Ashley agreed with a giggle.

	As I listened to the two of them talking, my frozen and now much hurting penis came semi back to life. But only barely. That cold ice was too uncomfortable for me to be able to do anything more…and that was despite Joanna’s humiliating words that were really turning me on all too much. I tried and tried, grinding away over and over again inside all that ice, but as much as I really wanted to cum…as much as I really needed to cum, I just couldn’t do it.

	Not in the middle of all that uncomfortable solid cold.

	Then I heard Joanna say, “Well, I thought he wanted it pretty badly, but I guess he didn’t need it that much after all. That’s enough Michael. Stop! If you haven’t managed anything by now, it’s not going to happen anytime soon. So stop.”

	I stopped – and gratefully. I was breathing hard, and not just from all the slow easy grinding I had been trying to do, that cold inside my diaper was intense. Diapers as a rule are hot. They trap your body heat inside. Very often that’s another way that they can simply be all too uncomfortable. But with all that ice in there, my diaper was all too cold. Freezing! And I couldn’t get away from it! And so far, it didn’t feel like that ice was melting very fast at all. Maybe that super thick diaper was insulating it somehow so that it couldn’t melt very fast. I only knew I was stuck in a diaper full of ice – that I couldn’t get away from.

	“Okay Michael,” Joanna said. “Get my suitcase for me. I’ve got to go.”

	I gladly got up from the bed, my hands once again lightly pressing the front of my diaper. That ice was still there, and now I felt some of it sinking lower into the crotch of my diaper as well. Super cold! Super uncomfortable. And impossible to deal with. And Joanna had gone out of her way to wrap all that duct tape around my diaper to make sure I couldn’t get away from it. It wasn’t fair! But then who was I kidding. My life wasn’t supposed to be fair. At least not anymore.

	Feeling nothing but defeated, not to mention uncomfortably cold, I got up and went in search of her suitcase. I found it in the living room as I heard Ashley and her mother slowly coming back up the hallway. “Ah, there you are Mike,” Joanna said. Then she turned to her daughter. “Now Ashley, I want you to make sure he humps the bed at least every single evening before he goes to sleep. Let him have all the fun he can.” She turned to me. “And Mike, since Ashley seems to be determined to keep you in diapers as much as possible, I suggest you find a waterproof mattress cover as soon as possible for that bed. It’s still brand new. You don’t want to ruin it. Maybe tonight you should protect it with some plastic or something until you can buy something better.”

	I nodded, but with that pacifier still stuck in my mouth I didn’t bother trying to say anything.

	“And one other thing,” Joanna added. “I want you locked into those shoes every night when you go to bed. Ashley, you’re going to have to release him every morning with plenty of time so he can take a shower and get cleaned up for work, but until I say otherwise, those shoes stay locked onto his feet.”

	Remembrances of miserable painful nights because of my shoes being locked on filled my mind. I had no doubt that this was another part of her punishment for me.

	Joanna kissed her daughter. “I’ll see you next week,” she told her. A moment later, I followed her out into the garage with her suitcase. I pressed the button to open the garage door. I was worried about my neighbours seeing me again…but I wasn’t nearly as worried as before. They all knew about me now. There was no turning back so no hiding was really necessary. I followed Joanna out through the open garage door to her car and stuck her suitcase into it.

	“Mike,” she said to me. “I think that this weekend we probably managed to shatter any of the worries that you may have had about your neighbours. My guess is that it should probably make things easier for you in the long run. Everyone around here knows about you now, so you don’t have to worry about hiding as much anymore. Now the only thing we’ve got to tackle is your sudden reluctance to do more out in public. And believe me, I’m very disappointed in you over that. I’ll be putting a lot of thought into your punishment because of it.”

	Without a doubt, words I didn’t want to hear. But my bigger concern just then was that I was standing outside in the freezing cold weather wearing nothing but five inch heels, a thin blouse, – and a diaper filled with ice. I was freezing! And before I knew it, my teeth started chattering.

	And then she blew my mind. She came over to me and kissed me on the cheek. I would have kissed her back, but that stupid pacifier stuck in my mouth pretty much prevented that.

	“Bye Mike,” she said. “See you next week.” Her grin turned sly again. “I wonder how long that ice is going to last in your diaper”

	With a final laugh, she got into her car, and I watched her drive away.

	 


Chapter 17.

	 

	I certainly didn’t sleep well. Not only did my locked on shoes hurt all night, but my diaper full of ice kept me awake as well. Not only that, but the bed was small and felt totally different. The room was smaller and felt totally different. The entire house felt totally different to me now. But my biggest problem of course was my damn overly wet, freezing cold, full of ice, diaper. It was several hours before I realized that all that ice was finally gone. A few hours more before my diaper no longer felt cold inside. I had wet in my diaper several times, trying desperately to melt that ice in there, but I don’t think wetting in there did much of anything at all to the ice. The diaper simply took that moisture and wicked it up…leaving behind the solid and all too frozen ice.

	It was very uncomfortable, to say the least. But that didn’t stop me from trying once again to hump the bed and get some relief before I went to sleep that night. Of course, Ashley stood there in my doorway watching me trying to do it for a few minutes, right after she deposited that dumb baby bottle on my new dresser with instructions that I had to drink it all before I went to sleep. And then she had stood there for a little while watching me trying to get some kind of relief inside that diaper of misery. Relief that was totally impossible in those conditions. By the time I finally gave up on it, I looked up to see that she was gone. She was now in my old bedroom, with the door closed, and probably locked behind her. My door, of course, was wide open. I might as well not even have a door on my room anymore.

	Sunday morning found me trying to get that relief once again, but this time there was no more ice in my diaper. And to be honest, once I really got started and the images and memories of what I had been through flooded my mind, it took me no time at all to flood my diaper with a different kind of moisture. A sticker kind. Not that it matter to me, nor could I tell any difference inside my huge diaper. I was merely happy for the release.

	I got up from the bed earlier than usual. I wanted desperately to go to the bathroom, but Ashley wasn’t letting me out of that damn diaper until she said I could remove it. I not only wanted a shower pretty badly, but after being basically stuck in diapers since I had gotten home from work Friday evening, there was something more I was worried about doing, or not doing, in that diaper. And it was something I’d much rather not do! And I had signed up for this life? My God what an idiot I was! But then, I already knew that.

	That humongous diaper wasn’t leaking, much to my great surprise. All the duct tape that Joanna had secured the diaper with was keeping the top of it all too firmly bound to my waist. It was the bottom part where all the moisture collected that was my biggest problem. After all the ice Joanna had dumped into that thing, and after wetting it a number of times, it was still holding everything. Except that now it felt like I was wearing a bowling ball between my legs. Not only was it heavy, but it was so bloated and hard that I could barely walk in the thing. But not walking in it wasn’t an option since I needed to get around. It’s just that walking anywhere was even more difficult because of the five inch heels locked to my feet.

	With Ashley still sleeping, I didn’t bother putting that darn pacifier in my mouth. I did carry it with me out to the kitchen though where I started the coffee making. Ashley didn’t drink coffee, but I did, and despite my overly bloated diaper, and despite being worried about doing other things in that diaper, I still wanted a cup of coffee. So the coffee maker got put to work while I sat at the table and stared out at the backyard. In other circumstances, I would have loved to go out and start on some new project out in my shop, but under my current circumstances, I had a feeling that it was going to be a long time before I got to indulge in that hobby again. With a sigh, I got up and poured myself a cup of coffee – purposely ignoring the stupid baby bottle that Ashley had declared I had to drink out of all the time.

	I finished my coffee and then wet my diaper again as I was washing and “hiding away” the cup I had used. I quickly noticed the first sign after that of my overly bloated diaper leaking. Now I just needed Ashley to wake up and tell me I could go change it – at which point I was planning on doing something else in that bathroom too. Something that involved using the toilet that I knew she didn’t want me to use. Wake up Ashley! But the house remained all too quiet.

	Ten o’clock came and went…and I needed to pee again. But this time I held it. Where the heck was Ashley? Still in my nightgown, and still without that stupid pacifier in my mouth, I went back to my bedroom to lay on the bed and wait for Ashley to get up, keeping that dumb pacifier at hand for the minute I heard her bedroom door opening. Actually, I figured that she might already be up, but with her own bathroom now and her door closed, she could stay there all day and I’d never know it. She did need to eat though, but so far, no Ashley…and my need to pee was only getting worse. My need to do something else that I didn’t want to do in a diaper was also getting worse. Ashley…wake up! Let me out of this damn diaper! But still the house remained all too quiet. I think it was the first time I had actually wished to see Ashley sooner rather than later.

	It was getting close to eleven by the time I heard any noise from her room. The pacifier went quickly into my mouth, and I immediately let loose and peed into my diaper, standing up in the process so the resulting leaks would show up easily the moment she walked out of the room. I waited for her in the doorway to my bedroom, but it was still a few minutes before her door opened.

	She seemed surprised to see me. “What are you doing?”

	I pulled that damn pacifier plug from my mouth so I could talk. “Waiting for you,” I said as I pulled my nightgown up. “I’m leaking like crazy,” I told her, and was able to show her the pee still literally running down my legs. “Can I change this damn diaper now?”

	She smiled broadly. “Wow that thing looks big.”

	“Trust me,” I replied rather desperately, “it is. I can hardly walk in it.”

	She giggled. “I love it!”

	“So can I change it now?”

	“Absolutely not!”

	“But it’s leaking. Badly!”

	“Yeah,” she said with a laugh. “I can see that.” And then her grin turned all too wicked. “But what I still haven’t seen you do yet is to make a mess in any of your diapers. And today, you’re not getting out of that thing until I can smell it all over the house.” 

	I was flabbergasted. “What?”

	“You heard me. Now stick that pacifier back in your mouth and keep it there. Just get dressed,” she added, then giggled. “At least on top. Find a bra and another blouse to wear. I can’t wait to see how bad that big diaper gets later.” With that, she put her crutch to work and headed toward the living room.

	Damn her! I headed to the bathroom anyway – not to remove that diaper that I was desperate to get out of, but to shave and clean myself up as best I could.

	––––– o0o –––––

	“I don’t smell anything yet!” Ashley yelled from her seat in the living room shortly after lunch.

	I headed into the living room from the kitchen where I was still cleaning up. I pulled the plug from my mouth. “That’s because I haven’t done anything like that yet,” I replied, all too frustrated with her.

	“Turn around and bend over,” she ordered. “Let me see.”

	I turned around and bent over, showing her the crotch of the huge ball that my diaper was.

	I heard her laugh. “God that thing is big.”

	“I can hardly walk with it like this,” I told her, my super padded rear end still up in the air.

	“Yeah, I know,” she replied. “It’s hysterical the way you’re waddling around here. Now stand up and get busy again. And remember the sooner you mess that thing, the sooner you can get out of it.”

	Ugh! I stuck the plug back in my mouth and walked out to the living room. “Let me know before you mess yourself,” she called after me. “I want to watch!” In my present state within the framework of things, was I allowed to kill her?

	––––– o0o –––––

	I didn’t want to do it. I didn’t want to do anything nearly like it at all, but Ashley wasn’t giving me any choice in the matter. And if I ever wanted to get out of that damn diaper that kept dripping pee all down my legs, then I really didn’t have much of a choice. And to make matters worse, Ashley had been taking pictures of that diaper, front and back, and sending them off to her mother. I have no doubt that the two of them were finding my miserable plight to be hilarious. I’m sure they thought it was hilarious. I certainly didn’t!

	I finally couldn’t take it anymore and went in to find Ashley. A few seconds later, she had her camera aimed at my backside.

	“Okay, I’m ready,” Ashley told me. “Let ‘er rip!”

	Bad choice of words…at least to my opinion. Because with as bloated as my diaper now was, adding something far more solid, not to mention smelly, just might rip the thing. But since I was so desperate to change it, I stood with my back to her and did my best to finally ease up on all those muscles I had been fighting against all day.

	Horrible is not a word that could describe what I felt. Humiliated was definitely way up there in the mix of emotions. Embarrassed was also way up there. But horrible was simply too tame a word. The word would need to convey something far, far worse, and just then, I couldn’t think of one. Of course, just then, with the pressure of all that mess suddenly starting to slide out of my backside and into that huge sodden diaper, I couldn’t think of much else besides how awful that felt.

	I could feel it coming out of me. I could feel it having trouble against the tight confines of that overly bloated diaper. I could feel it spreading out to force its way into whatever tiny place it could. I could feel the sickness in my stomach over what I was doing. And I could feel my face turning beet red, despite my back being turned toward her…and her camera. At some point, I know my legs bent somewhat. I know my body seemed to move around a little at the horror of the unknown feelings. But somehow, I managed to “mostly” stand there and do what she wanted me to do…and what I desperately didn’t want to do. With the overly tight confines of that diaper, I’m not even sure that all of it managed to actually get out of me. I think some of it was still stuck, half in and half out. I had to push on it a little, but that didn’t really seem to do all that much. My diaper was simply too full. And of course, Ashley was laughing hysterically. I guess, in her position, I would laugh too. But trust me, in my position, I wasn’t laughing at all.

	I turned around and sheepishly faced her. She was taking more pictures of me. I pulled the pacifier from my mouth. “Can I please go change now?” I begged.

	“Oh hell no. Not yet,” she replied. “I want you to enjoy that messy diaper first.”

	I know my mouth hung open in shock. It’s a good thing I had already removed that pacifier because it would have dropped to the floor.

	“Now go back to work,” she said with a laugh. “I’ll tell you when you can change it.”

	I couldn’t believe her. Well, yes I could. But I didn’t want to believe her. She wasn’t letting me change…after that! I tried walking, but trust me, my legs barely moved. They were far more straddle legged than before, and it wasn’t just because of the bulk of the diaper between my crotch. Now I was simply trying not to do anything to make the awful feel of what was in the back of my diaper any worse. With my legs now very wide apart, I turned my five inch heels in the direction of the laundry room again, where I was washing all of Ashley’s sheets…that used to be my sheets.

	––––– o0o –––––

	All afternoon I kept begging her to finally let me get changed, but the only thing she did instead was to have me find a spray bottle of room freshener that her mother had bought. She kept that bottle close to her on the table by her chair…and of course sprayed around her once in a while to kill the smell that was emanating from me. That alone was embarrassing for me.

	And of course, she made sure that I stayed busy. She seemed to find the way I was trying to walk to be hilarious. Vacuum the rug. Dust the furniture. Pick up the house. Anything and everything she could think of to make sure I stayed busy…just so she could laugh at me.

	I had no choice but to wet myself several times during the afternoon. I have no doubt that most of it ran right out of that diaper and straight down my legs. I was forever grabbing a paper towel to wipe the mess up with.

	And then dinner time came, and still Ashley wouldn’t let me change. I made dinner for both of us. For obvious reasons, Ashley elected to eat in her chair out in the living room. I elected to eat at the kitchen counter – standing up. And that’s despite the fact that I was still wearing five inch heels on my feet. There was no way I was going to sit down in that mess. How long would it be before I could leave for work tomorrow and get out of this madhouse? Not soon enough!

	By the time dinner was over, the entire house smelled like either the air freshener…or me. Or rather the awful mess in the back of my diaper. Guess what part I had to put up with? But since Ashley wasn’t letting me stop working…and I certainly wasn’t interested in sitting down, every last bit of housework possible got done.

	The evening was wearing on, and I was still wearing that damn messy diaper, and by now I was noticing that my backside was beginning to itch a little. Not that I could do anything about it, or even scratch at that itch. The show on TV ended and Ashley yelled those fateful words. “Mister Miiike!”

	I waddled in to see her and pulled the stupid plug from my mouth. “What is it?” I asked, desperately hoping she would finally let me change.

	“You want out of that diaper?” she asked.

	“Oh thank you!” I gushed, already turning to head for the bathroom.

	“Not yet!” she yelled quickly.

	I turned around. “Not yet?”

	“Not yet!” she replied sternly, once again showing that wicked grin of hers. “Mom says you can’t go to sleep tonight until you’ve been spanked and you’ve thoroughly humped your bed, and of course that means you’ve got to get your load off.”

	“I’ll remove the diaper and you can spank me right now!” I offered desperately. I’m not even sure I realized what I was offering.

	“No you won’t!”

	“Huh?”

	Once again that wicked smile was back in place. “You don’t get out of that messy smelly diaper, until after you’ve shot your load into it. Then you can get rid of it, wash yourself up, and get ready for me to beat you to a pulp.”

	“What?”

	“You don’t get out of that diaper, until you shoot your load in it!”

	“But…”

	“Actually,” she added, “it was Mom’s idea.”

	Joanna’s idea? Somehow, I could easily believe it.

	“Now grab a kitchen chair and carry it back to your room for me so I can watch. Mom wants pictures, and she wants me to certify that you did do what you’re supposed to.”

	Suddenly, nothing about “doing it” sounded interesting at all. In fact, it sounded all too repulsive.

	“Get that chair and get busy!” she ordered. “And stick that baby pacifier back in your mouth. You have no idea how much I love seeing you sucking on that silly thing.”

	I reluctantly grabbed a kitchen chair and carried it back to my new bedroom, where Ashley had me move it back into the doorway, further away from the smell, before she sat herself down to watch…and take pictures.

	Hating everything about my life, I climbed up on my bed, this time with my messy rear end facing Ashley, and I began trying to do what I usually loved. Only this time, I didn’t like doing it much at all. Not in that overly bloated diaper. And especially not in that super messy and smelly diaper. Yuck! But as usual, what choice did I have. Slowly I began rocking back and forth on my stomach, trying desperately to get enough pressure through the humongous mass that not only encased my sexual organ, it protected it enough that I couldn’t feel much of anything from the outside in there at all. I immediately heard her camera clicking. It was hard to ignore.

	How had I gotten myself into this? How could I possibly have wound up in a position like this, doing what I was doing? It was unthinkable. Yet slowly I did my best to grind away at myself…and my now pent up sexual frustrations.

	Yes, it was perhaps the worst way ever to try to get any sexual satisfaction. No, I didn’t find anything about what I was doing to be physically stimulating, not with that big messy diaper that smelled to high heaven. But still, my brain recognized the total humiliation aspect of what I was being made to do, and it caused me to want the release I needed very much. The only problem was, I couldn’t. Not because I didn’t want to. Not because I hated the smelly load in my diaper. I couldn’t because my damn diaper was so super thick and full that I couldn’t build enough pressure on it from the outside to stimulate me enough on the inside. Through all that thickness, I couldn’t feel much of anything on the inside at all – except a constant wet and squishy pressure that did me no good at all. The will was certainly there, but the physical situation had mc completely thwarted. My damn diaper was simply too thick.

	I tried and tried, desperately trying to get enough pressure from the outside so I could feel it inside, but no matter what I did, it was no use. I tried desperately to hump the bed. Didn’t work. I tried pressing on it with my hands. Didn’t work either. I tried pounding on it with my fists. I barely felt it inside. It was useless! I finally stopped and looked up at Ashley. “I can’t!” I said with all too much frustration.

	“What do you mean you can’t? Get to it!”

	“I can’t do it,” I repeated. “My diaper is so thick that I can’t feel anything inside there at all.”

	She blinked. She chuckled. Then she outright laughed. “Keep trying,” she said as she messed with her phone. “I’m texting Mom.”

	Ugh! But I did keep trying…just not so desperately anymore since I knew it was a lost cause. Ashley watched me with even more of an amused look on her face while she waited for a reply from her mother. And the wait was a very long one. Evidently, her mother was busy. I had no choice but to grind away at my bed, to no purpose at all, while we waited, and the miserable odour in my room increased.

	Finally I heard her phone give a soft ding and she opened the text. “Mom says you can stop now,” she said. “If you can’t do it, then you can’t.”

	I gladly ceased what I had been doing…or rather trying to do. As I laid there recovering, I noticed that Ashley was still reading from her phone.

	“Okay,” she said, finally looking up. “Go get your shower and get cleaned up. Mom says I should spank you as soon as you’re through in the bathroom.”

	Once again she had said something I really didn’t want to hear. But getting out of that diaper and getting cleaned up was the number one priority on my list. And then she made matters worse.

	“And Mike,” she said, “the next time I even think you might be holding back from messing in your diapers, you can expect a lot worse than this!”

	I got the point, even though I couldn’t imagine anything worse than the day I had just had. I also knew I’d do everything possible to not make a mess in my diapers again…whether she liked it or not. Gratefully, I got up from the bed, only to find that Ashley wasn’t done watching me yet. She had me move her chair to in front of the bathroom doorway so she could watch…only to make sure I never tried to use the toilet in there. I acted like such an idea was preposterous, but the truth was that I would have used it the first chance I got!

	She finally unlocked my shoes, and I thankfully removed those five inch heels from my feet. Then, standing in the tub, I slowly and carefully stripped that awful mass of diaper off of me that I had been trapped in since the day before. I stuffed it down into the big plastic bag where I was keeping my used diapers.

	“Better take that bag out to the trash tonight,” Ashley said from the hallway. I can still smell it from here.”

	I agreed with her, but said nothing, especially since that damn pacifier was still in my mouth. Why couldn’t she leave me alone?

	“We need to get you a regular diaper pail for those things,” she said from her seat in the hallway.

	I again didn’t reply. I wasn’t really interested in getting anything like that at all. I also wasn’t the least bit interested in continuing to wear the stupid diapers at all. But somehow I had a feeling I’d be wearing lots of them in the future. I finally turned the shower water on, and I cleaned myself, and soaked thoroughly, and cleaned myself some more, and then stood there and soaked some more, and then I cleaned myself again. I simply felt like I wasn’t getting myself thoroughly clean, not after what I had been wearing for so long.

	But eventually I turned the shower water off and started drying myself off, only to find that Ashley was missing from her chair by the door. Did I dare try using the toilet…quickly?

	But before I had the chance, I heard her coming back again. She stopped in the doorway. “I’ll just put this in your room for you for when you go to bed later,” she told me. “Make sure you drink all of it.”

	I now saw that she had that dumb baby bottle in her hands again. Reluctantly, I nodded. A few minutes later, she had locked my heels back onto my feet and had me lead the way into my new bedroom. I spread another diaper out on the bed and laid on top of it. Ashley decided to try and stand this time, thinking she could get better leverage. After the way she had hit me last night, I was sure she didn’t need better leverage.

	“Hmm,” she mused as she stood over me. Then she giggled. “You’ve got a bit of a diaper rash there.”

	Ugh! I had thought so. “Maybe it would be better not to do this then,” I suggested – hopefully!

	“No way!” Ashley quickly replied. “Besides, both Mom and I figured you would probably have this problem after spending all day in such a messy diaper. And as far as I’m concerned, this is only going to make your punishment better.”

	Better? Before I had a chance to even consider that further, the first swat came, and all too soon, the next, and the next. Then she stopped.

	“Ops…” she said. “Forgot to take a picture for Mom first. I had to lay there while she used the camera in her phone to snap a picture of my naked backside. Then the beating began all over again. And trust me, as unbelievable as it sounds, she actually hit me a lot harder than she did the night before, and that’s on top of the diaper rash I now had.

	Despite her somewhat unbalanced position because of her casts, I guess standing up did allow her better leverage…and I was certainly feeling it! The other thing I was feeling was my crazy penis trapped underneath me while her painful spanking added all too much motion as if I was humping the bed. Whether I liked it or not, and I guess that part I did, my crazy penis started to grow. I was being spanked – very painfully by Ashley. Spanked far harder than she had done the night before. Spanked hard on top of diaper rash. And my darn penis was growing harder underneath me. Yes I hated the spanking. I could tell Ashley was pretty much hitting me as hard as she possibly could, but I was still getting stimulated on the opposite side of my body because of it. Now I ask you, am I screwed up or what?

	The beating continued, and Ashley was still putting all too much effort into it. There was also no doubt about my rising need to cum. The question on my mind though was suddenly, would I cum before she finished spanking me? I wanted that beating to end, but I wanted to cum as well. And as much as it hurt – horribly, Ashley was in a way masturbating me too.

	I remembered how long she had beat me the night before, but I had no doubt that this time she was at it longer than before. My cock was rock hard under me (I’m pretty sure Ashley had no idea about that) and I was in very definite pain where she was hitting me. But I suddenly wasn’t as focused on the pain as I was on something else. Despite everything, I started cumming, right there and then, making a mess on that diaper I was laying on, while Ashley continued beating my rear end. Trust me, I made every effort to not let Ashley know what had just happened! But of course, once my orgasm had subsided, the reality of the horrible beating Ashley was giving me set in, and the pain seemed twice as bad. By the time she finally stopped and took one last picture to send to her mother. I was just betting that picture would show that she had gone too far again. I couldn’t wait to hear from Joanna tomorrow that she had yelled at her daughter because of it.

	“Okay,” Ashley said, sounding more than a bit out of breath, “you can get your diaper on now. And maybe you should put some of that diaper rash cream Mom said she gave you on your backside first.”

	Okay. Two things here. One, the diaper rash cream sounded like a really good idea, and two, if I rolled over off my stomach, Ashley would realize what had happened while she was trying to kill me.

	“What are you waiting for?” she yelled. “I can’t stand here all day.”

	I had no choice. Like it or not, I rolled over, but I did it quickly, trying to get up from the bed and turn away from her so she couldn’t see the mess that I now felt against my stomach.

	“Wait a minute!” she suddenly ordered. She quickly came over to me and turned me around. “What’s…” She looked up into my face with disbelief written all over her. She looked back down at my stomach. She looked at the diaper spread out on the bed. Then she looked back up at my face. “You…came? You came…from me beating your backside? As hard as I was hitting you?”

	I have no doubt that my face turned as red as I’m sure my backside was. “Um…well…you see…the motion every time you hit me…and I guess I needed to cum pretty bad and….” “You came from me hitting you?” her disbelief was obviously profound.

	“Um…yeah. I didn’t mean to. It just happened.”

	She shook her head. “Damn you’re sick! Wait till I tell Mom. I don’t know if I should just laugh, or punish you more because of it.”

	“Um…please don’t…”

	“Shut up!” she said as she pounded away at the keys on her phone. “Get that diaper rash junk on you and get diapered…before you piss on the floor or something.”

	I did as she asked, actually grateful for the diaper rash cream that soon felt like it was gluing the fabric of the diaper to my backside. But at least I knew it would help.

	Ashley’s phone dinged and she read the message. “Mom says she’s not surprised at all. Maybe we’ll have to see what else can get you off.” I didn’t even want to think about that.

	Ashley headed for the door. “Make sure you spray plenty of that air freshener all around the house before you go to bed tonight,” she said once I had diapered myself again. She started to hobble toward her bedroom, but she turned back to me before she got out of the room. “Have a good night tonight, Mister Mike. And Mom says if you want to have fun in your new bed, you should go ahead and do it.” With that and another parting smile, she left me and I heard her bedroom door closing. I immediately pulled that darn pacifier out of my mouth.

	A short while later, dressed in only a super thick but fresh diaper, my locked on high heels, and a thin nylon nightgown, I took that stinky plastic bag out to the outside trashcan. Then I sprayed the entire house with that air freshener. I checked all the doors and made sure the house was locked up. Then I laid down in that small bed, turned the light out, and put that dumb baby bottle to my mouth to drink the water that was inside. My backside still burned…and itched. The result of not only the beating Ashley had given me, but the diaper rash. I prayed that cream that Joanna had given me would do its job as well as it did last time, and I hoped it would do it fast.

	I didn’t finish that bottle before I was again on my stomach, once again reliving so many things that should have been nothing but fantasies…but which amazingly were my own reality. In those super thick diapers it was always more difficult to do than it used to be, but I was getting used to it now. It wasn’t until much later, when I was thoroughly sated, that I rolled over and put that baby bottle back to my mouth.

	What an awful day! But I guarantee you, despite the heels locked to my feet, I slept very soundly that night.

	 


Chapter 18.

	 

	I can’t begin to tell you how happy I was to get to work Monday morning – and away from my fateful home life. I had no doubt that Joanna was going to call me Monday morning, and when she did I fully expected two things from her: one, to apologize for Ashley beating me so hard the night before; and secondly, to finally tell me what she had decided about my punishment for wimping out on Saturday. I was wrong on one count, and mostly wrong about the other. Yes, she did phone me instead of texting, but she never mentioned the beating I got at all. Did I dare bring it up to her? In the end, I chickened out about that too.

	As it turned out, the only reason she called, was to let me know that she had decided what she wanted to do about my punishment, but that I would have to wait until after we both got off of work to hear what it was. She said she’d call later that night to talk to both Ashley and me at the same time about it. Would she then tell Ashley that she had gone too far hitting me last night? I could only hope.

	––––– o0o –––––

	“You’re late! Where the hell have you been?”

	Yeah, there’s no doubt at all that Ashley was the kindest person I knew…not! “I had to stop at the store,” I told her as I set my bag down on the kitchen table and headed for her chair in the living room.

	“What for?”

	“I needed a new mattress cover for the bed. And while I was there I got myself a new clock for that bedroom as well.”

	She didn’t appear happy. But just knowing that she was perturbed brightened my day…no matter what consequences that might bring me. “You should have waited until after you came home. Then I would have let you go out to get them tonight.”

	I didn’t bother mentioning that I purposely didn’t wait that long, only because I was afraid of how she’d make me dress before she let me go out.

	“Get changed,” she said angrily. “You know what you’ve got to wear.”

	Yeah, I did know. I wasn’t happy about any of it, but that was my life now.

	“You’re not going to spank me first?”

	She glared at me before she spoke. “If you want me to, I’ll be glad to do it now…and later! It’s no problem, believe me.”

	“No!” I replied quickly. “Trust me, it’s just fine with me.”

	“Then like I said, go get changed!”

	I headed off to my new little room, wondering why I was still doing this. But it was a life I had signed up for. A life of servitude and total humiliation. I just wasn’t sure how willingly I had actually signed up for it. Of course, as much as I hated it, it also turned me on all too much. But should that count for anything? Maybe…maybe not. So how come I was still doing it?

	Along with the super thick diaper I’d much rather do without, I opted for my boots instead of the five inch heels that I knew I’d be locked into later. The change, as bad as it still was, was a welcome one. On top of my bra with the breast forms, I added my white peasant blouse with the colourful designs on it. I know it made no sense, but I simply liked wearing that top. It was not only comfortable, it was…pretty.

	I made dinner for us and kept waiting for Ashley to make more demands of me, other than to make sure I kept that stupid pacifier in my mouth. But she said little else. Eventually, dressed exactly as I was, I dragged the big trash can out to the curb. Yes, I was embarrassed and frightened that my neighbours would see me, but once again I noticed that my nervousness over the issue wasn’t as bad as it had been before my neighbours found out about me.

	It was as I was coming back into the house that I heard that horrible sound. Ashley yelling, “Mister Mike….”

	I hurried to the living room to see what she wanted.

	“Moms on the phone,” she explained.

	“Can you both hear me now?” I heard Joanna’s voice come from Ashley’s phone.

	“Yeah Mom. We’re both here now.”

	“Good! Mike, I know you’ve probably been on pins and needles about this, but I’ve finally decided on your punishment for using your safe words when I didn’t think it was necessary. And I don’t want to hear that you thought it was necessary, I was, and am, still convinced that you could have done it. But that’s neither here nor there now. And the result is that we’ve got to deal with it.”

	I didn’t exactly share her sentiments on the subject. And wasn’t what I had already endured because of it enough? I certainly thought it was.

	“Mike,” Joanna said, “I’m sorry, but I spent a lot of time thinking about this last night, and I’m afraid that my goal here is to make you wish you had never chickened out and used those safe words. So here’s how it’s going to go.

	“You already know that Ashley is going to spank you dearly every day before she lets you put your diaper on. Or I guess, if she wants, before you go to bed. That will be up to her.”

	I know I shouldn’t have said anything, but somehow I quickly pulled my pacifier out, and my mouth just opened. “Um…about that,” I said. “Ashley really hit me pretty hard last night. Wouldn’t you call that too much?”

	“Mike,” Joanna’s voice came back. “I saw the before and after pictures, and I’m quite convinced that it wasn’t nearly as bad as what you seem to think it was. And Mike, this is punishment. I want you to remember that each time she hits you, so you’ll think twice about ever using your safe phrase again.”

	Not my way of seeing things at all. Wasn’t that the purpose of a safe word…or phrase as in my case? But what choice did I have? I had signed up for this very thing. 

	“Now. As I was saying, you already know about the beatings every night and having your heels locked to your feet every night. That’s going to continue I’m afraid for the rest of the week and probably through the weekend as well. I’ll decide next weekend when I’m there just how long it will continue.

	“Next, in addition to that, tonight, before you go to bed, I want you to shave every bit of body hair off, and you’ll be keeping it that way from now on. Don’t let me ever catch you unshaved, from any part of your body again. Ashley, try to help him if you can. I know what you can do right now is limited because of those casts, but please try, and at least make sure he does a decent job of it.”

	Ashley giggled. “No problem Mom. Besides, if he has to help me with a sponge bath every day and to help shave my leg once in a while, then it’s the least I can do.” “Good,” Joanna replied.

	“Payback is hell!” Ashley joked to me.

	In truth, I couldn’t imagine Ashley being any worse to me than she already was.

	“Now, in addition to that,” Joanna continued, “and starting tonight, I’m going to set humiliating tasks for you to do each night. Some will be at home, some won’t. I’ll let both Ashley and you know what I want each day. I’ll get to tonight’s fun later.

	“And finally,” she said, “for the real punishment.”

	I almost choked. The real punishment? She had to be kidding.

	“You’ve already demonstrated,” Joanna continued, “that you can go out in public wearing women’s shoes. You’ve done it several times now and it was the one big thing that we agreed on for you to wear last weekend. Mike, I want you to set aside one pair of shoes that you wear to work. Ashley, I want you to collect all of his other shoes and put them into your room where he can’t get them. I’ll take them from you next weekend and bring them home with me.

	“Mike from now on, whenever you’re not at work, you’re going to be in women’s shoes. Noticeably women’s shoes. That doesn’t mean they all have to have high heels, although most likely most of them will be, but they have to be obviously women’s shoes. We’ll be getting you more as soon as possible, but for now, the ones you’ve got are going to have to do.

	“I know you’re probably going to find that this situation is very much in line with some of your fantasies, but I have a feeling that the reality of it will be far more serious for you. No matter where you go, no matter what you do, everyone is going to see you wearing women’s shoes. Oh, and no male socks with them Mike. You can wear women’s hose of any kind you like, but no socks. If you’re going to wear the shoes, you might as well get the hosiery right.”

	She had to be crazy! I couldn’t do that. Only women’s shoes wherever I went? What would people say? “You’re kidding right?” somehow came out of my mouth.

	“No Mike. Absolutely not. I told you I was going to find a way to make this as serious as possible for you. I told you I wanted you to think a bit harder about using your safe words from now on. I told you last weekend that I was sure you could have gone into that grocery store wearing that skirt. Well this is the consequences for not doing it. Now you can wear your regular clothes into the stores – with the exception of your shoes. Although I guess from now on that women’s shoes will be part of your regular clothes. It’s going to be the shoes you wear to work from now on that will be out of the ordinary for you – from now on! You like humiliation, well I have no doubt that this will be a step in the right direction for you then.”

	I gulped. She was serious? She was…serious! But that still didn’t mean I could believe it. Ashley was giggling uncontrollably. She would of course.

	“Now Mike, for tonight’s punishment task, I’m afraid you’re going to be spending an hour repeating something over and over again. And Ashley, I think it would be a very nice touch if you made sure he curtsey’s nicely after each time he does it.”

	Ashley laughed harder again. “What’s he got to say Momma?”

	“I’ll text it to you dear to make sure you get it right. One full hour of it, and not a minute less! And Ashley, don’t let him dawdle too much. He’s got to keep at it for that full hour without stopping.”

	“Don’t worry Momma. This is going to be fun.”

	“I thought you’d see it that way. Don’t forget to get his shoes before you got to bed, and don’t forget to spank him like you did last night. Since he was so concerned about it, obviously you did a pretty good job.”

	I could only watch open mouthed as Ashley laughingly told her mother she would take care of everything. And the problem was, I had no doubt that she would.

	––––– o0o –––––

	“Okay Mister Mike, now repeat after me.” I was standing in front of Ashley’s chair in the living room, waiting to hear what stupid thing I’d have to repeat over and over again for a full hour. Ashley consulted her phone and started to read the text she had gotten from her mother. “Okay, here’s what she sent Mister Mike. ‘I’m a big sissy and I want everyone to know it.’”

	“That’s it?” I asked. “Okay, I’ve got it.”

	“No!” Ashley stopped me before I could repeat it. “That’s only the first line. There’s a lot more.”

	More? She had to be kidding.

	“I love to do whatever Mistress Ashley and Mistress Joanna tells me to do, no matter what, because I love being a totally humiliated sissy for them.” “Mistress Ashley and Mistress Joanna?” I said out loud.

	“That’s us stupid.” Of course!

	“After that it says, ‘From now on I’m going to dress like a sissy as much as I can and I want everyone to see me and laugh at me.’”

	Ugh! Not exactly what I’d ever say to anyone. But Ashley surprised me by continuing to read.

	“I’m so grateful to Mistress Ashley and Mistress Joanna for helping me be the humiliated sissy of my dreams, and I promise to always be the best sissy possible for them.” Ashley looked up. “Then you curtsey.”

	I was pretty much dumbfounded. It was practically a book! “All that?” “All that,” she confirmed.

	“How am I going to remember it all?”

	“Don’t worry,” Ashley replied. “I’ll help you, and we won’t even start the timing on your hour until I’m sure you’ve got it all down perfectly.”

	She had to be kidding. Totally kidding. “Did Joanna say that?”

	“No, but it doesn’t matter. That’s the way I’m doing it. Now let’s start at the top, let me see you curtsey first.”

	Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Once again I wondered how I had gotten roped into signing up for this. I curtseyed, but naturally Ashley wasn’t satisfied at all. I had to keep my head bowed, hold my arms and wrists out just so, and sweep my right foot back further, dipping down into a very exaggerated curtsey. Ashley wasn’t going to have any of the easy stuff. Then we started on the first phrase, learning that, and then curtseying. We moved on to the next phrase, and the next. One by one I learned the entire thing. And by that time, I was already tired – not only from the curtseying, but just from having to say it all.

	And then Ashley said, “Okay, I’ll start the timer on my phone as soon as you start saying the whole thing…the second time.”

	Yeah, I knew it before, and now she was only confirming it. Ashley was cruel.

	Get busy!” Ashley ordered. I dropped the elaborate curtsey Ashley was demanding, then launched into the speech. “I’m a big sissy and I want everyone to know it. I love to do whatever Mistress Ashley and Mistress Joanna tells me to do, no matter what, because I love being a totally humiliated sissy for them. From now on I’m going to dress like a sissy as much as I can and I want everyone to see me and laugh at me. I’m so grateful to Mistress Ashley and Mistress Joanna for helping me be the humiliated sissy of my dreams, and I promise to always be the best sissy possible for them.” I curtseyed again while Ashley giggled. I started all over again. It wasn’t until after that run–through of it all that I saw her hitting the button on her phone to start the timer. And she had said she would do it after the first one! She lied!!!!

	Over and over and over again. Ad nauseam. And of course I had no idea what time it was or how long I had been at it. I only knew that Ashley never let me even slow down without yelling at me to keep going. Say the stupid wordy phrase, then curtsey, over and over and over and over. At some point, it had gone on so long that my mind went numb – along with my feet, my legs, and everything else about me. I was only glad that I had decided on the four inch heeled boots instead of the five inch heeled t–straps I usually got stuck in. But trust me, the boots weren’t much help at all.

	Say the phrase, curtsey. Say the phrase, curtsey. Ignore Ashley telling me to keep going…and keep going. The first hour went by, I was sure, and so did the second. How long was she going to make me do this? I think I was in the sixth hour when Ashley finally told me to stop. I didn’t even pay attention. I just kept going. I’m pretty sure my mind was fully asleep.

	“I said you can stop now!” Ashley said much louder.

	I finally realized what she had said, I finished my curtsey and just stood there, totally out of it. My mind in a total fog.

	“You were so funny,” Ashley said.

	“I managed to ask. “How long was that? Five hours? Six?”

	“Don’t be silly,” she replied. “Only one.” She held her phone up. “See. I set the timer.”

	I couldn’t believe it. She may have set the timer, but it had to be for five or six hours.” “What are you?” Ashley suddenly asked.

	“A big sissy and I want everyone to know it,” suddenly popped out of my mouth without any thought.

	Ashley laughed. “You can say that again!” Had I really just said that? Damn!

	“Okay Mister Mike. Help me get out of this chair. Let’s go get your shoes.”

	My shoes. I had forgotten about that. Still in half a daze I helped her up, then followed her slowly as she made her way into my new bedroom – without her crutch. I had noticed her getting around more and more that way. Somehow, she was mastering the art of walking on that big cast on her leg better than I thought she would. Ten minutes later, I deposited all my shoes, except one pair, onto the floor of her closet where they would be out of my reach. And evidently, according to Joanna, next weekend she would be taking them completely out of my reach by taking them home with her. And my bigger problem – I was going to be stuck wearing women’s shoes everywhere I went. But I still had my one pair of shoes I wore to work. And I had every intention of wearing them a lot more than that!

	 ––––– o0o ––––– “I think it funny,” Ashley proclaimed with a laugh.

	She would of course. She was sitting on the toilet seat, something she claimed I wasn’t allowed to use anymore, and if she had her way and could figure out how, then I wouldn’t be using any toilets anywhere else either, not even at work. I thanked my lucky stars Joanna had pretty much made my workplace out of bounds for everything we did.

	She sat on the toilet, and I stood in the tub, razor in hand, trying to shave parts of my body I had never shaved before. Not even that one time I had shaved my legs just to see how it felt. I ran the razor over my naked backside, taking long swipes over where I had soaped it up.

	“You missed a spot,” she said. “In fact, you missed several places.”

	“I can’t see back there,” I complained around the pacifier once again in my mouth.

	“I know,” she said with a giggle. “But you’re going to have to figure out how to do it anyway.”

	“Can’t you help me? At least this time?” I asked. She thought about it. “Okay. I guess just this one time.” I handed her the razor and turned my back to her.

	“Here, let me do this all again for you,” she said. “You actually missed quite a bit.

	“I can’t reach back there,” I told her.

	“You’ll have to figure something out,” she replied.

	A moment later, I felt her liberally lathering up my entire back with soap, as well as my entire rump. I felt her slowly scraping the razor down my back, over and over again, shaving every bit of it. I wasn’t the most hairy guy in the world, but I did have what I considered to be the normal amount of body hair that everyone else had. I felt her finishing with my upper back and then moving down to the lower part. That part didn’t take very long before she started moving down to my rump.

	“You’ll have to bend over,” she said, “I can’t do this very well standing up. I can’t bend over far enough to see down there.”

	I wasn’t crazy about bending over with my backside to her. But then, I wasn’t crazy about having to shave my entire body either, even though it did bring a certain amount of excitement to my warped and demented brain. I just considered myself lucky just then that nothing of that excitement was showing.

	I felt her shaving me back there, and I particularly noted the razor getting closer and closer into that very intimate place back there. In fact, she brought that razor over and over again shaving way up inside of there.

	“Bend more,” she said, “I can’t get in there good enough.”

	It had sure felt like she had done good enough to me. More than good enough! I bent further over anyway.

	“Hold still,” she said. I felt her put one hand on my back, and all of a sudden, I felt her poking her finger straight into my asshole. And I mean into!

	I jumped like crazy, banging my head hard against the wall while she cracked up laughing.

	“You should have seen yourself,” she laughed.

	Yeah, I had no doubt it was funny – to her! I stood up and turned around.

	“Okay, now do your cock and balls.”

	“Do what?”

	“Mom said to make sure you get all of it, and especially that part.”

	I should have known, and I really had no doubt at all that Joanna wanted it that way.

	 ––––– o0o ––––– “Play with it!” Ashley ordered.

	I nearly lost the pacifier in my mouth. “What?” I said as I grabbed the darn pacifier before it could fall to the ground.

	“You heard me. Play with it. Make it hard.”

	“But we’re…”

	“I know what we’re going to do! But first I want to see you playing with it, so put that pacifier back in your mouth and get busy.”

	I know my eyes were still bulging over what she had just ordered me to do. I also know that I was completely naked, except for those darn five inch t–strap heels once again locked to my feet. There was a fresh diaper spread out on the bed waiting for me to lay down on it so she could blister my backside – as if I really wanted that. And here she was asking me to start playing with myself first. I couldn’t believe it. But of course I remembered what had inadvertently happened last night when I had orgasmed during the beating she had given me. I could only guess that she wanted to see if it would happen again.

	Against everything I’d rather do, I shoved that stupid pacifier back in my mouth and did as she requested. I started playing with freshly shaven cock, making myself hard. Once I was fully erect, I plucked the pacifier from my mouth with my other hand and asked, “Is this enough?”

	She seemed to consider it. “No. Better do it a little more.”

	I kept at it, slowly bringing up my excitement level. I doubted she was going to let me cum that way, but you never knew with her. But only a few moments later, she said, “That’s enough. Stop.”

	I stopped, even though after playing with myself just that much, I’d much rather keep going.

	“Up on the bed. Let’s see if I can hit you even harder tonight.”

	Harder? I couldn’t imagine it. I got myself into position, with my cock still hard and now pressed into that waiting diaper under me. Ashley hobbled over to the side of the bed, leaned against it, and got her balance. I closed my eyes waiting for the inevitable sting, but instead, I heard a click. I looked up to see her taking a picture of my back end for her mother. I had forgotten about that. She hobbled over to my dresser and put her phone down, then hobbled back and got herself into position again. This time I knew it was coming for sure, and no surprise, I actually heard the whoosh of air as her hand swung down with all the force she could muster. Despite myself, my body jerked at the pain and a grunt escaped my lips around the pacifier that still had my mouth plugged. But before long her hand came down again, and then again. Over and over, obviously as hard as she could. There was no doubt at all that she really was trying to hit me harder than she had the night before. What was this to her, some kind of body building exercise where she got stronger the more she did it? She had really hurt me the night before, and this time she was trying to do an even better job of it.

	And despite all the pain I felt in my rear end, once again I noticed a completely different feeling from my cock directly below all that pain. But I hadn’t played with it all that long before she started beating me, and unlike the night before, as good as it felt, I was far more concerned with how hard she was hitting me, and how much my backside hurt – already. And I knew it was only going to get worse. A lot worse.

	Ashley was at it for what felt like a long time when she suddenly said, “I’m going to keep hitting you like this, until you actually manage to cum again like you did last night.”

	I was so shocked, the pacifier fell from my mouth. “You’re what?” I grunted as her hand hit me again. “Ouch!”

	“I’m going to keep beating you until you manage to cum again.”

	“But it hurts!”

	“It did last night too, and you still did it.”

	“But what if I don’t.”

	“Then I’m going to keep this up all night. You won’t be sitting down at all when you go to work tomorrow.”

	“But it’s too much. It’s already too much. It hurts! What will your mother say?”

	“Frankly, I don’t care,” she replied. “Just don’t forget to tell me as soon as you manage it. I couldn’t even tell you had done it last night. Oh, you didn’t already do it, did you?”

	“Ouch!” I complained again. “That hurts! And what if I did already do it?”

	She immediately stopped hitting me. “You did? Already? Let me see.” She was breathing heavily from the exertion.

	I was just glad she had finally stopped hitting me. “No, I didn’t do it,” I told her. You’re hurting me too much.”

	“So you didn’t do it yet?” She shook her head, then her hand hit me hard once again.

	“Ouch!” I cried.

	“Shut up and…” She slapped me again. “…get that pacifier back in your mouth. I don’t want to hear you. Just let me know when you manage to get off on this.” She went back to blistering my already raw rump.

	Yeah, she was seriously demented. Something I already knew. I wanted the beating to stop…now! But as I saw things, the only way I could get her to stop, would be to manage to have an orgasm while she was trying to kill me. As her hand came down again, I concentrated more on my cock and ground it harder into that diaper and the bed under me.

	“Don’t hump the bed like you usually do!” she ordered quickly. “You’ll have to cum from me hitting you and nothing else.” Slap!

	Ouch! Again. A thousand times – ouch! I had no choice but to lay there and let her hit me, and do my best to concentrate on my cock, and the minute feelings it was getting each time her hand slapped my backside. And the funniest thing was, the more I concentrated on that, the better it started to fee. My cock grew even harder, and suddenly I wasn’t only hurting with each slap of her hand, I was gaining wonderful erotic feelings as well.

	And then it happened. She had somehow built me up to the point where my body actually started shuddering during that spanking, and I shot my load. It took the space of eight spanks to my raw backside before I started coming down from that high. And now I noticed that Ashley was laughing.

	“You did it!” she said as continued to spank me. “You actually came from me hitting you. Wow, you really are sick.” She finally stopped, and I collapsed into the bed. I was exhausted and hurting from her beating…and from the orgasm. An orgasm from pain! But now that it was over, the only thing I could think about was how much my backside hurt – even more than the night before – even without the diaper rash this time.

	I heard Ashley laughing as she took another picture of me to send to her mother. “Get that diaper on,” she ordered. “And maybe you better use some more of that diaper rash cream again. You were looking just fine…before I beat you raw again tonight.” She turned and started hobbling out of the room. “I wonder how fast you’ll be able to cum tomorrow night when I spank you.” And then she laughed again.

	I didn’t want to think about tomorrow night. My backside was seriously burning. I got up from the bed, found that rash cream, and spread it liberally over everything I could. That super thick diaper was needed to keep that messy ointment from getting all over the bed or anything else. But at least the stuff worked. I just wished it worked a lot faster. I was in pain! 

	And I had to go through this for the rest of the week? At least?

	Ugh!

	 


Chapter 19.

	 

	I was at work Tuesday morning, anxiously shifting in my seat because my backside was still raw, when my phone rang. As I expected, it was Joanna. “Hello?” “Hi Mike. How are things going?” she asked.

	“Okay.”

	“Just okay?”

	“Fine,” I replied flatly.

	“Mike, what’s wrong?”

	“My backside is still a bit tender to sit on.”

	She giggled. “Good! I want you to feel it. I want you to remember and think about the consequences of not doing what we tell you.”

	I didn’t reply. I understood, but I actually had different opinions on the issue.

	“I’m afraid I got quite a laugh,” she said, “when Ashley told me you actually managed to have another orgasm last night from just her spanking you.”

	Yeah she would laugh at that. “Um…to be honest, I can’t believe it myself.”

	“I have no doubt Mike. No doubt at all.”

	“This isn’t exactly fun, you know.”

	“What? I have no doubt at all that you’re really loving it.”

	“Loving it? How can I love it? I hate being stuck in diapers all the time and having to wet them, especially when they’re so incredibly thick to begin with. I hate having a stupid pacifier stuck in my mouth all the time, and I’m also not crazy about her handing me a baby bottle to drink when I go to bed every night. And don’t get me started about her spanking me every evening. There’s a whole lot of things that I’m not happy about.”

	She giggled. “Oh Mike. I’m sure you love it! In fact, I’m sure you love all of it!” I made no comment. To confirm it would have only incriminated me.

	“Mike,” she said more seriously, “that’s not why I called you this morning. I wanted to let you know that I sent Ashley more instructions this morning.”

	“And let me guess, she hasn’t answered again.”

	“No, she texted back just a simple okay. But I’m betting that it’s anything but okay with her.” “Why? What did you ask her to do?”

	“Sign up for two on–line courses. One of which she’s already taken, but she didn’t do well in.”

	“You want her to take it again?”

	“It’s anatomy, and she barely squeaked through it the first time. For nursing, it’s critical. Especially as she moves up the ladder.”

	“Okay. So I can expect her to be extra miserable tonight?”

	“She may be, or maybe not. I’d side on the cautious side though. But I wanted to tell you that she may need you to help her get some books for the courses. And that will mean you’ll have to drive her down to the college book store.”

	“Uh–oh.” The phrase just popped out of my mouth.

	“Exactly Mike, and of course you’ll have to wear your high heeled shoes. And Mike, since this is a punishment week for you, if Ashley does want you to take her out to get her books, then I’m going to let this stand as your extra punishment task for the day. You’re still going to get spanked by her and you’ll still get locked into your shoes for the night, but nothing else.”

	I got the impression she was trying to make it sound easy, but my mind was still too preoccupied with the thought that I’d have no choice but to go out into public, while wearing high heels. And worse, Ashley would be with me. That alone could cause all too many problems. “I just don’t know if I can do it,” I said rather urgently. “I don’t know if I can go out in public all the time wearing women’s shoes.”

	“Mike, you’ve been through far worse already. And remember, wearing the shoes was something we both agreed you could do last weekend. So all we’re really doing is extending that…somewhat permanently I’m afraid. And because of that, I can see no reason why this should stop you. In fact, I’m already looking forward to hearing all about it from Ashley.”

	She would! I searched for something to reply, but all I could say was, “I really wish I didn’t have to do this.”

	“I know Mike, but we’ve covered this territory before. You signed up for exactly this, remember?”

	“I’m not sure it was for exactly this kind of thing,” I replied. I also was reminded again that I’m still not sure how willingly I had gone along with it.

	“You knew in advance what it could mean. We discussed this together before you signed the agreement.”

	“Yeah. I know. But that doesn’t mean I’m exactly happy about it.”

	“Maybe not, but you did agree. And I have no doubt in the world that you’re getting far more out of this than you let on.”

	Again I didn’t reply, on the grounds that it might incriminate me. “Okay, so I’ve got to look forward to a trip to the book store tonight. I guess I can manage that.”

	“You can manage it, and you will manage it!” “Yeah, I know,” I replied rather sullenly.

	“Mike, there’s another issue I wanted to bring up with you today.”

	“What’s that?”

	“The money I still owe you for expenses last week. It may be next week before I can give it to you. But I promise, I will. It’s just that I had few extra expenses this week to pay for. One of them was for Ashley’s fine for that accident she had, and it cost me a bundle. Plus, I’m probably going to have to fork out the money for her books for those courses as well. So please Mike, I promise I’ll pay it all next week, along with whatever I owe you then for this week too.”

	“Yeah, sure,” I replied rather unkindly I’m afraid. “It’s no problem.”

	“Thanks Mike. You know this whole thing is costing me a bundle.”

	“Yeah, I know,” I replied. But what I was thinking was that it might be costing her a little money, but it was costing me my life.

	“And Mike?”

	“Yeah?”

	“I’m really looking forward to next weekend. I think it should be a special one for you.”

	My mind immediately brought up images of her in bed with me. “I’m looking forward to it too,” I replied. “I’d much rather have you pushing me around than Ashley.”

	“You still have me pushing you around,” she said. “Don’t forget, some of the things Ashley has you doing, are because I told her to.”

	“I know,” I replied. I did know that…sometimes. But was Ashley telling me everything? Now I had to wonder.

	––––– o0o –––––

	When I went home at lunch that day, I immediately checked to make sure the trash can out by the curb had been emptied, and then I dragged it into the backyard. That was one piece of business that I accomplished that saved me some humiliation. I headed into the house and immediately discovered that Ashley was in a mood again. “Do you know what my stupid mother has done now?” 

	I knew, but I felt it prudent to not let her know that. “What?”

	“She’s making me sign up for on–line classes – already! My financial aid hasn’t even come through yet.”

	“So you won’t be able to take the courses?”

	She shook her head. “No, I can sign up and take them, they already know the aid has been approved and it will come through eventually.”

	“Then what’s your problem?”

	“I just barely applied for school! And she wants me to take two courses on–line right now.

	Two! I don’t have that much time?”

	“You don’t?”

	“Hell no. Not for that much. And to make matters worse, one of the courses she’s insisting I take, is anatomy. That’s the hardest course I’ll ever have to take.”

	“How do you know that?”

	“Cause I already took it.”

	“And you’re taking it again?”

	“She thinks I nearly failed it last time, so she wants me to take it again.”

	“Sounds reasonable.”

	“But I passed the thing already!”

	“So are you going to bring that matter up with your mother?”

	She looked at me like I was crazy. “Are you kidding? And have her even think I’m arguing with her about something? No way! That would kill our agreement.” She smiled wickedly at me. “And Mom already hinted that next weekend should be very interesting.”

	Interesting? She had hinted that same thing with me, although in a different way. “Why? What’s she got planned?” I asked nervously.

	“I don’t know. She won’t tell me,” she replied disappointedly. “And she won’t let me buy anything else on that card for you either.”

	That was definitely news to me, and I quickly realized that “anything else” had to mean that she had already bought something. And if Joanna wasn’t letting her use the card, then did that mean that Joanna was buying something for me too? After telling me earlier that she wouldn’t be able to pay me the weekly expenses this week? Whatever it was that she had bought, must have been very interesting – to her! That thought alone made me nervous.

	––––– o0o –––––

	That night, I did indeed have to drive Ashley out to the college to get her books. Was it embarrassing? Ugh! I was nervous as heck even before we left the house. Okay, before we go into any other details, yes, she did make me keep one of those super thick diapers on. In fact other than for work, she was going out of her way to make sure I stayed in those darn things. How many were in that box? Way, way too many! I can’t tell you how tired I was of wearing them…and wetting them. I also won’t tell you how often they were fuelling my fantasies and keeping me turned on. But that’s beside the point. Okay, back to business. Yes, I wore a damn diaper. And yes, I wore pantyhose, and yes I wore my high heeled boots. And at Ashley’s insistence, I also somehow left the house carrying that damn purse that belonged to her, but she now kept calling my purse, and I had that stupid pacifier in my mouth again. What part of going out dressed normally, except for my shoes, included carrying a purse and sucking on a pacifier? But Ashley had ordered it, and somehow I had the impression that Joanna would easily side with her daughter over the matter.

	The diapers I already knew were a foregone conclusion…like it or not. Which of course, I didn’t. How badly did that bulk show under my pants? Not that it mattered. I could barely get my pants on over top of that diaper. But beside the bulky diaper, I had no doubt at all that the stupid pacifier she made me suck on would call way too much attention to me, and that didn’t even count my heels or that stupid purse. God how I was starting to hate sucking on that little thing.

	Wearing my winter coat did nothing at all to hide the bulk of my diaper. And of course I already knew it wasn’t going to hide the stupid pacifier, or my purse, or my heels either, but that’s how I was dressed as I helped Ashley hobble out to my car and got her in it. Feeling stupid and nervous and ready to wet myself, I got into the car and headed for the campus book store. It goes without saying that I wished Ashley would just let me stay in the car while she went inside and took care of everything. It also goes without saying that I didn’t even have to ask to know that wasn’t going to happen.

	Despite how much I wished we could, parking in the handicapped zone wasn’t an option, even though Ashley really did need it. I dropped her off by the door and then found a parking place, much further away from the store than I was happy with. And of course I had to walk, dressed as I was with heels on my feet, a stupid purse on my arm, and a dumb pacifier still in my mouth, from the car to Ashley who was waiting for me just outside of the store – phone in hand, taking pictures of me. The clomping of my high heels was way too evident on the sidewalk for my taste. The grin on Ashley’s face was from ear to ear – of course.

	A group of kids came out the door, stopped and stared at me. The comments they made and the giggling from the girls only turned my face redder than I knew it was. Ashley latched onto my arm and I helped her into the store, having trouble with the door because of Ashley in the way…and because that damn purse was in my free hand. But I got her inside.

	I had never gone to this college, but I wasn’t surprised by what I found inside. There were books out on the shelves on full display, but mostly what was available was a lot of college paraphernalia and other junk, all displaying the college name and logo.

	It actually didn’t happen right away. It was more like a slow wave that gradually went through the other shoppers in the store, who were mostly collage age kids. And there was little doubt by their looks that the first thing they noticed was the dumb pacifier stuck in my mouth. And then I saw a girl pointing at my feet. Slowly but surely, not only the line of kids waiting to get books, but most of the others in the store turned to…check me out. Did they even notice Ashley at all? Yeah, they did.

	Not only because she was with me, but also because of her broken arm and leg…and the fact that she was literally hanging on me to help her stand.

	From the line of kids, I knew that in order to get the textbooks Ashley needed, we’d have to stand in line…and wait.

	“What the heck?” one of the boys in the line just ahead of us uttered as we joined the line behind him.

	Yes, my face turned redder.

	“He’s my play toy,” Ashley told him a bit too loudly, and with too much of a smile on her face.

	“What’s with the baby binky?” one of the girls asked me.

	“And the heels?” her girlfriend added.

	Before I could answer, Ashley was covering their questions. “He can’t talk much with that pacifier in his mouth,” Ashley told the person. “But he’s wearing those heels and sucking on that baby pacifier, because I want him to. He has to do anything I tell him, and this is how I want him.”

	“So you’re like…a dominatrix or something?” one of the kids asked.

	“Um…” Ashley said. “Yes and no. But maybe…more yes.”

	“So you make him go out wearing high heels?” another girl asked.

	“Of course,” Ashley replied. “All the time. He’s got to do whatever I tell him.” And then her face turned positively wicked. “You want to see what else he’s wearing?” “What do you mean?” one of the kids asked.

	She turned to me. “Lower your pants and show them your diaper, dodo!” she ordered.

	I looked at her like she was crazy. The kids’ weren’t so much in line anymore as crowded around us.

	“A diaper!” someone exclaimed.

	“Show them!” Ashley ordered again.

	With a sigh, I handed Ashley my purse and made sure she could stand on her own for a few minutes. Then I unbuckled my belt and did my best to peel my pants down over top of that bulky diaper. I felt like a total sleaze bag exhibitionist doing something totally illegal. Was I? I probably was.

	There were all kinds of surprised exclamations, not to mention a few of the kids commenting on how big my diaper was. Without being told, I pulled my pants up again.

	Then we were saved. Hooray!

	“Hey!” one of the store employees exclaimed loudly…and older man. “You’re trying to stand there with a broken leg?” I noticed he didn’t bother mentioning me, although his eyes never left me. We didn’t even get to answer before he told us to move to the front of the line, and everyone else could like it or not. He wasn’t going to let someone who was injured stand there like that.

	We moved up to the counter where Ashley told him what courses she was taking and what books she needed. The guy paid attention to her, but also glanced fairly often at me. Then he went and got the books.

	While he was gone, Ashley had one of the kids there take some pictures of us with her cell phone. Some with me and Ashley, and then she took more of just me in the middle of all those kids.

	The guy came back with the books, and a short while later, Ashley and I were back in the car and I was gladly speeding…I mean driving away from there and heading home.

	“Moms going to love all the pictures I got,” Ashley declared as she messed with her phone.

	I had no doubt at all.

	A few hours later, I laid on my bed while Ashley again spanked me – until I managed to have another orgasm from it. One thing was for sure, these nightly beatings were keeping me from having a better time of it by myself. Especially since once I had managed to cum, I felt even worse about my situation than ever.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Amanda was there when I got home from work Wednesday night. And unfortunately, she stayed not only for dinner, but to watch my very prolonged punishment exercise for the night. Dressed in my thick diaper, five inch heels, bra with the breast forms, and my orange blouse, I had to spend thirty minutes holding a penny against the wall with my nose – while Ashley and Amanda were laughing at things they were looking at on the computer. But one of the things I heard them talking about was whatever Ashley had already bought me. I just never knew what that something was.

	“How long before it’s supposed to get here?” I heard Amanda ask.

	“The web site said two weeks, but I ordered it on Saturday, and I got an email on Monday telling me it had already been shipped. So I’m hoping just a few more days.” “I can’t wait,” Amanda replied.

	“Me either!” Ashley agreed.

	So what had she ordered? With my nose pressed to the wall, I couldn’t see anything. And they were obviously going out of their way to make sure I didn’t hear what it was.

	When my thirty minutes were up, I was again subjected to curtseying and repeating that lengthy speech I had to go through two nights before. This time though, Amanda was there to egg me on and laugh at me as well. I think she enjoyed it even more than Ashley did. But then, Ashley had seen a whole hour of it two nights before. Thankfully, I only had to do thirty minutes of it this time. It still felt like several hours.

	After that, I got to rest for thirty minutes – while I held that penny against the wall with my nose again. Such fun! Not!

	Since my diaper was only slightly wet, instead of getting a fresh one before bed, I had to open the one I was wearing and lay it out on the bed. Then, with Amanda still there, Ashley made me stand there in front of both of them and play with myself, masturbating myself. This time she let me play longer. She still stopped me before I could cum. And of course, once Ashley thought I was ready, she had be get up on the bed and the beating commenced. Once again Ashley was hitting me as hard as I’m sure she could. 

	I had no doubt that Ashley fully expected me to have another orgasm from being spanked. I had even heard her and Amanda discussing it. So while Ashley was again blistering my backside, I did my best to think about my penis trapped between me and the bed, right below that blistering beating I was getting.

	But the beating suddenly stopped.

	“My turn now?” Amanda asked.

	“Have at it,” Ashely replied as she moved away.

	I was shocked. Now she was going to let Amanda spank me?

	“Just make sure you hit him really hard, on both cheeks,” Ashley told her. “He’s got to really feel it hurting.”

	“Got it,” Amanda replied. “Ready?” she asked.

	Was she asking me? But before I could make any kind of reply, her hand came down on my already hurting backside, and she had hit me hard. Very, very hard. I grunted in surprise though the pacifier in my mouth. The slap of her hitting me was extra loud too. And then she hit my other butt cheek, just as hard, and it was just as loud. This girl was stronger than Ashley! She could really hit! I no longer could think about what they wanted to happen below me, all I could think about was the pain this girl was delivering to my hurting bottom on top.

	“Don’t forget to let us know when you start cumming Mister Mike,” Ashley giggled. “Cause your beating doesn’t stop until you do. So the sooner you manage it, the sooner we stop hitting you. And there’s two of us here tonight, so we can keep going for a very long time.”

	I was practically crying already, and they wanted me to cum as soon as possible? They had to be nuts! Well, that much I knew for a fact about Ashley, and I was just now realizing that Amanda was crazy as well.

	What choice did I have? I had to cum in order to end the beating I was getting. I did my best to concentrate on all those tiny feelings my cock was getting as it moved back and forth against the bed. With each slap of Amanda’s hand, those feelings came. They were tiny and brief, but they were there. And this time, with each slap of her hand, I again tried to help things along by moving a little more than was absolutely necessary in order to increase those feelings. I had to cum to get the beating to stop. It was all that ran constantly through my mind. Cum to make it stop. I worked hard at it, possibly harder than they were working on me. But the extra effort did pay off. And eventually, despite the agonizing pain I was feeling, I eventually turned my head toward Ashley and grunted loudly though my pacifier.

	“Keep hitting him,” Ashley yelled suddenly. “I think he’s going to cum.”

	Amanda of course kept hitting me, and yes, I did somehow manage to cum. It wasn’t until I was done with it that I heard the tell-tale clicking and realized that Ashley was taking pictures of the whole thing.

	Amanda stopped hitting me. “Did he do it?” “Did you do it?” Ashley asked me.

	I weakly nodded, not bothering trying to answer anymore because of the pain and the pacifier in my mouth. I was just very, very happy that the beating was done.

	“Wow. That didn’t take long at all,” Amanda said. “I’ve only been hitting him for, what, less than five minutes, I’m sure.”

	Five minutes? Try five hours. I turned my head and gave her a nasty look. Stupid girl. I know it took longer than that. It had to. Didn’t it?

	Instead of me putting the rash cream on my backside, Amanda did it for me, along with a bunch of baby powder, then she had me turn over and she did my front side as well, laughing at the obvious cum goo on my stomach. She pulled the used diaper up between my legs and fastened it as tight as she could. I doubted I’d have to worry at all about it leaking that night, as if those big diapers ever leaked.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Thursday morning I again got a call from Joanna. “Did you have fun last night?” she teased. “You had two girls spanking you instead of just Ashley.”

	“Fun? You’ve got to be kidding. And Amanda hits even harder than Ashley does! And trust me, even after she put that diaper cream on me last night, I’m hurting even more today than I did yesterday.”

	I’m not sure if I was surprised or not when I heard Joanna laugh. “Good!” she said with a giggle. “And Mike, I’m wasn’t at all surprised that you managed to get off on it again. And the pictures and videos that Ashley sent me last night captured it all perfectly! Mike, you really are a humiliation junkie. There’s no doubt about that at all!” And then once again she laughed.

	How could I answer? How could I defend myself against what she had said? How could I say anything at all to the contrary, after all too many of the things I had already done – and later gotten off on?

	“Mike,” she said, far more seriously. “When you go home at lunchtime today, make sure you put some pantyhose on and carry your heels in the car with you when you go back to work. You won’t be going home right away tonight.”

	I know my eyes bulged out of my head at hearing that. “I won’t?” somehow managed to get past my lips.

	“No, but I won’t tell you what you’ll be doing until after work. Once you’re finished for the day, go out to your car and put your heels on before you even start your car. Then take a picture of them and send it to me. I’ll call you and tell you what I want you to do.”

	I had absolutely no doubts at all that it would be something really bad. But then, no matter what, wearing high heels in public – anywhere, and for anything, would be really bad. But what choice did I have. I had signed up for just this kind of humiliation.

	At lunchtime, I made it a point of asking Ashley if she knew what her mother had planned for me for after work, but Ashley had no idea, other than the fact that Joanna wanted me to bring my t–strap heels back to work with me. That’s all she knew, and the fact that I was going to be late coming home. Not much help at all. My worry about what would happen only increased all afternoon.

	The end of the workday came and I seriously debated staying at my desk for another hour, or two, or…maybe the entire night. But five minutes later, I was out of my office and heading out the door and into the parking lot.

	The other people I worked with were either getting into their cars or already pulling out of their parking places. I got into my car and stared at the bag on the passenger seat that held my heels. I glanced around. The car right next to me was just then pulling out. But there was someone just getting into the car on my other side. I waited. I saw her start her car, then look over at me, obviously waiting for me to pull out first since I was in my car before she was. I held my phone up in the air and saw her nod. A moment later, she backed out. I looked around again, less cars than before, and none of the remaining ones were really close.

	As carefully as I could, I opened the bag with my shoes in it and took them out. Just touching them sent waves of nervousness, fear, and a dread–filled thrill through my body. Getting them out of the bag and looking at them increased all of those feelings. I was about to put my high heels on, in the car, while still here at work. And then I was going to go out in public somewhere – wearing them. I was scared as heck. I was seriously thinking about calling Joanna and calling it all off. But the thrill…. The allure…. The temptation…. There was no way I could stop myself. As if in a dream, I removed the shoes I had worn all day and I pulled the socks off my feet exposing the pantyhose I was wearing underneath. Putting those t–strap heels on and buckling them was quite a difficult exercise in the tight confines of my car, but with perseverance and a bit of manoeuvring around, I somehow managed it.

	The fear…. The nervousness…. The wrongness…. The danger….

	The allure…. The drug…. The excitement…. The dream…..

	I pulled my cell phone out and aimed it down at my feet and snapped a picture. A minute later, I had sent it. I had to wait a few minutes for Joanna to call me – a very anxious few minutes. But eventually my cell phone rang. “Hello?”

	“Hi Mike,” Joanna’s amused voice came back. “Are you enjoying being out in your heels yet?”

	“Fortunately, I’m not out of my car and nobody can see,” I replied rather nervously.

	She laughed. “Don’t worry. That’s about to change.”

	Not what I wanted to hear, but it was what I was fully expecting.

	“Now Mike, I’ve noticed that your hair is looking a little shaggy lately. You need a haircut.”

	I knew that already. But the implications of what she was saying hit me full throttle. The panic swelled in my stomach.

	“A haircut?”

	“Yes Mike. Now is there one of those family haircut places around somewhere where they take care of both men and women?”

	“Yeah…” I replied cautiously. “I usually use one of them whenever I get my haircut.” “Perfect!” she declared. “Now go and get your haircut like you usually do. But this time while you’re there, I want pictures of you sitting in the stylist chair, and I want to see your pretty shoes in the picture.”

	I was so panicked suddenly that I couldn’t answer.

	“Mike? Did you hear me?”

	“Uh…yeah,” I replied. “Do I have to do this?”

	“You know better than to ask that!” she replied sternly. “You’ll be wearing heels in public from now on, everywhere you go, whether I tell you to do something or not.” Yeah, she had to remind me about that.

	“But what do I tell them, because I know someone is going to ask about it.”

	“Most likely they will. I suggest the truth. Or perhaps…what’s that first line from that little exercise I wrote for you to repeat so often?”

	“I’m a big sissy and I want everyone to know it.”

	“Sounds about perfect to me,” Joanna laughed. “I suggest you use that.” In truth, it didn’t sound like a very good idea to me.

	“Get going Mike,” she ordered. “I’ll be expecting to see pictures!”

	She hung up, and I stared at my phone, then I stared out my windshield. What was I going to do? I knew what I should do – quit! But the allure…the temptation…. It was like a drug forcing me to do what I knew I absolutely shouldn’t.

	Hating myself, hating my life, despite myself, I started the car and headed to get a haircut.

	Believe it or not, there were a few nice thoughts on my mind when I got there and forced myself to get out of the car. One was that at least I didn’t have a dumb pacifier stuck in my mouth. Another was that at least I wasn’t carrying Ashley’s stupid colourful purse. And that didn’t even count the fact that I wasn’t wearing one of those overly bulky diapers.

	As I listened to my heels clicking with ever step I took from the car to the row of stores, my thoughts turned to one thing, I would be wearing women’s shoes, most likely heels, every time I went anywhere, to do anything. Wearing heels like I was just then, out in public, was the new life I had just signed up for…even though I still wasn’t sure how willingly I had signed up for it. Not that it mattered. The reality of it was that I would be doing it – from now on. Which I guess meant that I had to get used to it, somehow.

	I tried to boldly open that door and walk into the place, although I felt anything but bold. There were two men and two women sitting in the waiting chairs inside. Nervously, I took another of the seats. I saw all of them look at me, the guys looked away, but first one of the women looked down at my shoes, then the other one. I saw both of them give me curious looks. I did my best to look away from them.

	“Your name sir?” one of the stylists asked me.

	“Mike,” I told her, hating that I had just told everyone there my name. I saw the woman writing my name on the clipboard, then she called one of the men to get his haircut. I now noticed that both women were staring at me…and my shoes, and so was that other guy. Embarrassing! But what could I do about it? This was my new life. A life I had somehow signed up for. I did my best to not look at any of them. Out of desperation to not look at anyone, I pulled out my cellphone and started playing a game.

	Every time someone got called to get their haircut, I somehow had to look up. Each time I noticed them looking at me before they headed to the back. Every time someone walked in the door, I somehow looked up as well. The new people didn’t usually notice me, but I saw two that definitely did. I looked back to my game.

	“Mike?” the voice finally called. I put my cellphone away and got up quickly, trying not to look at anyone else sitting out there. I followed the stylist to one of the chairs and sat down. Did she notice my shoes? Whether she did or not, I was about to directly call attention to them. She draped the cape over me and fastened it around my neck. While her back was turned, I pulled my cellphone out and got my arms out from under the cape. I aimed it directly down at my feet. I could see the bottom of the cape, my legs, and my shoes resting on the chair’s footrest. I snapped a picture. A moment later, I took the time to send it to Joanna.

	I was about to put my phone away when the stylist asked, “Do you want me to take a picture for you?”

	My already heightened panic level went way up. Now what should I do? I should say no, but instead I held out my phone. “Would you please? And I need you to make sure you get the shoes I’m wearing.”

	She laughed a bit. “No problem. She turned me around so that my back was to the mirror while she stood back away from me. She aimed the camera in my phone and took the picture. Then came back and handed it to me. I took it and immediately started sending the latest picture to Joanna as well.

	“So what’s up with the high heels?” she asked as she ran a comb through my hair.

	Now what should I say. “Um…don’t ask,” I told her.”

	Fortunately she laughed. “Do you want anything…different…done with your hair today?

	Curls, or maybe some colouring? We can do extensions as well.”

	“No thanks,” I replied quickly. “Just a good trim.” “You’re sure?” she giggled.

	“Trust me, I’m sure!”

	“So did you lose a bet or something?”

	I should have said yes, but I don’t seem to be good at doing the things I should do lately.

	“No. I’m wearing these shoes because…well…um…it’s hard to explain.”

	She sprayed my head with water. “Must be a pretty interesting reason then.”

	In truth, I wasn’t sure how to handle that one. Yeah, I had no doubt she would find the real reason to be pretty interesting. But would it get me thrown out of there? “I’m doing it because someone wanted me to.” Would she just accept that and leave it alone? Nope!

	“That’s a pretty strange thing for someone to ask you to do.”

	“Um…yeah. No doubt.”

	“So how come you’re doing it for them?” she asked as she started attacking my head with scissors and a comb.

	“Um…well…uh…you see…the reason is because…” Now what was I going to say? “Um…I’m a big sissy.” I was shocked at myself! Had I just said that? Out loud? To this stranger? Here…in a public place?

	She stopped cutting my hair and looked at me in the mirror. Then went back to cutting again. “You’re sure you don’t want me to do anything else special with your hair?”

	“No thanks.” I was so embarrassed! Why had I said that? It was…ludicrous. It was embarrassing as hell. It was…the absolute truth. I wanted to crawl into a big hole and cover myself up – forever!

	Trust me, once she finished my hair, I paid and got out of there as fast as my heels would take me, and all the noise those shoes made be damned!

	I got home to a rather excited Ashley showing me the pictures her mother had sent her. “How did it go?” she asked me once she had shown me both pictures – that I’d rather not have seen. 

	“Fine!” I replied still upset with myself.

	“So what happened?”

	“I got my haircut.”

	“Didn’t they say anything?”

	I looked at her. She wasn’t going to be satisfied unless I gave her an answer. “She asked why I was wearing them.”

	“And what did you say?”

	I didn’t want to answer. Not at all! But Ashley wasn’t going to let it alone. “I told her…that

	I’m a sissy.”

	She laughed. “You did?”

	“Trust me, even I don’t believe I said it.”

	“What did she say?”

	“She asked if I wanted anything special done with my hair.”

	“What did you say?”

	“I told her no.”

	Ashley laughed. “You should have said yes!” Yeah. She would think that.

	Still laughing Ashley proclaimed, “Since you said that, then I think that after dinner we’ve just got to have you practice your little sissy speech with the curtsey some more.”

	Ugh! “Your mother wants me to do it again?”

	“She didn’t say anything at all about it,” Ashley told me. “I want you to do it again. I think you’re learning something. Say, did you curtsey when you told her?”

	“I was sitting down!”

	“Too bad, next time maybe you’ll automatically curtsey. Yeah, we’ve just got to give you more practice tonight!”

	––––– o0o –––––

	Super thick diaper, t–strap heels, bra with breast forms, and my same orange top I had worn the night before. I needed to do some laundry. I just hadn’t had much time to do any of it lately. And once again I didn’t have time for it as Ashley made me start practicing, and then once again made all too sure I was doing everything right – especially the curtseys. Have I ever mentioned how demeaning that little speech was to say? Not to mention having to curtsey along with it.

	“I’m a big sissy and I want everyone to know it. I love to do whatever Mistress Ashley and Mistress Joanna tells me to do, no matter what, because I love being a totally humiliated sissy for them. From now on I’m going to dress like a sissy as much as I can and I want everyone to see me and laugh at me. I’m so grateful to Mistress Ashley and Mistress Joanna for helping me be the humiliated sissy of my dreams, and I promise to always be the best sissy possible for them.”

	Damn Ashley kept me curtseying and saying that stupid little speech for a full hour – according to her. By my reckoning it was more like five or six hours. My legs and knees were killing me by the time we finished – and not just from my heels. All that dipping down and getting back up was taking its toll. And my voice was growing completely hoarse. I wondered if I’d be able to speak at work tomorrow.

	That damn speech was so long and so complicated that it was beginning to haunt me in my sleep! I can’t tell you how many times I remembered dreaming about it while I slept. It was really getting under my skin – on too many levels.

	“That’s it! Last one!” Ashley called as I started in on the speech one more time. My foggy tired brain registered it, and I was very thankful that it was finally all over. I finished and did my last curtsey…and breathed a big sigh of relief.

	“What are you?” Ashley asked all too quickly.

	Her question caught me totally unaware. “I’m a big sissy and I want everyone to know it,” somehow automatically popped out of my mouth.

	Before I could fully comprehend the horror of what I had just said, Ashley was back at it again. “Curtsey whenever you say that! Now what are you?”

	Still mentally off balance, my mind barely working yet, I said it again. “I’m a big sissy and I want everyone to know it.” Then to my own horror, I curtseyed.

	“What are you?” Ashley asked yet again. Again I said my phrase and curtseyed. And then Ashley demanded the same question yet again. Over and over, I don’t know how many times. I was tired before. Exhausted! And now Ashley was playing a new game with me. One that was easier than the last one, but one that was even more horrible as well. And she kept me at it for what felt like forever.

	“Good!” Ashley finally proclaimed. “See that you remember that and do it just that way whenever anyone asks.” She laughed. “And trust me, I’ll make sure people ask you.” I had no doubt. But in truth, I just wanted to collapse somewhere and sleep.

	“Okay Mister Mike,” Ashley said. “Time for your nightly beating. And I guess your nightly milking as well.”

	Milking? But I knew what she meant. I just felt even less like doing it than usual. I was that worn out.

	Ten minutes later, I was standing naked in front of her, playing half–heartedly with myself. My used diaper was laid out on the bed waiting for me to use it yet again – I guess for several things now.

	I was standing there stroking myself, barely responding when Ashley suddenly yelled, “What are you?”

	I was completely startled. “I’m a big sissy and I want everyone to know it.” Then I curtseyed. I stared at her, waiting for more.

	“Keep playing with yourself,” she told me.

	I blinked. She wasn’t going to make me say it again? I went back to playing with myself, but now my mind was even less on what I was doing and more focused on waiting for her to make me say that damn phrase again.

	“What’s wrong?” she asked. “You’re not getting hard.”

	“I’m exhausted!” my somewhat hoarse voice replied. “That, and I’m worried about you making me say that I’m a sissy again.”

	She giggled. “Sounds like a great idea. What are you?” Once again I said my little phrase and curtseyed.

	Ashley giggled again. “You’re getting good at that. Tell you what, you stand there and play with yourself and while you’re doing that, keep repeating the long speech my mother wrote for you to say. You can stop once you’re completely hard. Just don’t cum!”

	I stopped playing with myself and just stared at her. She had to hear how hoarse my voice was getting.

	“Get to it!” she yelled.

	I was so startled by her yelling that I jumped to it. “I’m a big sissy….” On and on. Playing with myself the entire time. Curtseying at the end of it each time. After a few minutes of it, I noticed I was having even more trouble with my voice, and I noticed that Ashley was noticing that as well, and laughing because of it. The girl was just plain cruel!

	When my voice was starting to be more whisper than anything else, she suddenly said, “Stop! That’s enough. Up on the bed. I need to spank you and then let’s call it a night.”

	I didn’t even care that I was about to get spanked again. I didn’t care at all. I was so exhausted from talking and curtseying the same thing over and over again that all I wanted to do was to stop. Believe it or not, I was actually grateful to lay down on top of that already wet diaper, and my penis nowhere near hard. I just hoped she didn’t expect me to get off from her hitting me this time, because I already knew it would never happen – no matter what!

	Her hand came down, and my pain level went up. “Ah!” I grunted, for once noticing that she was doing this to me without that damn pacifier in my mouth. Her hand hit me again on the other cheek. I grunted again. And I kept grunting as she hit me over and over again. And then she stopped. “That’s enough,” she told me. “Get yourself ready for bed.”

	Easiest spanking of the week! Hooray! She hobbled her way out of the room and I grabbed that diaper rash cream and spread it liberally on my backside, despite the fact that she hadn’t spanked me that long. I ignored the baby powder and fastened the diaper around me once again – for the rest of the night.

	Ashley came back with the usual baby bottle of water for me to drink before I even got into bed. I said nothing at all, not even goodnight when she headed out the door toward her room. She stopped in the doorway and turned around. “What are you?” she said quickly.

	I had done it so much that the automatic response somewhat frightened me. “I’m a big sissy and I want everyone to know it.” Then of course I curtseyed.

	She giggled. “Good night Sissy Mike.” Ugh!

	 


Chapter 20.

	 

	Friday! Before I could get out of the house Friday morning, Ashley hit me again with that same damn question at least five different times, “What are you?” And of course I had to say that I was a big sissy…yada, yada, yada. And of course curtsey each time. What a hassle, but at least my voice sounded normal again.

	Since I knew Joanna had something special planned for the weekend, I was looking forward to it…and I was dreading it. But to be honest, part of me was far more looking forward to it. Humiliation is funny like that. When you’re as interested as I am in it, humiliation is a two edged sword. You dread it, but you can’t help yourself. You keep going back for more and more and more.

	I got a text from Joanna fairly early Friday morning telling me she was back. It seemed like she was back earlier than usual. Was that so she would have more time to prepare whatever was in store for me? I don’t know if I hoped so, or prayed not!

	As usual on Fridays, I had lunch with my work friends. This time, not bothering to even mention Ashley. It was actually a very nice “normal” lunch. How nice. I had a feeling though that nothing about the next few days would be normal for me…probably starting the minute I got home from work. The prospect of the weekend had me nervous and worried. That same prospect had me hungry with anticipation. Joanna was back!

	I could feel the nervousness in my stomach all the way home. Oddly, the nervousness didn’t increase as I pulled into my garage.

	“Hi Mike,” Joanna greeted me the moment I walked into the kitchen. Once again, the house smelled good from her cooking.

	“Hey,” I replied with a smile.

	“Miiiike!” Ashley’s voice rang from the other room before either of us could say anything else.

	I went in to see her. “Yes?”

	“What are you?” she asked so quickly I was surprised she managed to say it without stumbling over the words.

	This time, my response was far from automatic, but of course I said my little sentence about being a big sissy and then I curtseyed.

	“Where’s your pacifier?” she demanded.

	“Uh…in my room.”

	“Then why isn’t it in your mouth, and why aren’t you changing yet?”

	“Uh…just going now,” I replied as I headed for my room. She wasn’t even giving me a chance to say hi to Joanna yet. Geez! The damn girl just couldn’t wait to get me back in diapers again – and keep me there.

	I was getting awfully tired of wearing diapers, not to mention wetting them. I usually handled all my other elimination problems at work, but last weekend Ashley had kind of forced the issue with the smelly stuff. I was hoping I could somehow avoid that this weekend. Yes, being forced to wear and use the diapers was keeping me all too sexually stimulated. I mean, it’s downright demeaning! Especially when they’re literally on display at all times. And Ashley always made doubly sure that they could be seen – all too easily. Not just by her, but by any of her friends as well. Trust me, there’s something about people seeing you wearing diapers that is positively humiliating. And having diapers that show how much you’ve wet them already only makes things twice as bad. And Ashley, for some unknown reason, liked to see these overly thick diapers, soaked! Once I put them on when I came home from work, I knew they would stay on me until I either got spanked, or I got dressed for work the next day, and I had yet to find out what Joanna would what to do about continuing to spank me each evening. The diapers were horrible! Uncomfortable! Impossible to walk in! Impossible to get yourself off in. And I’d never ever admit how much being forced to wear them kept me totally turned on. But I was still tired of them and wanted a break. Ashley seemed to have other ideas though. But then she wasn’t being forced to wear them…or use them.

	And while we’re talking about it, don’t get me started on how tired I was of keeping that damn pacifier in my mouth all the time as well. The damn diapers were horribly demeaning. I think the pacifier was just as bad if not worse!

	I got to my new little bedroom, and stopped in the doorway, staring at my bed, or rather, what was on my bed. Joanna and Ashley had already set out my clothes for the evening, and the one biggest thing they wanted me to wear, was something I had never seen before, and just looking at it caused the humiliation butterflies in my stomach to go crazy. Before I could get up the courage to go all the way into the room, Joanna was walking down the hallway, and I realized that Ashley was hobbling along after her.

	“As you can see Mike, we’ve laid your clothes out for you today.”

	I was still pretty much in shock. I pointed at the bed. But that’s a…”

	“Yes Mike. The maid’s dress Ashley ordered for you came in this afternoon. And both of us can’t wait to see you in it.”

	I took two steps into the room, then stopped and stared at it again. It was black but trimmed liberally with frilly white. The entire bust area was all white, there was white lace all around the bottom of the skirt, and the entire front between the white bust area and the skirt part had white ribbons to draw the middle of it in like a corset. And laid out on the bed right next to the dress was a white apron with ruffles and bows to match the rest of the dress. I took two more steps closer and realized the skirt on the thing looked very full, and that there was obviously something under it to puff it out since the front of it stuck up a little into the air. Two steps later, I realized that the skirt, despite looking so full, also looked very short. Would it hide my diapers at all? I wasn’t entirely sure.

	“What are you waiting for?” Ashley said as she stood in my doorway. “Get dressed!”

	Get dressed? I was still trying to comprehend the dress just being there, let alone all the demented elements of it.

	Joanna smiled at me. “I’ve got to go back to check on dinner. I’ll be back in a few minutes to see how you’re doing.”

	How I would be doing? They had bought me a maid’s dress! A frilly, silly French maid’s dress. Correction! They hadn’t bought it, Ashley had.

	“What are you waiting for?” Ashley asked impatiently. “Get undressed. Get those clothes off.”

	I started removing my clothes, but it was hard for my eyes to not look at that frilly concoction laying out on my bed – right next to a very thick diaper, a bra, my breast forms, my t–strap heels, and even my shoe locks. The only thing I didn’t see was…

	“We’ve still got to get you some real good stay–up stockings to go with it,” Ashley said, but I think it’s going to look awesome on you!”

	Stockings. Look awesome on me? Interpret that to mean, stupid. Which is what I knew I was for signing that agreement, not to mention for being so stupid to want to do all the crazy things they made me do.

	A few minutes later, I was heavily wrapped up in another super thick diaper, the breast forms were held to my chest with a bra, and Ashley was holding the keys to my five inch t–strap heels that were once again locked to my feet so I couldn’t remove them.

	“Now get that dress on!” Ashley ordered impatiently.

	Yeah, get the dress on. But it was easier said than done, especially in the state I was currently in. I picked the thing up from the bed. Yes, there was a bunch of white netting under the skirt to keep it looking full and flared out. But was that stuff necessary since my diaper was so thick? Not that I’m sure Ashley cared.

	The back was already unzipped, so I stepped into it and started to pull it up my body. For a moment there, I didn’t think I’d get the thin waist of the thing past my bulky diaper. But with a little bit of tugging, it suddenly slipped past.

	Joanna finally hurried back in. “Oh good, you’re still getting dressed.”

	I didn’t reply, I was too busy trying to figure out getting into the dress. I pulled my arms though each of the short sleeves and pulled the dress up over my shoulders. Now I just had to zip the thing up. I reached behind me, and after a moment of searching, finally located the zipper with my hand. I tugged it up…a little, and it stopped. Stuck. Not anything wrong with the zipper. The problem was me. My waist and chest were too big for the dress. To be honest, I wasn’t sure if I was disappointed or glad.

	“Here, let me help,” Joanna offered.

	I turned around and felt her grabbing the zipper. I felt her struggling with it and pulling it up just a little. The dress was suddenly compressing my upper waist.

	“Turn around,” Joanna told me. “We need to loosen the laces on the front.”

	Loosen the laces? And here I thought they were going to have to send it back and I wouldn’t be stuck wearing it. I turned around and Joanna untied the ribbons on the front and loosened the laces, the dress immediately felt much looser.

	“Okay,” she said, “turn around again.”

	I turned around, and this time when she grabbed the zipper, she had to fight with it a bit, but it quickly went all the way up.

	“Ashley, do you have the lock?” Joanna asked.

	Lock?

	“Right here Mom,” Ashley replied.

	A moment later, I felt Joanna messing with the zipper at the top of the dress, and my ears picked up the sound of a lock clicking shut.

	“There!” Joanna exclaimed softly. “That should do it.”

	“A lock?” I asked as I turned around to face them, not sure I believed it.

	“Mom suggested it,” Ashley replied. “I was going to get you a different dress, but Mom thought that since you liked those shoe locks so you couldn’t get your shoes off, then she figured you would appreciate a dress that locked as well. Now you can’t get your shoes off…or your dress.” She giggled, and so did Joanna.

	Joanna now grabbed the ribbons on the front of my dress and began pulling them tight…forcing the dress to hug my body like a glove. Then she tied the ribbons with a bow and stood back. She took the apron from the bed, wrapped it around me, and tied it in the back. Would I be able to untie the thing by myself? Not that it mattered, since the dress was locked, I couldn’t remove any of it without help. “Lovely,” Joanna declared as she stood back next to Ashley to look at me.

	Yeah sure. Lovely in this case actually had to mean – ridiculous!

	“I’ve got to get back to dinner,” Joanna said. “Don’t be long you two, it’s just about ready.”

	“We’re coming now Mom,” Ashley said, her voice still full of amusement. No question about what was causing her amusement. Me!

	Ashley held my pacifier out to me, and I had no choice but to take it and stick it in my mouth. “Do you like your new dress?” Ashley asked, her voice full of glee. “Does it make you feel humiliated at all? Do you like the fact that you can’t get it off?”

	I didn’t answer. I could only stare at her. I felt…shocked. I felt…amazed. I felt…way too turned on by the situation. I looked down at my skirt. I couldn’t see my shoes unless I bent over somewhat or pushed the full skirt out of the way. When I did, I realized that a little bit of the bottom of my diaper was still just visible below the skirt. Anyone looking at me would still be able to tell if my diaper was wet or not, because that’s the area where the designs seemed to disappear first.

	I had a feeling that this dress was now going to be my new uniform for whenever I was home. It was embarrassing. Demeaning. Humiliating. And I secretly loved every bit of it. But I’d never admit that to anyone!

	I’m sure that dinner was excellent, as it always was whenever Joanna cooked. I just didn’t taste much. I was still too wrapped up in the fact that I was now wearing a French maid’s dress – and it was locked onto me so I couldn’t remove it if I tried – just like my high heels.

	When dinner was over, of course it was time for me to clean up the kitchen. It was then that I first noticed the bag on one of the kitchen counters. Since whatever was in it was still in a bag, I didn’t open it. I went out and found Joanna in the living room with Ashley. I pulled the pacifier from my mouth to ask, “There’s a bag on the counter. Is it anything I need to put away?”

	Joanna laughed. “That’s my cookie jar,” she said. “I’m loaning it to you.”

	A cookie jar? We had bought cookies last week when we went grocery shopping. Did we have any left? I didn’t even know. “If we have any cookies left,” I said, “do you want me to fill it?”

	Oh how I’ve grown to both hate and love that mischievous smile of hers. “You’ll be filling it,” she told me. “Later! Just leave it there for now.”

	I stared at her for a moment, knowing full well that she had more mischief planned for me. Then I went back to cleaning up the kitchen.

	I was just finishing wiping the counters when Joanna came into the kitchen to find me. “Done yet?” she asked.

	I pulled the silly plug from my mouth. “Just now,” I said as I threw a paper towel into the trash.

	“Good,” she replied with a hint of an evil smile.

	I noticed that nervous feeling in my stomach again. Was she going to have me “fill” that cookie jar now? And if so, with what?

	“Let’s go out to your workshop,” she said.

	My workshop? That surprised me. I dutifully followed her out into the cold and all the way to my workshop. Every step I took in that crazy dress seemed to emphasize my new sissy state. I worried more than ever about my neighbours noticing me, and that’s despite the fact that they already knew about me.

	Neither of us had grabbed a jacket or anything and my bare legs were just as bare wearing that dress as they were without it. And because of that and no jacket, I was really feeling the temperature difference. That area inside of my diaper was so insulated I’d never have to worry about the cold there. In fact, I’d rather enjoy a bit less heat inside those diapers for a change. It was the rest of me that needed more…covering up.

	Inside the workshop, she started looking around. “What are you looking for?” I asked as I pulled that crazy pacifier out again.

	“I just wanted to see what kind of scrap wood you have around.”

	“I keep it mostly back here,” I told her as I led the way to the back corner of my workshop.

	She looked at some of the scrap wood pieces carefully. “You don’t have anything…bigger?”

	“Uh…I only buy what wood I’m going to need,” I told her. “So this is just the leftover scraps that I have. What are you looking for?”

	“Something bigger. Thicker.”

	“For what?”

	She smiled that wicked smile at me again. “We’ll…just have to see.” Once again that nervous pit in my stomach was back.

	She looked around a moment more, then shook her head. “I hate to say it Mike, but I’m afraid we’re going to have to go to wherever it is you buy your wood and see if they have anything better.”

	“Tonight?” I asked, now completely worried about having to go out in public again. And I was wearing a locked on maid’s dress now.

	“Why not? What time does the store close?”

	“Not till about ten or eleven. They’re open pretty late, and they open very early in the mornings.”

	She smiled. “Then there’s no reason why we can’t go tonight,” she proclaimed.

	“Uh…I don’t have to go like this, do I?” I asked, just for confirmation.

	She shook her head. “No Mike. We agreed on that. You can wear your regular clothes…and those shoes of course.

	I almost breathed a sigh of relief, until I thought about going out wearing the high heels again. But that was the main part of her punishment for me. From now on I would be wearing women’s shoes everywhere except to work. Still, it wasn’t something I wanted to do.

	As we headed for the door. She stopped and turned to me. “I’m sure you’ve got something to cut the wood with, right?” “No problem,” I confirmed.

	I could see her thinking about something, then she asked, “How about something to drill a hole?”

	“I’ve got a drill,” I confirmed. “How big does the hole have to be?”

	She looked at me and pursed her lips. “I’m not sure. How big can you make it?”

	I shrugged. “I can drill a pilot hole with one of the bits I have now, then I can make it as big as you need with my jigsaw.”

	She shook her head. “Not that big. Probably only about an inch or two wide.”

	“Oh,” I replied. “Uh…I may have to buy something to cut a hole like that.”

	She nodded. “I’ll buy the wood, but since whatever you need to make a hole like that will be one of your tools, then you can pay for it.”

	I stared at her for a moment. I didn’t really care about buying myself another tool. I rather liked buying tools. It was more the fact that once again I was going to have to go out in public wearing something I shouldn’t. I nodded my confirmation to what she had said, but I couldn’t seem to make any other sound.

	“Good,” she replied. “Let’s go Mike.”

	“Do we have to?” I asked as we left my workshop.

	“Of course!” she replied as she turned to me. I noticed that particular gleam in her eye.

	I had long ago learned to fear that particular look in her eyes. I feared it, but I still hungered for it at the same time.

	––––– o0o –––––

	I really did not want to do this. I sat in the driver’s seat of my SUV and stared at the building supply store in front of me. I had parked down near where the lumber was since I knew I would have to carry it out and load it directly into my car. That entrance wasn’t as busy as the main entrance further down the front of the store. But this was the entrance where all the more manly men came…the men who worked construction. And trust me, just then I didn’t feel like someone who belonged anywhere near a store like that. In fact, I didn’t feel like anyone who belonged anywhere near any store at all…or anywhere out in public at all. Yet there I was…like it or not. Which I didn’t.

	Joanna got out of the car. I watched her for a moment, trying to find the courage to open my door. She had closed her door and was standing there waiting for me before I managed to open my own door. I grabbed Ashley’s stupid colourful purse and slung it over my arm. Oh how I wished that Joanna hadn’t made me take it before we left the house.

	I set one high heeled shoe down on the pavement, then swung around and set my other shoe down as well. And I stood up. Another thing I wished was that Joanna would have let me wear the boots instead of my t–strap heels. The boots had a slightly shorter heel, and would be somewhat better for carrying anything heavy. They were also warmer in the cold weather. But no, Joanna had made me keep my t–strap heels on, especially since they were locked. She was willing to unlock my dress, but not the heels. So once again, I was still stuck in them – and out in public.

	I followed Joanna toward the store, feeling more nervous with each click, click, click of my heels. I had no doubt that the sound of my heels alone would call all too much attention to me. And of course the colourful purse slung over my arm wasn’t going to help matters either! I also knew for a fact that my pants left nothing to the imagination as to the bulky diaper I was wearing underneath them. Once again I was wishing that my winter coat was a long one and didn’t end just below my waist. At least my winter coat disguised my breasts somewhat since Joanna had made me keep my bra with the breast forms on. I was being forced to go into that all too masculine store, dressed the way I was. Help me Lord!

	“Don’t forget,” Joanna said as she headed for the doors ahead, “Ashley says you can’t leave the store until you wet yourself – inside! So let me know before you do it,” she told me. “I told Ashley I’d take pictures for her.”

	It was just something else to make me far more nervous than I already was. How did I manage to get my feet moving to follow her? How did I manage to walk toward that store dressed as I was? I’ll never know. But somehow, my feet kept going, and so did the butterflies in my stomach. Click, click, click, click…sorry. I mean, clomp, clomp, clomp. Those darn heels on my boots made far too much noise. The nice flats that Joanna was wearing weren’t making hardly any sound at all. Clomp, clomp, clomp. As if I needed anything more to call attention to me.

	The double doors to the lumber sections split wide at our approach and we walked right in. My eyes immediately started looking at all the people inside. Customers, obvious contractors, and store workers in their red aprons. I couldn’t help but notice how many of them turned their heads to look at me. I hung my head in shame as I followed Joanna.

	“Where do we need to look?” Joanna asked.

	“Straight back this way,” I told her. Together, we walked toward the back of the store where the nice shelving boards were kept. I noticed Joanna looking all around as we walked, as if she was sizing up everything we were passing.

	She looked carefully through the section of lumber where I usually shopped. “Don’t they have anything bigger?” she asked.

	“Bigger?” I asked, looking at the 12 inch wide boards. “They’ve got plywood over in the next row.”

	“No,” she said, “I mean thicker. Big and thick.”

	Oh! Heavy duty stuff. I led her over to the construction lumber.

	“This is better she said as she looked around.”

	What the heck did she need with lumber like this? I usually worked with the thinner stuff for bookshelves and things. “How wide do you need it?” I asked.

	She shook her head and started wandering up and down across the different sizes of lumber. She stopped next to the row of two by eights and seemed to be considering them carefully. Then she moved on to the next size, the two by ten boards. Finally, she wandered up to the two by twelve boards and seemed to consider them. She came back to the two by tens, then looked again at the two by eights. She went back to the two by tens. “Don’t they have these in a shorter length?” she asked.

	“No,” I told her. “Eight feet is the smallest they make.”

	“Can you get one of these in your car?”

	“No problem,” I told her. “If there’s not too many, I can get several ten foot boards in with no trouble. They just come all the way up to the dashboard. Eight footers are no problem at all.”

	“Good!” she said sounding very satisfied. Then she looked at me for a moment before fishing her phone out of her purse. A moment later, I had to pose for pictures she could send to Ashley. Once the pictures were sent, she went back to looking at the lumber again. “Grab one of those smaller ten-inch-wide boards then,” she said as she pointed to one of the two by tens.

	“Just one?”

	“That’s all,” she said.

	“What do you need it for?” I asked.

	She smiled one of those wicked smiles at me again. “You’ll see.”

	Once again those butterflies in my stomach began to feel more like a herd of elephants.

	I hefted one of the eight foot two by tens off the rack and started carrying it toward the front of the store. Let me tell you, I’ve carried lots of lumber before, but never wearing shoes with a five inch heel. Very…interesting. Manageable though. Of course, I’d had lots of practice walking in them now.

	“Oh,” she said as we walked. “We can’t forget something to cut that hole with.”

	I carried the board over toward the tool section and leaned it up against one of the shelves in the back. I started looking for hole–saws. The nice thing about that section is that the shelves are high and there aren’t too many customers back there. I found the hole–saws. “How big?” I asked.

	She started looking at them, seriously looking at a few that were made for locksets on doors. But she shook her head and soon discarded them.

	“Hey,” I said as I spotted something different. “How about something like this?” It was a special tool with many different circular cutting blades that ranged from less than an inch in diameter up to about five inches. From what I could tell, the graduations seemed to be in quarter inch diameters. You selected the size you needed and mounted it into a holder that attached to a drill. “We can make just about any size you need with this,” I explained.

	She examined it closely. “If you think that’s the best, then get it. Like I told you, you’ll be buying that. I’ll buy that big board for you.”

	I grabbed the nest of hole–saws, but before I took two steps she stopped me and asked, “Have you wet your diaper in here yet?”

	Talk about an embarrassing question to ask – out in public! “Uh…no. Not yet.”

	She shook her head. “Then I’m afraid we’re going to have to stay here and keep looking around until you do.”

	That wasn’t exactly on the top of my list of things I wanted to do. “Um…give me a second,” I told her. “I think I can manage now.”

	She pulled her phone out again, took a couple of steps back, then aimed it at me. Once again those damn elephant butterflies were romping in my stomach. I did my best to relax things down there. I had been stuck in diapers far more than I ever wanted to be, and wetting myself had become all too easy. Within moments, the flood gates opened, and in the middle of it, I heard several clicks from the camera on her phone. How…humiliating. I had to stand there in my freshly wet diaper while she sent the pictures to her daughter. Then she smiled. “Let’s go,” she said brightly.

	Ugh! Now I had to waddle around even worse because my diaper was wet! I grabbed the board and hefted it up. Carrying everything was actually somewhat difficult, and now the fresh amount of pee in my diaper was very noticeable to me. The five inch heels, the now even thicker diaper, and of course the damn purse slung over my arm made carrying everything quite a chore. And of course, Joanna didn’t offer to help me with any of it.

	It wasn’t far to the checkout counter, and fortunately I didn’t have to stand in any kind of line, but I did have to stand there at the counter while the cashier girl rang everything up…two separate times since Joanna was paying for the board and I was paying for the saw. The sales were made even longer since the girl kept looking up at me all too much, especially the purse I was carrying, and in the process she made several mistakes and had to back everything out again and start over. And of course, I can’t tell you how embarrassing it was for me to have to dig my wallet out of that silly purse so I could pay for the hole–saw tool.

	Eventually we got out of there, and with minimal effort, I got it all into my car and we headed home. I was very, very glad to get out of there. I was also glad that I hadn’t gotten thrown out of there! Now the only questions I had to worry about were, what did Joanna want me to do with such a big board, and what the heck did it have to do with her cookie jar?

	Once home, Joanna had me take everything out to my workshop while she went inside to check on Ashley. At least this time I was wearing a coat while I was out there, not to mention my pants and other clothes as well. I carried the board and the hole saw out to my shop, along with that damn purse which just made matters that much more difficult. As soon as I got everything inside, I turned the heater on and cranked it up.

	Joanna was there a few minutes later. I had set the board on a couple of saw horses to work on. She inspected the board carefully. “How big do you want it?” I asked as I found my circular saw to cut it with.

	“I’m thinking…maybe about half,” she said.

	I got my ruler out and measured four feet and made a pencil mark on the board.

	“Let me see that,” She said as she grabbed the ruler. She held that length up to me from the top of my head. “Yes,” she said. “That should work out just fine.”

	Five minutes later, I had two four foot long two by tens. “Okay, now what?” I asked.

	“We need a hole,” she said.

	I got the new hole–saw apparatus out of the bag and found my drill. “How big?”

	She was doing that sly looking thing at me again. “I’m afraid we’re going to have to remove your diaper to figure that one out.”

	Remove my diaper? At any other time I would be rather ecstatic about that, but this time it only made me nervous. A few minutes later, I realized I had good reason to be nervous as she made me stand there stroking my cock to get it as hard as possible. Once she had me to that point, she took my ruler and held up to my cock to determine, not how long it was, but how wide.

	“Huh!” she grunted. “Only an inch.”

	I was rock hard, and the diameter of my cock was only an inch. More embarrassment.

	“So I guess we’re going to need a hole that’s one inch wide.” Then she corrected herself. “Maybe we better go up to the next size you have available.”

	“Uh…okay,” I replied. That would mean drilling an inch and a quarter hole. I pulled my diaper back up, and finished getting dressed again.

	Once I had the proper hole–saw fitted to my drill, I asked. “Where do you want it, right in the middle?”

	“Um…no. I don’t think so,” she replied. “Hold that board up in front of you.”

	I picked up the board and she had me hold it vertically right in front of my body. She had me raise it up until the top was slightly over my head. Then I felt her reaching around and putting her hand between the board and…my diapered crotch. She decided on a spot and kept her finger there. “Put the hole here,” she said, still keeping her finger on the spot.

	I carefully laid the board back on the sawhorses, and grabbed a pencil while she kept her finger in place about eight inches from the bottom of the board. I marked the spot, and five minutes later, the hole had been cut right through the board.

	“Now what?” I asked.

	She smiled. “That’s it,” she said brightly. “Bring it in with you and put it in your room. You’ll be playing with it tonight.” With that and another wicked smile, she walked out.

	I now had no doubt what that board was for, and what I’d soon be doing with it…and that hole. And yes, as dumb as it was, my cock lurched inside my wet diaper. What I still hadn’t figured out yet though, was the cookie jar. Where the heck did that come in?

	––––– o0o –––––

	“More lipstick,” Joanna told me. “A lot more! You want to look your best for your new lover. Sexy!”

	My new lover? A board? A piece of wood…with a hole in it? With both Joanna and Ashley looking on from the bathroom doorway, I applied another coat of my red lipstick, making it more than a bit too thick. I could hear both Ashley and Joanna giggling as they watched. I turned back to show them the finished result.

	“Much better,” Joanna replied with that sly glint in her eyes. “Now come along Michael. Your new lover is waiting.”

	I left the bathroom wearing makeup, a wet diaper, those damn five inch heels still locked to my feet…and nothing else. Not even the pacifier. I followed them into my bedroom where the board was laying on top of my bed.

	“Now Michael,” Joanna said as I stood there looking at that board. “I’m tired of you humping your bed all the time. It’s absolutely pathetic. So since it seems you don’t need anything but a dumb inanimate object to have sex with, then we’ve now created a new object for you to enjoy. From now on, you will not be allowed to have sex with anything else, except that piece of wood. Nothing!”

	It was absolutely insane! Yet I could feel the butterflies in my stomach moving around, and I could feel my cock stirring inside my wet diaper.

	“Now get that diaper off Michael, and show that piece of wood just how much you love it. Show it how sexy you think it is.”

	Sexy? She was nuts! Yet my cock was stirring inside my wet diaper. I pulled on the tape that held my diaper closed and finally got the thing off. I left it laying on the floor.

	“Get on the bed with it Michael,” Joanna told me, “and show us how good a lover you can be to that simple piece of wood.”

	I heard her and Ashley giggling, but I didn’t dare look at them. How the heck was I supposed to do this? This wasn’t like humping my mattress at all. This wasn’t like anything I had ever done at all. I climbed up on the bed, trying to figure out what to do with it.

	“I’m sure you can figure out where your cock goes, Michael,” Joanna teased.

	I looked at the rough hole in the board. I knelt over top of it and guided my semi–hard cock toward it. But when I tried to push it through, the bed underneath prevented it from going very far. I wasn’t sure what to do, but I pressed the tip of my cock against the mattress that way several times.

	“You’re going to need to do better than that Michael,” Joanna said. “You’re going to need to push your silly cock all the way through that hole. You’ll have to do whatever you can to push yourself back and forth inside that hole…fully!”

	I tried to figure it out. I finally grabbed the board and turned on my side, holding onto it. Now my cock was able to go through that hole with no problem. But of course, all I could see was the board in front of my face.

	“That’s much better Michael. Show that board what a man you are. Show it how sexy you think it is.”

	I did my best to pump in and out of that hole harder, faster. Despite myself, despite not wanting it to happen, I was growing harder. I could actually feel more of the sides of that small hole against my now rock hard cock. It’s a good thing Joanna had told me to go up a size when I made the hole, otherwise my cock might have gotten stuck! I kept grinding away at it, feeling nothing but totally humiliated with what I was doing.

	“Wonderful Michael,” Joanna said. “Very good! Hug that board to you tightly now. Show it how affectionate you can be. Give it a big kiss.”

	I was still trying to grind away going back and forth inside that silly hole. I hugged the board now, which made grinding away a bit more difficult, but I kept at it. The wood was pressed to my face. As Joanna had ordered, I gave it a big kiss. I heard Ashley outright laughing.

	“Have you ever in your life seen anything so pathetic dear?” Joanna said to her daughter.

	“Have you ever…imagined anything so pathetic?”

	“Never Mama. I never came close to imagining anything like this.”

	“Well…there’s the proof right in front of you. He’s got to be the most pathetic human being on the planet! Look at him. He’s humping nothing but a piece of wood. There isn’t even any paintings or pictures on it of any sort. Just a plain piece of wood…with a hole in it for his silly cock to go through.”

	I heard her words. I heard them both laughing at me. And I couldn’t help it, they were actually fuelling my sexual need! All of a sudden I came, burying my cock hard into that hole and gushing my load through to the other side. I finally slowed down, breathing hard.

	“Pathetic!” I heard Ashley exclaim.

	“Worse than that!” Joanna said.

	I laid there panting…hugging the board and trying to recover from my exertions.

	Joanna came over to the bed. “Pathetic! Give your silly board another big kiss then get up from there Michael.”

	I kissed the board yet again. Then got up and left it on the bed. Joanna was looking at the mess I had made on the bed. She shook her head. “That didn’t work out quite as well as I hoped it would,” she said. I didn’t know what she didn’t like about it, but I was hoping that I could put the board back out in my shed and never have to do that again. Talk about demeaning!

	“Get some tissues and clean that up Michael,” Joanna told me. “Then I think it’s time we got you into a fresh diaper for the night.”

	A fresh diaper! Hooray! And more than that, I noticed she hadn’t mentioned one word about spanking me. I removed the board from the bed and leaned it against the wall. I grabbed some tissues and wiped up the mess I had made on the bed. I noticed Joanna looking critically at that board.

	“What’s wrong with it, Mamma?” Ashley asked.

	Joanna shook her head. “I’m not satisfied with a few things about it yet,” she replied.

	“Like what? I thought it was great!”

	Joanna smiled at her. “Yes, it was pretty good. There’s just a few things I want to see if we can make better about it.”

	“Like what?”

	“I’ll have to let you know when I figure it out.” She looked at me. “In the meantime, get your diaper Michael and lay it out on the bed, but don’t put it on yet. I’ll be right back.” She walked out of the room.

	“You were so funny!” Ashley said to me.

	I nodded. I was sure I had been. Damn it! I had fucked…a board. A stupid piece of wood! And I had gotten off on it. Joanna and Ashley were right. It was pathetic. I was pathetic. Totally…absolutely…pathetic. Just like the rest of my life.

	Joanna was back a few minutes later with a small bag in her hands. “Lay down on the bed, Michael,” she said. “Let me put your diaper on you today.”

	I had no problem with that…even though I had already relieved my sexual cravings. I laid down on top of the fresh diaper, expecting her to grab the bottle of baby powder on the dresser, but she reached into that bag and pulled out a plastic bottle instead and squirted a very generous amount into her hands. It took me a moment to realize what it was – baby lotion. The feel of her massaging that all over me was…wonderful! And she particularly massaged it in heavily all over my cock.

	I expected the powder to be next, but I was wrong. Instead, she reached into that bag again and this time pulled out something else. From my position on my back, I couldn’t see what it was, but I heard her unzip something and could hear other small sounds after that from the foot of my bed. “What’s that?” I asked.

	She smiled with that special glint in her eye again. “Guess!” And then she held it up, and I nearly died. I wanted to protest, but somehow, I laid there with my eyes wide while she carefully and painstakingly fitted my cock into a chastity device. Ashley looked on as closely as she could from the foot of the bed while Joanna fussed and prodded and hurt me more than a bit trying to get it all on and in position. But all too soon I felt the tube of that thing going over my penis, and a moment later I heard the tiny sound of the lock clicking home. She had locked my cock up! She had fixed me so I couldn’t even get hard…let alone have any kind of sex. She had locked a chastity device onto me…and I knew without a doubt that I’d never be able to get it off.

	I thought I had recognized the model of the device when she had held it up to show me, but I wasn’t really sure. I wanted to look at it. Examine it. Try to pull the darn thing off! But I laid there with my eyes still wide as I felt her pulling that overly thick diaper up between my legs and then fastening it all too securely. The diaper was secure…and now my cock inside of it was too. What the hell was I going to do?

	My eyes were still wide with shock when Ashley hobbled over and stuck one of my damn pacifiers in my mouth. “Don’t…take that thing out!” she ordered. Then with a laugh, she was gone.

	My mind was in a daze as Joanna helped me into my nightgown. It was still in a daze when Ashley hobbled back in with another baby bottle of water for me to drink. Joanna herself put me to bed, pulled the covers up over me, pulled the stupid plug from my mouth, and then kissed me long and hard on the lips. And my damn cock was locked up! She guided the baby bottle to my lips, and said, “‘Night Mike. Sleep tight.” And with a giggle, she was gone, naturally leaving the bedroom door open…as it always was.

	What the hell was I going to do? My cock was locked up! She was denying me any chance at all to get off – in bed. I remember her saying something about only allowing me to have sex with that piece of wood from now on. Was this her way of ensuring that? And how about with her? Every weekend I had been enjoying sex with her…with a real live human being. Something that until recently had been totally foreign to me. Would she visit me in my bed and have sex with me again?

	All those questions raged through my mind as I sucked on that baby bottle…and finished it before I realized it. I put the bottle down and turned over on my stomach…and tried desperately to hump the bed. I certainly wasn’t having much luck with getting hard again, but then I had just had sex with that board. A dumb piece of wood. And even without that damn chastity device, further sex was probably unlikely for a little while, and that was despite how thick my diaper was. But that didn’t stop me from trying. I tried, and tried, but my cock didn’t seem to be even interested in growing or doing anything at all, even though my mind wanted it. Of course, that damn device kept my cock pointed in exactly the wrong direction for any fun, and that was beside the fact that it wouldn’t let me grow much – if I did start to grow…which right then wasn’t happening.

	I could feel that device locked onto me. There was no way I could ignore it. The straight downward angle it kept my cock felt very uncomfortable to me. Not normal at all. But it was simply the entire feel of that device under my diaper that I couldn’t ignore. It was almost mentally too much for me.

	I finally gave up and turned over. I ignored the pacifier that I knew Ashley wanted me to suck on. I never bothered with it at night anyway. I tossed and turned remembering the events of the past hour. I had fucked a board. A simple piece of wood. And Joanna had locked up my cock.

	Oh dear.

	 


Chapter 21.

	 

	I woke up several times during the night. Each time, my mind reminding me of what had happened. Twice though, I woke up to pee into that massive diaper that now enclosed my locked up cock. Each time I awoke, I rolled over on my stomach and tried to get some kind of sexual relief, but each time, it was like that little part of me down there wasn’t interested. It wasn’t until early in the morning, when I was trying it again, that it started to get a little hard inside that plastic device, but that’s about all it did. All feeling to it was now almost totally muted. Was that why it wasn’t interested in responding? Or was it simply that my mind knew what had happened and so my cock wasn’t bothering to try to do what it knew it couldn’t. Either way, I was quickly becoming sexually frustrated. I had humped that damn board last night, but now I was ready to get more relief the way I did nearly every morning and used to do almost every night. But this time, that relief wasn’t going to come. How long was Joanna going to keep me locked up in that thing? I prayed it wouldn’t be long.

	Unable to get off, and unable to sleep, I got out of bed. It was the weekend. Saturday. I could see the door to Ashley’s room, my old bedroom, was still closed. But then I was guessing it would be. As quietly as my locked on heels would allow, I went down the hall and peeked into the living room. Joanna was still sleeping on the couch. I went into the bathroom. I couldn’t use the toilet, and since I already knew that Ashley wasn’t going to let me out of the diaper, I couldn’t take a shower either. So I shaved and brushed my teeth. That at least helped me feel a little better.

	I went back to my room and laid on the bed. I tried desperately to explore that chastity device with my hands through the massive padding of my diaper, but I couldn’t tell much about it at all. From the tiny bit I had seen of it, I thought I had recognized what kind it was from pictures I had seen on the internet, but without closer examination, I couldn’t be sure. I finally gave up.

	My eyes fell on the board leaning against the wall. From where I was laying on the bed, I couldn’t see the hole in the bottom, but the lipstick marks on it where I’d had to kiss the thing last night were plain as day. And surprisingly, they were all pretty much on top of each other. But then with my cock stuck in that hole, my mouth couldn’t go far from where those kissing spots were. Just looking at the thing though was major embarrassing.

	I finally closed my eyes and fell back asleep again, fantasizing about my cock being locked up, and fantasizing about being forced to make love to a piece of wood. What fantasies? It was all too real!

	––––– o0o –––––

	Breakfast was over and I was cleaning up the kitchen. Of course I was still wearing the diaper Joanna had put on me last night. I was also wearing a bra with those breast forms, my still locked on five inch heels, and I was again sucking on a pacifier. But now I was also wearing that crazy French maid’s outfit over top of it all. Let me tell you, there’s just something about that outfit that made me squirm with embarrassment just thinking about it. But I already knew that that outfit was now my new daily uniform for whenever I was in the house. I wasn’t sure if that was better than having my diaper fully on display or not. The bottom of the diaper could still be seen under my skirt, but it was still a little less visible than before. It was humiliating to dress like that, especially since my wet diaper was still always on display. And trust me, that damn pacifier plugging up my mouth was terribly humiliating too. Humiliating…and awfully demeaning. Having to dress like that all the time can make you feel like you’ve been absolutely put in your place. And I guess, I had been.

	Joanna came into the kitchen and started opening cupboard doors, looking through each one.

	“What do you need?” I asked after pulling out that damn pacifier. My eyes quickly took in the bag on the back of the counter that held her cookie jar – that I hadn’t even looked at yet.

	“I don’t know,” she replied. She went back to looking through cupboards and I finished wiping down the counters. Eventually she started going through the refrigerator. And I remembered that most likely she and I would be going grocery shopping again. I wasn’t looking forward to that. She finally reached into the refrigerator and pulled out the large jar of mayonnaise. She held it up and looked at it critically. The jar was mostly empty, but there was still plenty of mayonnaise in the bottom of it. She closed the refrigerator door and handed me the jar. “Clean that out for me,” she told me. “Nice and clean. We’ll get more when we go shopping.” She left me and headed out to the living room.

	Not knowing what was going on, I turned the water on in the sink and began cleaning the large jar out. The thing looked very much like a glass jar, except it was really plastic and lightweight. Five minutes later, I had the thing clean and dry. An empty jar. But what the heck did Joanna need it for? I screwed the lid back on it and went in search of her. I found her in my bedroom, staring critically at that dumb board.

	“Here it is,” I told her.

	She took the jar and examined it critically. “Thanks,” she said simply, then went back to staring at the board. She stared a moment at the jar again, then back at the board. “Mike,” she said, looking at the jar critically again. “Would it be possible to cut a hole in the jar top…a little bigger than that hole in the board, and then attach the lid of this thing over top of that hole so that we can screw the jar to it?”

	It was fairly easy to picture what she wanted. “Uh…yeah. I’m sure I can.” She handed me the jar. “Good. Get busy.” With that, she walked out.

	I carried everything out to my shop. The hard part was cutting the hole in the metal lid. I then glued it to the board and pounded a few small nails into it to help hold it in place. The jar screwed easily back into the lid and was now attached to the board. I was guessing her intent was to prevent having to clean up any more messes from my now locked up cock…if she ever unlocked me again.

	I carried it all back to her in the house. She examined it critically, then smiled. “Bring it into the bedroom will you?”

	Was she going to have me try it now? I was certainly hopeful, but as it turned out, that wasn’t her intention at all. Once in the bedroom, I leaned the board against the wall again…this time with that mayonnaise jar on full display.

	“Mike,” she said. “What I’m thinking of, is finding some way to hang the board from the ceiling, maybe with a piece of rope or something. The only problem is, we have to make it so we can easily adjust the height. Like maybe have the end of the rope tied to the wall over here, and then we can raise and lower it to wherever we need it.”

	I considered the problem. Actually, there were several engineering problems that had to be considered, but none of them difficult. “Uh…yeah, we can do that. I can put a hole in the top of the board, attach a rope, then run it up through an eyebolt in the ceiling. We can put a cleat of some sort over here on the wall and tie the end of it to it. The only problem is that the board is heavy. I’m going to need a really heavy eyebolt, and I’m also going to have to make sure it gets screwed into a ceiling joist so it doesn’t fall down. To do that, I’m going to have to buy myself a stud finder to figure out where the ceiling joists are.”

	“A stud finder?”

	“You use it to kind of see through the walls to tell where the studs are.”

	“Well, I’m betting that if we use it on you, we certainly won’t find anything at all. Look at you Michael. A stud…you’re not! Now come along, time to get you changed for shopping. We can stop at the building supply store before we get groceries.”

	Ugh! Out in public again. But I knew it was coming. Just not the part about going back to that building supply store. The worst place in the world for someone like me.

	––––– o0o –––––

	I was dressed exactly as I had been the night before, wearing my own clothes, but with my bulky wet diaper, my bra with the breast forms, and of course my still locked on shoes. And yes, she did make me carry Ashley’s colourful purse again. I should have argued with her about that. I mean, that wasn’t part of our deal. I was stuck in women’s shoes everywhere I went from now on, but there had been no mention of carrying a purse everywhere. I think I was too afraid of her and what she might do to me if I did try to complain about it though. So once again, that same all too colourful purse was either in my hands, or slung over my arm.

	Once again, I followed Joanna into that building supply store. I was all too aware of walking funny because of the heels on my feet…and the bulk of the diaper between my legs. The clomp, clomp, clomp sound of my heels seemed to be all too loud just walking through the parking lot as we again headed for the lumber yard entrance. That entrance was a good thing. It wasn’t nearly as busy as the main entrance, and the tool and hardware sections of the store weren’t far from that entrance either.

	“Don’t forget,” Joanna said as we walked through those double doors, Ashley says you can’t leave here until you wet yourself again…inside the store.”

	That was news to me. “Again?”

	“Why not?”

	I didn’t bother replying. The tools were closest so I went there and looked through their stud finders. Joanna had been right, dressed the way I was, there was no way I could possibly think of myself as a stud. Fortunately, the tool I was after was looking for a different kind of stud. One made of wood. I only fucked wood…now. It took a few minutes, but I made my selection, choosing a fairly good one. If I was buying tools for myself, I wanted good ones.

	From there we went to the hardware section and picked out a large eyebolt that I was sure could hold not only the weight of that board, but probably a horse as well. We found some fairly thin but strong nylon rope a few aisles away. But then we needed something to attach to the wall to tie the rope to. That was much more difficult to find. But after searching the hardware section far too long for my nerves, we finally decided on a large “U” shaped cabinet handle. It would work about as well as anything else.

	“That’s it,” I said as I turned to head for the checkout registers.

	“Have you wet yourself yet?” she asked.

	I stopped right there. “Not yet,” I replied, disappointed and frustrated that she hadn’t forgotten – like I had.

	“Then we can’t leave until you do.” Ugh! “Let me try,” I told her.

	“Wait a second,” she said as she quickly fished through her purse and pulled out her cell phone. She stepped back, aimed it at me, and said, “Go ahead.”

	Double ugh! It took a bit of concentration, but it happened, once again, right there in the middle of macho land.

	Joann laughed. “The look on your face when you do that is priceless!”

	Yeah, I’m sure she thought so. Feeling sillier than ever, I did my best to look only down at the floor and ignore the looks from everyone around us. It wasn’t easy. I felt totally humiliated. “I can’t tell you how awful I feel walking around like this…especially in here,” I mentioned to Joanna.

	She laughed a bit. “Why Mike?”

	“Because it’s embarrassing!”

	She laughed again. “I know,” she said. “That’s exactly why I want you looking like that.”

	“But everyone is laughing at me.”

	“Of course! Isn’t that what you want?”

	“No.”

	“You say you don’t, but I’m betting a major part of you really does. Besides, it doesn’t matter. I want everyone looking at you and laughing at you. And to be honest, I can’t wait to make things even worse for you.”

	Worse? I didn’t even want to think about that. But Joanna had been right about too many things. Even in my present circumstances, I could see where she would want to do nothing but show off what a total fool I was.

	Once again I got looked over, and snickered at by the girl at the cash register as I had to open my purse to pay for the stud finder, but we finally got out of there again – without being thrown out. Maybe getting thrown out of the store would have been better. If they did, then the next time I had to go back there, Joanna and Ashley wouldn’t make me dress humiliatingly in any way at all.

	We got back in the car and headed for the grocery store, the next part of my major humiliation for the day. It was Saturday morning, shortly before noon, and already it was turning out to be a major humiliating weekend. First last night, with too many things I didn’t want to contemplate, and now shopping in two different major places. How was I managing to live through it? Those elephant butterflies in my stomach were certainly alive and active.

	Grab the shopping cart, finally get the purse off my arm and put it in the child’s seat. Follow Joanna. Push the cart. Gather the groceries for the week. And cringe at all the incredulous stares I was getting from the other customers. “Oh my God!” I heard one customer exclaim. “He’s got diapers on under those pants. Big ones!” I heard someone else say. “He’s wearing women’s heels!” yet someone else said. I couldn’t look. I couldn’t look at any of them. Meeting anyone eye to eye was out of the question. All I could do was try to keep my gaze off the faces of everyone around me. Mostly I looked down, either at the floor or the lower shelves, or at Joanna’s feet. Aisle after aisle. Not skipping any. And moving very slowly at little more than a snail’s pace.

	We were about three quarters of the way through the store when Joanna turned to me and asked, “Have you wet yourself in here yet?”

	I was shocked. “No. I did that in the other store.”

	“And it’s been quite a while now, so I see no reason why you can’t do it here as well. Don’t worry,” she said with one of those mischievous smiles, “we’ll stay here until you do. “Oh, and Michael, don’t forget to let me know before you do it so I can take pictures for Ashley again.”

	Pictures for Ashley. Wet myself, out in public, in the middle of a store – again! Talk about demeaning.

	Two aisles later, we entered the section of the store that sold baby things. Once again Joanna looked things over all too carefully. Halfway through it, she turned to me. “Mike,” she said. “This would be the perfect place for you to wet that diaper again.”

	Something in my body froze. Did she have to say it so loudly? I couldn’t help but look up and see several different customers looking at us…with very shocked looks on their faces.

	Joanna opened her purse and pulled out her phone again. “I think we’ll wait right here for a while until you’ve managed to do it.” She smiled that wicked smile at me again. “Don’t forget to let me know before you do. I’ll just look at all this sweet baby stuff we can get for you sometime.”

	I know my face turned red. She had purposely said it loud enough that I know the other customers had heard. In fact, as I glanced nervously around, all the other customers were looking right at me.

	Joanna looked around too. “We’re all waiting Mike. Can you do it for us now? Or do we have to wait right here?”

	This wasn’t just Joanna who would be watching me. She was asking me to wet myself right in front of total strangers. “Um…I can try,” I said nervously. 

	Joanna had me move away from the cart, into the centre of the aisle. Then she aimed her cell phone camera at me again. My eyes had no choice but to see everyone else looking at me too. I forced myself to look shamefully back at the floor. I concentrated, and once again I found it all too easy to let loose in my diaper. I was getting way too much practice at it now.

	“Priceless!” I heard Joanna exclaim after hearing the click of her camera.

	I moved back behind the cart while she sent the pictures to Ashley. As we moved slowly through the aisle. Two of the customers who had watched it all were still standing right where they had been, still staring at me as if they couldn’t believe it. Well, I didn’t blame them. I couldn’t believe it either.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Home sweet home. Well, maybe not so sweet anymore. Even my nice big master bedroom wasn’t mine anymore. Home was just a place now where the public didn’t get to see my pathetic humiliating life – usually. There were those times when Ashley had her friends over. But as bad as that was for me, it was far easier than those times I was truly out in public.

	I had to change of course into my new “house uniform” before I could bring all the groceries in from the car. Thank God we had taken my SUV and thank God for closed garage doors! Joanna and I worked together to put everything away, then she said, “Mike, you go get started hanging that board while I start lunch.”

	The board! I headed for my bedroom. I had already dropped off the things I had bought inside. I grabbed the board and carried it out to my workshop. Ten minutes later, I brought it back again with a hole in the top. I had to go out to the workshop again to get my step ladder. Climbing that thing in five inch heels was a bit different, but not that difficult. Strangely, it was the bulk of my diaper that was the most hindrance. Too much pressure between my legs that made things all that much more awkward as I tried to go up or down. But of course, Joanna would never allow something like that to stop me. But the biggest thing on my mind just then was the incongruity of doing something I considered to be a very masculine job, while wearing a French maid’s uniform. Positively weird!

	I enjoyed playing with my new toy – that stud finder. Joanna showed me about where she wanted the thing hung in the corner of the room where it could easily be seen from the door, and I found the closest ceiling joist and marked the closest spot. Joanna approved and headed back to the kitchen. I started screwing that big eyebolt into the ceiling, but soon had to go out to my workshop to get a big screw driver to help give me better leverage. Putting that big a screw into the wood of those ceiling joists took a lot of muscle. I considered myself lucky when Joanna called me to lunch – before I had finished.

	Once lunch was over, I had to clean up the kitchen again before I could go back to that project, but when I did, Joanna came in and watched. With great effort, standing on that ladder in those five inch heels, I managed to finish cranking that big eyebolt into the ceiling. I can tell you for a fact that it wasn’t going anywhere! After that, I got smart and grabbed my drill to help me screw that cabinet handle to the wall. I climbed down from the ladder and tied one end of the rope to the board. I ran the rope up through the eyebolt in the ceiling, then down and looped it through the cabinet handle mounted to the wall. I pulled, and the board started going up. Once the top of it was about head–high, I tied it off. Most of the coil of rope we had bought had to be pooled on the floor. “There,” I said, feeling satisfied with what I considered a job well done.

	“Very nice,” Michael,” Joanna told me as she looked at the board hanging in mid–air. “Now put your things away please.”

	I know it sounds dumb, in fact, it sounds downright perverted, but as I made several trips to carry my ladder and my tools out to the shed, all I could think about was whether or not Joanna would now have me try out that board, now hanging from the ceiling. How the heck was I going to manage it? In some ways I figured it would probably be easier than laying on the bed. I’d have far more freedom of movement. And why the heck was I so interested in it? Was that because of the damn chastity device now attached to my cock? I figured that had to be it. There could be no other earthly reason why I would be so interested in fucking…a dumb board.

	Joanna and Ashley were both in my room discussing that board and waiting for me to finish cleaning up my things. Ashley was sitting up on my bed. “Are you done now?” Joanna asked me.

	“That’s it,” I confirmed, pulling the damn pacifier from my mouth to speak, then putting it back in again.

	“Good,” Joanna replied. “We may as well try this thing out now and see if it’s going to work.”

	Why, oh why, was that music to my ears.

	“Just take your dress and that diaper off Michael,” Joanna told me. “Let’s see how this goes.”

	No lipstick like the night before? No other special preparations? I quickly removed my diaper, leaving me in just my locked on heels and my bra with the breast forms. I stood there waiting to be told what to do.

	Joanna produced a key and unlocked the chastity device. This was the best view I’d had of it so far, and I was sure I recognized the brand. It was all one piece and made of relatively soft plastic so it was supposed to be comfortable for long–term use. I could see through the clear plastic that there wasn’t much extra room for my cock inside of it. My balls seemed to stick out from each side of the divider that held the tube to the back of the ring. I only marvelled that I hadn’t already felt the tight restriction from it if my cock had tried to get any harder. It took a few moments and some rather painful manipulating, but before long that device was off of me. Freedom! I can’t tell you how much of a relief it was to have it gone. I scratched briefly around myself down there.

	“We’re waiting Michael,” Joanna said.

	I approached the board, totally unsure of things. The hole was a bit too low so I had to bend my knees a bit. With my hands, I guided my soft cock into the hole.

	“Just keep it there like that,” Joanna said as she went over to the rope on the wall. She untied it, and pulled. I felt the board going up, and my knees with it. 

	“How’s that?” Joanna asked.

	In those five inch heels, the height seemed to be just about right. “Good,” I replied with that pacifier still in my mouth.

	She tied the rope off. “Okay Michael. Have fun.”

	Have fun! Yeah right. Making love to a piece of wood. So why was I starting to get hard just thinking about it? I grabbed the board and slowly started rocking myself back and forth, in and out of that hole. Just slightly at first so I wouldn’t slip out of it, then more vigorously the more my cock grew. I could hear both Joanna and Ashley giggling behind me.

	“He’s doing it again, Mamma,” Ashley said. “He’s screwing a dumb piece of wood.”

	“Yes dear,” Joanna replied. “Totally perverted if you ask me.” “For sure!” Ashley agreed.

	My pounding in that hole became more intense, and as it did, the dumb pacifier in my mouth kept hitting the board over and over again. Clack. Clack. Clack. Clack.

	“Stop that!” Ashley yelled.

	I kept going. Pounding hard on the bottom, and that damn pacifier still banging away at the top.

	“Stop!” Ashley yelled again.

	I forced myself to stop, even though I was getting close to cumming.

	“Do you have to bang that thing so hard on your board?” Ashley complained.

	I turned around, my cock still in the hole, and looked at Joanna. I shrugged.

	“Just take it out,” Joanna told me.

	I reached for the pacifier and started to remove it from my mouth.

	“No!” Ashley countered quickly. “I want him sucking on that thing all the time.”

	Joanna considered the situation. “Then I think we have a problem. His face has to stay so close to that board that he can’t help but bang it against the wood. Hmm.”

	I stood there looking at her as she thought about the problem. Then I saw her eyebrows go up momentarily. “I’ll be right back,” she said.

	She left the room. I looked over at Ashley, but it was obvious that she didn’t have a clue what her mother was going to do either.

	Joanna was back two minutes later. “Get out of there, Michael,” she ordered.

	I pulled myself out of the hole in the board. In truth, as strange as it sounds, I would have preferred to leave my cock in it. Joanna pulled the pacifier from my lips, and then I saw what she had gone out to get. She had found my tube of super glue in the kitchen drawer. Ashley and I both watched as she put several drops on the back of the pacifier, then she pressed it to the board, right in the middle of all those lipstick marks from the night before. She held it in place for a few moments, then removed her hand. I watched as she grabbed the pacifier and pulled on it. It was now stuck fast to the board. I heard Ashley giggle.

	“There,” Joanna said, sounding rather satisfied with herself. “I think that should help that little problem immensely.” Once again, I heard Ashley giggle. Me, I only stared at it in disbelief.

	“Okay Michael. Wrap your lips on that pacifier, and get busy.”

	I couldn’t believe it. I simply couldn’t believe it! But I went back over to the board. Grabbed it, stuck my face right up to it, and sucked that pacifier into my mouth. I quickly pulled my face away though as I had to look down and grab my cock to see where to put it in the hole.

	“Wait!” Ashley exclaimed again.

	Now what? I looked over at her.

	“Don’t use your hands,” she giggled.

	I looked to Joanna and saw the surprised look on her face…and then that wicked sly look taking over. She picked up the tube of super glue and held it out to me. “Take that back to the kitchen and put it away Michael. And when you come back, bring me a knife. A sharp one!”

	Once again I had no idea what this demented woman had in mind. But I took the tube of super glue back to the kitchen and returned with a sharp kitchen knife.

	Joanna took some of the extra rope hanging from that handle on the wall and cut it off. She tied a small loop in one end, then fed the other end through it. “Turn around Michael and put your hands behind you.”

	Nervously, I did. A second later, I felt her slip that loop over my wrists and pull it tight. I felt her start to wrap the free end of the rope around my wrists, but she stopped and unwrapped it, leaving just the loop pulled tight. “Hold this rope in your hand…both hands,” she told me as she pressed the free end of the rope into my hands. “Don’t let it go.”

	I realized that as long as I was holding that rope, the loop was essentially binding my hands together behind my back.

	“Now…” Joanna said. “Let’s try it again. Put that pacifier in your mouth first, and then we can watch while you try to figure out where that hole is for your silly cock. Good luck,” she laughed.

	I heard Ashley laughing from the bed as well. Now filled with a bit of trepidation, I cautiously approached that humiliating board. I grabbed the pacifier with my mouth, sucking it fully in. The board was now pulled right up against my nose.

	“Find your hole, Michael,” Joanna giggled behind me.

	I started grinding my cock around, doing my best to find where that hole was. In five inch heels, the task wasn’t that easy. I kept feeling the hole, but as to getting my cock into it, that was an entirely different problem, especially since I had become completely soft during all the commotion since the last time I had tried this. The other problem was that every time I pushed against the board, it tried to swing away from me, sometimes trying to slip away to the side. But perseverance won out, and I finally managed to slide my cock into that silly hole. I was surprised at how proud of myself I felt for managing it. I was also surprised at how good it felt against my cock.

	“Suck that pacifier,” I heard Ashley command with more than a bit of laughter.

	I sucked on the pacifier, and slowly started grinding my cock in and out of that silly hole. The board moved. It was hung from the ceiling so it took very little effort for it to move with my thrusting. And when I pulled back, it didn’t come with me nearly as fast. I had to be very, very careful, or I would slip out of it again. Since I couldn’t hold onto the board with my hands, I quickly figured out that the only way I could control it…at least somewhat…was by sucking hard on that damn pacifier mounted to the top. It took work and a lot of trial and error, but eventually I got the hang of it and started doing better. But all too often, I literally found myself moving around and literally chasing the board to stay with it.

	“Oh dear!” I heard Joanna mutter.

	“What Mamma? What’s wrong?” Ashley asked.

	“Nothing, dear,” Joanna replied. “I think I like this. It’s funny. It looks like he’s kissing the board.”

	While the two of them laughed over that, I realized that it probably did look like that. But what could I do about it. I kept going, slowly and carefully grinding away, and slowly getting larger down there in the process. With the board stuck to my face, and my hands stuck behind my back, the process was difficult, to say the least, but I kept at it, feeling nothing but total humiliation at what I was doing. And trust me, fucking a stupid piece of wood and finding that it was fulfilling some kind of twisted sexual fantasies, is nothing but humiliating! I worked at it and worked at it, and in the process I worked harder and harder at it. At one point, I accidentally pulled back too far and my cock came out of the hole. I desperately tried to poke it back in, continually poking it into the surface of the board. I had to slow down and grind my cock against the surface of it to find the hole again, but once I did, I was quickly back at it.

	“It’s absolutely silly,” I heard Joanna mention to Ashley. “It has to be the most depraved thing I’ve ever seen.”

	“It is that, Mamma,” Ashley agreed.

	I agreed too, yet I was still doing it…and dare I say it, loving it. It was so damn demeaning. So humiliating. And consequently, it was driving me on like nothing else. All at once I felt myself coming in huge spurts as I rocked and poked my groin at that board as hard as I was able.

	“Look Mama!” Ashley proclaimed. “You can see it hitting the back of the jar.”

	“Yes you can!” Joanna agreed. “I think that’s going to work out quite well.”

	I slowed my pace as I heaved big breaths in through my nose. I finally stood still, my eyes closed since I couldn’t see anything except that board, my breathing still fast as I recovered, and my mind going in circles from what I had just done…again. I had fucked a board. Nothing but a simple piece of wood. With a hole in it. How…demeaning. How…degrading. What kind of loser had I become.

	“Just stay there a moment, Michael,” Joanna told me.

	I stayed, my lips still wrapped around that damn pacifier. I opened my eyes, trying to see what was going on, but all I could really see was that big board plastered in front of my face. The pacifier mounted to the board the way it was prevented me from turning my head much at all. I heard Joanna moving around the room.

	“Get up dear,” Joanna told her daughter. “I’ll get his diaper back on him.”

	I heard Ashley getting up off the bed. “Wait a minute, Mamma,” she said quickly. “I want to get him another bottle.”

	“Go ahead dear,” Joanna replied.

	Another bottle. Something else to suck on. Something I neither wanted nor needed. Something I wasn’t looking forward to. And I had signed up for this? What a true loser I was. I heard Ashley hurrying from the room. Her plaster cast and crutch making plenty of noise in the process. I could hear Joanna doing something, but I could still only see that big board in front of my face.

	“Okay Michael,” Joanna said. “Come lay down. Let’s get a fresh diaper on you.”

	I gratefully let go of that damn pacifier…and board. I let loose of the rope holding my wrists together behind my back, pulled against the rope, opening the loop, and let it drop to the floor. She had laid out a fresh diaper on the bed for me. At least it was a fresh diaper. I had a feeling that if it was Ashley doing it, she would have put the same old used one back on me. I laid down and heard Ashley clomping her way back down the hallway. A moment later she was in the room, with a baby bottle. I saw her heading toward me with it…and realized she wasn’t heading toward me at all but to that dumb board instead. I watched in horror as she unscrewed that big jar attached to it, and then carefully dumped all my cum into the bottle on top of the water that was in there.

	“There,” she said, sounding all too happy with herself. She handed the bottle to her mother. Joanna looked at it with a smile and stuck it to my lips. I automatically started sucking on it as my hands came up to hold it. Ugh! One demeaning thing on top of another.

	Joanna left the room and was gone for a while, while Ashley watched me drinking the “liquid” from that bottle. Joanna finally came back, and I was very surprised to see the things in her hand – a wet washcloth, shaving cream, and my razor.

	“Just lay still,” Joanna told me as she went to work. “It’s nice to see your body all shaved now, but you’ve got a bit of stubble starting to grow again where it would be under your chastity device.

	Laying on my back, and especially with that bottle in my mouth, I couldn’t see what she was doing very well, but I certainly felt it. I felt her cleaning me up. I felt her applying the shaving cream. And I especially felt her shaving my entire diaper area, front and back…including my balls. It was quite an experience. And surprisingly, one that frightened me somewhat. But it was soon over and she again cleaned me up with that wet washcloth.

	Joanna again grabbed the bottle of baby lotion and spread it liberally all over me, and especially all over my cock. All too soon I felt Joanna fitting that damn chastity device back over my balls, and then struggling to shove my cock through that same triangular ring. Once the base was firmly in place and she had made sure my balls and my cock were pulled as far through it as possible, I felt that darn tube being pulled over my entire penis again. I heard the tiny click of the lock securing it all. Locked up – again!

	She grabbed the bottle of baby powder now and sprinkled it liberally all over. Did that stuff have to smell that strong? You couldn’t miss it! Not that it mattered. Anyone looking at me couldn’t miss the diapers I was wearing, even when I was out in public and wearing pants over them. So what difference would the smell of a little baby powder make?

	Fifteen minutes later, I was dressed in my maid’s outfit again, including a new pacifier stuck in my mouth. Ashley and her mother were “discussing” things out in the living room. I had laundry to do and Ashley’s bathroom to clean. I couldn’t hear what they were talking about…and to be honest, I was fairly sure I didn’t want to know.

	Dinner came, and it was a welcome rest for me to be able to sit down for a change and eat. My feet were beyond tired. The only thing I could have really done without at dinner, was that darn baby bottle again. Could I take the thing out of the house somewhere and hide it when nobody was looking? Like maybe in the trash can? But I knew that wouldn’t work very well, they’d just buy me a new one as fast as possible and I’d be right back where I started.

	I was cleaning up the kitchen after dinner. I knew Joanna was getting ready to leave soon. But while I was still working, she came into the kitchen with a bag in her hands. She held it up for me to see.

	“All your shoes that you won’t be needing anymore,” she told me with all too broad a smile on her face.

	I watched as she carried the bag out to her car herself. Just watching her do that had been a horrid reminder of the situation I was now faced with – wearing women’s shoes everywhere I went. Thank God my workplace was out of bounds for that!

	Joanna was back a few minutes later and when she came in, she went straight to that bag she had placed on the counter. The one that held her cookie jar. I stopped working to watch her open the bag and pull it out. Except it wasn’t like any cookie jar I had ever seen before. The bottom looked to be clear plastic, and the top was red with what looked like electronic controls on the top. “That’s a cookie jar?” I asked.

	“Sort of,” she replied. “I got it to help me stick to my diet, except that it didn’t work. After a week, I simply ignored the thing and grabbed whatever sweets I wanted – whenever I wanted. Come take a look at this,” she said. “I need you to learn how to operate it.” “Am I going on a diet?” I asked as I walked over to take a look.

	“Of sorts,” she replied.

	I took a closer look at it, and realized I had seen an advertisement for something like it before.

	“This is called a kitchen safe,” she told me. “Once it’s locked, there’s no way to open it until the timer runs out. You put whatever you want inside. Put the lid on. Turn the dial to set how long it needs to stay locked, and press the button. Trust me, once it’s set, you can’t open it again until the time runs out. It’s no wonder I gave up on it after a week. I’m too weak when it comes to something I want to eat. And that especially includes sweets.”

	“So why are you giving it to me?”

	Oh how I hated it when she smiled those wicked smiles at me. But instead of answering my question, she had me set the timer on the lid for one minute. Doing that was easy enough. I set it and pushed the button. Joanna had me try to open the safe. It took very little effort before I realized that it couldn’t be done. A minute later, the safe unlocked itself and the top came off easily.

	“Um…I said. “Is this for the keys to my chastity device?”

	“Nope!” she said all too delightedly. “Something else entirely.”

	“Then what’s this for?”

	But again instead of answering, she said, “I’ll be right back.”

	I watched as she left. A few minutes later, she was back, and my knees went week when I saw that she had the shoes that I wear to work in her hand. “The safe is for these,” she said as she held my shoes up. Instead of putting my shoes on the floor or even on the counter, she put them right down inside the bottom of the safe.

	“Oh good, they just fit,” she said. “It’s a good thing I got the large size so I could put a whole box of cookies in there.”

	I swallowed hard as she put the top on the safe. Since the plastic bottom was clear, I could still see them inside the safe.

	“Okay now Michael,” she said. “We’re going to have to be very careful about this from now on or you’re going to have a big problem. What time do you usually arrive at work every day?”

	“At work?”

	“What time do you usually get there?”

	“Uh…work starts at eight thirty. I’m usually there by eight fifteen.”

	“And how long does it take you to drive from here to work?”

	“Uh…usually about fifteen minutes.”

	“Good,” she said. “Now we need to figure out how much time between now and let’s say, eight ten Monday morning. That should give you five minutes to get your shoes out of the box and go into work at your usual time.”

	“Eight ten?”

	“I told you that the only place you’re allowed to wear your old shoes from now on is at work. So starting now, you’re going to have to leave for work wearing your usual women’s shoes, and I’m afraid that we’re going to be making sure that you drive home from work wearing women’s shoes as well. All the rest of the time they’re going to be locked up here in this box where you won’t be able to get at them. If you go anywhere at lunchtime on a workday, you’ll have to be able to wear your men’s shoes as well since I guess you’re usually with your friends from work, so we won’t count that time against you. But all the rest of the time this box will make sure that you have no choice in the matter.

	You’ll leave for work at your usual time, while the box is still locked. If we do it right, it will unlock shortly before you get to work. You can change into your shoes in the car and go into work. Then after work, you can change again as soon as you get into your car. You’ll put your men’s shoes in the box, set the timer for the next day, and lock it. And Michael, I’ll want pictures every evening when you set the timer to make sure you’re doing it each time.” I was dumbfounded. Totally dumbfounded.

	“Now,” she said. “Let’s figure out how long to set this for so it opens when I want it to on Monday morning.”

	It took a little discussion but between the two of us we decided that the correct timing for the safe needed to be one day, thirteen hours, and five minutes. Joanna had me set the timer myself…and push the button to lock it. Just that easily, my men’s shoes were totally denied me, no matter how much I might want them. The only thing I could do with them was to look at them through the clear sides of that box. And I could already tell that being only allowed to look at them was going to add even more to my humiliation. My biggest concern now, was hoping that the timer opened when I needed it to – before I would be late for work on Monday.

	Ten minutes later Joanna took off. I was still trying to come to grips with what she had done with my male shoes. Locked them away! Like my cock she had locked! Like the shoe locks on my feet. And even though my dress wasn’t locked on me just then, like my dress could all too easily be locked on me as well. My life had gone from total freedom, to an ever growing series of locks.

	Later that night, after I locked up the house, I went back to my room. That crazy board was still hung from the ceiling in the corner. You couldn’t miss it as you entered. You couldn’t miss it as you just looked into the room. Anyone standing in the doorway would have a perfect view of it.

	I got into bed with another baby bottle that Ashley herself had delivered to my room, and I turned out the light. I could no longer see that board as easily. In fact I could only see a vague shape in the corner. But I knew it was there. Big, and imposing. Both physically, and mentally.

	I automatically sucked on the bottle of water as my mind contemplated my day. I had to pee and I let it out, barely noticing. I had no reason to notice. My mind was still more focused on all too many humiliating things in my life now.

	I wanted my cock to get hard. I wanted to roll over and hump the bed like I usually did. But I didn’t bother even trying. It would be useless. I was used to getting myself off every evening before I went to sleep, and I did it most mornings as well. Now…I couldn’t do it at all. I had humped that dumb board earlier that afternoon, but I could feel my body wanting its usual nightly relief. A relief I couldn’t give it. Too many fantasies were running through my head. Too many things that turned me on all too much, yet I couldn’t do anything about them at all.

	I was stuck. Joanna had seen to it. She had put lock after lock on my life. I was stuck and my only way out for the relief I knew I wanted was to do what Joanna wanted me to do – which was to fuck nothing but that dumb piece of wood. Joanna had full control of me. Ashley had full control of me.

	I remembered walking through the stores feeling nothing but shame, doing it only because Joanna and Ashley wanted me to. I was a fool. I was pathetic. And I couldn’t help it. Some major part of me loved it all too much.

	 


Chapter 22.

	 

	I had gone to sleep feeling like a major loser. I woke up feeling pretty much the same. How good can you feel about yourself when the proof of your place in humanity is written in the wet bulky diapers that you’re wearing? And we won’t even discuss my new sex life.

	I wasn’t at all surprised that Ashley’s bedroom door was still closed when I got up. She slept a lot later than I did. I’m sure her mind was far more at peace with herself than my mind was.

	As per old habits, I went straight to the bathroom where I looked longingly at the toilet. I then looked longingly at the bathtub and shower nozzle. Why had I bothered going in there? Since I wasn’t allowed out of the bowling ball of a diaper I was currently stuck in, what was the use in even entering the bathroom? Besides those damn five inch t–strap heels were still locked to my feet. It’s amazing that I was getting so used to wearing them all the time now that I could sleep all night and only wake occasionally from their discomfort. Actually, I woke more often to pee since Ashley kept making me drink those darn baby bottles of water every night when I went to bed.

	I turned to the sink and washed my bleary–eyed face. Then I shaved and brushed my teeth. That much made me feel a little closer to being human. The thick, heavy diaper I was stuck in took most of those feeling human thoughts away.

	I went back to the bedroom and dressed in the same bra I had worn the day before. I stared long and hard at that French maid’s dress Ashley had bought me, then gave in and put it on, finally tying the apron around my waist as neatly as I could. I considered myself lucky that I didn’t have to lock myself into it…as far as I knew. This was my uniform now. My new uniform for whenever I was home. My totally demeaning uniform. I can’t tell you how much of a loser it made me feel like. Especially when my diaper was that wet and bulky and I knew the bottom of it could still be seen below the skirt.

	Carrying my pacifier in my hand instead of in my mouth, I headed to the kitchen to make myself some coffee. If I was lucky, I could drink it before Ashley even woke up, which meant drinking it from a cup instead of the damn baby bottle!

	Ashley slept late. I wound up drinking half that damn pot of coffee before I heard her coming out of her room. And by that time I had already drank more than enough coffee, and the evidence of what I had drank it from was thoroughly cleaned up and put away. The better part of it all was that I had been letting myself wet as often as possible, and my diaper was starting to leak down my legs on both sides.

	“‘Morning Ashley,” I said as she settled herself in her living room throne…I mean chair.

	She looked me over carefully with a broad smile on her face. That dress is so perfect for you!” she declared. “What are you?” she asked so fast it took me a moment to realize what she had said.

	With a mental sigh, I replied. “I’m a big sissy and I want everyone to know it.” Then of course I curtseyed.

	She laughed, then her face seemed to light up even more. “You’re leaking!”

	“Uh…yeah. I was just about to bring that to your attention. Can I change now? It’s going to be awfully hard to do anything with my diaper this bad.”

	She laughed, then totally amazed me. “Yeah, sure. Go ahead and get a shower too. There’s a pile of keys on my dresser,” she said, “bring them to me and I’ll unlock your shoes.”

	I didn’t have to be told twice. I waddled as fast as my very high heels would let me into her room, found the keys, and brought them back to her. She separated them and a few minutes later my shoe locks were off – but not my shoes. Ashley wanted me to wait until I got fully undressed before I took them off. But I had no problem with that at all. At least I knew they were coming off. I headed straight for the bathroom.

	“Mister Mike!”

	I stopped and turned.

	“Don’t you dare close that bathroom door! I want to be able to check and make sure you don’t try to use the toilet while you’re in there. And when you get out of the shower, before you get dressed at all, come out here first.”

	“Uh…okay,” I replied. Not closing the bathroom door was more than a bit irritating. I hadn’t even thought about it yet, but I’m sure I would have made very full use of that toilet while I was in there. Now Ashley was fixing it so I didn’t dare. And as to going out totally naked once I finished, that part had me a bit worried, but just then, the most important thing in the world to me was getting out of that miserable diaper and getting a good hot shower.

	I don’t know how long I took in the shower, and I didn’t care. When something so simple feels that good, you take everything you can and savour it. Not to mention that it was the first real opportunity I had to examine that chastity device. I didn’t have to examine it long. I figured out real quick that it wasn’t coming off…not that I’d remove it without permission.

	Finally, totally naked except for that chastity device, I walked back to the living room to see Ashley. She was avidly interested in some romantic movie on TV. I waited off to the side, not bothering to interrupt her. Actually, I was in no hurry to put another diaper on.

	All too soon the commercials came and she looked over at me…and immediately turned her gaze on the chastity device her mother had locked in place. “Get over here,” she ordered. When I was close enough, she reached out and grabbed my locked up testicles, and took the time to have a real good look at that device. Several times I felt her pulling and trying to manipulate it, but of course, it didn’t come off. And then she said something that pretty much horrified me. “Did my mother give you the key?”

	Huh? “No,” I said, starting to panic. “Didn’t she leave it with you?”

	She shook her head. “I didn’t think about it before she left.” She looked up at my face. “So neither of us has the key?”

	I shook my head. “Not unless she left it somewhere, like maybe with the other keys I got from your dresser?”

	She immediately turned to the pile of keys now on her little table and started going through them, which took only two seconds. “It’s not here!” she exclaimed. “Go check your room!” she ordered urgently.

	I not only checked my room all over, but I went into her room as well and checked everywhere I could. I even searched the kitchen where I already knew it wasn’t. “I can’t find it!” I yelled, the panic clearly in my voice. I went back to the living room and saw her texting someone on her phone.

	“I’m checking with my mom,” she said.

	I waited, still stark naked. But her phone didn’t ding signalling a reply had come in. After ten minutes, I said, “Maybe I should get dressed?”

	“No! I want to know if we can get you out of that thing first.”

	I went into the kitchen and sat at the table. I was totally worried about this situation. I mean, Joanna wouldn’t be back for an entire week! I’d be…locked up…for an entire week! I couldn’t even imagine that. What the heck was I supposed to do when I went to work – tomorrow? I wasn’t even sure I could pee standing up with the way that device was designed. Could I even get it out of my pants? Panic city! Joanna had to leave those keys somewhere – in this house! But where?

	I heard Ashley’s phone ding, and I hurried to the living room. I saw Ashley’s eyes go wide as she looked up at me. “Mom purposely kept the keys. She’s not letting you out of that thing until next week!”

	Oh God! What was I going to do?

	Ashley was staring at me, seemingly just as horrified. And then I saw her face change and she started sniggering with laughter. “You’re going to be stuck in that thing for an entire week!” she said. “That’s just too funny.” Not from my point of view.

	“Hey!” Ashley said excitedly. “Maybe we can put those shoe locks on you too, and then lock your dress on you, and then mail all the keys to my mother so you can’t get out of any of it…for an entire week!” She started laughing hysterically. I knew she was only joking about that one – fortunately. At least, I hoped she was joking. I was going to be stuck wearing the darn chastity device to work all week. Fortunately, nobody could see it…I hoped.

	“I guess there’s no choice about it, Mister Mike,” she said. “I guess go get dressed. You know what you’ve got to wear.”

	Yeah, I did know…not that I was happy about it. I headed quite sombrely toward my bedroom. An entire week! What the hell was I going to do?”

	––––– o0o –––––

	We had company that day – of course. Amanda came over with her boyfriend Jimmy. And Chris came over as well…with his new girlfriend Crystal. I was not only wearing my new maid’s dress for them, it was locked on, as were my shoes again.

	Early on, I had to remove my diaper in front of all of them so they could get an all too close look at that chastity device I was stuck in. I could just see each of them itching to touch it and examine it further. Fortunately, none of them did. That would have been very…disturbing…to me.

	Once I was diapered again, the whole group followed Ashley into my room where she showed them my work shoes stuck in that clear plastic safe, and of course my new sex toy hanging from the ceiling. And then I had to stand up to it and “demonstrate” sucking on that stupid pacifier glued to the top with my hands semi–bound behind my back – which brought about a lot of laughter from all of them.

	It was while I was still standing there “demonstrating” sucking that pacifier, that I heard Ashley suddenly exclaim, “You know what we should do?”

	Several of them asked what, and Ashley seemed all too interested in telling them.

	“We should make him stand there sucking on that thing for the rest of the day!” “All day?” Amanda asked.

	“Yeah! Why not?”

	“But why?”

	Ashley laughed. “Because I think it’s funny.”

	“Yeah, it is,” Chris agreed. I knew there was a reason why I hated that kid.

	“But…like…we’re all going to like…sit here all day and watch him?” Crystal asked.

	There was immediate silence for a few moment. Common sense had ruled out! Hooray! And as the silence continued to stretch out, I started waiting for the order to finally take my lips off that stupid pacifier.

	But before that order came, ‘pain–in–the–neck’ Chris blurted out, “Hey guys, if you want, I can try something.”

	“What?” Several of them asked.

	But instead of saying anything, he got up from sitting on the bed and came over to me. “First of all,” he said, “let’s fix this problem. I felt him grabbing the rope that held my hands behind my back, and a moment later, he started binding my wrists in earnest. All of a sudden there was no chance of me getting my hands apart at all. They were firmly tied together. “Now,” Chris said, “I think all we need is a little more of this rope.”

	I couldn’t see him, since I was sucking up to that board. But I could hear him doing something behind me, most likely with the lengthy amount of excess rope hanging from the wall. And then he was suddenly back. He took that rope and wrapped it several times around me and the board both, binding me tightly to it. I couldn’t step away from the board if I tried. And to make matters worse, he used that same rope and bound my neck to the board. I couldn’t even tilt my head back away from that pacifier. I was now stuck sucking on the thing, whether I liked it or not…which I didn’t.

	“There,” Chris said, sounding all too satisfied with himself. “That should hold him right there.”

	I couldn’t see anything except that wide board in front of my face, but they all immediately came over for a good close look…not that I could do anything about it, I was thoroughly stuck to that board and I couldn’t get away from it. I could take a step or two in almost any direction as far as the board would let me, but that’s about all I could do.

	Ashley was laughing…naturally. “That’s great!” she exclaimed. Then she came over to me. Her voice was soft but menacing. “One of the things Chris and I used to argue about, was that he wanted to tie me up before having sex, and I would never let him. He’s into that bondage stuff. Like you like looking at your sissy humiliation stuff on the internet, that’s what he’s into. I just don’t want anyone tying me down at all – ever! I hate just the thought of it and it scares me too much.”

	She turned away from me and back toward the others. “Let’s leave him here now. We can check on him later.”

	Not music to my ears. But a minute later, that part of the house was totally quiet, and I was peacefully alone. Except not so peacefully. I started struggling to get loose. I squirmed, I moved a few steps and pulled. I did everything I could think of. I even tried sliding downward off of that board. But darn Chris had tied those ropes too tightly. I could literally do nothing but stand there attached to that board…in those five inch heels that I now hated with a passion. And trust me, even though I wasn’t exactly sucking on that pacifier, there was still no way I could get it out of my mouth. And only minutes later, I felt myself drooling. Yuck! I couldn’t even wipe my chin. Totally awful!

	Chris was into bondage? I could understand fully why Ashley argued about it with him. But did she have to let him practice it on me instead? That part worried me.

	I heard some of them come back to the room. I hoped to be released, but I heard Chris say, “Still there,” and then they were gone again. Shortly after that, I heard someone else come in…and a few clicks. I was guessing one of them was taking pictures. I could still see nothing but that damn board, and with that pacifier stuck in my mouth and my mouth stuck tightly up against that board, I couldn’t even ask anyone to release me…which I was more than willing to beg for. And then again I was left alone. I could have screamed. In fact, I did try to call out. But all that came out was a muffled moan.

	I stood there and waited. And I stood there and waited. And I stood there and waited. I moved around in a blind little circle, but I couldn’t really go anywhere. That board that had brought me so much pleasure, was now bringing me all too much misery. My feet were killing me of course, even though I was well used to wearing those shoes for long periods of time. And now I had no choice but to stand in them – forever!

	And then my miserable life became far more miserable. I had been standing there for what had to be hours. How much time had actually passed was impossible to tell, but I hadn’t heard anyone coming into the room for what seemed like a very, very long time. As I was standing there, I suddenly realized something new. There was a very uncomfortable “pressure” building up in my bowels. I hadn’t had a bowel movement since Friday at work, and it was now sometime Sunday afternoon. My system was way overdue and more than ready. I’m pretty sure that standing up all the time didn’t exactly help that problem either.

	I fought it to be sure! A few times I desperately thought I might have heard one of them come back to check on me, I tried to vocalize my problem. But of course, if there was anyone there, they wouldn’t have understood anything except that I was tired of standing there. I had peed into my diaper several times. That was all too easy now. I hardly thought about it when I did it. But this wasn’t anything like that. This was a real problem! Not to mention a smelly one.

	No surprise, I eventually had no choice but to fill my diaper with something far more solid than pee. Something far smellier too. Not to mention something far more uncomfortable. And still I was stuck there. And before long, even though my nose was plastered to that board, I noticed the strengthening “odour” in the room that I could never deny wasn’t coming from me.

	And still I stood there, now in a smelly diaper that was again starting to feel like a huge bowling ball stuck between my legs. I needed changing – badly, but still they left me alone.

	And then I heard noise. Far more noise than I had heard in a while. And suddenly I could tell that the room was full of people again.

	“Did you miss us, Mister Mike?” Chris asked. I heard one of the girls giggling.

	“Pew!” I heard Amanda exclaim. “It stinks in here.”

	“I think someone really needed that diaper,” I heard Ashley laughing.

	I tried to say something back, but of course it didn’t exactly sound comprehensible.

	“You should have been there,” I heard Chris saying. “We’ve all been over at my house playing video games, and I totally trashed everyone! You should have seen how good I was, Mister Mike.”

	Games! They weren’t even here? And trust me, just then I didn’t care in the least how well Chris had played. Again I tried to voice my displeasure, and again it brought me nothing.

	“Since we’re back, I guess we better untie him now,” I heard Chris say. Yes! That was the best thing I had heard in like…forever!

	“Not to mention,” Amanda added. “He really needs a diaper change.”

	I heard them all laughing. Trust me, I was more than willing to change my diaper. Just as I was more than willing to get untied from that board. Chris and someone else, I was guessing Jimmy, untied my body from the board first, then one of them undid the rope holding my neck and head too tightly to the board as well. I finally got my face away from the board, and that damn pacifier out of my mouth. My mouth immediately started drooling again for some reason, but my arms were still bound behind me so I couldn’t wipe it off. Chris untied my arms – finally. I moved my whole body around trying to get the kinks out. I wanted desperately to sit down to get the weight off of my aching feet, but I was even less interested in sitting down on top of that load in my diaper.

	“Go get changed now, Mike,” I heard Ashley tell me.

	Trust me, she didn’t have to tell me twice. I grabbed a fresh diaper from the box in my room and was off to the bathroom like a shot! I really wanted another shower, but locked up in my dress and shoes like I was, that option was completely out. But at least I could get my smelly diaper off and change it for a fresh one. Trust me, I was very, very glad to do that.

	I now had a whole new hatred for that board hung in my room. It was indeed a double edged sword. I could see now how it could bring me pleasure, even though it was a form of pleasure I’d rather trade for something better, and I could also see how it could bring me all too much misery. But the worst of the matter was something far more worrying. All that misery that it brought me, was also something that seemed to occupy my fantasies now. It was yet another big something, added on top of so many other big somethings, that all continually kept me in a total state of sexual need. And trust me, just knowing that I was stuck in that damn chastity device and couldn’t get it off was one of the biggest somethings now on the list.

	Why did I have to be so perverted? Why did I have to have such longings for such obviously demented and humiliating things? Why did I yearn so much for the danger, the allure, the thrill? And why should I be so turned on by being such a fool, a pervert, and a loser?

	And why, oh why, had Joanna kept that keys and not left them here? Ugh! I could just scream!

	 


Chapter 23.

	 

	It was Monday. Usually Mondays were a relief because it meant I’d be back at work in the normal world again and away from Ashley…and Joanna I guess. Or more like I’d be away from their dominating and humiliating rules. But this time I drove to work like a madman, the clear plastic safe that kept my male shoes locked away from me was on the passenger seat of my car. I glanced at it over and over again, watching the darn timer slowly ticking down, willing the darn thing to open. But of course it didn’t. Would it open? It better!

	Just a few minutes before I got to the bank, I heard a soft sound and looked over at the safe. The timer had run out and it had unlocked. Whew!

	Bank employees are forced to park well away from the building. I chose a spot with no other cars around. As fast as I could, I got my shoes out of that safe, I removed my t–strap heels. I pulled a pair of socks on my feet, covering up the pantyhose Joanna’s rules made me wear with my heels, and then slipped my men’s shoes on. I “hid” my women’s shoes on the floor of the car, hoping nobody would notice them. Feeling very much relieved, I finally got out of the car and went into work.

	It was a big relief getting my normal shoes on. As always, it was a big relief just getting into work. I was once again back among the normal people of the world. Back among the people who thought I was normal right alongside of them. But oh how wrong they were. I never knew how different I really was from everyone else until recently. Yes, I had always known I was somewhat different, but it was only lately that I’ve learned just how truly different I was capable of being. But the fantasy of being able to behave like everyone else, and having everyone else think I was like them, was truly wonderful. Ahhh Monday…and Tuesday, and Wednesday…and the rest of the work week for that matter. Of course the illusion was blown to hell every single night when I went home, but that was a different love/hate relationship.

	No surprise, Joanna texted me Monday morning. Her primary concern was if that safe opened and if I had any problem getting my shoes. I got the impression that she was almost as relieved as I was that it worked. And then she moved on to another topic and wanted to know how much I loved just “hanging around” and doing nothing yesterday. Of course I told her how much I had absolutely hated it. She texted back that she knew better. Yeah, that woman was starting to get to know me a little too well. No doubt about it.

	Let me tell you something weird that I noticed that day. I had been pretty much used to humping my bed every single day and every single night. After so many years of doing it, not only was my body used to it, but my mind pretty much demanded it. For the first few nights I was confined in that damn chastity thing, I laid in my bed, trying to make something happen, just so I could feel it. Just so I could feel…anything! Even if it was crushing pain. But the totally weird part was that not much of anything happened down there at all. I wanted to feel it. I know my brain wanted to feel it. But nothing happened. Or at least not enough that I could really notice much. With my penis locked inside that device, and that device pretty much locked inside of those super thick diapers, it’s pretty much hard to tell exactly what goes on down there.

	But it wasn’t the boundaries of that device that was preventing anything from happening down there. As far as I could tell, my penis simply wasn’t interested in growing at all. Or as I said, not enough for me to truly feel how confining that device could be. All I really felt from that device was the constant pressure where it was clamped around my genitals, holding them in a position that wasn’t what I was used to or comfortable with.

	But the bad part wasn’t really that. The bad part was that Joanna’s texts forced me to remember and think about all too many humiliating things that my life was stuck with now. And because of that, it was only then, while I was at work, that I suddenly started feeling the total confinement of that thing. All of a sudden that thing felt way too tight – all over my genitals. Even the ring holding the thing onto me felt tighter than usual. Why did it have to happen then? Why did it have to happen at work? Why not at home, at night, in bed, when I really wanted to feel it? And of course, once I did feel it at work, my mind spent way too much time dwelling on it. Not to mention that the humiliation of it kept refuelling my needs, causing it to happen over and over again at various times throughout the day. What fun. Not! But actually, it was fun in a way too. I simply found myself getting hornier and hornier as the day went on.

	Oh, and another little titbit that miserable little chastity device managed to bring me. It’s called going to the bathroom. It’s one thing when you’re wearing that thing and you’re stuck in diapers. You don’t need to worry about how you pee. But at work, dressed in my normal clothes, there was a major problem. The way that darn device was constructed, it locked my penis in a downward position. And since tip of the tube was connected to the ring behind my balls, it pretty much locked my balls and my shaft tightly together. Which means that I found it pretty much impossible to pull my penis out through the fly of my pants even after pulling my pantyhose and panties out of the way. Like it or not, I was stuck going into one of the stalls to pee, and I soon figured out that peeing sitting down with that damn thing on was far easier than trying to do it standing up.

	Ugh! One thing after another. One humiliation on top of another. I, however, am absolutely not going to admit that I secretly found each and every little humiliation to be totally stimulating and fun. I’ll never admit that in my life! Instead, let it be known, here and now, loud and strong, just how much I absolutely hated every bit of it! There! Enough said!

	I got another text from Joanna that afternoon. She told me to download a countdown timer that she had tried out, and then phone her as soon as I got to my car after work – before I put my heels on. After playing for a few minutes with the app, I quickly figured out how handy it would be for helping me set that kitchen safe to lock my shoes up again. And of course, just thinking about that forced me to feel the over–confining pressure from my chastity device. I would be locking my shoes away – with my own hands! Between that situation, and the frustration from my chastity device, I could have screamed!

	I made it a point that day to get gas in my car during my lunch hour, before I got back to the bank. That would be one errand where I wouldn’t have to wear my heels out in public like a fool. I made a mental note to look at any other errands I could accomplish during lunch as well.

	At the end of the day, I left the office amid a group of my co-workers and friends. We said our casual goodbyes and each split up heading to our cars. I got in my car, carefully keeping my feet away from my heels that took up much of the floor space on the driver’s side, and pulled out my cell phone. Would Joanna answer right away? She couldn’t if she was busy. I’d have to wait for her to get back to me. I selected her number from my contact list, and let the phone ring. I waited, mentally counting the rings that I heard. I was about to give up and try again in a few minutes, when she suddenly answered.

	“Hi Mike,” she said, sounding like she was a bit out of breath.

	“Do I need to wait and call you back?” I asked, knowing how busy she often was.

	“No, it’s okay. I just finished,” she replied.

	“What do you need?” I asked, knowing that the time had come for me to find out why she wanted me to call.

	“I need you to put your phone on speaker so you can talk easier, then get out of your male shoes and get some heels on,” she replied. Did I hear her giggle? “Let me know as soon as you’re ready.”

	I set the phone on speaker, then put it on the console and glanced around. There was nobody close enough that I had to worry about – I hoped. I slipped my male shoes off, and fought my way around the steering wheel to buckle those darn T–strap shoes onto my feet. I can’t tell you how tired I was of wearing them all the time. Actually, I didn’t wear them all the time. Sometimes I got to wear my four inch boots instead. As I fought with the shoes, I listened to Joanna talking with someone else.

	I was still working on my second shoe when Joanna’s voice got louder and asked,” How you coming Mike?”

	“Just finishing now,” I replied with a grunt as I buckled the second shoe.

	“Good,” I heard her say. There was a slight pause, then I heard her voice say, “Mike, go ahead and open that countdown app I had you put on your phone earlier.”

	I finished with my shoe and picked my phone up again. I pulled up the app. “Okay, I’ve got it,” I told her.

	“I’ve got it up on my phone too,” she said. “Now set the app for tomorrow morning at eight seventeen.”

	“Seventeen!” I exclaimed with more than a touch of horror in my voice. “But I usually get here at eight fifteen.”

	“I know,” she said. “And it takes you fifteen minutes to drive there. This way, you don’t have time to put those shoes on at home and then drive to work. You’ll have to wait till you get there to put them on.”

	I didn’t like this one bit. I hadn’t cheated at all that morning, and now she was trying to make sure I didn’t cheat – ever! But…what if I used the app to help me set the timer for like…eight ten instead of eight seventeen. She would never know, and that would make me feel much safer.

	“Okay Mike,” she said, “how much time, does your app say from now until eight seventeen?”

	Like it or not, I set the app for eight seventeen tomorrow morning. “Fourteen hours, thirty seven minutes, and fifteen seconds,” I replied.

	“Good,” she said. “Exactly like mine. “Are your shoes in the safe?”

	“Not yet. Wait a minute,” I told her. I hated doing it, but with a nervous twitch inside my stomach I stuck my male shoes into that clear plastic safe. “Okay,” I said as I put the lid on.

	“Good,” she said. “I’ve got just under Fourteen hours and thirty seven minutes now. So set the timer for what’s on your app and then take a picture and send it to me. I’ll check to see if it’s close to what I have when I hear the click from your phone taking the picture.”

	Oh God! She was going to listen for when I took the picture. I had no choice but to set it for exactly what the app said. Like it or not, which I absolutely didn’t, although that dumb part of me really did, I set the timer for the amount of time Joanna and the app had specified, and I pushed the button. The safe locked, and my shoes were now history – until eight seventeen tomorrow morning – after I got to work. I quickly took a picture and sent it to her.

	A minute later she said. “Okay. Got your picture. Looks great! Have a good evening Mike.”

	Just that simply, she hung up on me. I sat there and stared at my shoes inside that safe and out of my reach. I wished like crazy that I hadn’t done it. I also wished like crazy that I had never signed that agreement. And further wished like crazy that I wasn’t locked up in that darn chastity device so I could get some much needed relief. Because just then, I was all too turned on. I’d just never in my life admit that to anyone. It was with a heavy heart, a nervous stomach, and a way too tight and uncomfortable chastity device that I drove home.

	A short while later, I waked into the house to find Ashley hobbling around the Kitchen without her crutch. “Hungry?” I asked.

	But instead of answering my question, she immediately asked, “What are you?”

	After the time I’d just had with Joanna on the phone, I came very close to letting out an all too obvious and audible sigh. I stopped just in time and gave the reply I knew she wanted. “I’m a big sissy and I want everyone to know it.” I also knew she wanted the darn curtsey, so I gave her one of those too.

	“Why are you wearing women’s high heels?” she asked before I even finished with my curtsey.

	“Because your mother said I can’t wear anything but women’s shoes…” “No!” she stopped me suddenly.

	I was shocked. “No?” But now I noticed the big grin on her face.

	“I want the same answer you gave me to the first question. That’s the real answer anyway, so get used to giving it. Now why are you wearing high heels?”

	Ugh! Double ugh! Triple ugh! “Because I’m a big sissy and I want everyone to know it.” Curtsey!!! Did I say ugh?

	“That’s right!” she said with more than a bit too much glee in her voice. “That’s what you tell anyone who asks from now on…no matter who asks or where you are!”

	Yeah, sure! Not likely…unless it was here in the house and with her friends or something.

	“Now why are you wearing heels?”

	Yeah, she was demented…not to mention cruel. I gave my little speech and curtseyed again.

	“Good!” she declared. “Now go get changed.”

	Changed. I knew exactly into what. She didn’t even have to tell me. My uniform. One over– sized all too bulky diaper, one bra with my homemade breast forms, I chose to wear my black boots for a change instead of the heels I was already wearing, and of course, my new black maid’s dress with the white apron, very short poofy skirt, and the ability to be locked onto me that I hoped Ashley wouldn’t bother making use of.

	For the rest of the evening, Ashley went out of her way to hit me with that odd question at the worst times imaginable. And of course, the only reason she was doing it was so I could tell her what a big sissy I was, and then pretty much prove it by curtseying. Ashley seemed to take great delight in seeing me do that. I even had to do it several times while she filmed me.

	And then, after making me do it five times in a row, she asked a different question. “Why are you wearing a great big diaper?”

	I had to stop and realize she had asked a different question. And I immediately knew what answer she wanted. Once again I had to say my same little speech about being a big sissy, and of course, curtsey. For another fifteen minutes she had me doing that same little routine, over and over again, non–stop, asking why I was wearing women’s shoes, or asking why I was wearing a big diaper. It didn’t matter the question, she only wanted one answer to both questions. And of course, a curtsey to certify the statement.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Every night the previous week, I had been spanked before going to bed. But this week I was no longer under any kind of punishment – except for the dumb situation I had signed my life away into. And I guess because of that, instead of spanking me, Ashley decided on a different method of “fun” I should “enjoy.” I had to stand at that humiliating board, with my hands bound behind my back, and suck on that damn pacifier attached to it for half an hour – before I could go to bed and drink the damn baby bottle she forced on me each evening. Do you have any idea how long half an hour is when you’re standing with your nose flat up against something so you can’t see anything? Especially when you have only your lips to try to hang onto that damn board with by sucking on nothing more than a baby nipple. And especially when your feet are stuck in four inch high heels! Somehow, it makes standing there feel like forever! Forever and a day! Or more. You have no sense of time. No sense of anything except how miserable you are.

	Oh…there actually was one other thing around me that I was very aware of – Ashley taking pictures to send to her mother. I could just barf with frustration. I did the next best thing instead. I peed my diaper. There! That should show her how I feel! Take that Ashley! Somehow, I don’t think she got the message as to how I felt about things.

	––––– o0o –––––

	And then Tuesday arrived. Or maybe it was more like Tuesday collided. To be honest, Tuesday stormed its way through, and I’m not talking about the weather at all – which coincidently was freezing rain all day.

	I didn’t drive to work like a madman Tuesday morning. What would be the point? That darn safe with my shoes locked up in it wouldn’t open until eight seventeen – two minutes after I usually got to work, or at least to the parking lot. I got to the parking lot at my usual time, parked as far away from everything and everyone as I could, and sat and waited for almost five minutes before that darn safe finally finished its countdown and opened.

	Such a relief! It was even more of a relief to get my male shoes back on. And total relief to walk into work, feeling completely normal like everyone else…if you didn’t count the pressure from my chastity device, or the panties I had to wear instead of men’s underwear, or even the darn pantyhose I was stuck in since I had to wear heels out of the house. I was a normal male again. Or at least it was a fantasy I could try to believe in, even though I knew the truth of the matter.

	Joanna texted me early that morning to make sure I had no problems, then wished me a good day. I did my best to put my too tight chastity device out of my mind and get to work. Somehow, I actually managed to forget about all the strangeness in my life for a while. Somehow, I actually managed to feel totally normal for a change. That is, until my phone rang. My personal cell phone.

	It was mid–morning when I answered my phone. I was only mildly surprised to see that it was Joanna calling. “Hello?”

	“Mike?” I immediately noticed that she sounded upset.

	“Joanna. What’s wrong?”

	“I’m going to kill someone!” she replied rather vehemently.

	“What happened?”

	“Ashley! That’s what!”

	Somehow, I wasn’t surprised. “What’s she done now?”

	“It’s more like what she hasn’t done.”

	“And what’s that.”

	“Mike, I’m sorry to say this. More so than you can imagine. But I’m afraid our little agreement to have fun with you is over. Done. Finished. The agreement is ended – as of right now!”

	“It’s done?” Part of me was elated. More of me already regretted that it was over. “What happened? Why?”

	“You know I can see into Ashley’s school account.” I didn’t know that, but it made sense. “Well, I saw the postings of her first week’s tests. Mike, she completely failed her test in one subject, and in the anatomy course I have her retaking, she almost failed that test too. And she’s already taken that course once before!”

	I was pretty much flabbergasted. “She totally failed one test? And almost failed the other? What happened? How can she do that?”

	“Trust me,” she replied, “I asked her the same question. Our little conversation about it degenerated into one great big shouting match with each other. Mike, she hasn’t studied one bit for either of those courses. Not one bit. And she claims she doesn’t have time!”

	“Doesn’t have time? She’s got nothing but time! She doesn’t go anywhere or do anything at all – except try to keep me miserable whenever I’m at home. But to be honest with you, I’ve never once seen her even looking at one of the text books we got her. Not once. Not even when I go home at lunchtime every day.”

	“Of course you haven’t seen her studying. She hasn’t touched those books. I’d bet on it!”

	“So you’re ending the agreement?”

	“I have to Mike. I’m sorry. But that was stated over and over again in the agreement I drew up. And each of us initialled and signed it. But believe me Mike, I’m so mad right now I could literally kill someone. And you know who I’m talking about.”

	“Yeah. I know.”

	“So Mike. I just wanted to let you know. It’s done. Don’t lock up your shoes tonight. Just go home like you usually do and forget everything. Don’t do anything she tells you. You’re free. Totally. It’s over Mike. I’ll call you later after I’ve calmed down a bit to let you know what arrangements I can make to get Ashley out of there as soon as possible. You won’t be burdened with her any longer than I can help. Okay?”

	“Yeah. Sure,” I said. “That was the agreement.”

	“Yes!” she replied. “And I’m sticking to it!”

	Ashley had messed up – big time. She hadn’t bothered to study at all. And I also noted she had argued with her mother about it. She had doubly messed up.

	I felt very relieved. I felt…disappointed.

	I went home at lunchtime to check on Ashley and make her something for lunch, like I did every day except Fridays. I quickly noted that Ashley was angry about something. No question as to what.

	“What are you?” she practically yelled at me the moment I walked in through the door. I knew what she wanted. But I also knew that the agreement was over now – because of her. “Blow it out your ass!” I replied. “It’s over, and you know it!” “What are you?” she yelled even louder.

	“Upset at you!” I replied.

	“Why do you wear a big diaper?” she yelled.

	“I don’t anymore. And I won’t ever again!” I told her. “Now, do you want something for lunch or not?”

	“Tell me you’re a big sissy!” she yelled, hobbling her way toward me without her crutch.

	“Forget it Ashley. It’s over!”

	“Curtsey for me!” she ordered as she got even closer.

	“Like I said Ashley, get lost! Never again!”

	She hobbled angrily right up to me. “Tell me you’re a big sissy!” she yelled at the top of her lungs while she punched my chest with her good hand.

	I backed up a step. “You can get your own lunch. I’m done. I turned around and left. I had planned on getting rid of the pantyhose I was wearing, but Ashley’s rage had me too angry to bother. I stopped at a fast–food restaurant on the way back to work, went inside, and ate my lunch right there. Trust me, it was far better than my lunch hours with Ashley every day. Not as good as my lunches with my friends, but better than Ashley – by a mile!

	––––– o0o –––––

	“Mike?”

	It was Joanna, of course. “How you doin?”

	“Not good,” she replied with a sigh. “I talked to Ashley again. She said you wouldn’t do anything she asked you to do. You didn’t even make her lunch.”

	“Sorry,” I replied. “But she pretty much chased me out of there demanding I tell her what a big sissy I am or making me curtsey. And of course I refused.”

	“I’m sure,” Joanna sighed. “Mike, it’s Tuesday. They’re supposed to go ahead and take Ashley’s casts off on Friday. I talked with my son Billy about getting a truck and helping me pick her up to bring her back up here. But he has to work and can’t get off until Saturday. Mike, is there any chance you’ll let Ashley stay there until then? I’ll dive down there after work Thursday night. I can spend the day Friday taking her to the doctor and then helping her pack. But if you’d rather, I will come down there tonight and get her out of there. But we can’t get most of her things until Saturday.”

	I thought about it for a moment. “No, it’s fine. She can stay…as long as she stops trying to order me around. And if she does, she may not like some of the things I say back at her.”

	She seemed to breathe a sigh of relief. “Understood,” she replied. “That will be fine. I promise though, I’ll be there Thursday, and Billy will bring a truck down Saturday morning.”

	“Good enough,” I replied. “And Joanna, for what it’s worth, as relieved as I feel, trust me, I’m going to miss it too.”

	“Yeah,” she replied. “Trust me that I’ll miss it as well. I had…fun Mike. Lots of fun. Even though it was at your expense.” “Yeah. Even then,” I replied.

	So Ashley was staying for a few more days. I guessed I could put up with that. Then I thought of something I should have asked Joanna about. Was it worth it to try to move back into my own bedroom? But it was only for a few more days, and Ashley had all her stuff in that room. Just a few more days and I’d be back where I belonged. And next week, I’d be totally free of Ashley and all the humiliations my life was full of. I couldn’t wait! And…I already missed it all.

	––––– o0o –––––

	An hour later, my phone rang yet again. And again the caller ID showed that it was Joanna.

	What more can go wrong? “Hello?”

	“Mike?”

	“Yeah? What’s wrong?”

	She sighed again. “Nothing…everything.”

	“You want to tell me about it?”

	“Do you have time?”

	“Hang on,” I told her. I got up and closed my office door. Then went back to my desk. “Okay,” I said. “What’s happening?”

	“Oh Mike,” she replied. “I know I shouldn’t want this. I know I shouldn’t even suggest this.” “But…” I supplied for her.

	“But is there any way you’d be interested in continuing?”

	Now that surprised me. “Continuing with the agreement, despite what Ashley did?”

	“Well, yes and no,” she replied. “Actually, just you and me for a few days, until…um…Ashley straightens some things out.”

	“Straightens something out? What?”

	“Mike, I know I shouldn’t do this or even suggest it, but I’m desperate.” “And Ashley is your daughter,” I added.

	“Yes! Exactly! She’s my daughter, and I can’t give up on her. Not now, not ever!”

	“So what are you proposing? Ignoring all the clauses in the agreement about Ashley needing to straighten out and do what she’s supposed to?”

	“Um…yes and no. Mike, I haven’t talked to Ash about this yet, but what I’m interested in is kind of…you and me continuing…without Ashley for a few days. Don’t let her push your buttons one bit! Not at all. But you’d still be doing whatever I want you to do.”

	“But you wouldn’t even be here.”

	“No, but I would still know what you’re doing.” “So just for a few more days?” I asked. “Um…well, I guess that will depend on Ashley. I know the agreement said no second chances at all, but Mike, in so many other ways, she was doing so well.”

	“But she didn’t even try when it came to her schoolwork.”

	“No she didn’t. But Mike, I checked with the school, and Ashley can retake any and all her tests at any time to try to get a better grade. What I’m thinking is that if she can retake those tests and do better by Friday, then we can let the agreement stand, otherwise, it’s over. Completely! But in the meantime, for a few days, you’d still listen to me…just not Ashley – at all!”

	I thought about it. There was a lot to consider.

	“Mike? Are you there?”

	“Yeah.”

	“What do you think?”

	“I’m still thinking about it,” I told her. “Yeah, in some ways, believe it or not, I really would love to continue. But in other ways, it would be so much better if we didn’t.”

	“I’m sure Mike,” she replied. “Tell you what. You think about it. I’ll call and talk to both you and Ashley about it tonight. How does that sound?”

	It was a moment before I replied. “Fine,” I finally said. “We’ll talk tonight.”

	“Good Mike. I really appreciate you just considering this…for me.”

	“And for Ashley,” I added, knowing that Ashley was her primary concern.

	“Yes,” she replied. “For Ashley too of course. But also…for me.”

	––––– o0o –––––

	I was quite happy to not put my male shoes into that plastic safe when I got back to my car after work. There was actually a feeling of satisfaction about that.

	I had spent much of the time since Joanna’s last phone call thinking about the problem. Did I want to continue? Ashley had messed up. The agreement was now null and void. I had no obligations to either of them anymore. Freedom. Blessed, total freedom. And yet, I already missed the…allure. The thrill. The danger. The drug like affect that all that humiliation brought me.

	But the bottom line was that I was far better off not playing the humiliation game anymore, at least not with Joanna and Ashley. But Ashley wouldn’t be playing this time. She wouldn’t be allowed, and I had no interest in even letter her order me around. In fact, my mind played with all too many scenarios where I firmly told her off if she did try to boss me around. I’d only be subject to the things that Joanna wanted…which I already knew were the kind of things that practically blew my mind apart. And not only that, but it would only be for a few more days since I saw no way at all that Ashley was going to bring her grades up that much.

	But my bottom line still seemed to remain. I was better off not doing it anymore. But the allure…. The danger…. The thrill….

	When I got home, the look on Ashley’s face was startling. I didn’t know if I should be afraid, or glad to see it. She was sitting at the kitchen table, and she was obviously angry and upset. In truth, I thought it served her right.

	She saw me carrying the safe in one hand, and my heels in the other. Her voice was nothing but nasty. “You’re supposed to be wearing those things!”

	“Not anymore,” I replied with more calmness in my voice than I figured I should have. “The agreement is over.”

	“But Mom said you and her were going to continue.”

	“Maybe!” I replied. “That’s up to me. And right now, I’m more than ready to put an end to all of it.”

	“Damn sissy!” she cursed. “I’m not going home to her house!”

	I said nothing to that. I had no doubt that Joanna was fully expecting Ashley to not want to go, and I was sure that Joanna would find a way to make her go. And I couldn’t wait!

	I fixed a big can of ravioli for dinner, during which Ashley glared angrily the entire time, but never once said a single word. All the better. I didn’t need to hear her complaining anymore about anything. I still cleaned up by myself after dinner, but then Ashley physically couldn’t since she was still stuck in those big casts. But only until Friday. Friday she would finally be free of them, and my mind turned to what a danger she’d be to the entire world then. Yeah, no doubt about it, that agreement was much better being ended. But the thrill….

	It was about eight o’clock when Ashley’s phone rang. “Sissy Mike!” she yelled from her chair in the living room. I ran to see what she wanted. “It’s Mom,” she said as she put the phone on speaker. “He’s here now,” she replied into her phone.

	“Mike?” Joanna’s voice came through, I wanted to talk to both of you about continuing our agreement, but if we do, there’s going to have to be some drastic changes since you Ashley didn’t live up to your end of the deal.”

	I saw Ashley roll her eyes. “Just get on with it,” she said.

	The pause before Joanna spoke again told me what she thought of her daughter’s attitude, and I couldn’t have agreed more.

	“Ashley,” Joanna said, “your school will let you retake any tests as many times as you want in order to get a better grade. I’m coming down there Thursday night after work. Friday I have to take you to the doctor. On Saturday, Billy will be here with a truck to help move you out of there and up here with me where you should be.” “Bullshit!” Ashley muttered.

	“But…” Joanna continued. “If you can retake both those tests and get at least a ‘C’ on both of them by Friday night, then not only can you stay there, you can boss Michael around again. However…”

	“By Friday!” Ashley exclaimed. “That’s only three days!”

	“Maybe less since I’ll have to see those better grades by Friday night and I don’t know how long it will take for the grades to be posted.”

	“That’s impossible!”

	“Then this talk is useless. Like I said, I’ll be there Thursday night. I’ll take you to the doctor, and Billy is going to help us move you out on Saturday.”

	“I’m not going!”

	“You will go, like it or not.”

	“I’m not going!”

	“You agreed, in writing, when you signed that agreement.”

	“I don’t care! I’m still not going.”

	I felt it was time for me to speak up. “You’ll go if I have to pick you up and put you in the car myself. And I’m sure your brother will be more than willing to help as well.”

	“You fuckin’ jerk! You probably would just to get back at me.” “You can count on it!” I replied.

	“I hate this!” she screamed.

	“Mike,” Joanna’s voice came from the phone. “I’ll see you late Thursday night then.”

	“Okay,” I replied. “See you then.”

	“Wait! Just wait!” Ashley yelled. She said nothing for a moment, then said, “If I retake those tests and pass, and the grades get posted by Friday night, I can stay?” “That’s what I said,” Joanna confirmed.

	“And I get to boss him around again?”

	“Yes,” Joanna told her. “But Ashley, you didn’t let me finish what I started to say earlier. Since you messed up so badly, then if that agreement continues there’s going to be some major consequences for you.”

	“What?” Ashley screamed. “Like what?”

	“Like you’re going to suffer too!” Joanna told her. “And I can tell you right now what punishment I’ve decided for your behaviour.”

	“I don’t even want to know,” Ashley replied. “But what is anyway?”

	“Since you like keeping Michael in diapers all the time, and since you’ve been acting like nothing but a spoiled brat…”

	“Brat! Bullshit!”

	“A spoiled brat!” Joanna yelled back. Her voice calmed down. “Then, whether Michael wears diapers or not, you’re going to. All the time! And I’m going to limit when you can use the toilet for bowel movements.”

	“Bullshit, bullshit, bullshit!” Ashley exclaimed.

	“And Ashley,” Joanna continued, “you’ll stay in diapers until your grades not only improve, but until you have an ‘A’ average in all of your courses.” I saw Ashley’s eyes nearly pop out of her head.

	“As soon as I see in ‘A’ average in everything you’re taking, you’re out of diapers and you can be normal again. But the minute I see you backsliding, back into diapers you go.”

	“That’s…just…sick!” Ashley exclaimed angrily. “Sick!”

	“So is keeping Michael in diapers all the time.” “He’s not in them at work,” she countered.

	“No, but you want him to be. I just won’t let you do it unless I know for a fact no one there will be able to notice.”

	“I just haven’t figured everything out yet,” Ashley replied. “Otherwise, he would be.”

	“But you’ll be in them all the time!” Joanna told her. “Although like I said, there will be times when I’ll allow you limited use of a toilet for bowel movements. But other than those times, you’re going to be stuck in them.”

	“Bullshit!” Ashley said again. “I’m not doing that, and you know it.”

	“Then I’ll see you Thursday night, and Michael, Ashley will be gone by Saturday. I promise.” “Good enough,” I replied.

	“Goodnight Michael. Ashley, I’ll see you Thursday night.” I heard the connection end.

	“Bullshit!” Ashley muttered as she set the phone down. “She wants me to wear diapers? Not in this life!”

	“Whatever,” I said as I turned to go back to my office.

	“And I’m not going home with her!” Ashley yelled at my back. I ignored her.

	I hadn’t played any of my games much since Ashley had come into my life. I hadn’t looked at any of the porn sites I used to go to day in and day out either. I was playing a game when I heard Ashley yelling, “Sissy Mike!” I purposely ignored her. “Sissy Mike!” I continued to ignore her. I figured she had no right to call me a sissy anymore, even if I was one. “Mister Mike!”

	This time I stopped my game. “What?” I yelled back.

	“Come here.”

	I sat and considered it for a moment.

	“Please…”

	Somehow, she had said the magical word. It actually surprised me. I got up to see what she wanted. “What?” I asked as I walked into the living room.”

	“I want to call my mother back and talk some more about what she wants,” Ashley said.

	That surprised me. There was no way I could ever see Ashley letting herself be put into diapers – almost all the time. Besides, there was also no way I could see her bringing up her grades that much in such a short amount of time. “Are you sure?” I asked.

	“Just shut up,” she replied somewhat nastily.

	I watched as she punched her mother’s number on her phone.

	“Ashley?” I heard Joanna’s voice ask.

	“Mom…I wanted to talk some more about that agreement.”

	Joanna didn’t reply for a moment. I was sure she was as surprised as I was. “You’re sure?” Joanna finally asked.

	“I’ve got to wear diapers pretty much all the time?” Ashley asked. “Except for when?”

	“Except for first thing in the morning. Michael will let you use the toilet for five minutes each morning, and that’s all. And that will be the only time you’ll be allowed to use it. All the rest of the time you’ll be stuck using your diapers like the spoiled toddler I think you’re behaving as.”

	I saw Ashley roll her eyes at that. “But how about my grades?” Ashley asked.

	“You can’t boss Michael around at all until I see your grades at least up to a ‘C’. If I can’t see your grades improve that much by Friday night, then you’re coming home with me on Saturday. If you do somehow bring them up to a ‘C’ then you can not only stay, but you can start bossing Mike around again just like you were. But Ashley, you’re going to stay in those diapers until I see you up to an ‘A’ average in all your courses like I know you’re capable of. And the minute I see you backsliding again, you go back into diapers again.” “It’s bullshit!” Ashley muttered.

	“Then why did you call?” Joanna asked. “I told you all this before.” “Because…” But Ashley didn’t continue. She sat there thinking.

	“Mike?” Joanna’s voice asked after the silence had lingered for a few moments.

	“Yeah?”

	“I’m sorry I can’t get you out of that chastity device until Thursday night, but trust me, as soon as I get there I’ll unlock you.” “I figured that,” I told her.

	“I just wanted you to be sure,” she replied. “Okay. See you both Thursday,” she said.

	“Goodnight.”

	“Mom?”

	“Yes?”

	But again Ashley didn’t say anything.

	Joanna waited a moment, then said, “See you both Thursday.”

	“I’ll do it,” Ashley said, nearly mumbling it.

	“What?” Joanna asked.

	“I’ll do it,” Ashley repeated a bit louder.

	Again it was a moment before Joanna spoke. Finally she asked, “Are you sure? You know what it’s going to mean?”

	I saw Ashley roll her eyes. “Yeah. I know,” she replied.

	“So you’re agreeing?” Joanna asked, for further confirmation.

	“I said I would, didn’t I?”

	“Very well,” Joanna replied. I could tell she was nearly as surprised as I was. “I’m going to draw up a small amendment to our agreement and we’ll all sign it when I get there.” “Whatever,” Ashley mumbled.

	But now that things had moved into a direction I wasn’t quite as happy with, I spoke up. “Um…Joanna?”

	“Yes Mike?”

	“Uh…since you’re going to all that trouble, and we’re going to be…kind of continuing with things…then…”

	“What is it Mike?” Joanna asked.

	“Then I think I should get some consideration for something I want.”

	“Something you want?”

	“Yes!”

	“And what’s that?”

	“I want to keep things a little less obvious in public,” I told her. “That’s always been my one biggest concern.”

	“I know that Mike,” Joanna replied. “But…” Joanna was silent for a while. I could tell she was thinking about it. Then I heard her say. “I’m sorry Mike, but I don’t think we can do that. Not with what you’ve signing up for. Mike, it’s either all, or nothing. You can’t have it both ways. You’re either in, or out.” I stood there and digested it.

	“Mike?” Joanna asked.

	Still I said nothing.

	“Mike? What do you want to do? We can end this now, and Ashley comes home with me on Saturday, or we can continue. But you now know that if we continue, that you won’t be quite as alone in being tormented. Ashley is going to be stuck in diapers for a little while. At least until she can get the grades I know she’s capable of.” Again I thought about it.

	“Mike,” Ashley said. “If I can wear diapers for a few weeks, then you can go back to being the dumb sissy jerk we both know you really are.”

	I almost immediately said no, right there and then. But Ashley did have a point. I sighed.

	“Okay,” I agreed. “Just like before. For me at least.”

	“Fine!” Joanna said. I actually saw relief on Ashley’s face.

	“Now Ashley, you’re sure? Because we’re going to start right now.”

	Once again Ashley rolled her eyes. “Yeah Mom. I can’t tell you how stupid I think this is, but I said I would.”

	“Okay,” Joanna said. “Mike. Go get one of your diapers and put it on her right now. Ashley, you’re probably going to have to lay down on the floor for him to diaper you. And Mike, make sure you get some of that diaper cream I gave you and coat her real well first. Ashley’s skin is going to be more sensitive than yours is.”

	I left the living room. I grabbed one of the diapers from my dwindling supply and then found that diaper cream that had helped me out of some uncomfortable situations. By the time I was back in the living room, Ashley had slipped from the chair, down to the floor and had lifted that big housedress she was wearing up over her boobs. I knelt down between her spread legs and pulled her panties off.

	“I hate this!” she hissed.

	I said nothing. I slipped the fat diaper under her. Coated her liberally with that diaper cream, then pulled it up between her legs and fastened it. “All done,” I said.

	“Aaarrrggh!” Ashley yelled. “I hate this!”

	“Then you know what you’ve got to do to get out of them,” Joanna’s voice came from the phone. “Mike,” Joanna continued. “Tomorrow, I want you to buy some baby lotion for her. And Mike, when you go out to buy it, I’ll expect you to be wearing heels. And you know I’ll want pictures of your heels – while you’re in the store.” “Yeah,” I replied, not happy about that at all.

	“Now Mike,” Joanna said, “do you have any more of that silver tape?”

	“The duct tape?”

	“Whatever it is. Do you have any?”

	“I know there’s some left. I’m not sure how much though.”

	“Then while you’re out tomorrow buying the baby lotion, you can stop and buy more of that tape. Right now, I want you to get that tape and use it to seal the toilet in Ashley’s bedroom so she can’t get into it. Then tomorrow morning, you can let Ashley have five minutes in your bathroom to do whatever she wants on the toilet. Then you put one of those big diapers on her, and seal that toilet with the tape too. Understand?”

	“Yeah,” I agreed. “I’ve got it. But what about me? Do I have to still wear the diapers too?” “No Mike. Ashley is the one who likes you wearing them. You can stay in panties instead.

	She can see you wearing something comfortable while she’s stuck wetting herself like a baby.”

	“I like it!” I exclaimed, glad to know I’d be out of diapers. At least for now. And if Ashley couldn’t bring up her grades, then permanently!

	“And Mike, when you get home from work, you can remove the tape from your toilet, but only for while you’re there.”

	“Got it!” I said. “I’ll take care of it.” In my mind though, I was thinking about Ashley, and how turnabout was fair play.

	“Damn it!” Ashley exclaimed. “I can’t even get my legs together.”

	“No you can’t,” I chuckled. “I can’t either when I have to wear those things. Not even close.” “Okay you two” Joanna said. “See you Thursday. Goodnight.” She hung up.

	“Ahhh!” Ashley screamed her frustration again. Then she looked at me with nothing but pure anger in her eyes. “Get me up! I can’t do it myself.”

	Stuck in those casts covering her entire left arm and her entire left leg, she really couldn’t do it herself, like so many other little things. I lifted her up and set her in her chair.

	“Get me my books for school. There’s no way I’m ever going back to live with my mother!”

	A little while later, Ashley was hard at work studying, and I had thoroughly taped the toilet in the master bathroom shut. I found it quite humorous that now Ashley was the one stuck in those big fat diapers. I couldn’t wait to hear just how much she “enjoyed” using them.

	When bedtime came, Ashley told me to ignore her and just go to bed. She’d go when she was ready. I checked to make sure the house was secure, then went to the bathroom to relieve myself. Before leaving the bathroom, I left a little surprise for Ashley. Then, with one last glance at her hard at work in the living room, I went to bed, closing the bedroom door behind me. Was there a chance that I’d be back in my own bedroom soon? I hoped so. As hard as Ashley appeared to be studying now, I didn’t see her bringing both those grades up that much in such a short amount of time.

	For once, not having to wear a diaper to bed was simply wonderful. Not having to drink from a damn baby bottle before I went to sleep was almost as good. And knowing that Ashley couldn’t order me around anymore was the ice cream and cake to my entire life. If only my chastity device was gone. That was the only thing now that really bothered me.

	What a day. I turned out the light to go to sleep with nothing but happy thoughts on my mind.

	But the storm that raged all day that Tuesday wasn’t quite done yet. The storm had withheld one last major blow…until now. And that blow announced itself when my phone rang. I quickly found my phone in the dark of the room and saw that it was my mother calling me. At that time of night? And she was calling instead of texting? Something major had to be wrong. “Hello?” I said, more than a bit worried.

	“Michael,” My mother’s happy sounding voice came back. “How are you?”

	“Uh…fine,” I replied. “What’s going on?”

	“Oh Michael. You know we’re going to Monte Carlo in a few weeks, and I just thought that I hadn’t seen you in some time. So I made arrangements to leave here a day early and stop there before I go on to Atlanta for my overseas flight. I can’t wait to meet that lovely girl that’s living with you now.”

	 


Chapter 24.

	 

	My mother was coming. I had no doubt at all that the real reason she was coming was because she wanted to meet Ashley, who I’m sure my mother was convinced I was in love with since she was living here. My mother was usually busy with her gambling friends and pretty much left me alone, but one of her pet peeves about me was that I had never gotten married. And now she thought I was in love with Ashley? Nothing could be further from the truth!

	After my mother’s phone call, I had a hard time going to sleep. And primarily on my mind, was calling Joanna to tell her we needed to end this entire agreement…unless Ashley couldn’t bring her grades up enough by this Friday to continue, which is what I fully expected. After that, everything would be over with and I had no worries at all about my mother. But if Ashley did somehow manage the impossible, then I was going to have to end things right away, whether Ashley liked it or not. But in the meantime, I would let things ride for a few more days and see what happened. Letting it end…naturally…seemed like the better option to me.

	In the wee hours of Wednesday morning, I was shocked out of the deep sleep I had finally fallen into. I heard a loud noise, and then the words, “I hate you!” shouted at me. I jolted straight up, trying to figure out what was going on. Ashley was in my doorway and was just then turning and leaving. It took me a moment to realize that she had probably tried to use the toilet in the guest bathroom, only to discover that before I went to bed, I had taped it shut with the duct tape so she couldn’t use it, and most likely she had finally given in and had wet her diaper.

	It took me a little while to go back to sleep again, but for some unknown reason, I felt an immense sense of satisfaction. Ashley had to use her diaper. After she had kept me in them so much, I could only think about how fitting it was. Such a happy thought. And yes, turnabout was definitely fair play.

	––––– o0o –––––

	“I hate you!” Ashley told me rather vehemently at least five times while I diapered her after her morning shower before I went to work. Trust me, I didn’t mind her hating me one bit. “Did you have to tape your toilet so I couldn’t get in it? That was cruel!”

	“Evidently, taping it was the right thing to do,” I told her. I know there was more than a hint of a smile on my face as I said it.

	“I hate you!” she replied once again.

	Oh such a feeling of satisfaction taping her – firmly – into one of those super thick diapers, even though the one she was wearing since last night wasn’t nearly full.

	“Are you going back to bed?” I asked. “I know you were up half the night studying.”

	“No!” she replied rather determinedly. “Just help me to my chair. I’ve got to get back to work.”

	I was quite surprised by that. “Are you sure?”

	“I am not going back to live with my mother!”

	She was certainly determined. Maybe she could bring her grades up enough in both courses. For her, I guess that would be a very good thing. And as far as I was now concerned, even if she did get the grades she needed, since my mother was coming, which I didn’t tell her, the agreement would be coming to an end anyway. Let her dream. Besides, every minute I got to see her stuck in those diapers was pure bliss to me.

	––––– o0o –––––

	I cheated! Yes, I admit it, I cheated. But I knew that Joanna would never find out, so why not? Yes, I did wear both panties and pantyhose to work under my clothes, but I had no other underwear except panties to wear, and I had to wear the pantyhose because I knew that after work, I would be stuck going home while wearing the high heels again. Not only that, but I knew I had to go into a couple of stores on my way home from work, and I knew I’d have to wear high heels when I did it. Joanna had already said she wanted pictures. So knowing all that, I cheated. I did not wear my heels when I left the house to go to work like I was supposed to, according to Joanna’s decree. Ashley wasn’t paying any attention to me, so I simply carried the heels and that darn kitchen safe out with me when I left that morning and got in the car.

	On the way to work, I seriously considered locking my heels inside that safe and then setting the timer, like maybe for a century from now so I wouldn’t ever have to worry about wearing them again. It was a fairly pleasant thought.

	Joanna texted me again that morning to ask if everything went alright. I texted back that yes, everything went fine. And then I did some soul searching for a few minutes and decided to text one more thing to her. Call me when you get a chance. Ten minutes later, my cell phone rang.

	“Hi Michael,” Joanna said. “What’s up?”

	“Hi Joanna,” I replied. “I just wanted to let you know that it looks like one way or another, the agreement has to end by next week.”

	“Why?” Joanna asked. “I thought you were okay with it.”

	“I am. But I got a call last night from my mother. She’s coming for a visit, and to be honest, I don’t care what you or Ashley thinks, I’m not going to let my mother find out anything at all that has to do with what we’ve been doing. I’m not going to let one trace of anything be anywhere near where she might possibly see it. Everything I’ve got, all my clothes and whatever else, is going out of the house. Possibly to a storage locker somewhere.”

	“Of course Michael,” Joanna replied. “I fully agree. You certainly don’t want your mother finding out. But maybe we won’t have to end the agreement. Maybe we can just put it on hold for a little while.”

	“More than likely, it won’t matter anyway,” I told her. “More than likely Ashley won’t bring her grades up enough.”

	“But she could,” Joanna countered. “Despite the way she’s behaved, she’s a lot smarter than you think.”

	“She did seem awfully determined last night…and this morning.”

	“I’m sure she did,” Joanna replied. She chuckled. “I got a text from her last night telling me that she hates me.”

	“Yeah,” I replied. “She woke me up in the middle of the night telling me the same thing when she discovered I had taped my toilet closed as well. She’s not exactly happy right now.”

	Joanna chuckled. “I’m sure she’s not. But maybe this is what she needs to get busy and do something. Heaven only knows what she’s been doing with herself all this time.” “Probably playing games,” I suggested.

	“Most likely,” she agreed. “When is your mother coming?”

	“She’s arriving, not this Saturday, but the following Saturday, then she leaves on Sunday.”

	“Well,” Joanna said, “that gives us more than a week to get prepared. I’m sure we can handle that with no trouble.”

	“Um…Joanna…”

	“Yes?”

	“I have no doubt that my mother wants to meet Ashley…mostly because she thinks I’m in love with her since she’s living in my house.”

	There was a moment of pause. Then I heard her laugh. “Most likely. I can easily see that. I’d probably think the same.”

	“If Ashley doesn’t bring her grades up, then I can tell her she just left and it won’t matter.”

	“But if Ashley does bring her grades up,” Joanna countered, “then we’ll have to consider it.” “I’m not telling my mother that I’m in love with your daughter!”

	“Of course not. We’ll just tell her that Ashley is still staying there until she can find somewhere else to live.”

	“Good!”

	“Okay Michael, call me when you get to your car after work so we can coordinate locking your shoes up again.”

	Oh how I hated just thinking about that.

	––––– o0o –––––

	I got two texts from Ashley that morning telling me she hated me. I was guessing she had wet herself each time. When I went home at lunchtime and brought her a fast–food sandwich, she did nothing but glare at me the entire time – and I loved it. During the afternoon, she texted that she hated me three more times before my work day was over. I can’t tell you how much I enjoyed reading each of those texts.

	Joanna phoned me just as I was getting to my car that evening. While I put my heels on, we talked about the texts she got from Ashley all day telling her Ashley hated her A few minutes later, my male shoes were locked away in that darn plastic safe again. Before she hung up, Joanna reminded me that I needed to get some baby lotion and more duct tape, and she wanted pictures in each store showing I was wearing my heels. My male shoes were locked away. She had removed every other pair of male shoes I owned from my house. I had no choice now but to wear the high heels like she wanted. But I told her I would send her the pictures when I took them.

	Fool. Dumb ass. Idiot. Moron. Jerk. Pervert. The list of names I had for myself was a long one. And none of them were nice. But every one of those names was appropriate. I was going out shopping, in public, wearing high heels. Again. A man, dressed as a man, except I was wearing women’s high heels – like a fool. I was embarrassed before I even left the bank parking lot.

	I stopped at a drug store first to get the baby lotion. I hated just getting out of my car, but somehow I managed it. Why do women’s shoes make so much noise when you walk? Do women get so used to it after a while that they don’t notice anymore? Somehow, I doubted that. I certainly noticed, and I knew for a fact that others did too.

	I did my best to walk as quietly as possible in those five inch heels, and I prayed that the background noise around me would keep others from hearing me. It didn’t. But I couldn’t let that stop me. Actually, I had no choice but to not let it stop me. I noticed a few people looking, then turning away, then looking back at me again, or rather at my feet. I’m sure my face turned red, but I did my best to ignore that, and everyone else too. Thoughts of that first night in Arby’s came back to my mind. Why had I done that? Look where it had gotten me now? I was out in public, purposely wearing high heels – everywhere! I was such a fool! I was so perverted! I was so turned on by it that it was insane! I’m not admitting that though. Not at all!

	I found the baby lotion with very little problem. Finding it wasn’t a problem, but there were a number of different brands available, not to mention a number of varieties in each individual brand. I didn’t really know one type from another so I chose what I thought was a major brand and grabbed a big bottle of it. I set it down on the floor, put my high heeled feet on each side of it, grabbed my phone, and took a picture of the bottle between my feet. I sent the picture to Joanna before I even picked the bottle up from the floor.

	Continuing to ignore everyone and everything, I paid for my purchase and hightailed it right out of there and back to my car. Click, clomp, click, clomp…take your pick. It was noise either way.

	From there, I needed to get some duct tape. I’m sure there were many places you could buy the stuff, but I had always gone to the building supply store for things like that, so that’s where I went. Once again thoughts of me entering such a masculine place, wearing such un– masculine shoes, seemed all too wrong. But of course, me entering anyplace wearing high heels was all wrong. It just seemed even more so in this place.

	Clomp, clomp, clomp. From the car to the store, inside, and down aisle after aisle. I knew exactly where I was going, but it was still a long walk. I selected the largest roll I could. I held the roll of tape up to figure out how I wanted to take a picture of it along with my heels. Joanna hadn’t specified that I had to take a picture of what I bought, she just wanted to see my shoes inside the store. But since it was Joanna, and since I was going to all that trouble anyway…. I pulled my cell phone out and set it on the camera app. I bent my right knee back and hung the roll of tape from the heel of my shoe. I carefully took a picture of it, then retrieved the tape and put my foot down before I fell down. I sent the picture to Joanna. Five minutes later, I was out of there and clomping my way back to the car. Whew!

	I was glad that the whole thing would be over with soon. I wasn’t sure I could ever do that again. But no doubt, Joanna would be sending me out on errands nearly every day until we stopped it. And I’m still insisting that I hated absolutely every bit of it!

	––––– o0o –––––

	“I…hate you!” Ashley screamed from her chair the moment she heard me walk into the kitchen. Such a sweet sound.

	I set my purchases on the counter and went into the living room to see her. Her school books were out and she appeared to be very busy with her computer.

	“I hate you!” she said rather vehemently again. “Now change me. Between this cast and how thick this diaper is, I can’t walk at all. I don’t even think I can stand up anymore.” Oh how I loved hearing that. “Are you leaking?”

	“Am I what?”

	“Are you leaking?”

	The look on her face was priceless.

	“It doesn’t matter,” she said. “I need changing!”

	“Not till later,” I told her. Then I purposely turned and left her there.

	“Later when?” she yelled.

	“Just…later!”

	“I hate you!”

	I don’t think I’ve ever liked Ashley better than I did just then.

	Actually, I didn’t wait until she was leaking. I changed her shortly after seven o’clock. What I didn’t tell her was that I wasn’t going to change her again until tomorrow morning. Those damn diapers were thick and huge. They could hold a ton of water. And I wanted Ashley to “enjoy” every bit of them.

	When bedtime came and she demanded to be changed again, I refused, telling her only then that I didn’t intend on letting her use more than two diapers a day. And I can tell you that just telling her that added so much to my feeling of total satisfaction over the situation.

	“Just wait!” she threatened. “As soon as I get to order you around again, you’re going to wish you had never been so cruel to me. I’m going to see to it that you suffer like you never imagined.”

	I raised my eyebrows at that and laughed. “You’ve got to pass those tests first. And to be honest, all you’re telling me is that things are going to be just as bad as they were before. Because that’s pretty much the way I felt until you messed up. So go right ahead.”

	“Just you wait you sissy freak. Just you wait!” she said angrily. “I hate you!” I think she had mentioned that once before. Or maybe twice…or more.

	––––– o0o –––––

	I woke up Thursday morning with just one thought on my mind, and it wasn’t Ashley. Joanna was coming that night. Would she finally let me out of my darn chastity device? I certainly hoped so. She said she would just as soon as she got there, but that was before we decided to continue this domination journey. But trust me, that was the primary thing on the top of my mind. I hadn’t had any relief for almost a week and I was desperately horny. I absolutely couldn’t wait!

	Ashley hated me just as much that morning, perhaps more. I certainly had no problem with that. I didn’t even have any problem with the increased threats she made to me. They certainly weren’t going to change my mind about the way I was dealing with her. Frankly, I was still loving it. In fact, she was still hating me so much when I saw her at lunchtime that I actually laughed and chuckled my way through lunch, which only made her madder at me. She was positively fuming by the time I left to go back to work, which I’m sure didn’t help her ability to study very well. I realized I was actually helping Ashley to fail. Not that that was a good thing. But in this case, as far as my dealings with her were concerned, it was definitely for the best. Ashley would have even less chance of passing those tests, and I wouldn’t have to worry about any further humiliation, even though a major part of me absolutely loved it. But I swear, if anyone ever asked me that, I’d deny it vehemently! I still will – Because it’s not true!

	I didn’t change Ashley until around seven in the evening again. She didn’t say one word to me, but the angry threatening look that never left her face was positively priceless. How the heck did she keep it up so long? That was the amazing part.

	I was ready for bed when Joanna finally got there. Of course, she went straight to Ashley and hugged her. I did overhear Ashley telling Joanna how cruel I was being to her. I also overheard Joanna telling Ashley that she had only herself to blame and not to expect anything better. She was being fully supportive of me in that respect. That was a very strange thing for me to hear, in light of my present situation within the household. But then the reason Joanna had wanted me to look after Ashley in the first place was because she felt I was mature. Yeah right. How mature could I really be if I loved everything they made me do? Which I didn’t – remember? I didn’t love it at all!

	That night, as I got the blankets and pillows out for Joanna to use on the couch, I chanced asking her if she would unlock my chastity device.

	She looked at me like I was crazy. “Why?” she asked. “So you can start demeaning yourself by humping your bed again? I don’t think so! No, that device will only come off when I’m ready for it to come off, and not a minute before.” Then she levelled one of those patented cruel smiles of hers at me. “Goodnight Mike.”

	Yeah, goodnight. Not as good as it could be if she would just unlock me.

	––––– o0o –––––

	I didn’t have to take care of Ashley Friday morning, but trust that Joanna made sure my high heels were on my feet from the moment I got dressed. I was managing to deal with that…now…as long as I was just in the car, but the part I was still having the most trouble with was that darn plastic safe not opening until a few minutes after I got to the bank parking lot. But once my male shoes were on, I felt totally good again.

	I received no texts from Joanna that day, which sort of surprised me. I knew that she was taking Ashley to the doctor that afternoon to get both those casts removed, but I still waited all day to hear from her. At lunchtime, I went out with my friends again. Each week it seemed like I had missed so much by being tied up with Ashley. But now that Ashley would be out of those casts, I wouldn’t have to take care of her anymore. I could go to lunch with my friends every day, just like I used to.

	Joanna did phone me at the end of the day just after I had gotten into the car. Once again she made certain that my male shoes were locked up where I couldn’t touch them, this time not until Monday morning after I got to work. Once my heels were on and the safe was locked, I was so glad when Joanna didn’t ask me to make any stops on the way home. I felt very relieved about that.

	––––– o0o –––––

	“Hi Mike,” Joanna said quite cheerily the moment I walked into the house. “How was work?” “Uh…pretty good,” I told her. “How’s Ashley?”

	She smiled. “Glad to be out of her casts. She’s limping a bit from not using that leg but it will get better quickly. Her arm is in pretty much the same condition.”

	“So all’s good as far as that goes?”

	She nodded. “We were lucky it wasn’t worse.”

	I looked around the kitchen and saw no sign of her cooking anything, which was odd. “Um…no dinner tonight?”

	“Later,” she told me. She pointed to one of the kitchen chairs. “Have a seat.”

	“What’s going on?” I asked. But instead of answering me, she was busy calling Ashley, who must have been in her bedroom.

	It was a moment before Ashley finally made an appearance. She was wearing a rather nice skirt along with pantyhose. The skirt wasn’t very tight at all, and I had a pretty good idea as to why that was. I also immediately noticed that while she did favour one of her legs, she was also waddling terribly with her legs wide apart. I know I raised my eyebrows at seeing that. “What Mom?” Ashley asked as she got to the kitchen.

	“Have a seat dear,” Joanna told her as she went to her purse on the counter and pulled a folder out from under it. She brought it back to the table and sat down. “I’ve drawn up an amendment to that agreement so we can all sign it,” she said. I noticed though that as she said it, she was looking straight at Ashley, who I could see was doing her best to control her temper.

	Joanna read it all to us. Every last bit of it was concerned with Ashley and only Ashley, and there was nothing at all in it that we didn’t already know. Joanna signed it then I signed it. Joanna passed it over to Ashley.

	“I hate this!” she hissed. But she signed it as well.

	“Good,” Joanna said happily as she took the pages and put them back in the folder.

	“Any word yet about her grades?” I asked. That was one of the biggest concerns I had.

	“Not yet,” Joanna said. “But both the teachers who monitor those courses promised to post the grades sometime this evening, so we should hear pretty soon.”

	I know how hard Ashley had studied and tried to bring her grades up, but between the short amount of time and several other distractions, I still had my doubts that she could do it.

	“Okay you two, get your purses. I’m taking us all out to dinner tonight.” Purses? Both of us? “Um…you mean me too?” I asked.

	“Of course. Didn’t I just say that?” she asked with one of her sly smiles.

	I could have died…again. I hated having to carry Ashley’s purse. Or was it now my purse? Ashley was now quite capable of carrying her own damn purse. I was just carrying…another one of her purses – for me to use.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Ahhh! Carpeting. No click, click, click from my shoes. And the lighting was dim as well. In fact, I was hoping that Ashley’s waddling was even more noticeable than my shoes were. My biggest concern just then however wasn’t my shoes, but the darn colourful purse I was carrying as low as possible in my hand. Why did Joanna sit on one side of the booth, and then make Ashley and me sit together on the other side, with me on the outside where my shoes would be more noticeable. I guess that answered my question though. She wanted my shoes to be noticeable. My purse I stuck between Ashley and myself where I hoped nobody could see it.

	Dinner was…fairly pleasant. Evidently Joanna was taking us all out because she was celebrating Ashley getting out of her casts. She was also hoping it would be a double celebration if Ashley’s grades improved enough so that she could stay here. That last part didn’t sound nearly as good to me.

	After we ate though, Joanna did something that totally surprised me. She got up to go to the ladies room, and the look she gave Ashley as she said it, made me realize that she was “making” Ashley go with her. Was she going to actually change Ashley’s diaper in the ladies room? I did notice Ashley’s face getting red the moment she had to get up to follow her mother. Why did she have to follow her…and to the ladies room? Had they worked something out together earlier that I didn’t know about? There was certainly no doubt about how awkwardly Ashley was walking as they made their way through the restaurant. And I knew for a fact it had nothing at all to do with her just getting out of her casts.

	Ten minutes later, I saw them coming back. Joanna had a broad smile on her face. Ashley didn’t. In fact, she looked angrier than she had before. One other thing I noticed, if anything, her wide legged walk was even worse. I moved out of the booth and let Ashley slide in, which she did very hesitantly and very gingerly.

	“Tell Michael what I made you do,” Joanna told Ashley as soon as I had sat down again.

	“Mooom!”

	“Tell him!”

	I noticed Ashley doing her angry glaring at her mother for a moment.

	“Tell Michael!”

	Ashley’s voice was nearly a whisper. “She made me go into one of the stalls,”

	“Louder!” Joanna told her. “So I can easily hear it.”

	I could feel Ashley fuming next to me, but when she spoke, it was in a more normal volume. She just sounded obviously angry. “She had me pull my skirt up and my pantyhose down, and sit on the toilet with the door still open so she could watch.” “And…” Joanna prompted.

	“She wouldn’t let me get up until I had messed my diaper…while sitting right on the toilet!” she said, finishing with more anger in her voice than when she started.

	I was shocked. No wonder she was walking so much more gingerly. No wonder she looked so much more angry than before. I looked to Joanna. “But there wasn’t anything in that amendment to the agreement about you dominating Ashley too.”

	“No.” Joanna said determinedly as she looked straight at Ashley. “This is one of the things Ashley agreed to for all the nasty things she said to me about having to wear diapers all the time. There’s nothing in the agreement about it, because this is between only Ashley and me. And Michael, it doesn’t mean that you can make Ashley do anything at all, except wear diapers like I want her to.”

	I was totally surprised. Joanna was really turning the screws. And I had noticed that Joanna had said one of the things. So was there something else? Actually, I hoped so. I hoped to see anything that would torment Ashley. And just then, Ashley was not only stuck wearing an overly wet diaper that she had been stuck in all day, she was now sitting in a messy diaper as well. And then something else occurred to me. “Uh…what about when she went to the doctor?” I asked. “Did you let her out of her diaper then?”

	“Ashley?” Joanna’s voice answered as she looked at her daughter again.

	The angry look was still on Ashley’s face. I could just see the things she really wanted to say. “She made me keep it on when we went,” Ashley told me. “I had to sit there with the thing completely exposed while they cut my cast off. Everyone there saw me wearing this diaper. And trust me, it was big, and fat, and way too wet before we even left the house.”

	I was amazed. Evidently Joanna really did intend on Ashley wearing those things…all the time. Even to the doctor’s office.

	“And that was one of the subjects we argued over this afternoon,” Joanna told me. “And because she argued with me, I gave Ashley her choice, do what I want, or go home with me tomorrow – regardless of what grades she gets.”

	There was a definite staring contest between the two of them that had me a bit uncomfortable for a few moments, then I finally saw Ashley back down.

	A short while later, I may have been uncomfortable walking in my heels from the restaurant to the car, but I knew it wasn’t even close to how uncomfortable Ashley had to feel.

	I did note though that Joanna did take Ashley to her room to change her as soon as we got home, and that she didn’t even let Ashley change herself or take a shower. As soon as she was done, Joanna had me take all the used diapers out of the house so they wouldn’t keep smelling the place up. It was only then that I realized that I hadn’t been able to smell what Ashley had done in her diaper after they got back from the restaurant. Why?

	The moment I got back from the trash can, Joanna called me to look at Ashley’s computer. “We’re going to see if her grades are posted yet.” Joanna explained.

	I watched as Ashley logged into her school account. Then found the right page. “A ‘C’!” she suddenly exclaimed happily. She scrolled down further on the page. “Another ‘C’ she nearly screamed. “I did it.”

	“Yeaaaa!” Joanna yelled in celebration right along with her daughter. They both were ecstatic. I felt doomed.

	“What are you?” Ashley yelled at me in the middle of her celebration.

	Ugh! Not the thing I wanted to hear at all. “I’m a big sissy, and I want everyone to know it,” I replied. Then of course, I curtseyed.

	“And why do you wear big fat diapers?” Ashley asked next.

	“Because I’m a big sissy and I want everyone to know it,” I said again, and of course I curtseyed again.

	“Then why aren’t you wearing one now? You know the rules. You know I can’t stand seeing you without a diaper on. Get that uniform on this minute!”

	Yeah, it was back to the old grind. The old life of total domination. Despite being stuck in diapers, Ashley was suddenly giddy with happiness. I felt crushed. Ashley had passed her tests. Both of them.

	Just that fast, life was back to the new normal for me. I was back in the big diapers, and back to having a dumb pacifier stuck in my mouth all the time. Not to mention having to wear a bra with the breast forms and that silly maids dress. And as you already know, I’d never ever admit to actually liking any of it. Never!

	––––– o0o –––––

	As the evening wore on, I noticed that the tension between Ashely and her mother seemed to be gone now, and once again they laughed and acted like best friends. Not towards me, but with each other. I was only happy that they were mostly ignoring me as they talked and showed pictures to each other from their cell phones.

	The tension between Ashley and her mother may have been gone, but that did nothing at all for the tension I was dealing with. The tension caused by my damn chastity device that, now that I was back in that stupid maid’s dress, seemed to be causing me more problems than ever. Why? What did that crazy dress have to do with it? Nothing as far as I could see. And I’ll never admit anything different!

	Would Joanna unlock me at bedtime and remove the device? Would she leave it off when she did – forever? That’s what I wanted. I seriously doubted I’d get my wish. It had been nearly a week now since I’d had any relief, and I was a man used to having that relief several times each day. My need for it was more than a little…profound. To say the least. At that point, if she would just remove that damn chastity device, I wouldn’t mind at all having to hump that stupid piece of wood hanging from my bedroom ceiling. I was getting that desperate.

	The clock wound its way through the entire evening, and Joanna didn’t say one word about anything that might get me out of that damn chastity device…until bedtime. But the way it happened, I almost thought it wouldn’t. Instead of approaching the subject, Joanna had me get her usual bedding that she used on the sofa whenever she stayed. I helped set her up there. But it was the little glances I noticed between Joanna and Ashley that tipped me off and made me hopeful. And then finally the word came.

	“Okay Mike. Are you ready to get out of that little chastity device for a few minutes?”

	I have no doubt my face gave me away. Just the thought of it was like a major event. “Yes!” I replied around the pacifier in my mouth as I nodded rather emphatically.

	“Then get in your room and take that dress off and get out of that diaper.”

	She didn’t have to tell me twice. I was in my room in a flash, and in no time at all my diaper was laying on the floor. Joanna certainly took her time getting there. Ashley came into my room long before Joanna did. But eventually Joanna came in, and my eyes went directly to the keys in her hand.

	Just having her walk up to me filled me with sexual delight and caused me to swell inside that device. By the time she touched it, that device was already causing me some discomfort. By the time she had the lock off of it, my cock was more enraged inside that thing than it had ever been. All that manipulation from trying to get it off me was really getting to me. She pulled the tube from my cock, which immediately sprang to full attention. But with my cock now in that state, getting the rest of it off of me was much more difficult. In fact, she hurt me somewhat in the process, but it was nothing I couldn’t recover from quickly. And once it was fully gone from my body, the total relief was nothing but wonderful! Heaven…just to have it gone!

	“Okay Mike. Get the rope to keep your hands behind your back, and make love your board.”

	I didn’t need to be told twice, but why did she have to make it sound so…unsexy? Not that I cared just then. My cock was free, free, free! And it wanted some fun. In seconds, I had bound my own hands behind my back. I approached the board, put my mouth on that nipple that I hated so much, and started desperately trying to find that little hole in the other end with my cock. Every time I pressed against the board, it tried to swing away. Sometimes I could chase it with my feet, but always I had to hang on tight with my mouth on that nipple. It took some rather desperate trying, but eventually my cock did find that hole, and putting it inside was like the greatest feeling in the world. And of course, I heard both Ashley and Joanna laughing as they watched.

	I can’t tell you how difficult it is to fuck a tiny hole, in a board that is hung from the ceiling and can swing around all too easily, while you’re trying desperately to hold onto a tiny baby nipple near the top of it with just your mouth. Add five inch heels into the mix and it becomes nearly impossible. But I was desperate and doing everything I could. My hips went in and out. At times I had to walk around a bit to literally chase the board to keep my penis in it, but one way or another I kept at it…all to the sound of Joanna and Ashley laughing at me…which in truth, only made my humiliation more complete. And of course, Ashley was taking pictures again. Why? Her mother was right there. She wasn’t going to send them anywhere, and they wouldn’t be the kind of pictures I’d think she could post to Facebook. But I was far to wrapped up in what I was doing to care about it just then.

	For as horny as I was, it took me an amazingly long time to finish and shoot my load through the board into the jar mounted on the other side.

	“Finally!” I heard Ashley exclaim as I heard her taking more pictures from the opposite side of the board, probably getting some real close–up shots of me shooting off into the jar. “I thought he’d never finish.”

	“It did take a while,” Joanna agreed. “Much longer than I expected. And it was obvious he wanted it pretty bad.”

	I was breathing hard. I finally took my mouth away from the nipple and stepped back, dragging my now shrinking cock from the wood.

	“Keep sucking that board!” Ashley ordered quickly.

	My mouth immediately went back to that damn nipple again, even though my cock was now outside the board.

	“I would have thought he would have cum much faster than that,” Ashley told her mother.

	“Yes, dear. I agree.” She walked over close to me. “Did you enjoy making love to your board Mike?” She laughed. “Don’t bother answering,” she said. “The truth was in everything we saw. The only problem is, it took you far too long. I would have thought that a week of chastity would have made you cum much faster than that. What do we have to do, keep you in chastity even longer? Would you like that Mike?”

	I started to pull my mouth away from the board to answer her, but the moment I did her voice lashed out all too severely. “Keep sucking that nipple! When I want an answer, I’ll ask for one!”

	She backed away and sat on the bed. I couldn’t see her of course, but I knew where she was. “Maybe we should start giving you a time limit,” she said. “Maybe that would work. We could start with maybe ten or fifteen minutes at first…and then see how short we can make it over time. Yes,” she exclaimed, sounding happy with her idea. “That might work out quite well.”

	“Here Momma,” I heard Ashley say. I realized she had left the room and had now come back in. “I’ve got his bottle. Let me get that stuff from the jar in it and you can put his diaper on him again.”

	From my side of the board, I felt Ashley removing the jar from the other side, and I could just picture her putting that mess into the baby bottle like she had done last week.

	“Okay, Mike,” Joanna finally said. “Up on the bed now. Let’s get you locked up again and into your diaper.”

	I was grateful to get away from that board. I wasn’t grateful about any of the rest of it. Especially when I laid down on the bed where I now saw the diaper I had just taken off laid out for me. Ashley handed me that baby bottle to start drinking. Once again, I felt Joanna spreading that baby lotion all over me.

	“You look so much better without any of that ugly body hair,” she said as she worked the lotion over my now tiny and flaccid penis. I didn’t answer. I was fairly sure she wasn’t looking for one anyway. I just laid there and drank the bottle while she watched me drinking it…while she continued to massage me in ways that felt all too good – even after I had cum. And then for some unknown reason, I saw her look back at my board hanging from the ceiling, then at me, and then at the board again. But within moments, I felt her fitting that damn chastity device back onto me again, and all too soon I heard the final click of the lock. Locked up again. It was only Friday. Joanna would be there for another day yet. I had no doubt that I would be free again soon. I hoped.

	My bottle was done by the time Joanna finished getting me ready for bed, including getting me into my silky nightgown. Then she stuck a pacifier in my mouth before saying, go check the house like you usually do. Goodnight Mike. See you in the morning.”

	I got up and did as she said while she went into the bathroom to get herself ready for bed. When I got back to my room, Ashley’s bedroom door across the hall was closed and I found that damn baby bottle was full again and was laying on my bed waiting for me. Ugh! I climbed into bed, turned out the light, and laid there drinking it. That would be two bottles of water just before I went to sleep. No doubt I’d be awake a few more times during the night wetting myself. Ugh! And Double ugh!

	I was still drinking that damn bottle, when Joanna came into the room and closed the door behind her. She pulled the bottle from my hands and set it on the dresser. Then she came over to the bed and pulled the covers all the way down to the end of it. She pulled her nightgown off, revealing her totally naked body underneath.

	“Get up Mike,” she said as she sat on the bed. A moment later, she was laying right where I had been.” She looked up at me. “You had your fun, now I want mine.” She spread her legs. “Get down there between my legs Mike. I’m sure you’ve read all about doing this and seen lots of pictures. Now it’s your turn. Start making me happy.”

	I inwardly gulped, but I got up on the bed, now between her legs, I bent my head down and her hands grabbed my head and guided it right to her naked and waiting sex. I had never done this before. Before Joanna, I had never made love to a woman. And now she wanted me to do this with her? But her hands pressed harder on my head, driving my face right into her crotch.

	I tentatively reached out with my tongue and touched it to her vagina. I felt and tasted hair at first, but there was smooth soft skin just past it in her waiting slit. My tongue reached further. And I licked. Then again. The response I felt going through her body was immediate. I did it again. Then again. And I kept doing it. Within moments, it wasn’t the moisture from my mouth I was noticing, but the moisture from inside of her.

	It took a while, but eventually I managed to bring her to an orgasm. But she wouldn’t let me stop there. She kept me at it until she had another one. A bigger one. Only then did she let me stop.

	She got up from the bed and left the room. With her gone, I pulled the covers back up to go to sleep. But she was back again a minute later. She sent me to the bathroom to wash my face. When I got back, she was lying in the bed waiting for me. “Close the door again Mike.” For a moment I was hopeful for some “real” sex with her. I got into that small bed with her, but all she did was to hold me.

	“I think one of the reasons that Ashley took your room and your big bed, was to try to keep us away from each other,” she whispered with a bit of a laugh. “As if that was really going to work.”

	I was more hopeful than ever of some real love making with her. Until she said, “Goodnight Mike.” And then she rolled over and I could feel her settling down to go to sleep. In that small bed, her back was pressed tightly up against me. I realized that just then, normal sex was not on the menu for the evening. But I dreamed about it all night long.

	 


Chapter 25.

	 

	Every time I woke up to pee in the middle of the night, I was very aware of Joanna’s body still pressed against mine. I was worried about moving too much and waking her. Fortunately, despite being away from the diapers for a few days, I had been wearing them to bed for so long now that peeing in them was an easy thing to do, no matter how I was laying. I tried my best to move as little as possible all night so as not to disturb her. Of course, I felt every little move her body made as well. The result was that I slept, but not very well.

	If she was laying there with me all night like that, would tomorrow night mean that she would make love to me again – normally? But tomorrow night was Saturday night, and she went home every Saturday evening so she could get to work on Sunday, so I knew from the start that it was a lost cause.

	I woke up Saturday morning to the feel of her hand pressing against my overly bloated diaper. She saw me open my eyes and look at her. She pressed and rubbed harder.

	“It feels pretty thick,” she said. “Warm too.” She pressed hard again then rubbed her hand up and down over the top of it. “Does that feel good Mike?” she asked. “Would you like to make love again?”

	I nodded. “Oh yeah!”

	She rolled over and put her lips on mine and kissed me hard. Then she rolled off of me and slapped her hand down hard on top of my diaper. “Tough!” she said with a small laugh. “Now get up and get dressed. I’ll start breakfast.”

	Just that fast she had dashed all hope away from me. As she was heading out of the room, she noticed my unfinished baby bottle from the night before. She picked it up. “I think you better finish this before Ashley sees that you didn’t.” With that she left.

	The damn baby bottle. There was still about a third of it left to go. With a sigh, I gave up getting dressed and grabbed the bottle instead. I laid back on the bed and put it to my lips. The cool water made me feel like I had to pee again, so I did. There was no use holding it back. It had to come out sometime, even though I was fairly sure I wouldn’t be getting out of the diaper I was wearing anytime soon. It was the weekend. Unless Joanna let me take it off, it was usually up to Ashley to give me permission to change it, and Ashley was just plain mean!

	––––– o0o –––––

	“Mike,” Joanna said, once she saw I had finished cleaning the kitchen after breakfast. “Can you come look at something with me?”

	Curious, I followed her all the way back to my bedroom. Ashley, hearing her mother’s request, followed after us. Joanna was standing over by my board. Was she going to let me loose again already? Hooray! Oddly though, she had my baby bottle in her hand. And the stranger part was that the bottle was empty.

	While Ashley settled herself on my bed, Joanna grabbed the board and swung it around. “Mike,” she said as she looked at the nipple glued to the board. “I had an idea last night and I want to know if you can do it.”

	I was suddenly a bit nervous. “What?” I asked, removing my pacifier for a few moments.

	She looked at me then back at the board and pointed at the nipple. “Can you get that pacifier off of there, and then drill some kind of hole so that we can put this baby bottle through it instead? But I think we’re going to need the bottle to be kept at a pretty good angle so you can drink from it.”

	As my mind went crazy trying to fathom that, I heard Ashley laughing.

	“Um…getting the pacifier off should be no problem,” I told her. “And I’m sure I can drill a big enough hole at an angle of some kind. I guess if I make the hole just big enough for the top of the bottle, then the rest of it will keep it from falling all the way through.”

	Joanna smiled. “That’s kind of what I was thinking. Can you do it?”

	“Um…sure,” I replied. “The only thing I’m worried about is if the rest of the bottle will stay there.

	“Try it,” she told me.

	I unfastened the board from where it was tied to the wall and let it gently down to the floor. I removed the rope completely and carried the board, along with that stupid baby bottle, all the way out to my shop. The weather was cold and damp, and that silly maid’s dress I was wearing certainly didn’t offer much protection from the cold. My overly bloated and thick diaper that I had been wearing since last night offered plenty of protection, just not to very much of my body. I was more than glad to get inside my shop – especially dressed the way I was. My neighbours all knew about me now, but that didn’t mean I wanted any of them to see me.

	As I started to work, I considered removing my pacifier for a while, but if I put the thing down anywhere, it would most likely get sawdust on the nipple, and I didn’t really want to be putting that stuff in my mouth. So I kept sucking the damn pacifier. I was used to it being in my mouth most of the time anyway.

	The nipple glued to the board was easy to remove. All it took was a good strike with a hammer and a chisel and it popped right off. I fixed my new hole–saw up with a blade that looked to be just slightly wider than the baby bottle top. Using where the pacifier had been stuck to the board as a marker, I started drilling at as much of an angle as I thought I’d need. The process wasn’t exactly difficult and didn’t take all that long. When I was done, I stuck the bottle through the hole. Because of the width of the board and the angle, the nipple on the bottle barely reached through to the other side. I was going to need a bigger hole at least for part of the way through. I was going to need a hole that was wide enough to let the fatter part of that bottle go partway into the board, but not all the way through.

	As I was replacing the blade on my hole–saw, the door opened and Joanna came in. “How’s it going?” she asked.

	I stuck the bottle into the hole I had drilled and showed her my problem.

	“So now what are you going to do?”

	“I’m going to try drilling a bigger hole, just partway through the board, so the bottle can drop further without going all the way through.”

	She said nothing and just watched me. I started at the back of the board this time, trying to line the new saw blade up with the centre of my previous hole. It was a much more difficult cut. I let it go in part way, then pulled the saw out again. And I saw my bigger problem. The blade was cutting a circle, but if it didn’t go all the way through the wood, then that wood would still be there.

	“What’s wrong?” Joanna asked.

	“I have to find a way to get all that wood out of there,” I replied.

	“Oh,” she said as she looked closely at it. “Do you think it’s going to take you very long? We’ve still got to go grocery shopping this morning.”

	Shopping! My mind immediately brought up the horrors of the past trips we had made. “I don’t know, I replied.”

	“Oh,” she said. “Well, I’ll leave you to work on it for a little while. I’ll come out and get you when it’s time to get you ready.”

	Something about the way she said that sounded awfully ominous. She left and the only thing I could think to do was to grab a hammer and a small chisel and start removing the wood inside that hole. It took a long while and was a bit difficult to do inside that small hole, but eventually I got it cleaned out. I stood the board up and stuck the baby bottle into it again. Most of the nipple now came though. I figured I should make the wider part of the hole just a little bit deeper. I grabbed my hole–saw again, and the door opened.

	“How’s it going?” Joanna asked as she came in.

	I set my saw down and showed her how the entire nipple of the bottle just cleared the side of the board. “I was going to make it just a bit deeper, I told her, so the entire cap can come though.”

	“No Mike,” she said with a smile. “I think that will be perfect.”

	Five minutes later, I tied the rope back onto that crazy dumb board. Ashley brought the baby bottle back into the room, now filled with water. Joanna stuck the bottle though the hole, and came around to see it from the other side. The bottle stayed there for a moment, then fell out and dropped to the floor. To be honest, I wasn’t surprised.

	“Darn!” Joanna exclaimed. She looked at me. “Can’t you fix something so that it will stay?”

	“Um…I guess I can figure something out.”

	“Good!” she said, sounding somewhat frustrated. “But not now. We’ve got grocery shopping to do and I need to get some things before I make lunch.

	Grocery shopping. I can’t tell you how much I wasn’t looking forward to it. “Um…can I please change this diaper now?” I asked. “I’m afraid it might start leaking.” Ashley laughed. “You wouldn’t change my diaper when I wanted it. Suffer!” Yeah, she was such a nice girl.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Why? Why, why, why, did Joanna always insist that I carry that stupid colourful purse of Ashley’s? Why? Since it was cold and damp, Joanna had no problem with me wearing my boots, along with some pantyhose underneath my pants. Of course, the pantyhose…and my pants…didn’t do nearly enough to hide the enormous bulk of my diaper that Ashley still wouldn’t let me change since it wasn’t leaking yet.

	Joanna asked Ashley if she wanted to go with us, but Ashley refused, saying that she hated shopping for just groceries. But Ashley literally laughed at me as I waddled out the door with Joanna, which didn’t help my confidence at all. At least my coat was bulky enough to hide some of the protruding bumps from my bra that I further tried to hide with a heavy sweater. Between the purse, my breasts, my high heeled boots, and the bulk of my diaper under my pants, I felt nothing but conspicuous. Consequently, when we got to the grocery store parking lot, I hesitated to get out of the car.

	“Come along Michael,” Joanna told me as she opened her car door. “You already know you’re not going to be staying in the car.”

	Yeah, I knew that. Even though I really wished I could. I got out of the car.

	“Michael…”

	I looked to see what Joanna wanted.

	“Please remove your coat. I think the store will be warm enough.” “My coat?” I said, rather horrified at the though.

	“That’s what I said. Take it off.”

	Joanna stood watching and waiting, not giving me a choice in the matter. I took my coat off and threw it in the car. Joanna pressed a button on her key fob and the doors locked. I was stuck out in public, dressed the way I was. I looked down at my sweater covered chest and I could easily see the breasts that my bra and those breast forms created. I just knew that this trip was going to be humiliating again. But then, I had known that before we left home. Joanna was just trying to make it a little more humiliating for me. Maybe a lot more. And we hadn’t even gotten into the store yet.

	I was actually grateful to get into the store, not because of the cold, but because once I grabbed a shopping cart, I was able to put Ashley’s too colourful and noticeable purse into the child seat. Not only that, but I hoped that the cart would help hide me somewhat from the rest of the customers. Not that it would hide me enough. I was dead–meat as far as that was concerned. But I hoped it would at least help.

	As usual, there were far too many people around for me to be happy. Far too many people who were gawking at me. Was it Ashley’s colourful purse that people still viewed as mine since I had it in the cart right in front of me? Was it the fact that I was a guy…with breasts? Was it the heels on my boots? Or were they just looking at my big diaper clad butt? Either way, I saw way too many people giving me funny questioning looks. I felt so small. So embarrassed. And I had already been dressed far worse than this in public.

	Up and down the aisles. Stop once so Joanna can take a picture of me and send it to Ashley. “Did you wet yourself yet Mike?” she asked once we reached about the third aisle.

	“Not since before we left the house,” I admitted rather sheepishly, hoping nobody heard me…or her.

	“Then don’t forget to let me know before you go,” Joanna said with a rather sly look on her face.”

	I knew I didn’t want to do it. I also knew I wasn’t going to get out of it. But there was another little problem I was very worried about. I was still wearing the same diaper I had put on last night after Ashley found out she had passed those tests. It was huge and overly soaked, and it had to be close to the leaking point. If I did wet myself again, here in the store, what would happen if it did leak? “Um…Joanna?” I said quietly.

	She turned to look at me.

	“Maybe wetting myself here is a bad idea.”

	“Why?”

	“Because I’ve got to be close to leaking by now. My diaper is too bloated.”

	She smiled that same damn sly smile. “But Michael, just think how much Ashley will love hearing about how you wet yourself in the store, and your diaper leaked all over the place. She’ll be positively delighted.”

	Ugh! And the worst part was that I knew she was right. Ashley would be delighted. Joanna wasn’t going to let me out of doing it. My mind now turned to imagining me wetting myself, and leaking, and how the heck I would have to handle the problem. No good ideas came to mind.

	I pushed the cart as Joanna continued to fill it. My eyes rarely ever left either the cart or the floor. I knew people were looking at me. I knew they were pointing at me. I knew they were laughing at me. But I dared not look up at anyone. I was too – embarrassed! And I certainly had a pretty good reason to feel that way.

	“What’s going on?” I heard a woman’s voice ask.

	I turned around and found a woman walking up behind me.

	“Is there a reason why you’re wearing women’s boots and…whatever else you’re obviously wearing?”

	I nearly died right then and there at her question. I know I nearly wet myself. “Um…” I hesitated. I’m sure the panic was written clearly across my face.

	“Is this some kind of bet or dare, or maybe even a fund raising thing?” she asked.

	“Um…no…” I started.

	“Michael,” Joanna’s voice interrupted. I turned to look at her, hoping that she would answer for me. But instead she said, “How did Ashley tell you to answer these kinds of questions? Now tell her the truth.”

	The truth? The way Ashley wanted me to say it? I know my jaw worked up and down a few times, totally shocked that Joanna should even suggest such a thing. But Joanna was still looking at me, waiting for the answer I didn’t want to give.

	“Michael…” Joanna said in a very cautioning tone of voice.

	I mentally gulped as I turned back to the woman. “I’m a big sissy and I want everyone to know it,” I told the woman. Then, despite not wanting to do it at all, I curtseyed. Oh God! Just as I got down to the bottom of my curtsey, I started wetting myself. Not only had I told the woman what Ashley wanted me to say, not only had I curtseyed for her, I was wetting myself! Here in public? With I didn’t know how many people in the aisle looking at me? Could the woman tell I was peeing just then? I hoped not.

	“Humph!” the woman grunted. “I was afraid it was something like that. You shouldn’t be allowed in this store, or any other store for that matter. Keep your perverted lives to yourself!” With that, she angrily walked away with her nose stuck up in the air.

	“Very good Michael,” Joanna told me.

	I turned to her, still in a state of shock. “I just wet myself.”

	Joanna was clearly surprised. “You did?”

	“I…couldn’t help it,” I told her. “It just…happened.”

	She chuckled. “I guess there won’t be any pictures for Ashley then, but I know she’s going to love hearing all about this.”

	Yeah, no doubt. I was still totally shocked over what had just happened, and I prayed it would never happen again.

	“What did he say about the way he’s dressed? I couldn’t hear.” Another woman asked Joanna as she walked closer.

	Joanna turned back toward me, waiting. She wasn’t giving me a choice. “I’m a big sissy,” I said to the woman, “and I want everyone to know it.” Then of course, I had to curtsey again. At least now I was done peeing. But the second curtsey caused a different problem. I felt the first sign that my diaper was leaking.

	The woman shook her head. “Well you’re certainly off to a real good start!” she said rather disgustedly. Then she too walked away.

	I looked to Joanna. She had an all too amused smile on her face. “I have no doubt that with a little more practice, you’ll get quite good at that Michael.” She picked something else up from the shelf near her and threw it in the cart. “Come along,” she said. “I’m sure there are other shoppers who would like to know about you too.”

	Perish the thought!

	My diaper was leaking. How bad was it? Did it show? I couldn’t even tell. If I reached down to feel my pants would it only draw more attention to me? If I stopped to just look at my pants would it bring more attention to me? Should I ask Joanna? I simply didn’t know what to do. I only knew I was definitely leaking now, worse than ever, since we were walking. It had to be showing.

	Joanna stopped to look at something further down the aisle. I took the opportunity to glance down. Damn! I could see that the crotch of my pants were wet. I let my hand reach behind me. Damn! It felt worse in the back. What was I going to do?

	“Joanna!” She turned toward me. “I’m leaking bad.”

	“Really?” she said. “Let me see.”

	I came around from the back of the cart and let her see my front, then I turned around so she could see the back.

	She laughed. “Yes, you certainly are. No doubt about it.”

	“What am I going to do?”

	“Stay right there,” she said.

	But instead of coming up with a way to fix the problem for me, she pulled her cell phone out instead. “Hold still,” she told me. She took a picture. “Turn around now,” she said.

	“Turn around?”

	“So I can get a picture of your backside for Ashley.”

	Ugh! I turned, reluctantly and stood there for a moment.

	“Okay Michael. I’m sure this will more than make up for us not being able to send a picture of you while you’re wetting yourself.”

	Yeah. I had no doubt about that at all. “But what am I going to do? Can we leave right now?”

	She looked at me like I was crazy, which of course I was. “Of course not,” she replied. “We’re only halfway through the store. We’re going to keep shopping.” With that, she turned and headed further up the aisle. I had no choice but to grab the cart, and push it along behind her.

	Two aisles later, another woman shopper walked right up to Joanna. “I saw him curtsey a few aisles ago. Did he say he’s a big sissy? I couldn’t hear very well.” “Yes. He did,” Joanna confirmed with a big smile. “Why would he say that? Are you making him do it?” “Of course,” Joanna replied.

	The woman shook her head. “I can’t imagine any man wearing women’s heels…in public of all places. And…I guess he’s wearing a diaper under his pants, because it’s leaking all over the place.”

	“Yes he is,” Joanna confirmed. “He’s got a huge humiliation fetish, and because of it, he’s agreed to do anything at all that I want. And this is what I want.”

	“Humiliation…fetish?” the woman asked, totally shocked. “Like…a sexual thing?”

	Joanna nodded. “Exactly.”

	“He gets off by wetting his pants in public and going out wearing women’s boots?”

	“Like you wouldn’t believe. Although in this case, he simply wet his diaper, and the diaper is too drenched to hold anymore, so I’m afraid it’s leaking now.”

	“It certainly looks thick enough,” the woman said, staring at my crotch.

	“He’s been stuck in that diaper since last night,” Joanna told her, “which is why it’s so big and is now leaking.”

	The woman shook her head again, then looked me over with the strangest look on her face. “I’m surprised he’s not wearing a dress or something.”

	“Oh, I’d rather he did wear a dress. I’m afraid that’s something we’re going to have to work up to again. Despite his big fetish, he’s still a bit shy about some things.”

	Once again, the woman shook her head, then moved away…slowly. I saw Joanna texting Ashley again. Several people passed us by while we stood there. I think most of them hurried past, and completely out of that aisle.

	A while later, we got to the aisle that had the baby stuff. Joanna spent a lot of time again looking over all too many things, baby bibs, baby food, formula…any and all baby related items that were there. I watched as she grabbed another baby bottle from the shelf and throw it in the cart. Ugh! I hated drinking from those things. They were horribly demeaning. Not to mention just plain difficult to drink from. I hated them, I hated the pacifiers, I hated the diapers, I hated all of it! And I will never ever admit that I liked any of it at all. Never! Not one little bit of it turned me on – ever!

	“Would you like a bib for when you eat?” Joanna asked me.

	I nearly died – again. “Um…no thank you,” I replied.

	She smiled. “Maybe next time.”

	Next time? I certainly hope not. But with Joanna, you never knew.

	It was still a good half hour before we finally got out of that store. Talk about humiliation. For a humiliation junkie, I had been petrified going in, and was in an even worse state now. My “breasts” had been visible, my damn diaper was too bulky, my high heeled boots had been noticed, and now the worst part was the big wet spots all over the front and back of my pants. And I couldn’t do one thing about any of it! I could just scream! Aaarrrggghhh!

	Joanna emptied several of the plastic bags our groceries were in, and made me sit on them all the way home so it wouldn’t hurt the car seats. Thank God for plastic! Once home, instead of being allowed to change right away, I had to make trip after trip, in full view of all my neighbours, as I unloaded all those groceries and brought them into the house. Ashley didn’t let me change until after I had unloaded the groceries.

	“I really wish I had been there,” Ashley said to her mother as I was bringing in the last of the groceries from the car.”

	“You didn’t want to go,” Joanna replied.

	“I know, I hate grocery shopping, but it would have been worth it to see him have to tell someone what a big sissy he is and then curtsey for them too. It would have been totally worth it.”

	“I gave you the choice,” Joanna told her. “Maybe next time.”

	“Yeah, next time,” Ashley agreed. “And we’ve just got to figure out how to make that happen again,” Ashley said.

	“Have someone ask about what he’s wearing?” Joanna asked.

	“No. Make him wet himself when he curtseys. That would be just too funny. Maybe I can find a way to make him practice doing just that!” she said excitedly.

	Joanna cast me an amused glance. I know my face turned red as I headed off to finally change my leaking diaper.

	––––– o0o –––––

	I was back in my silly maid’s dress (that didn’t turn me on) along with my five inch heels. And I was out in my workshop with that stupid board again. I had to figure out the best way to support the baby bottle so it wouldn’t fall. Since I had plenty of the original length of the board as scrap lumber, I cut off about an eight inch length of it. Using two screws, I attached the new piece to the back of the board temporarily. Then I drilled a pilot hole though the new board with a drill bit, trying my best to get the angle the same. I removed the screws and used my hole–saw to make a hole just slightly larger than the diameter of that bottle. Then, using both glue and four screws, I reattached that new piece of wood to the back of the board.

	I held the board up and stuck the bottle through from the back. It went in as far as it could before the smaller hole in front stopped it. The nipple of course just cleared the front of the board, but the rest of the bottle was fully supported now by the block of wood I had attached to the back. Ten minutes later, I was rehanging the board back in the corner of my bedroom.

	Joanna and Ashley came in briefly to see that the bottle worked. “Very nice Michael,” Joanna told me. “But I don’t have time for this now, I’ve got to get back to making lunch.”

	“Momma,” Ashley said before Joanna could leave, “I can sit here and watch him drinking from it?”

	Joanna smiled. “If you like dear,” she said. “That’s totally up to you.”

	Ugh! I had to fill that damn baby bottle with water myself, load it into the back of the board, and stand there and suck on the thing – with my hands holding the rope behind my back. The height wasn’t adjusted right, but it was close enough that if I dipped my knees a little it worked just fine. Too fine in fact. I stood there with no hands while Ashley giggled…and of course took more pictures of me. For me, it was total humiliation, and worse, it was something I had to build myself – to humiliate myself!

	––––– o0o –––––

	I expected that right after lunch I would have to try out that newly modified board – in a sexual way, but it didn’t happen. After cleaning up from lunch, Joanna asked me if I would quickly wash up a few of her clothes, and then I was ignored while the two of them watched TV. My mind was nowhere near watching anything on TV. All my mind wanted to think about was getting out of that chastity device again, even it if meant having to fuck that dumb piece of wood.

	It wasn’t until their movie ended three hours later that Joanna finally said, “Okay Mike, it’s time. Let’s try this before it gets much later. Into your room and get that diaper off.”

	Yes! I hurried to my room, but my mind was mostly occupied with why I should want to do this that badly. Why? They would be making me hump a board. A dumb piece of wood, with a hole in it. Oh, and now a baby bottle in it too. A dumb piece of wood that Joanna had “claimed” last week was the only thing I was going to be allowed to make love to anymore. And I remembered that through Joanna’s entire visit this week that she hadn’t allowed me out of my chastity device to do anything unless it was with that dumb piece of wood. Was she intent on making good on that threat, or was that just coincidence? I was really hoping for just coincidence. Trust me!

	Ashley came into the room with one of my now two baby bottles filled with water. While I was still trying to get out of my diaper, she dropped the bottle into the hole in the board and it easily slid into place.

	Joanna came in and closely examined the board with the bottle now in it. “Do we need to readjust the height of this thing?” she asked me.

	I pulled my pacifier plug. “Yeah,” I replied. “It’s a bit too low.”

	She nodded. “Okay,” she said. “Get yourself into place, but don’t start drinking yet. I’ll get the rope.”

	I dropped my pacifier on the dresser, stood in front of that board, and put my mouth on the nipple but I didn’t suck.

	“Stick your penis through the hole Mike.” Joanna ordered.

	I pulled my mouth from the board, grabbed my still semi–flaccid penis and stuck it into the board. Then I put my mouth back over that bottle nipple. A moment later, I felt the board moving up a little. When the hole felt about the right height, I quickly said, “That’s it!” The board stopped moving, and I started to pull away from it, when I suddenly felt it going up just a tiny bit more before it stopped again. “It’s too high now,” I told Joanna.

	“I know,” Joanna replied. “That’s where I want it. I’m afraid you’re going to have to work a little harder for it now.”

	Not exactly words of comfort, believe me!

	“Okay Mike,” Joanna said. “Fix your hands behind your back and start making sweet, sweet love to your piece of wood.”

	Why did she have to make it sound so perverted and disgusting? But I put my hands thorough that loop of rope, pulled it tight which pulled my wrists together, and then held onto the end of that rope to keep it there with my hands. I approached the board and put my mouth on that nipple to suck on it, but it was just a bit higher than it was before. Even in those five inch heels I had to stretch my neck a bit to get my mouth over it. I sucked on the bottle, while I started grinding my pelvis around so my penis could feel where that hole was.

	“Drink it Mike!” Joanna ordered. “Whatever you do, don’t stop sucking on that bottle and drinking. I want to see you drinking and swallowing the entire time you stand there.

	I went from stretching my neck, to standing on my toes, to whatever I could do to find that damn hole. But finding it was suddenly far more difficult than it ever was before. If I had to keep drinking from the bottle, then my mind had something more to occupy itself with than just my sexual problem down below. I continually drank from the bottle, but it seemed like forever before I managed to slide my penis into that hole. The relief was almost overwhelming as I started moving it in and out. But of course, in doing that, the board tried to move with me. And since the board was a tiny bit higher, it was pressing harder against the bottom of my penis, making it move more than usual. Because of that, the impossible task was a whole lot more impossible.

	“Okay Mike,” Joanna said as soon as I started trying to figure out how to get my sexual pleasure the way things were now. “This is how it’s going to work. From now on, when you make love to that stupid piece of wood, you’re going to have to keep drinking constantly. But the moment that bottle runs dry, you pull yourself out of that board completely. The very moment you’ve got nothing left in your bottle, is the moment your time limit is up and you get out of there. If you don’t get the job done by then, then that it! It’s over. You’ll have to wait until next time and hope you manage it then.”

	I was shocked! I heard Ashley outright laughing. I stopped drinking and stopped trying to pleasure myself as I took that in.

	“You’re not allowed to stop drinking!” Joanna yelled right in my ear.

	I started sucking on the bottle again, but my mind was too shocked by what Joanna had just told me to even think about going back to trying to get some pleasure again.

	Her voice came again, but this time it was more of an evil purr. “You’re not fucking your board Mike? What’s wrong, don’t you find it sexy enough? You always did before? Fucking a dumb piece of wood. It’s really all you’re good for. It’s really all you deserve!”

	Her words had me more sexually interested in no time. Why? I haven’t a clue, but the humiliation of only being able to fuck nothing but a hole in a dumb piece of wood somehow totally turned me on. And the problem was, after being stuck in that chastity device for so long, I really did want it. I sucked on the bottle and did my best to fuck that hole in the board – at the same time. And trust me, doing both, just barely having to get on my toes, without the use of my hands, wasn’t easy at all!

	And then something horrible happened! The bottle ran dry. Joanna noticed it immediately. “That’s it Mike. Times up! Get away from that board.”

	It was like the most horrible thing ever. I had just been really getting into it, despite the difficulty and despite having to chase that board around more than usual – while on my toes. I guess I had been that desperate. But now…now I had to stop. And I just knew it would be another week before I had another chance. “Please…” I begged. “Please let me try again.”

	“No Mike,” Joanna replied while Ashley laughed from the bed. “That’s it! That’s all you get.” She turned to her daughter who was sitting on the bed. “Ashley dear, get up. We’ve got to get him cleaned up now.”

	Ashley laughed, but she was looking at me, or rather my raging hard–on. “Good luck getting him back into that device with him like that.”

	Joanna looked at me for a moment. “Don’t worry dear, we’ll manage.” Once again she had uttered words I didn’t want to hear.

	“Get that same diaper you had on and lay it out on the bed Mike,” she told me. “I’ll be back in a minute.

	I did that while Ashley giggled from where she was leaning against the wall. Joanna came in with a wash cloth and had me lay on top of that diaper while she quickly cleaned me up. All too quickly! I desperately wanted her to linger on a certain part of me, but I think she cleaned that part of me the quickest. And that washcloth was cold. By the time she was done, I was already much smaller than I had been. Joanna disappeared with the washcloth, and was gone for a surprisingly long time before she came back with it again. She put the washcloth up against my still flagging penis, and I immediately noticed how cold that washcloth was. Ice! She had put ice inside of it. She held it against me as I shrunk smaller and smaller, then she set it on top of my penis and grabbed the baby lotion. All too quickly, I was heavily lotioned, powdered, and locked back up again. It was so disappointing.

	“Can I have the keys this time Momma?” Ashley asked once the lock had clicked shut.

	“No dear,” Joanna said as she smiled evilly at me. “I’ll keep them. But this week, I’d like you to make sure he does something special for me.”

	“What’s that Mom?”

	“I want you to make sure he spends at least half an hour every day looking at all that porn he used to look at on his computer.”

	I know my mouth dropped open. I hadn’t looked at any of that stuff since this whole thing started. I didn’t need that kind of stimulation. I had enough of it that I lived with every day. And now she wanted me looking at it again? Every day? While I was locked and denied? It was…unthinkable. It was… cruel. And I could already feel my damn locked up cock trying to get hard inside that miserable chastity device again.

	Joanna grabbed my pacifier and stuck it into my wide open mouth. My mind was reeling as I contemplated what was ahead of me. I had been more than horny enough before Joanna had gotten here this week. What was it going to be like all next week? How was I going to be able to look at all that stuff, with my penis locked up where I couldn’t get any kind of pleasure at all? I wasn’t looking forward to that at all.

	A short while later, I was once again dressed in my usual humiliating outfit. Half an hour after that, I had to carry Joanna’s suitcase out to the car for her. My mind was still so worried about being locked and denied…while being fed all the stuff that had always turned me on so much, that I barley registered being dressed the way I was where my neighbours might see.

	And then she was gone…for another week. For some reason, my heart fell. Disappointed, I walked back into the house. I had no doubt at all that by the time she came back next week that I would be going absolutely crazy with need. I already couldn’t wait for next week.

	I stopped dead in my tracks. What was I thinking? My mother was coming next week. Everything in the house that had anything at all to do with embarrassing humiliation things would have to be gone! The agreement would have to be temporarily ended. If Joanna didn’t unlock me before my mother got there, then I was going to have to go yet another week without relief. That would be two weeks! Thank God Joanna had let me fuck that board last night and I had managed to cum. With the way my system was used to constant relief, I didn’t even want to think how bad things would be after that much time. 

	I walked back into the house, and was immediately attacked by Ashley. “Why are you wearing that silly maid’s dress?”

	Oh how I hated that girl. I pulled the pacifier from my mouth. “Because I’m a big sissy and I want everyone to know it,” I said just before I dropped a curtsey.

	“And why are you wearing a big fat diaper?” she asked.

	I didn’t roll my eyes, but I considered it. “Because I’m a big sissy and I want everyone to know it,” I said again, before curtseying again.

	“No!” she said. “It’s because you’re a big baby and you want everyone to know it. Now why are you wearing that big fat diaper?”

	Uh–oh. Ashley was changing the game again. “Because I’m a big baby and I want everyone to know it,” I replied. Then I hesitated. Did I have to curtsey? 

	“Well?” Ashley prompted, obviously waiting for me to curtsey. I dropped into the curtsey, but as soon as I got my leg all the way back as far as she wanted it, she said, “Stop! Just like that!”

	I halted immediately and looked up at her. Now what would she want?

	“Now stay there and try to wet yourself!” she ordered.

	Huh?

	Obviously the look of surprise on my face registered with her. “From now on, you’re going to try to wet yourself every time you curtsey. So just stay there for a few minutes and try. You can come up again as soon as you manage to pee.”

	Shock, upon shock! Outrageous! I tried, and somehow actually managed to pee a little. I think the surprised showed on my face.

	“Did you do it?” she asked.

	I nodded.

	“Then you can get up when you’re done.” I gratefully stood.

	“Now,” she said, “Why do you suck on a pacifier all the time?” Oh shit!

	Ashley kept me practicing that for a long time. Every time I curtseyed, she made me stay in that position for a short while to give me a chance to try to wet myself again. Of course I couldn’t, but she wanted me to try…which I didn’t do either. But she couldn’t know that. I had to do it over and over again, and then later she would hit me with one of her dumb questions every time she saw me.

	“Faster!” she started ordering. “I don’t want there to be any delay after you get asked the question. You know what the answer has to be. You’re either a big sissy, or a big baby, and then you curtsey and wet yourself. So there’s no reason for any delay. Now get used to it. “Why do you wear women’s heels?”

	I did my very best to be faster about answering. Again she made me go through it a number of times before she let me stop. She wasn’t even allowing me time to think…except while I was stuck in that curtsey position where I had no intention of wetting myself again. And to make matters worse, she even kept me practicing while she went into her computer, logged into her hospital account, and finally put in her work schedule request for the week after next. And trust me, just then I couldn’t wait until she left to go to work. At least then she would be gone for three days out of the week.

	Before bed, I once again had to stand in front of that miserable board in my room. This time I wasn’t wearing my maid’s dress. This time I wasn’t wearing my heels. I was still stuck in that same damn diaper, but the only other thing I was wearing was my pink nightgown. Ashley sat on the bed and watched while I did my best to drink an entire baby bottle of water that way. Without the five inch heels, I had to stand as high on my toes as I possibly could just to reach the bottle, and even then I almost couldn’t. My feet were killing me by the time I finished.

	When I was done, Ashley had me get into bed and handed me the second bottle to drink. Once again it would be two baby bottles before bed. I had no doubt that the increase in liquid while I was trying to sleep was going to result in me waking up more at night to pee into my diaper. I really hoped that it wasn’t going to be a continuing nightly ritual for me.

	Fortunately, peeing at night, was almost as easy as peeing during the day. I barely woke up anymore. Just another humiliating thing in my already overly humiliated life.

	I fell asleep thinking about Joanna and whatever humiliations she would put me through next week. I woke up suddenly though when I remembered that my mother would be coming next week. What was going to happen then? Joanna said not to worry, she would handle everything. But I was worried. Very worried. Maybe I really should end this agreement completely.

	But the allure…. The danger… The drug–like pull…. The thrill!

	 


Chapter 26.

	 

	There was no doubt about it, the only true joys in my life anymore were the two times a day I got to change Ashley’s diaper. There was just something so satisfying about fastening her into one of those big monstrosities that I simply couldn’t help feeling that way. And as far as I was concerned, she deserved every bit of misery those diapers could bring her.

	“Why do you wear a big diaper?” she hit me with the question the moment I had finished taping her diaper on her.

	“Because I’m a big baby and I want everyone to know it,” is what I replied. But while I was curtseying, I really wanted to ask her the same question. Why was she wearing a big diaper too? I didn’t bother asking though, it would probably only make her mad, and I didn’t need that. I noticed that once again she tried to hide that big diaper under what was probably the fullest skirt she owned.

	––––– o0o –––––

	No surprise, we had company that day. Chris and his new girlfriend Crystal, and Amanda and her boyfriend Jimmy were all there. And of course, they all ogled my new maid’s dress that Ashley had locked on me that morning – just for them. They had all seen pictures of the dress, but they still seemed to enjoy laughing at the real thing. I quickly found out that my diaper was definitely on display below that skirt, since each one of them not only commented on it, but it was Amanda who was the first to notice when a few more of the designs on the front of my diaper went missing. How embarrassing.

	Of course, Ashley made me go through each of my little curtsey speeches for them a number of times, and of course she made me stand in front of that dumb board and drink a baby bottle full of water. To be honest, all of it was simply what I expected.

	What surprised me, was that after dinking my bottle from that board, they pretty much left me blissfully alone for a little while. That is, until Ashley suddenly found me in my room, and much to my dismay, locked those darn shoe locks on me again. Why bother? And then I found out why when Ashley said goodbye and that they were all leaving to go to Amanda’s apartment. Oh such happiness, I’m sure for Ashley since she was finally getting out with her friends, and also for me, because she was gone. Not such happiness for me because I was stuck in those locked on heels, and now a locked on dress as well. I couldn’t change anything if I wanted to. Well, I could change my diaper I guess, but what would be the point? It didn’t need it yet.

	Since I had the time, I went in and sat at my desk in front of my computer. According to Joanna, just before she left for home, I was “supposed” to be spending half an hour looking at all the porn stuff I used to love on my computer – while locked in that darn chastity device. I booted up my computer but I didn’t go anywhere near that stimulating stuff. I had enough problems as it was. I spent a very pleasant few hours playing a game instead. And when I had to pee, I didn’t even have to stop playing the game – one of the very few positive things about wearing a big fat diaper!

	When dinnertime came, I started wondering when Ashley would get back. I waited a while, but she didn’t show. Did I need to plan anything for her? She was out of those casts now, she could take care of herself, but still, if she was coming home for dinner, would it be better to wait for her? I finally phoned her to find out. She quickly told me to fuck off and not worry about her. Such nice language from such a nice girl.

	As I started figuring out what I would make myself for dinner I had another thought. Ashley had been in that big diaper all day now. I was due to change her soon. Would she be home for that? I’d have to wait and see.

	I ate dinner, I watched some TV, I played my game on the computer for a while more, but Ashley was still gone. That was good, but I still wondered how big her diaper was starting to get. For that matter, what did her friends think about her being stuck in diapers? Had she even told them? One thing I figured for sure, since it had been so long now since I put that diaper on her, despite that full skirt she was wearing, there was no way she could hide that bulky thing forever.

	It was getting close to ten o’clock. Was Ashley going to stay away all night? I was locked in my dress, locked in my heels, and that didn’t even count being locked in that darn chastity device. Was I going to have to go to bed dressed the way I was?

	It was at that point that someone suddenly rang my doorbell. Ashley. I had no reason before to get her a house key. I hurried in my locked on heels and locked on clothes of course, to the door. The moment she came in, she stormed right passed me so fast I thought a tornado had blown in.

	“Ashley…” But she was gone.

	I closed and locked the front door but by the time I followed her down the hall, she was in her room with the door locked. “Ashley,” I called loudly through the closed door. “Do you need your diaper changed before bed?”

	“Damn right I do!” she yelled back. “I’ll be out in a minute!”

	It was more like five minutes before she finally made an appearance. She was no longer wearing the clothes she had been in, but had on one of those big unsexy house dresses she had spent so much time in instead.

	“What’s wrong?” I asked. “You came in so fast you nearly knocked me down.”

	“Nothing’s wrong,” she replied. “Except that I need a key so I can get in. I don’t want to wait around for you to open the door all the time. And besides, I’ll be starting work soon. I need a damn key to your house!”

	“No problem,” I replied. “I’ll get you one. I just didn’t think about it before.”

	“Well get it now!”

	“You don’t want me to change you first?”

	“Just get me the damn key!” she said. “I’ll be in my room. You can change me there.”

	It only took me a few minutes to find a spare house key. While I was at it, I put another one on my keyring since Joanna had the one I usually carried. Not that I really needed one, I always came in and went out through the garage with the automatic opener. I grabbed the baby lotion from the box and a fresh diaper and headed for her room.

	I set the key on her dresser next to her purse. Ashley grabbed one of her text books and laid on the bed. She pulled that big housedress up out of the way, opened the book up and started reading, acting like she was ignoring what I was doing completely. If that’s the way she wanted to play it, so be it.

	I opened the tapes on her diaper, and took it off her. I was quite surprised to find that it wasn’t nearly as wet as I thought it would be. “Geez!” I said. “Not too bad at all.”

	“I haven’t had anything to drink at all since this morning!” she said rather angrily without taking her eyes from her book.

	I guess that explained it. I got her cleaned up, lotioned up, and rediapered.

	“Now get out of here!” she ordered like she was angry about something. “And make sure you get yourself a bottle before you go to bed.”

	I started out of the room before I remembered. “Ashley, you’ve still got me locked in this dress and these heels. I’ve got to go to work in the morning.”

	“Tough!” she said, never looking up from the book. “If I’ve got to deal with wetting another diaper, you can deal with that for the night.”

	Ugh! “What the hell happened today that’s got you so upset?”

	She finally looked up from her book. Did she look angry? I actually wasn’t sure. “Nothing!” she said. “I had a great time. All day. It’s the first chance I’ve had to get out of here in over a month!”

	“Then what’s got you so upset?”

	She grunted angrily. “Okay,” she said as she closed her book. She got up from the bed, opened her dresser and pulled out a stack of keys. Five minutes later, I left her room with every lock on me unlocked – except my chastity device. She had never answered my question as to what was wrong, and quite frankly, I didn’t care. I was simply happy to be able to get out of everything I was wearing. Well, almost everything. I was still locked into that darn chastity device. Would Joanna remove it before my mother got there next week? I could only hope! ––––– o0o –––––

	“Hi Mike,” Joanna’s voice said over my cell phone Monday morning shortly after I had gotten to work.

	I was only surprised because she had called instead of texted. “Hi Joanna,” I replied.

	“Have a good day yesterday?” she asked. “I got nothing all day from Ashley.”

	“Yeah,” I replied. “She spent the day out with her friends. She didn’t even get back until late last night.”

	“Oh. I see,” she said. “I guess that explains it.

	“Yeah. I kept waiting for her to come home so I could change her diaper, but she surprised me by how late she stayed out.”

	“Really?” she exclaimed. “I guess she was having fun. And after being cooped up for so long, I certainly can’t blame her.” “Me either,” I replied.

	She laughed. “So just how bad was her diaper when you changed her? Was it leaking?”

	“Nope. Not even close. I was really surprised by how wet it wasn’t.”

	“It wasn’t?” she repeated. “She hadn’t wet it?”

	“Oh, it was wet, but not really that bad at all. At least not as bad as I expected it to be. But she said she hadn’t had anything to drink at all since that morning.”

	“I guess that could explain it,” Joanna replied. “Thanks Mike,” she said. “Have a good day.”

	“You too.”

	That night, when I changed Ashley’s diaper again, it was certainly quite wet, but not nearly as bad as I expected it to be. Was she still not drinking anything all day? It was the only conclusion I could think of. I didn’t get to think about it very long though, because once again Ashley subjected me to another half hour of endlessly answering why I was either a big sissy or a big baby, and then curtseying and trying to wet myself, which of course I never actually tried to do at all.

	When Ashley finally tired of that game, I was “rewarded” by being banished to my office to spend nearly a full hour of looking at all that stuff on my computer that had turned me on way too much. Ha! Ashley was leaving me alone so she could study, and I didn’t go anywhere near that stuff. I played games instead. My chastity device didn’t bother me at all when I was killing enemy soldiers by the dozen.

	Once again before bed, I had to spend time standing on my tippy toes drinking from that bottle stuck into my unsexy board, while Ashley laughed and took more pictures. And I knew that Ashley was going to make me drink another bottle when I laid down in bed. I wanted to make Ashley drink that many bottles before bed…and all day too! Maybe then her diapers would be a lot more soaked than they were lately.

	While struggling to stand that high on my toes and keep drinking, I let my mind wander…it really had nothing better to do. But where it wandered to was the problem. I continued to think about being out of that chastity device and humping my bed like I used to do…or to making love to Joanna again…and a few times, my mind also thought about the demeaning process of having sex with the hole in that dumb board I was just then drinking my bottle from. All those thoughts were nothing but heaven. And every one of those thoughts were just as much nothing but pure hell!

	––––– o0o –––––

	What are we going to do about my mother? I texted Wednesday morning. My mother was due to arrive Saturday afternoon, and that time was getting closer. I was getting more and more worried about it.

	Don’t worry, I’m making plans, Joanna texted back. I was able to arrange to take Sunday off so I can be there the entire weekend. I was just contemplating the fact that she was going to be there for three days instead of two, when I got another text from her. Will your mother be staying at the house with us?

	I don’t know, I replied. She never has before. She’s always stayed at a hotel.

	Find out!

	Actually, it sounded like a good idea. I immediately texted my mother. I didn’t get a reply until several hours later, but then my mother often liked to sleep very late in the mornings.

	Don’t worry Michael, my mother texted back. I don’t want to disturb you and your girlfriend that much. I’m much more comfortable staying at a hotel. I’ve already got one booked near the airport. Can you pick me up when I arrive?

	No problem, I texted back. I’ll be there.

	You and your girlfriend both I hope. I can’t wait to meet her.

	I didn’t reply to that. Ashley was NOT my girlfriend. She was…a horror! I texted Joanna about what my mother’s intentions were. I got a quick text back saying that it was all no problem. Joanna may have thought it was no problem, but I certainly didn’t see it that way at all.

	That night, I noted once again that Ashley’s daytime diaper wasn’t nearly as wet as her night-time diapers were. Was she still not drinking anything during the day, and why was she wetting so much more at night?

	And then of course, I was “supposed” to be spending more time looking at the porn on my computer, probably to make my balls ache more than they already were. Since Ashley wasn’t paying any attention to me, I found the computer games much less painful, for me. For the enemy soldiers I was killing, not so much.

	And then I heard Ashley calling me. I quickly shut down my game and went out to see her.

	“Why are you wearing a big fat diaper?” she asked the moment she saw me heading for her.

	“Because I’m a big baby and I want everyone to know it.” Curtsey, holding in that drop down position for a moment, then finally come up.

	Ashley laughed. “I can’t wait till your mother gets here. “By that time, I’m going to have you so used to doing this that when I ask, you won’t be able to help yourself. You’ll tell her what a big idiot you are, and then show her how well you can curtsey.” She started laughing rather hysterically then.

	My mind raced at the horror of such a thing. Ashley had better not try asking me that. I had no intentions of doing anything like that at all while my mother was in town. Nothing at all of this humiliating life would be out where my mother could possibly find any of it. While I was struggling a little while later to drink that bottle while standing on my tiptoes, I made a mental note to ask Joanna to make sure Ashley would be on her best behaviour for the entire time my mother was there.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Joanna. Call me when you get a chance, I texted first thing Thursday morning.

	It was nearly half an hour later before my cell phone rang. “What’s up Michael?”

	“I just want you to please make sure Ashley…um…behaves while my mother is here. The reason she’s got me practicing all that curtsey stuff is because she intends on hitting me with one of those dumb questions right in front of my mother. I don’t need that! I don’t want my mother finding out about any of this at all. Nothing! In fact, I’d rather have Ashley out of here for that entire time.”

	“Don’t worry Michael,” Joanna replied. “I have a feeling that by that time, Ashley will be a completely different person. Trust me. I’ll make sure you’ve got nothing to worry about. You just have to do whatever I tell you, and it will all be fine.”

	“Whatever you tell me? Like what?”

	“Like whatever I decide. I’m going to handle everything, and if you do as I say, I promise your mother will never know anything. I’ve got it all planned.”

	“But…”

	“Michael…trust me, okay? I’m a mother. I can take care of this with no problem. In fact, I’m very much looking forward to meeting your mother.”

	“You are?”

	“Of course! I can’t wait. Now Michael, I’ll be there on Friday as usual and I’ll start getting things in order as soon as I get there. Oh, and by the way. Ashley will be starting back to work next Wednesday.”

	“Wednesday?”

	“Yes. She got the schedule I told her to request. Wednesday, Friday, and Sunday. That will give her a full day to rest and recover after each of her long hospital shifts. Her leg isn’t back to full strength yet and she’ll be on her feet all day.”

	“Sounds good, I guess. I’m just worried about my mother.”

	“Like I said, don’t worry. I’ll handle everything.”

	That was easy for her to say. I didn’t exactly see it that way. She hung up before I got the chance to ask if she would be removing my chastity device. My balls were aching. I couldn’t wait!

	––––– o0o –––––

	I got a text from Joanna late Friday morning. I’m here. I have some difficult things to handle today but don’t worry. I’ll call or text before you leave work.

	Difficult things? Like what? What needed to be done was to remove all the humiliating things from my house, move Ashley back into the guest bedroom, and move me back into my own bedroom – where I belonged! All before my mother got there. I thought about all the work that was going to take. Maybe that’s what Joanna had meant by having some difficult things to handle. That was quite a bit to do and I wouldn’t be there to help until tonight. But I was now looking forward to that…and getting back into my own bedroom. And I was really looking forward to getting out of that damn chastity device!

	I got another text from Joanna shortly before I left to go home. When you come home tonight, I expect you to be in heels, but don’t lock your shoes up – unless you want your mother to see your pretty shoes. Hurry home please. I need you as soon as possible!

	Her text surprised me on many levels. Foremost was her last statement that she needed me as soon as possible. The other thing was that she still wanted me to wear my heels home like usual. I wasn’t intending on wearing them at all. Possibly never again. So should I wear the heels like she wanted, or just forget them?

	Just before leaving the office I texted her one more time. I wasn’t planning on wearing my heels home. We need to pack all that stuff up and get it out of the house!

	A few minutes later, she responded. Michael, you had better wear those pretty heels home, or you’ll be facing dire consequences. Need I say more?

	I of course texted back. I’m worried about my mother!

	She texted, I know you are. But she doesn’t get here until tomorrow afternoon. Now behave and get home – soon!

	Ugh! A few minutes later, I went out to my car and put my heels on. Out of habit, I came very close to locking my male shoes up again. I stopped myself just in time. I drove home wondering why Joanna was insisting that I get home as quickly as possible.

	––––– o0o –––––

	I walked in through the kitchen like I always did. I didn’t see any sign of either Joanna or Ashley. Where were they? With that kitchen safe and my male shoes in my hand I headed from the kitchen into the family room. “Joanna?” I called when I still didn’t see any sign of them.

	“Back here,” I heard Joanna yell.

	I headed down the hallway and found them in the master bedroom. I found them, but the way I found them shocked me to high heaven! Joanna was standing looking sternly at her daughter, but it was Ashley that I couldn’t take my eyes off of. She was kneeling on the bed – with her wrists tied to the headboard. And she was crying her eyes out. I also noticed some kind of cloth gag tied around her head that looked like Joanna had used one of Ashley’s scarves to do it with. And stranger, she was naked from the waist down, and her bottom was bright red. “What’s going on?” I asked, not believing what I was seeing.

	Instead of answering, Joanna walked up next to Ashley. “Are you ready to behave?”

	I saw Ashley nod rather emphatically. I watched as Joanna untied the scarf from around Ashley’s head. Ashley started shaking her head rather dramatically, and then I noticed why the scarf had been there. It had been holding a bar of soap into Ashley’s mouth so she couldn’t remove it. Joanna pulled the soap out. Foam and small bubbles were all over Ashley’s chin.

	“I hate you!” Ashley yelled the moment the soap was gone, spurting soap out of her mouth. “I hate you. I hate you. I hate you all!”

	“Nope!” Joanna said as she quickly captured Ashley’s head again, held her nose, then forced that soap back into her mouth. Ashley fought for all she was worth by shaking her head, but it did no good. A moment later, the scarf was back holding the soap in place again, and Ashley was crying hysterically.

	“What’s going on?” I asked again, softer than before, and also somewhat afraid for myself in case Joanna was in a nasty mood.

	“The reason Ashley’s diapers haven’t been very wet when you’ve changed her lately, is because she’s been taking them off every day. She wets in them a few times, then takes them off until just before you get home. I suspected it when you first mentioned it, and all it took was a little persuasion for Ashley to confirm it.

	“Persuasion?”

	“I’m sure you can figure it out,” she replied.

	“So…does this mean I don’t have to take orders from her anymore? Is the agreement done now?”

	“Not at all. And Ashley still has total control over you. This is just something between Ashley and me. She controls you completely, and now she’s agreeing to let me control her the same way.” 

	It didn’t look to me like Ashley was agreeing to anything of the sort.

	“Come on Michael,” Joanna said as she headed for the door. “Ashley’s not ready to be a good girl yet.”

	Ashley suddenly became even more agitated and started making all kinds of noise. Joanna went back to her. “Are you going to behave?”

	Ashley started sobbing again. She turned her head and looked at her mother with the most pathetic eyes I’d ever seen. She finally nodded her head.

	“We’ll try it again,” Joanna told her. “But if you don’t do as you’re told, or utter even one nasty word about anything, that soap goes right back in, and this time I’ll have Michael spank you.”

	Ashley looked totally horrified, then started shaking her head.

	“You’re going to behave?” Joanna asked again.

	Ashley’s crying increased again, then she nodded her head. Joanna untied the scarf and pulled the bar of soap from her mouth. Ashley knelt there crying while soap ran from her mouth. Then she started trying to spit all that soap out, which landed on the bed, the headboard, and the wall behind it. Joanna ignored the mess she was making. “Ashley, what do you have to say to Michael now?”

	Ashley’s eyes were streaming tears. “I’m…sorry,” she sobbed.

	“Sorry for what?” Joanna prompted.

	“Sorry…for taking my diapers off to fool you.”

	“And are you going to be a good girl for me now and do everything I tell you to? Or shall we stick that bar of soap back into your mouth while Michael and I pack up all your things and get as much of it into my car as we can?” That surprised me.

	Ashley looked horrified at her mother. “No! I don’t want to leave! I can’t go up there!”

	“Then are you going to do what I want? Just like we talked about?”

	Ashley started sobbing again, then bowed her head. Soap bubbles still ran out of her mouth. It was a few moments before she nodded.

	“Just like we talked about?” Joanna asked again. “Everything I tell you to do?”

	Ashley nodded again, crying even harder. “Please untie me!” she begged. “You know how much I hate being tied up. You know I can’t stand it!”

	I remembered that she had told me that once after Chris had tied me to that board in my room.

	“I’m still waiting for an answer,” Joanna told her.

	Ashley was sobbing. “Please…” she begged.

	“Are you going to do whatever I say, just like we talked about? Just like you said before that you would?”

	I didn’t know what that conversation had been like, but it sure had Ashley in a state.

	“Mommaaaaa…” Ashley cried. “Please don’t. Please don’t make me. Pleeeeease…”

	“We talked about this before Ashley. And I’m done giving in to you. I never should have given in over and over again through your whole life, especially after you were…older. It was a mistake doing that and I’m not making that mistake again.”

	“Pleeeease Momma…”

	“No!”

	Ashley screamed at the top of her lungs. “Let me go!” It was so loud and the high pitch of it hurt my ears.

	Joanna turned to me. “Go put your shoes in your room,” she told me. “You can get out of those heels if you want too. I need you to help me move as much of Ashley’s things into my car as we can.”

	“Nooooo!” Ashley screamed. “I can’t go! I’m not going!”

	Joanna ignored her. “I’ll be with you in a moment Michael,” she said to me. “Just let me get this bar of soap back in her mouth.”

	“Nooo!” Ashley screamed again. “No! Don’t! Not anymore. Untie me! Let me go!” Joanna picked up the soap and grabbed Ashley’s head.

	“No!” Ashley screamed again.

	Joanna held on tight while Ashley fought with her. I saw Joanna hold Ashley’s nose to get her to open her mouth. Ashley finally did open her mouth, but as Joanna was trying to push the soap back in, I heard Ashley trying to say, “I’ll do it. I’ll do it…” And then the soap was in again, but only for a moment.

	“What was that?” Joanna asked, holding the bar of soap just out of her mouth.

	Ashley was crying hysterically again. “I’ll do it,” she sobbed.

	“You’re certain?” Joanna asked. “Because I have no problem having Michael help me stick you in the car…tied up if I have to…and taking you back home with me again where you’ll be away from all your friends and everything else.”

	“No!” Ashley cried. “I can’t go back there. I’ll do it,” she cried bitterly. “I’ll do it.” She broke down in sobs.

	“We’ll see,” Joanna said as she set the soap down on the night table again. “Do I dare untie you, or are you going to behave?”

	“Please untie me. Please!” she suddenly begged, tugging hard at the ropes again. “I can’t stand it!”

	“Hold still,” Joanna told her.

	I watched as she attacked the piece of rope holding Ashley to the headboard. A moment later, Ashley’s hands were free. She rolled back on the bed, rubbing her wrists repeatedly and crying. I stood there for a moment while Ashley cried. “I’ll go take my heels off now,” I said quietly.

	“No!” Joanna said quickly. “Not as long as Ashley decides to behave.”

	“But…you just said…”

	“That was before Ashley decided to get a little more…cooperative. Since she’s cooperating, then you can stay in those heels.”

	Not what I wanted to hear, especially since my mother was coming. I decided to not ask about changing anything else.

	Joanna went to a large plastic bag that was leaning up against the closet door. I watched as she pulled something bulky out of it. Diapers! Pink diapers. A whole package of them. “Here Michael,” Joanna said as she ripped the top on the package. “Take one of these and please put it on Ashley for me. And don’t forget the baby lotion. Use lots of it!”

	Oooookay. I took the diaper and examined it. It was certainly a lot thinner than the bulky things I had been wearing. Make that, the bulky things that both Ashley and I had been wearing. But it still had a good amount of padding in it. I grabbed the bottle of lotion and approached the bed.

	“Please Momma. Please….”

	“Behave yourself!” Joanna said sternly. “Michael, you know what to do.”

	Ashley broke down sobbing again. I pulled on her legs to straighten them out, then shoved the diaper under her bottom while she laid there crying with her hands over her face. With the pink diaper under her, I took the bottle of baby lotion and spread it liberally all over her, top and bottom, including into the crack of her sex. She wiggled around trying to keep me from doing what I had to, but I got the job done. She finally laid still and just cried, now with one of her arms covering her eyes. A minute later, I had fastened the tapes on her diaper. I was done.

	I turned to Joanna and was surprised to see her holding something else out toward me. I was even more surprised to see what it was. “Put this on her too,” she said.

	I took it and looked at it closely. It was a pair of white plastic waterproof pants. They weren’t nearly as stiff as I figured they would be. In fact, they felt rather soft. I doubted they’d make much noise at all like so many websites claimed they did. One foot at a time, I stuck her feet into them and pulled them up her legs. I had to work a bit to get them all the way up underneath her since she wasn’t doing anything at all to help me. But the white plastic pants were soon covering her pink diapers.

	“And now this,” Joanna said, holding out one more item to me.

	I turned to see what it was, and was even more floored by what she held – a big feminine onesie that had cute red and pink cupcakes all over it. As I examined it, I realized that it didn’t have a way to open the crotch area at all. Instead, it zipped up the back and there were some loops right at the back of the neck that I was guessing was for…

	“Michael, here’s the lock that goes in it. I have one of the keys on my keyring. You keep that key, and don’t let Ashley have it. Now put it on her. You’ll have to take her top off first. You can leave her bra on for now. Later, when you get her ready for bed, you’ll have to remove it before you put that thing on her again.”

	Put it on her again? It sounded like Joanna planned on keeping it on her all the time!

	“No Momma, no…” Ashley pleaded as I had to catch her feet and stick them into the onesie. “Please not this,” she pleaded as I tried to work it under her bottom. “No Momma, please…” she begged. But Joanna said absolutely nothing. I grabbed her body and pulled her into a sitting position so I could get the rest of it on her. “No. Don’t. Please,” she begged. “It’ll be like being tied down. I won’t be able to stand it. Please…don’t…” I looked to Joanna, waiting to hear what she wanted me to do.

	“Don’t stop now Michael. She’s earned this many times over. She’s behaved like nothing but a spoiled brat for years. Now I’m going to treat her like one. Get it on her and fasten it up.”

	Ashley hugged me hard. “Don’t do it,” she begged. “Please don’t.”

	But this was Ashley. Ashley who loved being cruel. I hardened my heart against her pitiful pleas and grabbed one of her arms. I had to fight with her a bit to get her arm into the onesie, but eventually it went. Surprisingly, she put up even less fight as I put her other arm in.

	She was crying again, pitifully. “Don’t,” she cried.

	She was sitting up, but her body was absolutely limp in my arms. I had to look over her shoulder and hold her up as I zipped up the back. I took the lock and pulled the key out. I slipped it through the loops, then realized it would also go through the zipper as well. I removed the lock, put it through one loop, then the zipper, then the other loop, and locked it. Ashley’s sobbing grew louder as I let go of her and she flopped back limply on the bed. With that thing locked on her like that, she had no chance of getting her diaper off now. Not alone, and not without the key that I now had.

	“Michael,” Joanna said. “Why don’t you go put that key on your keyring or somewhere where it will be safe and you won’t lose it. We’ll let Ashley…adjust for a few minutes while you’re doing that. But please come right back, we’re not through here yet. Not by a long shot.”

	Not through? After all that? Just what had Ashley and her mother discussed earlier? And why go to this length of trouble for it all? I pulled my keys from my pocket and fought with my key ring to get the small key onto it. The keys went right back into my pocket. “Okay,” I said. “What’s next?”

	“Now you get undressed and lay on the bed.” She turned to Ashley who was still crying. “Ashley, get up from there. It’s your turn now.”

	“My turn?” Ashley asked through her crying…while I was suddenly trying to come to grips with everything.

	“Yes, your turn. We discussed this,” Joanna told her daughter.

	Her eyes were red and irritated. She was still sniffling back her tears. But Ashley got up from the bed and looked determinedly at me. Oddly, I thought she looked rather sexy in that fitted onesie. But all pleasant thoughts ended abruptly when she said, “Didn’t she till you to get undressed? Why the hell are you still in those clothes? Get moving!”

	Yeah, that was more like the Ashley I knew. Even after suffering like she had, she could still dish it out.

	I got undressed, fully, including removing my heels. At Ashley’s command, I laid down naked on the bed. I was surprised to see Joanna hand Ashley one of those same pink diapers instead of getting one of the big extra–bulky ones from my room. I lifted my hips so she could slide the thing under me. After being stuck wearing those huge ones, this lighter one was going to be a pleasure…I thought.

	“If I’ve got to smell like baby lotion, then so can you!” Ashley said rather angrily. A moment later, she was literally pouring lots of that stuff on me. Far more than I had used on her. “Stay there, I’ll be right back,” she said when she had finished. She left the room, then came back again…with my bottle of baby powder. A minute later, I smelled not just like baby lotion, but like baby powder as well. And let me tell you, there was no missing that smell! Finally, Ashley pulled that pink diaper up between my legs and fastened it. I was now stuck in a pink diaper.

	Yes, it was definitely bulky, but not nearly as bad as the other diapers I had been wearing. Yes, if I tried, I could actually close my legs. I knew it couldn’t hold as much as those other diapers did, but I also knew it could still hold quite a bit.

	And then I was surprised to see Ashley coming at me again, with another pair of those same plastic pants like she was wearing. She pulled them over my feet, up my legs, and I had to lift my bottom for her to slide them all the way under me and up over my diapers. As far as I could tell, they really weren’t needed at all. The diapers were plenty thick enough and seemed to be well enough made to protect against leaks.

	“Here dear,” Joanna said to her daughter.

	My mouth dropped open as I watched Ashley take another onesie from her mother. It was bigger than the one I had put on Ashley, but the feminine design was that same cute cupcake pattern. Joanna had bought us matching onesies, and I knew already that it would be lockable like Ashley’s onesie was…like my maid’s dress was…like my shoe locks were…and like my damn chastity device was. One lock after another. And now here was another one! In horror, I laid there while Ashley fed my feet through the openings. I lifted my bottom while she slid the thing under my diaper covered butt.

	“Stand up,” she ordered.

	I stood and let her feed my arms thought the arm holes. She went around behind me and zipped the thing up. It was tight on me, all over. Especially between my shoulders and my padded crotch. I had no trouble at all hearing the lock click shut. The back of my neck isn’t very far from my ears. I reached behind me and felt the lock going through the loops and also through the zipper. It took very little imagination to know I wasn’t getting out of that thing without help. I was now just as helpless in it as Ashley was.

	“Put that key with your other keys, dear,” Joanna told her daughter.

	I watched as Ashley took that key and put it with the pile of other keys she had for my various locks. Ashley laughed. “I need a key ring just for all these,” she said.

	“That’s probably a very good idea. We’ll look into that later,” Joanna replied. Joanna turned to me. “Michael, please put your pants on now. Ashley, you find some pants to wear too.” Joanna sat on the bed while I picked up my shirt to put on.

	“Don’t bother with your shirt,” she told me. “That onesie is good enough. I need you wearing pants with it though.”

	I quickly wondered what she had planned. And I already knew I wasn’t going to like it.

	“How about these, Momma?” Ashley asked as she came out of her closet with a pair of black slacks.

	“Very nice dear. They should work just fine.”

	I watched Ashley carefully as I slipped my pants back on and fastened them. Ashley’s pants weren’t exactly skin tight, but they weren’t that loose either. The one big thing I noticed, was something I didn’t notice – her diaper. Between the onesie, the plastic pants, and the black pants, I couldn’t even tell she was wearing one.

	Joanna went over and ran her hand over Ashley’s backside. “Oh, I’m so pleased,” she said.

	“You can’t see any trace of that diaper at all.” “You’re sure Momma?” Ashley asked.

	“You can’t!” I told her. “How about mine? Can you tell I’m wearing one?” I turned slowly around so she could check the front and back.

	“I don’t see it at all,” she said, “but your pants aren’t as tight as mine are.”

	“Good!” I breathed a sigh of relief. If Joanna was going to make us go out like this, at least for once my diaper wouldn’t be noticeable.

	“Both of you, listen,” Joanna said sternly. “Don’t pee until I say you can. If you feel you absolutely have to, then let me know with plenty of warning. Got that? Both of you?” “Yes Momma,” Ashley said as her head bowed down dejectedly toward the floor.

	I simply nodded and said. “Yeah.” What weird game was Joanna thinking about now? And to be honest, I was really nervous about it.

	“Michael,” Joanna said please put your heels on. Ashley, find some shoes too.”

	Another little bonus I noticed about that diaper, bending down to fasten my shoes was easier. It wasn’t until I stood up again afterwards that I noticed a big downside to things. Those plastic pants I was now wearing were starting to make me sweat!

	“Come along children,” Joanna said as she headed for the door. “Let’s get some dinner.”

	I dreaded the thought of going out dressed the way I was. Did Joanna really intend on both Ashley and me going into some restaurant dressed like this? In cute matching onesies that absolutely screamed babyish? I felt a rivulet of sweat run a tiny way down to the leg opening of the plastic pants I was wearing, where it stopped because it couldn’t go any further. I also felt my cock growing hard, but like that small bead of sweat, it too quickly hit the boundaries that were allowed for it. And trust me, that cock restraint was far more uncomfortable than those plastic pants were.

	To say that I was relieved to be able to wear my winter coat would be an understatement…unless Joanna made me take the darn thing off later. But once we all had our coats on, and after Joanna made me go back and grab “my” purse and put all my things into it, we all got into Joanna’s car, with both me and Ashley in the back seat. I was really beginning to feel like a child.

	Joanna drove us to McDonalds. There was no question about us getting out of the car. I don’t know why Ashley was nervous, she looked perfectly fine. I was a guy wearing high heels and carrying a damn purse!

	“Hold hands children,” Joanna ordered as soon as we were out of the car.

	I nearly died! Hold hands? But Ashley grabbed my hand. I looked at her. “If I have to do it, then you can too!” she said somewhat angrily.

	“Watch the cars children,” Joanna said as she headed for the door.

	Together, Ashley and I holding hands like children, followed Joanna across the parking lot and into the restaurant. Joanna didn’t go to the line to order food. Instead she led us straight to one of the booths, which made me very happy since I was the one who looked the stupidest with my purse and high heels. Ashley wasn’t carrying any purse at all!

	“Take your coats off children,” Joanna ordered.

	That one made me less happy. I was sure Ashley wasn’t happy about it either, but the moment Ashley saw my embarrassing shirt exposed…I mean onesie…she smiled and laughed. “You look so stupid in that thing.”

	Yeah, I had no doubt. It really wasn’t fair. Ashley looked…cute! Girls could really get away with so much more.

	Joanna made the two of us sit together on one side of the booth, with me up against the window…so I couldn’t get out past Ashley? “Hold hands children,” she ordered, and waited while Ashley and I looked at each other, then linked hands under the table where they wouldn’t be seen. “Now stay right there, both of you!” she told us. “And don’t move! And remember, don’t wet your diapers!” With that, she headed for the line to order our food. She didn’t even ask what I wanted!

	The two of us sat there holding hands as we watched her standing in line with so many other people. I can’t tell you what a fool I felt. Or how childish. What was this new game Joanna was playing? And why, oh why, was my darn chastity device so horribly tight? This was not turning me on at all. I’d never ever admit that anything like this could ever turn me on. Never! It was just that…my darn chastity device was too small.

	People looked at us, pointing at the matching babyish shirts we were both wearing. People stared at us, some of them chuckling a little. One young woman took out her phone and snapped a picture of us. I winced when she did that as I felt Ashley’s fingernails suddenly digging ferociously into my hand. She was nervous too, but did she have to take it out on me with her nails?

	Joanna finally came back. She had a tray with drinks, food, and two bags on it. She smiled at us before she even reached us. “You two look so adorable!” she squealed excitedly.

	Adorable? Hardly. Try foolish, stupid, idiotic, and any other of a hundred different derogatory terms. But adorable – not!

	“Keep holding hands, children. Don’t let go!” she said sternly as she sat down and passed each of us a bag. Happy Meals for both of us. I noticed that she got a chicken sandwich and fries for herself. Her drink was probably larger than both of ours put together. Using only my right hand, I opened my Happy Meal bag and found chicken nuggets, French fries, honey mustard dip, and a plastic princess doll in a blue dress. I noticed Ashley’s princess had a pink dress. Oh goody. I had a tiny toy princess. Just what I always wanted.

	“Now don’t just play with your toys,” Joanna told us. “You’ve got to eat your meals too.” Ashley and I just looked at each other before looking back at the small amount of food in front of us.

	“Oh Michael,” Joanna said, “I wish you had long hair like Ashley. I’d just love to put you in pigtails. You too Ashley. You already look adorable together, just think how you’d look then!”

	Yeah, there was no doubt about it, that chastity device that Joanna had locked on me was too small, about ten sizes too small!

	And then Joanna surprised both of us. “Ashley, please put your hand in Michael’s lap now so that you can feel his crotch. Make sure you can feel it firmly.”

	Shocked wouldn’t even begin to say how I felt, especially as Ashley giggled and stuck her hand firmly right down into my crotch.

	“Now you Michael. You put your hand down in Ashley’s crotch so you can feel her diaper down there too.”

	Ashley stopped giggling very quickly at that. I noticed her face turning very red as my hand went to her very private spot.

	“Now keep your hands right there please and try to eat your dinner.”

	Eat? Like this? Not only did I have to eat one handed, but I had to eat while feeling Ashley’s hand right in my crotch? But then I heard Ashley giggle. Nervously, I picked up a chicken nugget and dipped it in the sauce, and ate it.

	Joanna leaned over that table and spoke very softly so that only we could hear. “Michael, when I say the words, ‘baby boy,’ you’re going to wet yourself right away. Ashley, you’re going to nod your head as soon as you feel his diaper getting warmer.” I was shocked. Ashley of course giggled again.

	“And Ashley, when I say the words ‘baby girl’ you’re going to wet your diaper, and Michael, you’re going to nod to me just as soon as you feel Ashley’s diaper getting wet. Is that clear?

	Both of you?”

	I noticed that Ashley certainly wasn’t giggling now.

	“Is that clear?” Joanna reaped.

	I nodded nervously. Ashley only bowed her head.

	“Eat your dinner’s children,” Joanna ordered.

	Trust me, it doesn’t take long to eat four chicken nuggets, even when you’re taking your time dipping them into the sauce. And the small bag of French fries didn’t take long either.

	Joanna was talking and talking about all kinds of things. Work, home, life, and I noticed that once in a while much of it was about Ashley when she was young. And then in the middle of it, I heard Joanna say, “When my baby girl was born, I was about the happiest woman alive.” Joanna kept going, but I felt Ashley stiffen. Joanna kept talking to me, and then I noticed that my hand feeling Ashley’s crotch was suddenly a bit warmer. I know my eyes went wide as I tried to nod so that Joanna would know that Ashley had wet herself. But as I was nodding, I realized that Joanna was just then saying, I have no doubt at all Michael that your mother was just as proud of her baby boy as I was of Ashley.” Even as I was trying to tell Joanna that Ashley had wet herself, Joanna was giving me my cue to wet my diaper too.

	Wetting myself had become all too easy over the last month or so, and into that new thinner diaper, I let it loose. I quickly noticed Ashley look at me, then saw her nod towards her mother, who just kept talking like nothing out of the ordinary had happened at all.

	At Joanna’s cue, both Ashley and I had sat together in that restaurant, and wet our diapers like infant children. Talk about doing something to make you feel small! Was my face red? I have no doubt. I could literally feel it turning red.

	“Michael, you’re not getting up from this table until you finish your dinner,” Joanna chastised me. I quickly went back to eating my few chicken nuggets.

	With Ashley’s hand still in my crotch, and mine still in hers, we finished eating. Very quickly, my nuggets were gone, my fries were gone, and so was the small drink that was part of my meal. Now that we’d had the appetizer, I was more than ready for the main course. Bring it on! Unfortunately, what we had already eaten was the main course. If Joanna kept this up, I was going to lose weight.

	When we all were finished, Joanna had us get up from the table and had both of us carry all the trash to the trash can – before she allowed us to put our coats back on. I can’t tell you how humiliated I felt wearing that babyish shirt, or onesie as it actually was, right next to Ashley’s matching onesie, all the way to the trash can and back to the table again. That shirt was almost as bad as the high heels on my feet.

	Once my coat was on, Joanna said, “Michael, since you’ve got your purse and Ashley doesn’t, please put both Ashley’s doll and yours in it so you can play with them at home.”

	Once again holding hands, Joanna led Ashley and me back out to the car and put us into the back seat. Once our seat belts were on, Joanna said, “Where do your hands go children?” With a giggle, Ashley’s hand landed right in my crotch. You don’t even have to guess where my hand went. As Joanna drove us home, I actually felt Ashley trying to push her crotch harder against my fingers. I looked over at her, and she was giving me one of those devilish looks as she again tried to thrust her hips against my hand.

	“Go ahead,” she whispered. “Try it.”

	I looked at her like she was crazy…which she was.

	“Aw,” she whispered. “What’s the matter? That little thing you’ve got locked on causing you trouble? And then I felt her hand pushing harder, then backing away, harder, then backing away, as if she was trying to go get me hard. I heard her giggle again as her mother continued to chatter away in the front seat. Yes, I was very glad by the time we got home!

	 


Chapter 27.

	 

	I felt like a fool. I felt like a child. And I was sure Ashley felt the same way.

	The minute we got home from McDonalds, Joanna sent us to our bedrooms to start getting things ready for my mother’s visit. But just taking my coat off didn’t mean that I was ready to start working, at least not according to Joanna. While I removed my pants, Joanna started going through my closet looking for something for me to wear. I didn’t want to wear any of those humiliating things. I wanted to pack everything up now…long before my mother got there. All those things needed to be packed away somewhere and gotten out of the house! But unfortunately, Joanna seemed to have other ideas, at least for now. I was going to put my foot down about it soon though.

	“Oh Michael,” Joanna suddenly exclaimed. “I haven’t had a chance to see this on you yet.”

	I looked to see what she had found, my long plaid skirt that came down all the way to my ankles. I actually loved wearing the thing – before Ashley had come into my life. I hadn’t worn it since though.

	Joanna removed it from the closet and stood looking at it, then she turned it around…and noticed what I didn’t want her to notice. The embarrassing thing about that skirt that I didn’t want her to see. The reason I “enjoyed” wearing the thing in the first place. The part about that skirt that actually turned me on…although I’d never admit that. “What’s this?” she asked, more to herself than to me. I saw her lift the hem of the skirt for a closer look. I’m sure my face turned red as she plucked at the little bit of silver there. She looked at me with one of those crazy looks on her face. “Michael!” she exclaimed softly, in an all too knowing voice.

	I’m sure my face turned even redder. I had taken that long straight skirt, and made wearing it more interesting by taking a safety pin and pinning the bottom of the kick–pleat at the back of the skirt together so that walking in the thing was difficult. Wearing it that way forced me to take very small steps. “Um…I better take it out,” I said, referring to the safety pin.

	“Absolutely not!” she exclaimed. “Since you like wearing it that way, then it stays. In fact, one of these days when we’ve got more time I’m going to make you sit down and sew that pleat together properly – and permanently! Now put this on Michael. We’ve got lots of work to do.”

	Five minutes later, I was taking very small steps as I tried to carry things from the guestroom closet into the master bedroom where I set them down on the bed. With every step I took I felt my legs and ankles coming up against the confines of that skirt. Without the safety pin holding that pleat together, walking was still “fun” but not nearly as difficult since the slit gave plenty of room for my legs. With the safety pin holding it together, it was simply confining. Thank God there was no way to lock that skirt onto me…that I knew of…yet.

	Ashley of course, laughed. No surprise there. We made a pair, both of us still in our cupcake print onesies on top. But she was wearing pants and I was wearing, well, a hobble skirt and extremely high heels. She had a much easier time carrying things than I did. She laughed, and I felt…embarrassed and frustrated. Not just from walking, but from how tight that damn chastity device still was. Yeah, it really was way too small for me. Joanna should have known better and gotten me something much bigger.

	After I had pulled all my clothes from the guest bedroom closet, Joanna had me untie that board hanging from the ceiling. She left for a few minutes then came back with a plant that she tied to the end of the rope. Pulling on the other end of the rope raised that plant up into the air. To be honest, it really looked nice up there. The board that had become my sex life I had to take out to my workshop. That was one major relief I was glad to have out of the way.

	We moved about half of Ashley’s clothes into the guest bedroom closet, then I got to hang my male clothes up in the master bedroom closet again – where they belonged. And then I practically cheered as we all stuffed most of my girly and fun things into big plastic trash bags. But not everything! My shoes and the skirt I was wearing didn’t go in. The new diapers Joanna had bought for Ashley didn’t go in either. And not just those diapers, but two of my big diapers stayed out as well. I was guessing those two diapers were for tonight, one for Ashley, and one for me. Joanna had me take that big empty box that had held those huge diapers out to my shop to get it out of the house.

	“Can I put my shoes and this skirt I’ve got on now in the bag with my other things?” I asked Joanna, once we had everything else packed away.

	She shook her head. “They can stay on you for now. I’ll deal with them myself tomorrow. Okay. I could only hope she would get rid of them.

	While Ashley moved a few of her things from the dresser there into the dresser in the other room, I was tasked with getting those big trash bags out to the trunk of Joanna’s car. I was actually quite happy about putting the things there. My mother would never see them. That skirt made carrying everything that far very interesting. I wasn’t enjoying it though. I’d never admit to that. Ever!

	In the end, the closet in the guest bedroom contained only Ashley’s clothes. The top drawer in the guest bedroom still held all my panties and bras, but also some of Ashley’s things. The top drawer in the master bedroom now contained my old male underwear that Joanna flat out told me I wasn’t allowed to touch. And the master bedroom closet contained only my male clothes…and a few of Ashley’s things that Joanna said we’d tell my mother were overflow from the other closet since there wasn’t enough room there. The bathroom stuff had been sorted out and reversed, and Joanna made me change the sheets from the bed in the guest bedroom and put the old sheets in the laundry. And finally, I was still there in that long skirt, high heels, onesie, plastic pants, and pink diaper…and my locked–on chastity device that I was now realizing wasn’t going to be removed anytime soon.

	Joanna looked around. She walked through both bedrooms and both bathrooms. She seemed happy and satisfied, and to be honest, I was fairly satisfied too. Tonight I would be back in my own bed, in my own room, with my master bathroom. Hooray!

	“Okay children,” Joanna said as she brushed her hands together. “You’ve both been very good, so I think a snack is in order.”

	It sounded awfully good to me. That Happy Meal I’d had for dinner certainly didn’t go very far.

	“Hold hands again children.”

	Huh? Both Ashley and I looked at each other, quite surprised.

	“Hands children!” Joanna insisted. “Hold hands!”

	Not knowing what was going on, Ashley and I again grasped hands.

	“Much better,” Joanna proclaimed happily as she turned and headed for the bedroom door. “Come along.”

	We followed, still holding hands, and still wondering what was going on. I used my free hand to lift my skirt a bit to help me walk.

	Joanna pointed to one side of the kitchen table. “I want you both sitting together. In fact, you might as well know right now, the two of you will be sitting together side by side from now on – always!”

	What the heck was going on? Not sure of anything, I pulled one of the kitchen chairs around to the long side of the table where it was literally touching the chair that was already there. Ashley took one seat and I took the other.

	“Don’t stop holding hands,” Joanna said as she stood watching over us.

	Our hands clasped again. I saw Ashley briefly glance over at me then back to her demented mother.

	Joanna stared at us sitting together for a few moments. “So cute,” she said with a smile. She went to the refrigerator and pulled out a cake. Wow! She must have brought it with her. She pulled some small plates and forks from the cabinets, then attacked the packaging around the cake. She cut three pieces and dished them out. She carried two of the plates to the table and set them down in front of Ashley and me. “Don’t…touch.” she said sternly.

	Once again I wondered about what was going on.

	Joanna went back and got her own piece of cake and set it on the table. From the coffee pot, she poured herself a cup, then turned and stared at us. Was she going to pour a cup for us too…even though Ashley didn’t drink coffee? Just then, a good cup of coffee sounded good to me. Especially with the cake in front of me. But instead, Joanna opened another of the cupboards and pulled out the two baby bottles. Ugh! We watched as she filled both bottles full of milk from the refrigerator, then she screwed the nipples back on them. Joanna set a bottle in front of each of us, then took the seat across from us…and sighed. “Don’t…stop holding hands,” she said sternly. “Just sit there and listen. And whatever you do, don’t wet your diapers until I say you can!” The look she levelled at each of us let us know just how serious she was about that.

	“Now,” she said, “I’m sure you’re both wondering what’s going on.” That was an understatement. My mother was coming!

	Joanna looked straight at me. “As you pointed out Michael, despite what you told her, your mother thinks that you and Ashley are going together. And being a mother, most likely she’s got wedding bells on her mind for the two of you.”

	“Huh!” I grunted. “Why do you think I made sure to tell her that Ashley was just staying here – temporarily!”

	Joanna smiled. “I know you told her that, but since Ashley is still living in your house, I doubt she really believes it.”

	“She’ll see as soon as she gets here!”

	Joanna nodded. “Yes, she will see. She’ll see that she was right, and that you two really are seriously dating each other.”

	“What?” both Ashley and I exclaimed at the same time.

	“Mom, are you crazy?” Ashley said. “I can’t stand him. He’s totally perverted!”

	“Yes, I know dear. And I also know he doesn’t like you much either.” “Then why…” I started to protest.

	“Hush children!” Joanna’s voice lashed quickly. “Listen to me.” She stared at each of us for a moment, then said, “Like it or not, you two are going to give her the impression that you’re deeply in love with each other.” “But I’m not!” I exclaimed.

	“That’s ridiculous!” Ashley exclaimed at the same time.

	“Didn’t I tell you two to hush?” Joanna’s voice lashed again. Once she saw that we had calmed down, she continued. “I know you don’t like each other much, but this is the way I’ve decided to play it. And in the process, the three of us are going to have fun, right under your mother’s nose. And if you listen and do everything I say, she’ll never know.”

	I shook my head. “I can’t! That’s…my mother. I don’t want her finding out anything about what I do.”

	Joanna shook her head. “Do you want that chastity device off eventually?”

	“Yes! Now! The sooner the better!”

	“Well, it’s not coming off at all unless you do what I tell you. So make up your mind, do it my way, completely, so that your mother has no clue, and later you get out of that device and maybe get a little relief…that I’ve no doubt you probably think you really need right now.”

	“I do need it!”

	She nodded. “See. Or…that chastity device will stay on you for a very, very long time, and I’ll make sure myself that your mother notices some very…odd things about you.”

	I was aghast. She was blackmailing me. “You’d do that?” I asked incredulously. “You’d tell my mother?”

	Joanna nodded. “The choice is yours. My way, or your mother gets told some very funny stories that I’m sure she’ll find quite amusing. Of course, I’ve also got plenty of pictures of you to back those stories up. I wonder what she’d think if she saw any of them.”

	“Mom?” Ashley said, her voice full of disbelief. “You’d actually do that?” Her question echoed my sentiments exactly.

	“You know I would Ashley. Just like I’m forcing you to mind me in all ways now too.” “Damn!” Ashley breathed in wonderment. Yeah, that was the way I felt too.

	“You’re not giving me a choice,” I said.

	“Yes I am,” Joanna replied. “My way, where I have some fun…or my way, where your mother leaves knowing a lot of nasty things about you.”

	No, there was no choice. None at all. All I could do was stare at her, not believing this at all.

	I saw Joanna smile. “I see you understand now,” she said. “Don’t worry, I’ve got this all planned.”

	That part worried me to no end!

	“As much as you two dislike each other,” she continued. “I’m going to find this situation very interesting. And no doubt, very funny as well.”

	Yeah. She was totally demented. Why had I never realized just how much before?

	“Now,” she said. “As I said before, you two are now an item. You two are now lovers. At least as far as Michael’s mother will be concerned. And like you’re holding hands now, I intend on making sure that as long as you’re near each other, you’re going to continue holding hands whenever possible. Even when it may not seem logical. So get used to it. You two are now joined together. You’re going to sit together and hold hands together – all the time. Understand?” She looked between the two of us, but neither of us answered. I think I gulped.

	“Good!” she said. “Now we’ve got to get one other thing over with. Look at each other,” she ordered. Ashley and I turned to look. I could see that her face held plenty of anger and puzzlement. “Now kiss. On the lips. A good strong kiss.” Huh? I turned to look at Joanna to see if she was serious.

	“I said kiss!” she ordered.

	I looked back at Ashley, she looked awfully surprised and uncertain. I leaned in close, and so did she. Our lips brushed lightly in a small kiss. Then we backed away.

	“You two can both do better than that. Make it look real!”

	Again we leaned in, this time kissing each other harder, firmer.

	“Better,” Joanna decided. “We’ll have to work on that more. Now listen, whenever either of you sees me winking at you, I want to see you kissing. Got that? I wink, you kiss.”

	I saw her wink at us, but neither Ashley nor I made a move toward each other. In truth, I was still trying to mentally process what she had said.

	“Kiss!” she yelled.

	Startled, I looked at Ashley, and again we leaned in and kissed each other.

	Joanna shook her head. “I’m going to have to make sure you two get plenty of practice with that.”

	Again she looked at both of us, then she said, “Now remember what we did at the restaurant, how you both wet yourselves when I wanted you to? Trust me, in the next few days you’re going to do that several times, right in front of Michael’s mother.”

	I know I gasped out loud. I think Ashley did the same. “In front of my mother!” And then something else registered. “You mean, I’m going to have to wear a diaper while she’s here?” Joanna nodded. “You both will be in diapers all the time.”

	“But…”

	“No buts! That’s what I want, so that’s what you’ll do. Both of you!”

	I couldn’t believe it. She wanted us to…. Or else…. And there was literally no choice. I did not want my mother finding out about how sick I was. I’d do anything to keep her from finding that out. But it seemed that in order to make sure my mother didn’t know, I’d have to go along and play whatever sick and demented games Joanna had in mind.

	“Now eat your cake children. And remember, whenever either of you hears anyone say baby girl or baby boy, one of you better be wetting themselves right away.”

	I decided to ask a question. “Do we have to keep our hands in each other’s crotch all the time?”

	Joanna looked at me while she considered that. “No,” she finally decided. But you must keep holding hands as much as possible. And the moment you hear someone say baby girl, if you’re sitting at a table, then I suggest you move your hand so you can feel Ashley’s diaper. You can bring your hand back as soon as you know she’s wet herself. And Ashley, the same goes for you.”

	That was something at least. A very little something to be sure.

	“Now eat your cake children.”

	I sure hope she didn’t call us children while my mother was here! Since this time Ashley was on my right side, I had to use my left hand to eat with. Talk about awkward. I had to figure out how to hold the fork. I almost missed my mouth while trying to put the first bite of cake into it.

	Joanna giggled. “Maybe we need to get bibs for the both of you too.”

	Perish the thought. I tried a bit harder to not make a mess with that cake.

	“Don’t forget your milk, children. I want my baby girl and my baby boy to grow up big and strong.”

	Just that fast, she had given both of us the command words – at the same time. My hand reached over deep into Ashley’s crotch and I felt her hand in my lap.

	“Mom,” Ashley said. “With that skirt on I can’t get my hand down between his legs.”

	“Do the best you can dear,” Joanna told her. “He’ll be wearing pants when his mother is here.”

	Thank God for that!

	“Now, have my baby girl and baby boy wet themselves yet?” 

	Ugh! Once again it wasn’t difficult at all for me to wet my diaper. I’d had way too much practice. I felt Ashley trying to push her hand harder against the crotch of my skirt. But the skirt was so tight she couldn’t get very far.

	“Are you doing anything?” Ashley asked. “Mom, I can’t feel anything with this skirt. And most likely, I’d have to have my hand completely under his butt to feel anything.” Joanna looked. “Did you wet yourself?” she asked me.

	I nodded. “Yeah. Pretty much right away.”

	“Good. Ashley, you’ll have to do the best you can. Tomorrow he’ll be wearing pants when his mother is here. That should be easier. Now how about you? Did you wet yet?” “I’m trying,” she hissed.

	A moment later, I felt it. It was very faint and I had to push my hand even further down to be sure, but she had done it. I nodded and removed my hand. Once again, Ashley and I grasped hands between us. Now we were again both sitting there in freshly wet diapers. How the heck were we supposed to do this right in front of my mother – without her ever knowing? I just didn’t see it happening!

	Once our cake and bottles were finished, Joanna declared it was bedtime. She winked at us to make us kiss each other again, then still holding hands, she led us back to the master bedroom where she turned to her daughter. “Ashley, are you still planning on keeping Michael in diapers as much as possible?”

	“Do you have a problem with that?” Ashley asked.

	“None at all. I think they look cute on him. But it’s your decision completely.”

	“Then as long as I’m stuck in them, so is he. Longer in fact since I wanted him wearing them all the time anyway.”

	“Then in that case, since the two of you are probably going to be doing this frequently, from now on Ashley, you’ll remove Michael’s onesie and diapers for him first. Every evening, I want you to let him take a shower and clean himself up as best he can.” “But I usually do that in the morning,” I told her.

	She shook her head. “Not anymore. There may not be enough time in the mornings. From now on, you get your showers first every night, then after Ashley has put another diaper on you, you unlock her and she gets in the shower. And when you do, I want Ashley to have full access to the toilet there for whatever she needs. Understand? What she decides to do for you will be up to her. I don’t care. But this way, you’ll both be going to bed fresh and clean from now on. I have no doubt however that at least one of you won’t stay that way all night.”

	Did I blush? It had become all too easy for me to wet myself during the night.

	Over the next hour, Ashley removed my onesie and diaper, then I headed for the nice big shower in the master bathroom.

	“Don’t pee in the toilet or the shower tonight!” Joanna ordered as I headed for the bathroom. “And make sure you take the time to shave your entire body again,” she added.

	When I finally came out, Ashley herself taped me into one of those super thick diapers, and at her mother’s insistence, locked me into the onesie again.

	But then it was my turn to unlock Ashley. Soon Joanna and I were sitting on the bed waiting for Ashley to finish. When she finally came out, I put plenty of lotion and powder on her and taped a big diaper onto her just like she had to me. I finished by locking the onesie on her.

	“Now into bed with the two of you,” Joanna told us.

	Ashley rolled her eyes and headed for the guest room where her things were now.

	“Where are you going dear?” Joanna asked her.

	Ashley looked confused. “You mean I don’t have to sleep in that little bed?”

	“No of course not. You can sleep right here.”

	She seemed relieved. “Good.” She came over to the bed. “Move!” she told me.

	I started to get up. “No!” Joanna said. “You’re both sleeping in that bed. I’ll use the bed in the other room.”

	I’m sure that Ashley’s jaw probably dropped as low as mine.

	“Michael,” Joanna said, “I want you lying on this side of the bed nearest the door. Ashley dear you get the other side.”

	“Mom?” Ashley said. “But…”

	“Don’t argue!” Joanna said quickly. “This is what I want. Now do it. Get in the bed.” A moment later, Ashley was lying in the bed next to me.

	“Hold hands,” Joanna ordered.

	Again I was flabbergasted. But our hands linked up between us just before Joanna pulled the covers up.

	And then I saw Joanna wink at us. Ugh! I’m pretty sure Ashley felt the same way as we rolled toward each other and kissed.

	“Just stay there,” Joanna told us. “I’ll be right back.” She was gone. “What’s going on?” I asked Ashley.

	“You think I know? I don’t have a clue,” she whispered back. “Right now I’m just…I don’t know. It feels weird.”

	“Yeah,” I replied. “Weird, and scary.”

	“Yeah,” she agreed. “For sure.”

	“What the hell did you do to deserve this?” I asked. “I never expected…” “Shut up and don’t ask again!” she said before I could finish my thought.

	She was certainly touchy about it. I wondered more than ever what had happened. And it had to be more than just her fooling me by taking her diapers off during the day.

	We laid there together for a few minutes more before Joanna came back. I noticed she had two baby bottles with her again. “One for each of you,” she said. She handed one to me, then one to Ashley. I was about to put mine in my mouth when Joanna said, “Michael, please feed that bottle to Ashley. Ashley, you feed Michael.”

	Huh? I know we were both confounded by that. But slowly, I rolled over and held my bottle in front of Ashley’s mouth. I saw the angry pout on her face and the angry sneer she levelled at her mother, before she opened up and let me stick it in. Then her bottle headed for my face. Our arms were crossed as we laid on our sides feeding bottles to each other.

	“How sweet,” Joanna remarked. “Make sure you both finish those bottles. Neither of you is allowed to go to sleep until they’re both done.”

	I heard her walking away. “Goodnight my baby girl and baby boy,” Joanna said as she turned the light out.

	Were we supposed to wet ourselves again? I tried to turn my head to see her, but the bottle stuck in my mouth forced me to stay where I was. I was fairly sure Joanna had left us though, and that she had left the bedroom door open.

	Ashly removed her mouth from the bottle. “This is hard,” she said. “How do you drink from these things?”

	“Tell me about it,” I replied. “It’s difficult.”

	We both went back to drinking. One hand holding the bottle for the other, our other hands still locked together.

	I finished my bottle first, but then I’d had a lot more practice than Ashley. When she pulled the bottle away, I scooted my body over closer to her so I wouldn’t have to reach as far. “Can you lay your head up on my shoulder?” I asked. “It’ll make it easier for me.” She did and soon I was having an easier time holding the bottle for her.

	When she finally finished, I set both empty bottles on the night stand. Her head was still on my shoulder.

	“How’s my baby boy and baby girl doing?” Joanna’s voice suddenly asked quietly from the doorway.

	My whole body jerked at the unexpected question. Ashley tried to look up at her. “Are we supposed to wet ourselves again?”

	“Did you hear me say baby girl or baby boy? And you’ve both finished your bottles now.” Ashley groaned and laid back on my shoulder.

	“Michael, check her diaper. “Ashley, Michael has to wet his diaper too.” I felt Ashley’s hand on my crotch as I moved mine to hers. I let loose.

	“You did that fast,” Ashley said, her hand pushing and exploring my diaper under my onesie. “How do you manage it?”

	“Too much practice,” I replied. I was still feeling her, still waiting to feel the warmth from what she was supposed to do now.

	“I hate this!” she hissed quietly.

	“I know,” I replied as I now felt her crotch growing warmer. Like she was doing to mine, I massaged the area a little, feeling the wetness through the onesie and the thick padding of the diaper.

	“Mom?” Ashley asked quietly. We both waited for an answer, but there wasn’t one.

	“I think she’s gone again.”

	“But for how long?” Her hand left my crotch as she rolled off my shoulder. Somehow, our hands found each other. We held hands again like Joanna wanted us to. She rolled over onto her stomach, still holding my hand. I could tell she was trying to go to sleep. I rolled onto my side towards her and closed my eyes. What a weird day. What a weird situation. And my mother was coming! Scared out of my wits, I closed my eyes and tried to sleep, still clinging to Ashley’s hand.

	––––– o0o –––––

	It was tiny movements and sound that woke me. They were soft sounds, but sound never the less. Ashley was lying next to me, moaning very softly. And I could feel some kind of small movements from her as well. Our hands had left each other at some point. In the very dim light coming through the open bedroom door, I could see that she had rolled over away from me. I touched her shoulder. “Ashley?” I whispered worried that something might be wrong.

	She quickly rolled toward me, her eyes wide.

	“You okay?” I asked.

	“Damn it,” she said as she turned away from me again. She was laying still again. I closed my eyes. A minute later, I felt her rolling over again. And then her arm went over top of me. I opened my eyes to see her looking at me strangely. And then she was climbing right on top of me, laying right on top of me. Her hands went between our diapered crotches. She was feeling my diaper. Prodding at it. Trying to do something.

	“Damn it!” she exclaimed softly. She removed her hand and started rubbing her diapered crotch against my diapered crotch. “Damn it!” she exclaimed softly again. “There’s too much padding, I can’t feel anything.”

	To say I was astonished would be an understatement. She kept trying and trying to get off. All I felt was an enormous amount of pressure from that damn chastity device.

	“It’s got to be in there somewhere,” she grunted as she reached with her hand again to push and prod against the crotch of my diaper.

	“What?” I asked.

	“That crazy chastity device Mom locked on you. It’s got to be hard enough that I can feel it though my diaper, but I can’t. There’s too much padding in the way, I can’t feel anything.” She kept trying to hump me, only to find herself denied. “I hate this!” she exclaimed softly. “I hate it, I hate it! I need something in me. I need something hard. I need…something!” She said all too desperately. But she kept humping me and she wasn’t giving up.

	“Here,” I said as she finally slowed down. “Turn over and lay your head on my shoulder.”

	She looked at me rather dubiously, but she did. I moved my hand over top of her diaper and pressed. Over and over again I pressed hard against that big thick wet diaper she was wearing.

	“Harder!” she urged. “Harder.”

	I pressed as hard as I could while her pelvis came up to push against me each time. I moved my other hand further around her and grasped her breast. She moaned and writhed against me.

	“Harder,” she whispered.

	I kept pressing, massaging both the crotch of her onesie covered diaper, and her onesie covered breast. I kept at it until she finally tore my arm away from her breast and my hand away from her crotch. She rolled away crying. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

	“I can’t do it,” she cried. “I can’t get off. I need more. I need something in me. With all this padding I can barely feel anything at all.” She turned and looked at me. “Do you know how long it’s been for me? How long it’s been since I left Chris? I’m going crazy, and I can’t do anything about it. Not locked up like this.” She turned away from me and cried softly.

	There was nothing I could do for her. I rolled over away from her to leave her alone.

	“Goodnight my baby girl and baby boy.”

	Ashley turned over quickly and stared at the doorway, just as I did. We were just in time to see Joanna leave again. She had watched us!

	I suddenly felt Ashley’s hand on my diapered crotch again and heard her laugh. “Did you wet yourself again when she said it?” she asked with a giggle.

	I didn’t reply. It wasn’t until then that I realized that I had. Yeah, I had been kept in diapers way too long, and that was even despite the fact that I didn’t wear them all day long while I was at work. But somehow, wetting myself had become way too easy.

	Ashley rolled over closer to me and planted her arm over me. “I’ll bet you’re almost as horny as I am,” she whispered. I heard her giggle again, but she stayed there with her arm over me and her head buried in my armpit. A little while later I heard her breathing change. She had fallen asleep.

	 


Chapter 28.

	 

	Oh blessed day, oh day of horror. It was Saturday, the day my mother was coming.

	I woke up laying in my own bed, the big bed in the master bedroom where I belonged. But I was sharing that bed with Ashley. She was turned away from me just then, sound asleep. Was she as sexually frustrated as I was? Judging by her actions last night, I was guessing she was.

	I heard soft sounds and turned my head. Joanna came in. I started to get up, but she held her hand out, telling me to stay. She grabbed the baby bottles from the nightstand and took them away. I had a feeling I’d be seeing them again very soon. She was back again a few minutes later with the baby bottles full of milk. “Good morning children,” she said loudly and cheerily to wake Ashley.

	“Go away,” Ashley said without turning or moving.

	“Wakey, wakey,” Joanna replied. “Come on now, turn over.”

	Ashley groaned but turned over. She saw what Joanna had in her hands and groaned again. “Not again.”

	“Yes again!” Joanna replied. “And don’t either of you dare pee right now, no matter how much you may need to. Now take these bottles and you can feed each other again.”

	Ugh! I took a bottle and passed it over to Ashley, she grabbed the other bottle. A moment later, we were twisted up, feeding bottles to each other.

	“Don’t forget to hold hands children,” Joanna said as she walked out.

	Children! As if we really were! But somehow our free hands managed to clasp together under the covers.

	Joanna was back before either of us finished our bottles. She was dressed this time. “How are you two doing?” she asked as she checked the bottles. “Very good I see. Michael, you’re doing really well. Ashley I think needs some practice to catch up to you.” “I hate this,” Ashley said as she stopped drinking momentarily.

	Joanna laughed. “I’m sure you do.”

	“Why are you doing this to me?” Ashley moaned.

	“Because you deserve it,” Joanna replied.

	I stopped drinking and looked at her. “Me too?”

	“You more than her!”

	Maybe she was right. Ashley literally shoved my bottle back into my mouth. Ugh!

	When we finished, Joanna took both bottles, winked very obviously to make us kiss, and had us get up. “Remember,” she said, “Don’t pee yet. And don’t forget to hold hands. Now it’s breakfast time.”

	“I gotta pee real bad,” Ashley said as she got out of bed.

	“Don’t!” Joanna told her. “Wait till you’re told!” “I hate this!” Ashley mumbled yet again.

	Holding hands with Ashley while waddling out to the kitchen made me feel more childish than ever.

	“Kissy kissy,” Joanna said as she winked again at us before either of us sat down. Ugh! I turned to Ashley and we kissed quickly – on the lips. “Swap places at the table,” Joanna told us. I had to sit where Ashley had sat the night before and she took my former seat. Joanna didn’t even have to tell us to hold hands again. At least this time I’d be eating with my right hand.

	Joanna poured bowls of cereal for the three of us. She poured coffee for herself. Ashley and I each got another baby bottle full of milk. Double Ugh! I was getting really tired from all those bottles, not to mention that I was bursting to pee. I held it though.

	Joanna sat down. “Well,” she said. “I guess now there’s no way you can tell Michael’s mother when she comes that you two aren’t sleeping together, is there?”

	I almost pissed my diaper right then and there. I quickly looked to Ashley and saw the look of amazement on her face. “Yeah,” she mumbled, “for all the good it did me.”

	Joanna smiled. “You’ll figure it out. Eventually.”

	I had no idea what she meant. I stared shovelling cereal into my mouth, ignoring the bottle because I had to pee so bad. Just eating the cereal though seemed to increase my pee need.

	“So Michael, are you looking forward to seeing your mother today?”

	I was just waiting for one of those trigger words. I was actually disappointed that she hadn’t said one yet…considering my need to pee just then. “Uh…yeah. Definitely. I’m just not so sure about doing anything…silly, while she’s around.”

	“Like I said,” Joanna replied confidently, “do what I tell you, and it will all be perfectly fine.”

	Somehow, I didn’t see it that way at all. But Joanna had made things perfectly clear. I had two choices how this could be, and both of them were her way or nothing.

	“Ashley, I don’t know how much study time you’re going to get today,” Joanna said to her daughter, but since you’re so far behind with it again, we’ll try to get a few minutes set aside for you. I’m not sure at all what will happen when Michael’s mother gets here.”

	I wasn’t sure what would happen either. But one thing I was sure of, was that it frightened me to no end.

	“Michael, do you know what time your mother is due in?”

	“Sometime this afternoon, that’s all I know. She said she’d let me know before she came.”

	“Maybe you should call her as soon as we’re done here.”

	I nodded. “Yeah. Sounds like a good idea.” And actually, I did want to be done there. I wanted to be done with all of it!

	“I am so looking forward to meeting her,” Joanna said. “I simply can’t wait!” That was one of the things that worried me the most.

	“I can’t wait to see what she thinks of you being together with my baby girl. And trust me, we mother’s live for moments like this.”

	She had used the baby girl word for Ashley. I had almost missed it. I moved my hand over to Ashly’s crotch. When I did, I saw Ashley stiffen. Had she missed it?

	“You and Ashley together,” Joanna continued. “It’s just so precious. I wonder if your mother will want to talk about the wedding.”

	Wedding! Again I nearly pissed in my diaper. And as far as I could tell, Ashley still hadn’t done anything in hers. Or at least I couldn’t feel anything yet. I moved my fingers under her as far as possible, but still didn’t feel anything different. She had to know she was supposed to since my hand was there. And then, while Joanna continued to ramble on, I finally felt it. In those super thick diapers, it wasn’t much of a difference, but I felt it. I took my hand away and held Ashley’s hand again, then I gave Joanna a slight nod. I saw Joanna smile while she continued to talk. But now it was my turn, and I had no doubt it would come up soon. I listened closely.

	“Does your mother have a baby girl of her own at home?” Joanna asked me.

	Huh? She had said baby girl again instead of baby boy. I had felt Ashley stiffen next to me and her hand squeezed harder in mine. Was I supposed to wet myself? “Uh…no. You know I’m an only child.”

	“Oh that’s right.” Joanna replied.

	I braced myself for it.

	“I remember now you telling me all about your family. So sad. Really.”

	“No,” I said. “It’s actually worked out just fine for both my mother and I.”

	“That’s so nice,” she said. “But trust me, for a mother, having a baby girl is about the most precious thing in the world. Of course, all babies are precious to a mother, but baby girls are…special.”

	“Mom!” Ashley interrupted her.

	“Yes dear?”

	“What the hell am I supposed to do? I just wet myself. I can’t do it again.”

	“I know that. I just want you to realize that it may come up many times in a conversation…when you least expect it. If you can wet yourself more often, all the better. Now, where was I? Oh yes, to a mother, a baby girl is just about the most precious thing in the world. But trust me, we always love our baby boys too. But somehow, it’s just nicer with a sweet little girl.”

	She had said it. I was bursting to pee, and I let loose before Ashley’s hand found my crotch. In no time, her hand left my diaper and clasped my hand again…while Joanna continued to ramble on.

	Despite the peeing being such a relief, I absolutely hated this! I hated it even more, knowing I was going to have to do it right in front of my own mother! I could just scream!

	–––– o0o –––

	My mother had texted me that she would head straight to her hotel when her flight arrived, and then call me from there. That was fine with me. She also said her flight was expected to land around three thirty in the afternoon. That was also fine with me. I told her that Ashley’s mother was here. My mother was surprised and said she couldn’t wait to meet her. That was fine with me too. What wasn’t fine, was still having to go through with all of Joanna’s demented ideas. And trust me, knowing Joanna, I was expecting more than just that little exercise in wetting ourselves at the table.

	Ashley and I stayed in those same diapers and onesies all day. Ashley got to put on pants again and Joanna made me wear my heels and long plaid skirt again. When was she going to let me change and when was she planning on hiding that stuff away? Didn’t she know how embarrassing any of that stuff would be if my mother saw it? Yeah, I’m sure she did know…which is why I was still wearing it.

	Ashley and I spent the day cleaning the entire house together, even though it didn’t need it. We cleaned it together, because Joanna made us hold hands whenever possible, she made us sit together whenever possible, she made us kiss each other way too many times, and she again repeated her eating and peeing exercise with us halfway through the morning, at lunch, and then shortly before she finally let us change for my mother’s arrival. Trust me, I was getting awfully nervous about listening to hear those dumb key–words that signalled that either Ashley or I would have to wet ourselves. And it was all made even worse knowing that if I didn’t do as Joanna wanted, my own mother would find out things about me that I absolutely couldn’t let her know.

	It was getting close to three o’clock before Ashley got to unlock my onesie and remove my overly thick and saturated diaper. And trust me, both Ashley and I had been doing some real waddling around the house long before then. Both of us were soaked, and I suspected that I was far worse than she was. But then I wasn’t sure if Ashley had wet her diaper at all during the night like I had.

	I wanted to take another shower, but Joanna claimed there wasn’t time. I did get to spend a very thankful few minutes on the toilet though to get rid of any smelly stuff inside me. I would have peed there too, but I had just done that in my diaper a few minutes earlier during Joanna’s latest “baby boy” exercise at the table with Ashley and me.

	After that, I got put into a pink diaper with those soft plastic pants over top of it, and then Joanna pulled out a different onesie for me, and I nearly died when I saw it. This one was constructed the same way with no crotch opening and the lockable back zip opening, but the entire thing was white with the words “I heart Mommy” in big red letters and of course a heart shape. And Joanna wanted me to wear that while my mother was here? I totally prayed that there would be no chance my mother would ever see that thing.

	In minutes, I was securely locked into it. There would be no way for me to get out of that diaper while my mother was there, which meant there was no way for me to not use that diaper while she was there. The thought petrified me.

	I changed Ashley, and Joanna handed me another matching “I heart Mommy” onesie in her size. “I hate you!” Ashley mumbled as I clicked her lock shut. Ashley and I had to kiss one more time, then I was allowed to dress myself to meet my mother. Finally!

	While I was dressing, Ashley and her mother went to the other bedroom to decide what she would wear. I simply walked into my nice big walk–in closet. When I did, I noticed that Joanna had hung up my plaid skirt with Ashley’s things, and my five inch t–strap heels were jumbled on the floor with a few pairs of Ashley’s shoes that hadn’t gotten moved to the other room. At least they were somewhat out of sight. Hopefully my mother would have no reason to go into my closet…or my drawers.

	–––– o0o –––

	I had finished getting dressed a while ago, wearing not only a shirt over my embarrassing onesie, but a pullover sweater as well to help make sure that the “I heart Mommy” logo couldn’t be noticed. I was in my room waiting on the door to the guest bedroom to open where Ashley and her mother were changing, when I heard my phone ding telling me I had a text message. It was my mother telling me that she had arrived and was getting ready to board the shuttle to the hotel. I texted back that we would be there as soon as possible.

	I headed for the other bedroom. “She’s here,” I called through the closed door. “She’s on her way to the hotel.” The door opened a moment later. Joanna was there and she looked quite nice. I could tell she had fixed herself up. And then I saw Ashley. Like her mother, she was wearing a nice pair of pants and a nice shirt. Her shirt though looked like it was purposely layered to go over her white onesie that still showed at the front of her neck. The collar of the top hid the lock at the back. I noticed that her shirt completely hid the red “I heart Mommy” logo that was on that onesie underneath. Ashley’s hair and makeup looked a bit different than I remembered seeing it before, and to be honest, she looked quite nice. It actually surprised me. She was even wearing a nice pair of shoes and hose of some sort. “Uh…you look nice, both of you,” I told them, surprising myself that I would say that…especially when I was talking about Ashley too.

	“Say it with a kiss,” Joanna told us.

	I moved closer to Joanna.

	“Not me!” she said with a shake of her head. “Ashley!” Oh.

	I saw Ashley roll her eyes, which pretty much echoed my feelings on the matter. But I walked over to her and said, “You look nice,” then I kissed her on the lips. I tasted her lipstick. Quite nice. My chastity device suddenly decided to pretend it was too small again.

	“Okay children,” Joanna said, sounding all too happy. “Get your coats and let’s go. And don’t forget to hold hands.”

	I wasn’t looking forward to this. We were going to con my own mother into thinking Ashley and I were in love. And trust me, nothing could be further than the truth. I was guessing that this was part of the punishment for Ashley as well the diapers and other things she now had to put up with. What on earth had she done to upset her mother so much? And more importantly, why did it have to affect me so much?

	We all got into my car and I headed towards the airport.

	–––– o0o –––

	Naturally, the hotel was an expensive one. You don’t think my mother would stay anywhere that wasn’t first class, do you? Not her. Once again I had to wonder just how lucky she had been with all her gambling. Yes, my father had left us some money, but my mother’s one big habit was gambling, and I fully expected to hear at any time that she was flat out broke because she had lost everything. So far, it hadn’t happened yet. But I was still expecting it.

	I parked the car under the overhang out front. At Joanna’s insistence, both Ashley and I holding hands, went inside to look for her and found her sitting in the lobby waiting for me.

	“Michael…” my mother said with a huge smile as she saw me coming and got up from her seat.

	“Mom,” I replied happily. We hugged. “How are you?”

	“I’m fine,” she replied, but her attention was immediately on Ashley. “And this is Ashley?”

	“Uh…yeah. Mom this is Ashley Desmond.”

	My mother didn’t even ask. She immediately moved in and gave Ashley a big hug. “I can’t tell you how anxious I’ve been to meet you,” she said.

	Unfortunately, I had no doubt about that at all.

	My mother looked around. “I thought you said Ashley’s mother was here too.”

	“She’s out in the car,” I replied. “She wanted to wait to give us a minute together first.”

	“I just can’t wait to meet her,” my mother replied. “Shall we?” she said as she linked one arm through mine and did the same with Ashley on her other side. At least Ashley and I didn’t have to hold hands for a change.

	We walked out through the door and saw Joanna standing out next to the car waiting for us. My mother dropped my arm and headed straight for her. “Are you Ashley’s mother?” she asked.

	“Yes. Joanna Desmond,” Joanna told her.

	“I’m Catherin Hammond. Cathy,” my mother replied. “I can’t tell you how happy I am to meet you.”

	“I feel exactly the same way,” Joanna agreed.

	Once again my mother moved in and the two women hugged. Just before they broke, I saw Ashley stiffen and she leaned in and kissed me. I was guessing that Joanna had winked at her. I just hadn’t been able see it.

	“Why don’t we go back to the house,” Joanna suggested. “We’ve still got a little bit of cake left that we can finish.”

	“Sounds good to me,” my mother agreed.

	I opened the front passenger door for my mother. “Oh no!” she said. “You two lovebirds sit together in the front. Joanna and I will sit in the back.” She turned her head toward Joanna and lowered her voice slightly. “And scheme!”

	Joanna only laughed. The question was, which of them would do the most scheming?

	“I can’t tell you how happy I am to meet you and Ashley,” I heard my mother say as I drove away from the hotel. “This is the first time I can remember meeting one of Michael’s girlfriends.” Her voice lowered before she added, “And I must say, she awfully pretty.”

	“Thank you,” I heard Joanna reply. “The two of them just seemed to…come together I guess. And I feel like you do. Michael is the first man she’s been with that I totally approve of.”

	“He is a catch, isn’t he?” my mother replied. “Handsome, mature, and he’s got a good job!”

	I heard Joanna laugh along with my mother. Yeah, no doubt about it, those two were talking wedding bells. Ashley and I looked at each other. I could see how annoyed she looked over it all. I didn’t blame her, I felt exactly the same way.

	Once we got home and got our coats off, I noticed my mother looking around the house. “Your house looks nice Michael,” she told me. “A bit bare, but nice. You need to decorate more.” She looked to Ashley and smiled. “I’m sure Ashley can help with that.”

	“Uh…yeah,” I replied. But as I said it, I noticed Joanna winking at me. I leaned over and kissed Ashley on the lips again.

	“Oh…such love birds. And look you even hold hands. It’s so wonderful!” Yeah, my mother had wedding bells on her mind for sure!

	“Cathy, would you like a piece of cake and some coffee?” Joanna suggested.

	“Why not? Sounds good.”

	Something in the pit of my stomach lurched a bit since I had no doubt as to what was coming.

	Still holding hands, Ashley and I followed our two mothers to the table.

	“That’s different,” my mother noted as we sat down. “Your chairs are pushed together on that side?”

	“Um…we like it better this way,” I told my mother. “We can sit closer like this.” All of a sudden Ashley was leaning toward me again and I turned my head to receive another kiss.

	“Such lovebirds,” my mother said, then sighed happily. “Isn’t it so nice?” Not as far as I was concerned. I was quite sure Ashley didn’t like it either.

	“Cathy, why don’t you sit across from them,” Joanna suggested. “I’ll get the cake.”

	“So…” my mother said to Ashley with all too big of a smile on her face, “I understand you broke your leg and your arm, and that you just got out of two rather large casts. I can’t even imagine having to put up with that. It must have been horrible.”

	“You have no idea!” Ashley agreed. “I can’t tell you how miserable I was…still am for that matter,” she mumbled.

	“Still am?” my mother asked.

	“I saw Ashley look up a bit frightened at her mother. “Um…I still hurt sometimes,” she tried to explain. It’s a lot better, but that’s going to take a while to go away.”

	I wasn’t sure if she was lying or not. Ashley had never mentioned hurting to me. I looked up at Joanna momentarily as she was working on the other side of the kitchen and saw her wink. Both Ashley and I leaned in and kissed again.

	“Oh dear,” my mother said. “I guess things like that can take a while.”

	“I’m just glad to have those casts gone,” Ashley told her. “I felt like I was practically chained up. Those casts were horrible!”

	“I know they must have been,” my mother agreed.

	Joanna delivered two slices of cake to the table and set them in front of my mother and Ashley. She headed back to the counter and got two more. A moment later, I had cake sitting in front of me. And then I worried about something else – baby bottles! Joanna wouldn’t dare…would she? I was so relieved to see Joanna pouring four cups of coffee. Four! Ashley hated coffee. But all too soon we each had a cup of coffee in front of us. I noticed the quick look Ashly gave to her mother about that. I had no doubt that Ashley wouldn’t touch a drop of her drink.

	“Ashley dear,” make sure you drink all of this. You know what the doctor said about getting enough liquids in you.”

	I noticed the Ashley’s eyes going wide. I had no doubt that the doctor hadn’t mentioned anything of the sort. But Ashley picked up the cup and took a sip. I saw the small pout of distaste on her lips. I hoped my mother didn’t notice it, but just then, my mother was attacking her piece of cake.

	“Um! Delicious cake,” my mother noted.

	“It’s just from the bakery at the supermarket, but it is very good,” Joanna agreed. “I just thought that we needed a little something to celebrate my daughter and your baby boy getting together.”

	Oh shit! I did not want to do this. I felt Ashley’s hand leave mine to snake over into my lap.

	“Wonderful idea,” my mother replied to Joanna. “When I heard you were here to meet me, I just knew you and I were going to get along wonderfully.”

	I noticed Joanna levelling a determined look at me. I picked up my coffee cup to hide my embarrassment, and wet myself. Ashley’s hand left my lap a moment later and grabbed my hand again. Joanna and my mother continued to talk, but my mind was overcome with the fact that I had just sat there and wet myself, right in front of my mother! How…embarrassing. How…demeaning. How…demented. And what the hell was Joanna thinking when she bought that chastity device? It was way too small for me. She should have known better. We had even made love. She knew how big I was. Darn her!

	“Oh yes,” I heard Joanna reply to something my mother had said. “I think Michael and my baby girl look so perfect together. Yes, he’s a lot older than she is, but I think Ashley can benefit so much from his maturity.”

	My hand snaked over into Ashley’s crotch.

	“Oh yes,” my mother replied. “Ever since his father died when he was just a boy, Michael has been so mature in many ways. He was always the perfect son. I just never understood why he didn’t seem to date as much as the other boys. You know, he never had a real girlfriend in high school. In fact, I think I mentioned before that Ashley is the first woman he’s ever gotten really serious with.”

	I felt Ashely’s crotch grow a tiny bit warmer. And then I saw Joanna smiling and looking at us, and her one eye wink. As my hand came back from Ashley’s crotch, we kissed again.

	“I think they’re perfect for each other,” Joanna told my mother.

	“Aren’t they?” my mother agreed with a very satisfied sigh.

	Yeah. Perfect for each other. In reality, we pretty much hated each other. But just then, we were both stuck in diapers we couldn’t get out of, and we had just sat there and peed ourselves right in front of our own mothers! Perfect for each other!

	We sat for a while at the table. We sat for a while in the living room talking…Ashley and I holding hands together on the couch of course. And then my mother decided she was going to take us all out to dinner. And I had no doubt in the world about one thing that Joanna would make sure of while we ate. I had only wet this diaper once so far, but my mind immediately started wondering just how much those pink diapers could hold before they got too bloated and started leaking? Hopefully, we wouldn’t be eating nearly that much.

	Like her hotels, my mother didn’t like eating in cheap fast–food restaurants, so I pretty much knew the type of restaurant we needed to go to. Not tremendously expensive, but nice. Fortunately, there was an abundance of trendy places like that in the city. I chose one that I knew from past experience my mother liked.

	Walking in, the hostess checked to make sure there were just four of us, and that’s when Joanna said, “Can we get a booth instead of a table?”

	“Sure, the hostess replied. “No problem.” She grabbed four menus. “Right this way.”

	I immediately realized why Joanna wanted to sit at a booth, so that Ashley and I could easily sit right next to each other. We had just barely got settled at the table when I saw Joanna wink at her daughter. Ashley and I of course turned and kissed each other. My worry was that all that kissing would start to get a little old to my mother, but oh how wrong I was.

	“Oh, I just love seeing how much they care for each other,” my mother absolutely gushed.

	Yeah right. I cared enough about Ashley that I was ready to dump her out on a busy highway somewhere. My mother simply had no idea of the blackmail threat that Joanna was holding over my head.

	A waitress came up to the table and asked for our drink orders. Ashley wasted no time in ordering a soft drink, probably to make sure she could get that before her mother suggested coffee for her. The rest of us gave our drink orders, and the waitress left. I immediately went into listening mode to make sure I wouldn’t miss it if Joanna happened to say “baby boy” or “baby girl.” And trust me, as hard as I was listening for it, what I really wanted to hear was her not saying it at all.

	They talked. Joanna and my mother. And Ashley and I said very little as we sat there holding hands and listening. We gave our dinner orders, and still Joanna and my mother talked. They weren’t ignoring us, it just seemed like the two of them were more interested in talking to each other than to us. I thought a few times that I would have much preferred it if the two of them had gone out to dinner, and left me at home. In fact, they could take Ashley with them as well if they liked. But with our mothers off together without me, I wouldn’t have to worry about pissing in my pants in front of my own mother – again.

	While we waited for our food, I sipped at my soft drink. I knew I needed to make sure there was plenty of liquid in my system for when Joanna said those horrible words. If Joanna said those horrible words. Although I was very sure that she would…eventually. I noticed that Ashley had taken a few sips of her drink as well. Under the table, a few times I felt her hand squeeze mine nervously. I squeezed back a bit, but I couldn’t offer her any other kind of support.

	“I remember when my baby girl was about two,” Joanna said as she followed up on a story my mother had told about me with one of her own. Ashley’s hand squeezed mine rather hard again. While our mothers talked, I reached my hand deep into Ashley’s crotch. Thankfully, she was on the inside of the booth and I didn’t think anyone else in the restaurant could see. But what about when she had to reach into my crotch? I pressed hard against her, but couldn’t feel anything different. I turned my head to look at her and saw the determined anger on her face…and finally felt that tiny bit of warmth. I pulled my hand back to her hand, and she leaned over and kissed me. I was fairly sure that Joanna hadn’t winked either.

	“And how about when your baby boy was little?” Joanna asked my mother. “Was he that kind of trouble?”

	It was the hated phrase I had been waiting for. The phrase I didn’t want to hear. The trigger to make me do what I really didn’t want to do…but had no choice over. Ashley’s hand was not only in my crotch, I could feel her literally trying to dig her fingers in. What the hell was she trying to do down there? Hating it like nothing else, I again let loose in my diaper…right there in the restaurant…right there in public…right there in front of my mother.

	I saw Ashely nod ever so slightly before she turned to me…and kissed me again. And this time I know for a fact that her mother hadn’t winked. But the oddest thing was that Ashley’s hand was still in my crotch, still pressing at my wet diaper inside, only now she was pressing, then releasing, pressing then releasing. Or was she…damn the girl! She was trying to masturbate me right there under the table, right there in the restaurant…when she knew that damn chastity device wouldn’t permit me to get any kind of satisfaction. I tried to grab her hand to pull it away, but she just smiled that sly smile of hers at me and kept doing it. Damn the girl!

	“Ashley dear,” Joanna said. I hoped that perhaps Joanna had noticed something wrong and was now putting a stop to it. “Don’t forget what the doctor said about drinking plenty of fluids.” Joanna looked at me next. “And drinking more fluids wouldn’t hurt you either Michael.” She nodded her head towards my soft drink.

	I got the message – unfortunately. Both Ashley and I picked up our glasses and started drinking again…while Ashley’s hand was still pressing over and over again at my crotch. It wasn’t fair! I couldn’t get hard. And because I knew what she was trying to do to me, it made matters worse knowing that I couldn’t respond. Although to be fair, I guess I did respond. My damn cock grew to completely fill the tiny confines of that wrong sized chastity device in no time at all. And Ashley’s ministrations made sure that I couldn’t forget how small that thing really was. Misery…and I had no choice but to sit there and drink my drink…and endure it.

	Ashley finally stopped when the waitress brought our food. I was so glad. I wasn’t glad a few minutes later when the waitress came back and refilled my drink glass. Ashley’s too. Again I felt her squeeze my hand under the table. Obviously she felt the same way I did about it.

	We had to sit there in wet diapers and pretend like we were really enjoying dinner. But at least now that little embarrassing task was behind us so we could relax…some. There were a few times when Ashley and I had to kiss again which was rather annoying, but not nearly as bad as sitting there and wetting yourself right in front of your mother. So far, my mother knew nothing except what Joanna wanted her to see. So far! But could it last? I could only hope.

	We had finished eating and were waiting for the waitress to bring the check. “Oh my,” my mother said. “That was so good.”

	“It certainly was,” Joanna replied. She looked to us. “How about our baby boy and baby girl, did you enjoy it too?”

	I nearly died. That quickly she had told us to both wet ourselves yet again…during the same meal! I felt Ashley squeezing my hand hard, and not stopping.

	I cleared my throat. “Um…oh yeah. Definitely,” I replied.

	“Me too,” Ashley’s rather hoarse voice added.

	Her too tight grip loosened and I felt her hand snake into my crotch. My hand did the same to her. It took me a moment, but once again I let loose into that pink diaper. At least I didn’t pee a lot that time. But that was now three times since my mother had come that I’d wet that diaper – right under her nose.

	I felt Ashley trying to feel if I’d done anything yet. I was trying to feel her diaper too and I wasn’t having much luck. Ashley finally turned to me. “Are you done?” she asked.

	It took me a moment to figure out what she was talking about. “Um…yeah,” I told her.

	“You?”

	“Yesssss!” she practically hissed. I pulled my hand back and her hand found mine again.

	“We’re still waiting for the check,” my mother told us. “So I’m afraid we have to wait.”

	“Children!” Joanna stated. “No matter how old they get, they still act like toddlers!” My mother laughed. I know for a fact that Ashley and I didn’t laugh at that at all.

	When we all got back to my house a little while later, I was very anxious to sit down and stay sitting down, even if it meant sitting next to Ashley and holding her hand. I had wet that diaper three times now and I was afraid that the way it was starting to make me walk might be noticed by my mother. I noticed though that the onesie I was wearing was now a lot tighter in the shoulders than it had been since it was now keeping that pink diaper from sagging too much.

	We talked for a few minutes before my mother excused herself to go to the bathroom. The moment she left, Joanna levelled a critical eye as us. “I’m guessing that you each did wet yourselves that last time, just before we left the restaurant.”

	Ashley rolled her eyes. “Yes Mom. Even though that was a mean trick. We’d already done it!”

	“So? I still wanted you to do it again. How about you Michael?”

	I replied, but kept my voice down so no one else couldn’t hear. “Yeah. Me too. I’m worried about how this diaper is going to make me walk though.”

	Joanna smiled that sly smile of hers. “All the better.”

	I wanted to ask what she meant, but I didn’t dare. I turned to look at Ashley, but she was already looking at me with a worried expression on her face. What else did Joanna have in mind?

	My mother came out of the bathroom and Joanna went in. I was hoping my mother wouldn’t notice that neither Ashley nor myself needed the bathroom. To get the subject away from that, I asked, “So how are your gambling girlfriends?”

	My mother was so pleased that I asked and immediately launched into the latest gossip on one of her friends.

	Joanna came back and sat down. “Who are you talking about?” she asked when my mother stopped to take a breath.

	“One of my friends in the group I travel with,” my mother replied.

	“The Gallivanting Gambling Girls.” I added.

	My mother looked at me and laughed. “That’s a good one!” she exclaimed. “I’ve got to tell the others.”

	I smiled and shook my head.

	“Gallivanting Gambling?” Joanna asked, even though she already knew my mother was a gambling junkie.

	“I’ve got a group of friends and we like to…go places. And most of those places have…casinos,” my mother explained.

	Actually, I’m pretty sure they never went anywhere that didn’t have a casino.

	“How nice!” Joanna exclaimed.

	My mother spent the next hour relaying stories about her trips and her friends.

	“Anyone for coffee?” Joanna asked as my mother ended another of her endless stories.

	“That would be great!” my mother replied.

	Joanna looked at Ashley and me. “Do the little children need their baby bottles too?”

	I nearly had a seizure. Fortunately, my mother burst out laughing. “Oh Joanna, you’re just too funny!” The two of them got up and headed for the kitchen, both of them laughing. Ashley and I only turned to look at each other with worried looks on her faces. Joanna wouldn’t really bring out the baby bottles, would she? Unfortunately with Joanna, ANYTHING was possible.

	Ashley and I again took our seats at the table while my mother and Joanna both hovered over the coffee pot talking and laughing. I was so worried about the baby bottle thing that I really could have wet myself – again. Fortunately, I didn’t. Fortunately too, when the coffee finished making, both Joanna and my mother carried four cups of coffee to the table. I already knew that ‘you know who’ wasn’t happy.

	As we all sat drinking coffee, and that included Ashley as well, my mother started telling us all about the trip she was currently on, heading to Monte Carlo. We all listened in rapt fascination. Where the heck did my mother get that much money? How much had she won with all her gambling trips? Because from the things she had planned, it had to be an awful lot!

	My mother finally wound down and declared that she needed to get back to the hotel. But we quickly made plans to meet her the next day for lunch before she had to get to the airport to catch her flight.

	We all got up from the table and Joanna went over and hugged my mother. “Oh Cathy, I’m so glad to have met you. I’ve had just a wonderful time listening to you talk about your trips.

	It must be so nice.” She glanced toward Ashley and me as we were extricating ourselves from those too close chairs. “I’m so glad that your baby boy and my baby girl are getting together. It’s just been wonderful for me ever since they met.”

	Darn it! Joanna had given us both the command again to wet ourselves. Standing like we were, I didn’t dare put my hand on Ashley’s crotch, and I realized she wasn’t going to put her hand on mine either. Did I need to bother wetting myself? If Joanna asked about it later, I could always tell her I had done it. So should I do it? Or not?

	My mother’s back was turned as she walked away to find her coat. I suddenly felt Ashley’s hand come around me and plant itself right in my crotch. “Did you do it?” she asked in a rather demanding tone.

	“Um…not yet,” I replied. “Well get to it!”

	Her hand remained planted. I didn’t want my mother to see her hand there. Once again, all too easily, I let loose. “Doing it,” I whispered. Her hand left me. “How about you?” “In your dreams!” she replied nastily before walking away.

	Yeah, that was Ashley. I had now wet myself four times since my mother had arrived. Ashley I was guessing only three times. As I headed to get my coat, I did my best not to waddle.

	–––– o0o –––

	We were home again after taking my mother back to the hotel. I pulled into the garage and turned the engine off.

	“Michael,” Joanna said before we could get out of the car. “Since your mother won’t be coming back here tomorrow, then as soon as you change into that long skirt and heels again, I need you to get all your things that are in my car and bring them back into the house. Ashley, you can start moving some of your things back to the master bedroom again.”

	Just that fast I had lost my own bedroom again. Not that it had been my own bedroom since Ashley and I had slept there together, but once again I was going to be stuck in the small guest room with the small bed.

	It took a few trips, but in truth there wasn’t really that much to move. Most of the work was going to be in the bedrooms. Joanna didn’t help much this time. She mostly sat on the bed and watched the two of us. When it came to pulling those huge fat diapers out of the plastic bag, I asked if I should get the box for them out of my shop.

	“No Michael,” Joanna decided. “Throw the box out. She walked into the small room and looked around. I think we need to get you some shelving in here. If Ashley decides to keep you in those things like she wants, then I think some nice shelves would be very helpful.”

	My mind immediately conjured up images of another woodworking project I could enjoy. And I had already built the shelves in my office. I could build something similar here. And then I realized something else. If I did build some shelves, and I did have to stack the diapers on it, they would all basically be out and on display for anyone who came into the room to see. That part took a lot of the fun out of thinking about building some shelves. But while I was continuing to picture that problem, once again my chastity device decided it was going to shrink again. Why did it do that?

	“Michael, what are you staring at?” Joanna asked as I was thinking about building the shelves…and the fact that the diapers would be on display.

	I walked over to a blank part of the wall. “If we put the shelves here. I can make them about…four feet wide. That should be big enough. I can make them…”

	“Michael…” Joanna interrupted. I looked up. “We’ll buy you some shelving!”

	Oh well, so much for that idea. I watched as Joanna started out of the room, then she stopped and picked up two of those super thick diapers from the stack on the floor where I had put them. To be honest, I wasn’t sure if I was looking forward to getting one of those things put on me later or not. On the one hand, I had already wet my pink diaper four times since Ashley had put it on me. And while I could tell it could still hold a lot more, a fresh diaper would be far more comfortable. But on the other hand, those darn thick diapers weren’t just thick, they were huge. Even when dry. And that alone made them uncomfortable.

	While Ashley and I put everything back, I noticed Joanna continuing to sit on the bed in the master bedroom and watching us. She continued to hold those two big diapers in her hands as if she were threatening us with them. I don’t know why she would do that, I already knew that wearing one for bed was a foregone conclusion. The only time Joanna got up from the bed was to take the plant hanging in the guest bedroom down and carry it out to her car…while I rehung the dumb board I had made back in its place. Then once again she sat holding those two diapers and watching us.

	Finally we were done. Finally everything was the way Joanna wanted it. Joanna walked around, those two diapers still in her hands, as she looked things over. “Right!” she finally said. Then she looked at the two of us, then at the diapers in her hands. She looked at me for a moment, then she looked at Ashley with an odd expression on her face for what seemed like a very long time.

	“What?” Ashley finally asked.

	Joanna shook her head and that odd expression vanished. “Ashley,” Joanna finally said. “Go to the kitchen and fill both baby bottles with milk and bring them back here.” She turned to me. “Michael, we’ve got to get that board in your room adjusted to the right height.”

	Believe it or not…and trust me it surprised me too…it actually took me almost thirty seconds to realize that she was going to finally let me out of my chastity and give me a chance at an orgasm. Hooray!!! And I was ecstatic about it, even though it would mean demeaning myself yet again by trying to hump that stupid board hung from the ceiling.

	I went into the bedroom and removed my long skirt. I would have loved to remove my diaper, but that damn “I heart Mommy” onesie was locked onto me.

	Ashley came back a few minutes later with both baby bottles filled with milk. She set one of them on the dresser, the other one she “loaded” into the board, ready for me to start sucking on it. Her mother had her get the key to my onesie and two minutes later I was free of it and removing that pink diaper – finally! Funny how I was no longer so embarrassed about standing in front of them totally naked…except for my chastity device and five inch heels of course.

	My eyes went continually to that hole in the bottom of the board as I waited for Joanna to find the key to my chastity device. That hole in the board was where my relief would be. A horrible, demeaning, shaming relief, but relief none the less. Joanna came back with the key and a few anxious and slightly painful moments later, my cock sprang free from the entire miserable thing. Aaaahhh! I couldn’t help but rub my cock somewhat, and especially the area behind my cock and balls where it was a little sore.

	“Michael, don’t touch!” Joanna said sternly.

	Ugh! I stopped massaging my finally free cock.

	“Tie your hands,” Joanna instructed.

	I grabbed the piece of rope from the floor with the loop in it for my hands, put my hands through the loop, and carefully cinched it tight around my wrists, holding the end of the rope so it would stay that way. I was about to step up to the board when Joanna came up behind me. I felt her grab the end of the rope out of my hands and then start wrapping it around my wrists several different ways, binding them more securely. I tried tugging my wrists apart or even out of the binding. It took no time to realize they weren’t going to budge. I walked up to the board ready to put my mouth on that darn baby bottle nipple…and more than ready to start trying to find that demeaning little hole with my cock.

	“Wait a minute, Michael.” Joanna said. She walked over to where the rope was attached to the wall and untied it there. “Go ahead and put your mouth on the bottle, she said, but don’t drink yet.”

	I did that. The board seemed just a bit lower than it had been before, but then before, it had been a bit too high. I felt the board going up just slightly and then it stayed there. All of a sudden Joanna was next to me and I felt her grabbing my wonderfully free cock. I could literally feel it getting hard in her hands as she herself guided the cock into the hole in the board.

	“Don’t move yet!” Joanna said sternly. I heard Ashley laughing in the background. “Hmm,” she said a she stood there looking at things. That looks like it should work out about right. Okay Michael, step back away from the board.”

	Step back? She had just gotten my cock right where I wanted it. Not only that, the feel of her hands on it had been wonderful as she had stuck it into the board. Trust me, I was more than ready to start pumping away. But as she had ordered, I reluctantly stepped back away from the board to see what she wanted now. What surprised me, was that she now turned her attention away from me, onto Ashley. “Ashley, up on the bed. Lay down on it.” “Mom?” Ashley asked questioningly.

	“I said lay down on that bed. Now!”

	I could see the uncertainty on Ashley’s face. “What’s going on?” she asked.

	“What’s going on is that I want you lying down.”

	A moment later, Ashly was lying on the bed. “Why Mom?” she asked.

	Joanna ignored her question and picked up the second baby bottle from the dresser. She handed it to her daughter. “Drink this. See if you can finish it before Michael finishes his bottle. As soon as the first bottle is empty, then Michael has to pull himself out of that board…providing he manages to find his way back into that hole to begin with.” I heard Ashley giggle at that.

	But either way, you’re both going to stay right where you are until both those bottles are finished. Michael, if Ashley finishes her bottle first, I’ll let you know. You’ll have to stop fucking that ridiculous piece of wood, but you’ve still got to stay there and keep drinking your bottle until you’re done. If you finish first, you stay there with your mouth on the bottle, but again you’ve got to pull yourself out of that silly hole. And Michael, if you finally manage to have an orgasm from fucking that silly piece of wood, you stay right there and finish your bottle until both of you are done drinking. You can keep your silly penis right in that hole if you want, but only if you manage to have an orgasm. Do you understand?”

	I nodded. “I think so.”

	Joanna turned to Ashley. “Why aren’t you drinking yet? He could easily drink a lot slower than you. Do you want to give him that much time to try to get off?”

	I saw the total surprise on Ashley’s face, and I also saw how fast that bottle when straight into her mouth. Damn! If she finished drinking before me, I’d still have to pull myself out of that board and I wouldn’t have much of a chance to get off at all! Panicked, I asked, “Can I start now?”

	“I’m not stopping you Michael.”

	I practically jumped back to the board. My lips found that nipple and I started grinding away at the board with my hips, trying vainly to find that all too tiny hole in it.

	“Make sure you keep drinking Michael, don’t stop,” Joanna told me as I tried desperately to get my penis into that tiny hole that seemed to have totally disappeared.

	I drank, but my mind was more occupied with trying to figure out how to find that hole, not to mention getting myself into it.

	“You know Michael,” Joanna said, “maybe I should let you build the shelves in here.” Shelves? She wanted to talk about shelves at a time like this?

	“The ones you made in your office are quite nice.”

	What was wrong with her? I was busy for heaven’s sake.

	“I guess if I have you make them, then I could specify how tall I want them…how many shelves…”

	She was talking about shelving, and I was going crazy trying to find that stupid hole! Not only that, my mind was further occupied with having to keep drinking from the dumb baby bottle stuck into the top of the board. Where the hell was that hole?

	“…what colour to make them,” Joanna continued, talking about the shelves. “Michael, are you still drinking from your bottle?”

	I didn’t bother replying, I was drinking, but my mind was more focused on trying to get my penis in that stupid hole, that for some reason didn’t want to be found! And she was distracting me talking about shelves! Aaarrrggghhh! Where the hell was that hole?

	“Yes,” Joanna said. “I can picture a nice set of shelves right there against that wall…filled with different kinds of baby diapers. Of course, they’d be very big baby diapers, but still baby diapers.”

	Oh! I felt the hole again. I had been over too far to the left. There it was. Now, how the hell could I get my cock into it since the tip of my cock was below it, and I was already standing on my toes in those five inch heels?

	“I guess we could put other things on the shelves too…baby wipes, baby toys…I guess the possibilities are endless.”

	Just a little higher. I know it’s there. I can feel the hole getting closer to the tip of my cock.

	Keep going carefully. And…yes! It’s in! It’s…

	“Done!” Ashley’s voice exclaimed loudly and proudly.

	What?

	“Michael,” Joanna said quickly. Pull you silly penis out of that hole right now!

	I tried to turn my head to plead with her, but that nipple in my mouth wouldn’t let me see anything but wood.

	“Michael! Pull it out!”

	Ugh! You have no idea how reluctantly I pulled my cock out of that hole…that I had worked so hard to get into in the first place.

	“Keep drinking Michael. You’ve still got to finish that bottle. I’m sorry but you just didn’t make it this time. Better luck next time.”

	Oh she was a horror! I was thinking I needed to revise my opinion about who I hated the most, Ashley or her!

	“He didn’t come?” Ashley asked.

	“He never had time dear,” Joanna replied. “It took him all that time to just find the hole.”

	Ashley laughed. Yeah, it was real funny to her. But for me it meant getting locked up again without any relief. Real, real, funny!

	As soon as I finished drinking from that dumb bottle, Joanna untied my hands. “Get the keys to Ashley’s onesie,” she told me, “and get it off her.” “Good! I need a shower,” Ashley said.

	“No dear. Not tonight, I’m afraid.”

	“But you said last night that…”

	“I know what I said and I meant it. But we’re not seeing Michael’s mother again until lunchtime tomorrow. We’ve got all morning to take care of things like showers.” She looked directly at me. “And we’ve got other things to do tonight.”

	“Like what?” Ashley asked, which is exactly what I wanted to know too.

	“Other…things!” Joanna said sternly. “Michael, lay down on the bed. I’ll be right back.”

	I laid down on the bed, even though I had a pretty good idea of what was coming next. And I was right. Joanna came back with saving supplies. This time her washcloth was cold! But she once again shaved my entire cock and balls, then coated me liberally with that baby lotion, then forced my cock and balls back into that miserable prison. Locked up – again. No way to get relief until Joanna decided to play her next demented game with me. I could just scream!

	Joanna herself returned the shaving things to the guest bathroom. When she came back, she ordered Ashley to lay down on the bed again. “Michael, get Ashley’s wet diaper off her and put one of those big thick ones on her instead. And don’t forget to use plenty of baby lotion.”

	After diapering Ashley, it was my turn and of course, Ashley made sure I not only smelled of the baby lotion, but the baby powder as well. But it was what Joanna said next that surprised me a little. “Michael, please find two of the undershirts you wear to work. Put one on and give the other one to Ashley to wear.”

	“You mean we don’t have to wear the onesies?” I asked as I pulled two of my white t–shirts out of the drawer.

	“Not tonight. You won’t need them. And in the morning, I want all of your onesie’s in the wash.” She turned to Ashley. “Ash dear, will you please take both those baby bottles back to the kitchen, rinse them out, and this time fill them with water.”

	Ashley’s jaw dropped. “You mean we’ve got to drink another one? I’ve already got to pee.”

	“Don’t let me stop you from peeing dear. We’re not seeing Michael’s mother again until tomorrow.”

	Ashley grunted angrily. “I don’t want to pee in my diaper at all!” She grabbed the baby bottles and headed out.

	“Michael,” Joanna said to me. “Please find that new role of tape you just bought.”

	The tape? What on earth did she need the tape for? And to be honest, I didn’t think I wanted to find out. But I went searching for it anyway. Maybe it would be better if I didn’t find it. Oh darn! There it is. Right where I put it.

	When Ashley came back with the bottles full, and a rather disgusted attitude toward her mother, Joanna led us both into the master bedroom. “Lay down, both of you,” she said.

	“Start feeding each other those bottles. And when you’re done, just stay there!”

	She left and Ashley and I just looked at each other. Neither of us wanted to do it. “Can we get away with just dumping the bottles out in the bathroom?” I suggested.

	Ashley’s face brightened a bit. “Good idea,” she whispered.

	“Are you drinking those bottles?” Joanna’s voice asked from up the hall somewhere.

	Neither of us replied. With resigned looks on our faces, we laid down together on the bed, turned to each other, and held the bottles in each other’s mouth. I really hated those damn baby bottles. I hated them with a deep burning passion!

	–––– o0o –––

	“Not done yet?” Joanna asked a little while later.

	The bottle I was drinking was almost gone, Ashley’s bottle had a bit more left in it. Neither of us replied, but the look on Ashley’s face spoke volumes. I could literally feel Joanna hovering over us and watching us finish.

	My bottle emptied and Ashley lowered her arm, moving it around a bit since I’m sure she was tired of holding it in one place. Joanna took the bottle from her. A minute later, Ashley finished drinking as well.

	After Joanna had removed that bottle, she sat on the bed. “You two have been very good today. You’ve done everything I’ve asked – right in front of Michael’s mother, and I’m sure she had no clue as to anything strange going on at all. So for being so good, I’ve decided you both deserve a reward.

	That sounded good to me! I noticed Ashley’s eyes getting wide at that too.

	“But…” Joanna said with one of her all too sly smiles, “I’m afraid that reward is going to come in the form of a predicament for the both of you.”

	Predicament? Somehow that sounded a lot scarier than the word reward. A lot scarier!

	“Both of you,” Joanna said, “kneel on the bed, facing each other.” Very unsure of things, I got to my knees. Ashley did the same.

	“Closer, almost touching.”

	On my knees, I moved almost up against Ashley’s front.

	Joanna moved over right next to us. And then she reached out and ripped open the top right side tape on my diaper. “Ashley, stick your left hand in there and grab his balls.”

	“What?”

	“Just do it Ashley. Grab them good.”

	That didn’t exactly sound very good to me, especially considering how much my body needed a certain kind of relief. A moment later, that relief was the furthest thing on my mind when Ashley not only grabbed my chastity enclosed cock and balls, she squeezed more than a bit too hard and dug her nails into my unprotected balls. I groaned and bent over at the pain.

	“Don’t kill him Ash,” Joanna told her. “Just get a good grip on all of it.”

	“Trust me,” I grunted, “she’s got too good a grip.” Ashley only giggled.

	Joanna grabbed that open part of my diaper, pulled it tight and taped it together again. Why did those things have to have reusable tapes? And why did Ashley take such great delight in using those fingernails on my balls? Ouch!

	And then Joanna grabbed that roll of silver duct tape, ripped out a long length of it and started wrapping it tightly around the top of my diaper – with Ashley’s hand still inside.

	“Mom! What are you doing? Don’t!”

	“Just keep your hand there!” Joanna told her sternly.

	“No!” Ashley cried as she started to pull her arm back out again. Joanna grabbed her arm before she could get it all the way out of my diaper. “Put it back Ash,” she said all too sternly, looking her daughter straight in the eye.

	“But Mom…you know how I can’t stand things like this.”

	“I know very well,” Joanna told her. “But I want you to do this anyway. Now grab his balls again. Firmly!”

	Not too firm, I prayed.

	There was a bit of a staring contest between the two of them. Neither of them backed down.

	“Do you want to spend the entire night with a bar of soap in your mouth?” Joanna asked.

	“I’m sure Michael will be more than happy to help me make sure it happens.”

	Ashley’s jaw dropped. “You wouldn’t!”

	“You know I would. And you know Michael will be more than glad to help.”

	Ashley looked up at me. I actually nodded. And I would help do that to her. In a heartbeat!

	“Ashley…” Joanna’s voice threated again.

	“Ashley shook her head. “Mom. You know I can’t be tied up in anyway. You know that.”

	“We’ve just been over that dear,” Joanna replied, almost kindly. “But I’m going to do this to you one way or another.”

	“But why?”

	“Because I think it’s going to be a good idea. That’s all you have to know.” Again the two of them stared at each other, with neither of them backing down.

	“Shall I get the soap instead?” Joanna asked, her eyes never once leaving Ashley’s.

	“Mom…please,” Ashley’s voice whispered. “Don’t do this to me.”

	“Get your hand down there and grab his balls.”

	Never once did either of them look away from each other’s eyes, but very slowly, I felt Ashley’s arm reaching further down into my diaper, until she finally grabbed my entire chastity device and my balls again. Joanna, still not looking away from her, continued pulling on the tape she had started to wrap around the top of my diaper a few minutes before. Three times she wrapped it all the way around, pulling it as tight as she could. And three times, Ashly’s hand nearly crushed my balls inside as Joanna pulled the tape over top of her arm inside my diaper.

	And then Joanna moved around behind Ashley. “Ash, put your other right hand on Michael’s shoulder please.” 

	 “Mom? What are you doing now?”

	“Just put your right arm on his shoulder for a moment.”

	I couldn’t miss the genuine fear on Ashley’s face. But slowly, her hand came up to my shoulder.

	“Now just stay there Ash. Let me do this.” Joanna ripped more tape out of the roll and very quickly brought it between Ashley and me, then wrapped it around Ashly’s body, pulling her left arm up against her and locking it in place.

	“Mom!” Ashley screamed the moment she realized what her mother was doing. She tried to thrash around, tried to pull her arm back, but that first bit of tape had already trapped her arm. She couldn’t pull it back. “Take it off! Take it off! I can’t stand it!” Ashley screamed.

	“Hold her Michael,” Joanna yelled over top of Ashley’s hysteria.

	I did my best to hold her, and as I did, Joanna somehow managed to fight two more laps of that strong tape around Ashley’s arm and body. Ashley finally disintegrated into a totally weeping mess, leaning up against me. “No. No. No. Take it off. Take it off,” she cried pitifully.”

	Joanna looked at me and seemed to sigh with relief. Why was she doing this to her daughter? Evidently Ashley hadn’t been kidding at all when she had said she couldn’t stand being tied up. A question hit me. Had she been somehow tied up before and something happened? I had no answers, but I thought it might be a possibility.

	So now Ashly was a hysterical mess, and I was stuck with her hand around my chastity device and balls – inside my diaper. And that’s when Joanna said, “Now your turn Michael.”

	Huh? My turn? For what? But I just stared in amazement as Joanna ripped open the top tape on Ashley’s diaper.

	“Mom?” Ashley screamed as she tried to wiggle her hips away. “What are you doing?” But tied as she was to me, she couldn’t move away from me at all.

	“Michael, your turn. Put your right hand down in her diaper – all the way down! I want you to feel her entire clitoris with your hand.”

	“Mom!” Ashley screamed. “No!”

	But Joanna was ignoring her…and her thrashing around.

	Never taking my eyes from Joanna, I stuck my hand deep down into Ashly’s diaper. It was wet, which surprised me. I ignored that. I kept pushing down while Ashley tried to roll her hips away from me, which certainly didn’t work very well.

	“Stop!” Ashley screamed. “Mom, his hand is all the way…”

	“Yes dear,” Joanna cut her off. Then she pulled the diaper tight around my hand and taped it closed. Like she had done with Ashley, all too soon Joanna was binding my hand right there inside her diaper with the tape, wrapping it very tightly three times around. Then she came behind me and taped my arm to my body. I now knew why she had wanted us to wear those t–shirts – so the tape wouldn’t stick to the skin of our bodies.

	Joanna finally ripped the tape off. “There,” she said, sounding satisfied. “Now lay down, right there,” she ordered.

	“All Ashley and I could do was to flop over together. At least we were on the bed.

	Joanna was behind me so I couldn’t see her, but I had a feeling she was wearing one of her sly smiles again. “Okay,” she said. “Now that we’re done, you can take your hands out of each other’s diapers.

	My first thought was that she had to be kidding. But Ashley suddenly started going crazy, pulling and thrashing and doing everything possible to get her hand out of my diaper. But the way Joanna had taped things together, I already knew it was impossible. Since Ashley’s hand was trapped in there, and her arm was trapped that way against her body, she couldn’t bring her arm back to get her hand out of my diaper.

	After a few minutes, Ashley finally gave up. But what she said, surprised me. “Now what?” she asked. I could almost hear Joanna smile. “Now, I’ll be right back.”

	“She better not be bringing us another baby bottle,” Ashley said. “I’ll scream if she does.” Yeah. I figured she would. She had already screamed several times in the last few minutes.

	Joanna was gone a while. Longer than I figured she would. Was she coming back? I looked at Ashley. It was really the only place I could look. She looked back at me. Was that hatred on her face? “Watch what you do with that hand,” she said threateningly.

	I wanted to tell her to watch what she did with her hand. She had already hurt me more than she knew with it and I could literally feel every tiny movement her hand and fingers made as they held my chastity device and balls still too firmly.

	I heard Joanna come back and saw Ashley look up at her, horror immediately written across her face. “Momma, no!” Ashley angrily exclaimed. “No! Don’t!”

	Joanna leaned over top of my body, and I got a good close up view of her forcing a pacifier into Ashley’s mouth, and then tying it in place with a bit of rope she had already threaded through the ring on the pacifier. Ashley’s angry moaning was loud, but it did her no good. Joanna had tied that pacifier tightly into place. I felt Joanna leave from over top of me, and a moment later she force the other pacifier into my mouth before tying it all too firmly as well.

	“Kissy, kissy,” Joanna said teasingly.

	Yeah right. She had just plugged both our mouths. “I said kissy, kissy. Kiss each other!” I saw Ashley look up at her mother like she was crazy. We couldn’t kiss each other.

	“Well just pretend then,” Joanna finally said. “Knock those pacifier against each other.”

	What the heck? But I slowly leaned my mouth towards Ashley’s. Ashley brought her mouth up to mine very quickly and hard. Banging her pacifier against mine. Ouch! Ashley was pissed! And I’m not just talking about the wetness in her diaper.

	And then Joanna grabbed the bed covers and pulled them up over top of us. “Have a good night you two. See you in the morning.”

	Huh? She was leaving us here like this, for the night? But a moment later, the bedroom light went out, and I realized she had really left us there like that for the night. Now what were we supposed to do? We had our hands stuck inside of each other’s diapers, and we couldn’t get apart. We couldn’t even talk to each other. We were going to have to go to sleep – like that!

	I closed my eyes, hoping Ashley would get the hint and do the same. I opened them a minute later and by the dim light still coming through the doorway, I saw Ashley had closed her eyes too. And then I realized something else. I needed to pee. I had been holding it for a while, but now it was starting to build in me. Those two bottles Joanna had made me drink were starting to make me uncomfortable…more uncomfortable than the position I was currently taped into with Ashley. Knowing I was going to eventually have no choice. And knowing it was going to upset Ashley, I opened my bladder and let it out. To say Ashley’s immediate reaction was volatile would be an understatement. She screamed around that pacifier in her mouth. She grunted. She thrashed around angrily, but we were stuck to each other like glue. Eventually, all she could do was stare angrily at me. In the dim light coming through the open door, I could see she had murder for me written all across her face.

	And then I felt her hand inside my diaper squeezing me hard again, and her nails digging hard into my balls again. I groaned angrily and thrashed around a bit, but she held on, an all too determined look on her face. To get back at her, I squeezed with my hand against her clit. I saw her eyes go wide at that as she squeezed even harder against my balls. In revenge, I took my middle finger and literally worked it right up into her slit. The look on her face was priceless as she tried her best to get away, but she couldn’t get away.

	I kept at it, pushing that finger in deeper and deeper. Then I pulled it out and did it again. Her hand on my balls kept squeezing, then releasing, squeezing, then releasing. I started moving my finger up inside her around more and felt her growing wet, making it easier for my finger to move. I shoved it in fast and hard, as far as I could. She arched her back and dug her nails into my balls so hard I arched my back at the pain. I pulled my finger out again and she eased up…but not all the way, so I pushed my finger back in. She squeezed my balls again, but not too bad. I started seriously masturbating her then, using not just that one finger but whatever fingers I could manage with. In moments, instead of arching her back to get away, she was bent forward with her head now in my chest.

	And then I felt her doing something different inside my diaper. Instead of digging her claws in, she was now squeezing the semi–flexible plastic of my chastity device where it encased my needy penis. She was trying to masturbate me as well…except that with that chastity device down there, it was impossible. But that didn’t stop my penis from quickly swelling the very short distance to fill that device to capacity…and trying to force its way beyond. Pain hit me then from that chastity device, and I had no way to tell Ashley to stop. In fact, I wasn’t sure if she was trying to be nice to me or cruel. Both maybe? Despite my pain, I kept at it inside Ashley’s diaper.

	I felt Ashley’s body trying to thrust itself onto my fingers. I felt her growing more and more desperate. I did everything I could for her, and a minute later, she was orgasming right in my hand. Her hand in my diaper was doing nothing…for which I was glad. But she was certainly getting off.

	I let her come down. She was breathing hard. Slowly relaxing. Slowly settling down. And then I moved my finger again, still up insider her. I felt her stiffen. I moved it in, then out, in then out. She started pushing against my hand again. It took a little longer, but a few minutes later, she was having yet another orgasm.

	This time, as she came down, I took my fingers all the way out of her and just rested them against the soft delicate skin of her sex. With her head still bowed into my chest, she squeezed my cock and balls again, but gently. I felt her breathing a sigh of relief. And then she raised her head and looked right into my eyes…and I felt her pissing on my hand inside her diaper. Ugh! She giggled, then bowed her head down into my chest again.

	The two of us laid there together, her, fully sated, me, totally denied and wanting so much more. A few minutes later, her breathing changed and I realized she was asleep. I closed my eyes. Sleep was all I could do as well.

	In the dark of the room, I felt someone suddenly leaning over me. “Thank you,” Joanna’s voice whispered into my ear. She kissed me on the cheek, then left me. Left us.

	What had that been all about? In truth, I was left with more questions than answers.

	–––– o0o –––

	Deep in the middle of the night, I woke up as I did so often now since Ashley and Joanna had been keeping me in diapers every night. I awoke, as always, because I realized I had to pee. I still felt Ashley’s hand stuck inside my diaper. I still felt the soft mound of flesh inside her diaper. Ashley was sound asleep. Would she stay asleep?

	I knew I wasn’t going to be able to hold it, so I didn’t. I would just have to hope for the best. The warm liquid came out of me and spread out around my chastity device and her hand, slowly sinking lower as gravity took over and pulled it away. Slowly going away as the diaper started wicking it all up. And then I jolted a bit. Inside Ashley’s diaper, she started peeing on my hand again. Once again it gushed out all over me.

	I looked at Ashley and realized she was still sound asleep. Maybe there was something to that old joke about putting someone’s hand into warm water while they’re sleeping and making them wet themselves. It had just happened to Ashley, and since her diaper had already been wet, I had no doubt she would never even know it.

	 


Chapter 29.

	 

	Twice more I awoke during the night needing to pee. Those two bottles I had been forced to drink before bed were certainly doing a number on me. But then I had noticed that since they had started making wear the diapers to bed every night, along with making me drink several bottles of water just before bed, that I was waking up more often to pee. Each time I awoke that night, I let it out. Each time I did, I was extra aware of Ashley, sound asleep, her hand still trapped inside my diaper and around my cock, her head still turned down against my chest. And each time I peed into her hand, a few minutes later, I felt her peeing inside her diaper. And never once did she wake up.

	Trying to sleep, my mind turned often to the masturbating session I had done with her after Joanna had put us into this position and left us. She had needed it. But so did I. In fact, I’m sure I needed it more than she did. But Joanna had given me a chance at relief earlier. A chance that had turned into no chance at all. So I was hornier than ever and getting desperate for relief. Joanna’s predicament had insured that Ashley would get the sexual release she had needed. And at the same time, it had insured that I got far more intensely frustrated.

	I slept, but it was difficult, especially since I felt every little twitch of Ashly’s hand inside my diaper. Every little twitch that made me yearn even more to have my cock free.

	In time, I woke again needing to pee. This time I noticed that the room was brighter. The sun was up. The house was still quiet though, and Ashley was still sleeping, dreaming. I could feel her fingers twitching against my balls. I laid there still and quiet, trying to decide if I should go ahead and pee again or try to hold it for a while. Surely this time if I wet myself it would wake Ashley. I remembered the thrashing she had done last night when Joanna had taped her up. She had not only hated it, she had been terrified of it. Why had her mother still done that to her? Why?

	Knowing it was going to be inevitable anyway, I went ahead and peed again. There was no use holding it back. It had to come out sometime, and there was about a zero chance of me using a toilet for it like everyone else in the world. For a moment I thought Ashley would again sleep through it, but she suddenly twitched. Her head pulled back and she looked up at me, her pacifier filled mouth dripping drool all down the side of her chin. I saw the look of anger on her face at what I had done. A moment later, I felt her peeing against my hand in her diaper. Was that a look of satisfaction on her face? I nearly laughed. She had no idea how many times she had wet herself in her sleep last night. I was going to have to use that against her…when I got the chance.

	Since the house was still quiet and we were both awake, I let my fingers start exploring her soft sexual region like I had done last night. I heard her moan softly and her head bowed down into my chest again. Her fingers inside my diaper started squeezing against my plastic covered penis. I wish she wouldn’t have bothered since all it brought me was more frustration and pain, but I was guessing she was trying to be…nice…for a change. Ten minutes later, she was moaning and moving and thrashing a bit as she orgasmed inside her diaper again. When she came down, I felt her fingers inside my diaper patting my naked balls a bit. Was she saying thanks? Ashley? Whether she was or wasn’t, I took it as that.

	“Did you two have fun?” Joanna’s voice suddenly asked.

	Ashley looked up. She grunted something angrily around her pacifier.

	“Yes dear, I’m going to let you go now. Don’t worry.”

	The angry grunting from Ashley was only what I expected.

	Joanna untied and removed our pacifiers first. After that, it took Joanna a good five minutes just to get all the tape off of Ashley and get her completely free. “Oh God!” Ashley moaned as she fell back against the bed, rubbing her left arm and hand. And my hand stinks so bad! He peed all over it Mom!”

	“Yes dear, I expect he did.” I noticed the amusement on Joanna’s face.

	Joanna attacked all the tape binding my arm to my body. A minute later, I was free as well. Then I watched as Joanna removed the pieces of rope she had put through the pacifiers before she stuck one in each of our mouths again. Ashley of course groaned and gave her a very angry look.

	“Come along children,” Joanna said, sounding all too happy. “Breakfast time. And don’t forget to hold hands.” Ugh!

	No, Joanna never once gave Ashley or me the key words to wet ourselves during breakfast. And I was glad! I’m sure that Ashley was too. In fact, other than having to sit next to each other, hold hands constantly, and drink milk from the baby bottles, everything else about breakfast was normal. And I guess me having to clean everything up by myself afterwards had to be considered normal too.

	After cleaning the kitchen, I headed back to the bedrooms.

	“Michael. In here,” Joanna said as I looked into the master bedroom. I saw Joanna sitting on the bed, with Ashley sitting on the floor, painting her mother’s toenails. “Have a seat,” Joanna said as she patted the bed next to her with freshly painted fingernails on her hand.

	I sat and watched as Ashley finished painting the last two little toes on her feet.

	“Thank you Ashley dear,” Joanna told her. “They’re lovely. I appreciate you doing that so much. In fact, since you did such a good job, why don’t you do Michael’s toes for him too?”

	Ashley looked up at her mother with a shocked look on her face. But was her shocked look more than the shocked face I’m sure I had? Ashley’s shock quickly turned into a fit of giggles though. “Oh yeah!” she said to her mother. “I’m going to enjoy this!”

	I had no doubt. I had to sit there and watch as she started applying dark pink polish to the big toe on my right foot. When she was done with that toe, she looked up at her mother. “Can I do his toes in different colours?” she asked.

	“That’s up to you dear,” Joanna replied.

	“Ha!” Ashley laughed as she jumped up and ran to the bathroom. A minute later, she was back with another bottle of nail polish. I had to sit there and watch as she did my toenails in that dark pink and alternating that with a light blue. The combination looked – awful. But the worst part was that with my toenails painted like that, if anyone ever had half a chance to see them, the different colours on them absolutely couldn’t be missed.

	“How about his hands, Mom,” Ashley said when she had finished with my feet. “Can I do them?”

	“Better not. Not this time,” Joanna told her. We’ve still got to see his mother again in a little while. But I think it would be nice if he returned the favour and did your toes for you.”

	Ashley jumped up. “Move pervert!” she said nastily. I got up and she took my place. “This one,” she said as she picked out the bottle of light blue nail polish and handed it to me.

	I sat on the floor and tried to figure it all out. I opened the bottle and pulled out the small brush. A moment later, Joanna was coaxing me through the process while Ashley laughed. “I should have had him do this for me before.” “Why didn’t you?” Joanna asked.

	“I don’t know. I guess because I don’t wear nail polish very often.” Her face mirrored that sly look both her mother and her had showed me so often. “But maybe now I will.”

	Once Ashley’s nails were fully dry, Joanna sent her in to the bathroom to get a shower and do anything else she needed. She told me to go to the other bathroom to do the same. But I had something on my mind that I needed to talk to her about. Something I felt was important. “Joanna.”

	“Yes,” she asked.

	“Why did you do that to Ashley last night? Why did you tie her up, when you knew she hated it that much?”

	Joanna’s face was very serious. “Don’t ask,” she told me. “Don’t ever ask about Ashley’s problems with that.”

	“Then why did you do it to her? Why put her through that much turmoil?”

	She sighed. “Because I felt…I had to.”

	“Just for the sake of that…game you had us play?”

	She smiled. “Well, that too. I’ll certainly admit to that. But the truth is that I had a bigger reason. A much more important reason.”

	“What?”

	She sighed again. “Michael…it’s about…trust. That’s all I can say. It’s simply all about trust. I failed Ashley when she was growing up. I didn’t make her mind enough. And then when she was older and she was…well, let’s just say I gave her too much leeway later as well. I know now that I made a big mistake with the way I raised her. I failed her then and she’s the one paying the price, even though she doesn’t realize that. But Michael, I swear, I’m not going to fail her this time. I’m going to do everything I can to help her…in every way I think she needs it. So let’s leave it at that. Last night, was about me doing something to help her. Trust me, there’s more to this than you know, and it’s not something I’ll ever talk to you about, so just leave it alone. Trust me. That was for Ashley’s sake. Now go get cleaned up please. We’ve still got to meet your mother later.”

	Trust? She had failed her daughter? I had a feeling that something had happened, and it was something so big that Joanna wasn’t willing to talk about it. I was sure of it, whether they would admit that or not. I headed for the bathroom, once again more questions on my mind than answers.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Pink diapers again…for both Ashley and me of course. And of course on top of the pink diapers, came those soft white plastic pants. I was only waiting to find out which onesie Joanna wanted us to be locked into that day. But instead of mentioning the onesies, she turned to me. “Michael, please go get a pair of pantyhose from your dresser and bring them back in here.”

	“Pantyhose?”

	“That’s what I said. Now just go get them.”

	Great. Now I’d be stuck wearing pantyhose under those onesies too. I found my best pair of pantyhose and carried them back to the master bedroom, ready to put them on.

	“Now give those to Ashley please,” Joanna instructed.

	Do what? Did I hear correctly?

	“Mom? You want me to wear his pantyhose? I’ve got a pair right in my dresser I can wear.” “Put those on dear,” Joanna said in a no–nonsense tone of voice.

	I stood there and watched as Ashley struggled into my pantyhose.

	“Ich!” Ashley exclaimed as she struggled with them. They’re control top!”

	“Don’t complain dear. He’s bigger than you are. Imagine how they feel on him.”

	“Yeah, but he’s a big sissy. You know he loves it.”

	Joanna chuckled. “Yes, I’m quite sure he does.”

	I noticed that neither of them asked my opinion on the matter, and I didn’t bother offering it…on the grounds that it really might incriminate me.

	“Now Ashley dear, you said you’ve got a pair of hose in your drawer? Please get them for Michael to wear.”

	Ashley blinked, and I know I was floored too. “We’re wearing each other’s pantyhose?” Ashley asked. “That’s…dumb!”

	“Just do it!” Joanna said with a sigh.

	A minute later, I was struggling to get Ashley’s pantyhose over my legs. Her pair was not control top.

	“Finally!” Joanna exclaimed once I had gotten the hose all the way up. “Now Michael, go get one of your bras and those breast forms from your room. Ashley please find a pretty bra for Michael to wear.”

	Ashely laughed. “You’re going to have him wear one of my bras? When we see his mother?” She laughed as she practically ran to her dresser. “This is going to be so good,” she said as she pulled a lacy purple one out. She stopped and turned. “Hey wait! If he’s wearing one of mine then…”

	“Yes dear, you can wear his.”

	“Yuck! Not only will it be too big, but he’s got the worst taste in underwear.”

	“Oh I don’t know,” Joanna replied. “He’s got a big collection of absolutely beautiful panties.” Ashley’s face turned back into a smile. “Yeah. He sure does.”

	I went to get a bra and my breast forms. With those breast forms stuck to my chest, how the hell would I hide that from my mother? In fact, I asked that question as soon as I got back to the master bedroom.

	“Don’t worry about it,” Joanna told me. “You won’t be wearing them while your mother is here.”

	“Good! Then what are they for?” My eyes turned toward Ashley. “Ashley?”

	“Mom? That’s ridiculous! I don’t need them!”

	Joanna laughed. “No dear. Just wear his bra. You certainly don’t need any other padding.”

	Joanna took the breast forms from me and set them on the dresser. Then she helped Ashley adjust my too big bra for her smaller body. The bra was still a bit big on her, particularly the cups. We had a much harder time trying to adjust the bra that Ashley had found for me to wear. Even let all the way out, that purple bra was still pretty tight. But that wasn’t the biggest problem I had with it. The cups of the bra were semi rigid. They still stuck out! “How am I going to wear this in front of my mother?” I asked, horrified at the thought.

	“Don’t worry Michael. Just try to ignore the bra and I’m sure everything will be just fine.” I looked at her dubiously. That was easy for her to say.

	Joanna disappeared into Ashley’s closet and pulled out a pair of black slacks. She handed them to Ashley to put on. Then she headed out of the room to go search my closet. She was back a minute later and handed me a pair of black pants and my belt. I was very glad to slip them on. It wasn’t until I was buckling my belt that I realized – no onesie! Hooray!

	Joanna went into the closet and pulled out a pair of black flats for Ashley to wear. Then she turned to me. “Michael, for now, until we leave to go see your mother…heels! And not your boots.” She shook her head. “I’ve been wanting to get you more shoes, but I just haven’t had the chance yet.”

	I went back to my room and strapped those darn five inch t–strap heels onto my feet that I seemed to wear way too much. I was really sorry now I had ever bought the things. I was practically living in them.

	Wearing my heels, I went back to the master bedroom, waiting for Joanna to tell me what shirt she wanted me to grab. She was inside the closet with Ashley. When she came out, she was holding a pretty beige sweater dress. “Here you go dear,” Joanna said as she brought the dress to Ashley. “You looked so pretty in this that one time I saw you wearing it.”

	Ashley slipped the dress over her head and pulled the stretchy fabric down her body. The dress ended about halfway to her knees. Yeah, with the way it hugged ever curve of her body, Ashley did look good in that dress.

	“Lovely,” Joanna declared. Then she turned to me. “Come along Michael. Let’s find you a nice shirt to wear.”

	A few minutes later, Joanna pulled a light brown shirt out of my closet and handed it to me. I put it on and buttoned it up. As I did, I couldn’t help but notice that Ashley’s bra was way too prominent on my chest. “This isn’t going to work with this bra,” I told her. “There’s no way this shirt can hide the…bulges under it.”

	Joanna smiled. “I know. But wear it anyway.”

	“But what about when I see my mother?” I asked, horrified at the thought.

	“Michael! Don’t worry about it. Trust me, I’m sure your mother will never know. Now finish buttoning that shirt and let’s go.”

	Reluctantly, I followed her back to the master bedroom where Ashley took one look at my chest and laughed. I’m sure my face turned very red. Joanna stood us side by side and looked us over critically. She finally smiled as if she was pleased with what she saw. I wasn’t pleased at all. Once again I poked at the breasts coming out of my chest, pushing them in flat, only to have them spring out again as soon as I took my hand away. Ugh! How the hell was I going to do this? Joanna might think I could get away with it, but I saw no way in hell!

	Joanna left to get dressed herself, Ashley headed to her bathroom to do her hair and makeup, and I wandered out to the living room still wondering how the heck I was going to get away with Ashley’s all to noticeable bra under my shirt. My mother was going to notice for sure. And then what would happen? Nothing good, that much I knew!

	––––– o0o –––––

	Yes, I got to wear my own shoes and socks…over top of Ashley’s pantyhose of course. Yes, I was still petrified that my mother would notice. How could she not? But no, Joanna wasn’t giving me a choice in the matter. “It will all be just fine Michael. Don’t worry about it.” Then she addressed both of us. “Don’t either of you forget what you’re supposed to do whenever I say baby boy or baby girl. And I’m not even going to mention that you two better do plenty of kissing…whether I wink at you or not!”

	No there was no way I was going to ever forget that. I had been forced to wet my diaper four times the day before – right in front of my own mother. I’m was still amazed I had actually gotten away with it. And now Joanna not only wanted us to do it again, but she had dressed me so that there would be no way I could hide Ashley’s bra that I was wearing.

	My thoughts were interrupted by what Joanna said next. “Now children, here’s the way this is going to work today. And Michael, if you want any chance of relief in the next two months, then I suggest you pay attention and do exactly what I want. Got that?”

	Huh? What demented game did she have in mind now? “Um…yeah,” I replied. “I think.”

	Joanna then told us what we would be doing and how we would go about doing…some of it. I nearly passed out right there and then.

	––––– o0o –––––

	I thought about everything Joanna wanted us to do as I drove towards my mother’s hotel. How the hell was I going to get away with it? It was going to be…impossible!

	When I pulled up under the overhang at the hotel, my mother came out dragging two suitcases and carrying another bag over her shoulder. She hugged me quickly then left me as she climbed into the back seat of the car with Joanna. Had my mother felt that bra I was wearing when she hugged me? I didn’t think she did. Of course, the heavy coat I was wearing should have prevented her from noticing…I hoped. I loaded her big heavy suitcases into the back of my car.

	A minute later, we were on our way to a restaurant. A different one than we had been to last night. Another trendy one though…that I already knew had booths people could sit in when they ate. And trust me, I wasn’t sure if those booths were going to be enough!

	The minute we got to the parking lot and got out of the car, Ashley, carrying the colourful purse that I had been forced to carry way too often, not only grabbed my hand, she latched firmly onto my arm. I had no doubt that she was nervous too. She also reached up and kissed me a few times, and I know for a fact that her mother hadn’t prompted either of us to do that.

	Inside, we had to wait for a few minutes, but it wasn’t a long wait. I would have much rather it had been a long wait. A very long wait. I didn’t want to go through with this meal at all! Unfortunately, all too soon, we were led to a booth. As previously ordered, I got in first so that I was against the wall, Ashley got in next to me on the outside. We held hands of course as my mother and Joanna took the seats directly across from us. I saw Joanna wink at us and Ashley and I kissed yet again. My mother smiled. Yeah, she was so bamboozled into believing that Ashley and I loved each other, when the truth was that we hated each other. Oh Joanna was a demented demon!

	The good news, the one and only good news about sitting at that booth to eat, was that Joanna had instructed me to leave my coat on. I had to unzip it in the front, but I could leave it on. Trust me, I had no intention of removing that heavy coat at all. So far, hopefully, it was still doing a good job of hiding Ashley’s bra that I was wearing. But trust me, that bra was not the biggest worry on my mind.

	The waitress came and we ordered our drinks. My mother and Joanna again did most of the talking at the table…which was good. I was too petrified to think about talking. The drinks finally came and we ordered our food. I didn’t want that nice waitress to leave at that point. Why couldn’t she just stay at the table, right there with us, until we finished our entire meal?

	But no, she had to walk away – of course. And of course, her leaving was the cue that Joanna had told us earlier that meant Ashley and I had to get busy. Oh God! I didn’t want to do this.

	While Joanna and my mother were dominating most of the conversation, I did my best to look like I was doing nothing at all, while under the table I was unfastening my belt. I felt Ashley squirming next to me, but I dared not look. I had my own problems to think about.

	With my belt unfastened, very carefully I unfastened my pants and pulled my zipper down. Ashley was still squirming, but I knew that she too was trying to not look like she was doing anything at all.

	Now came the hard part for me. The worst part. Very slowly and carefully, I levered my bottom up just slightly from the seat, hoping that no one would notice, and I slipped my pants down past my butt. If anyone happened to lean over the booth to look they would see my pantyhose covered diaper and plastic pants.

	I saw Ashley turn to me, her face looked nervous. She leaned in and kissed me quickly. I felt more movement from her, then a moment later, I felt her hands pulling her black pants up onto the seat next to us. She smiled at me, and kissed me again. She was wearing a dress. Nobody would notice or care that she had removed her pants!

	I went back to work. With my hands I pushed my pants down over my knees, then wiggled my legs and feet to finally get them off. It took a while, but I did it. I was now sitting in the restaurant without any pants on at all, and trying to pretend that I hadn’t removed them. Fortunately, it looked like my mother hadn’t noticed anything weird at all…yet. She was spending a lot of time looking at Joanna sitting next to her instead of at me. So far!

	But now came the more difficult part. I pulled my pants up and handed them to Ashley, and I grabbed her black pants instead. Let me tell you, trying to get my feet into those pants under the table was very, very difficult. Especially with my shoes on. I was having a terrible time with it.

	Next to me, I felt Ashley squirming to get my pants on. And then I realized she was actually getting there. How the heck had she managed it? I still hadn’t gotten my feet into her pants yet.

	The waitress was suddenly back and started setting plates on the table. I saw my mother look away and I used the opportunity to quickly lean over as far as I could and pull my feet into those pants and pull them up over my knees. I had somehow managed to get them that far. But now I had to sit there and eat, with Ashley’s pants staying right there down around my knees. And I knew Ashly was trying to do the same. But Ashley was wearing a dress. Her pink diaper was covered up. If anyone managed to look past Ashley sitting next to me, they could easily see that I was in a rather embarrassing state to be sitting there.

	One handed, I managed to eat, but it wasn’t easy. It was more like I was holding my breath the entire time. Fortunately, the stretch waist of Ashley’s pants helped to keep them up so they didn’t slip down to my feet, but neither of us were allowed to pull our pants all the way up until later in the meal. We both had to sit there like that, and pray nobody would notice. The only good part about that was Ashley’s dress. Hopefully, because of that, nobody would notice what we had done…and were still doing.

	I sat there now waiting to hear it, our key words to wet ourselves during the meal. Several times I heard Joanna say, “Your baby,” or “My baby,” but never did she say those dreaded actual words to make us wet ourselves.

	We all finished eating and my mother asked the waitress to bring the check…and Ashley and I were still sitting there with each other’s pants down around our knees. But when the waitress left again, Joanna turned to my mother and said, “I need to use the ladies room. Want to come with me before we take you to the airport?”

	Joanna had told us ahead of time that she would do that. And when she told us, I had to ask what we would do if my mother decided not to go to the ladies room. Joanna had smiled that sly wicked smile of hers and simply said, “The best you can.” Ugh! No help at all. Fortunately, my mother got up and went with her. The moment their backs were turned, both Ashley and I got busy pulling our pants up. I had an easy time with the stretch waist of her pants. I only had to pull them all the way up. Ashley’s dress was now a bigger problem as she shimmied my pants up under it, then had to pull the dress up in the front to fasten the pants and buckle my belt – as tight as it would go. She couldn’t seem to pull her dress back down fast enough.

	I looked around, had anyone noticed? There, not exactly close, I saw a couple sitting across from each other, staring at us. Had they seen what we had done? Did it matter? I guess not because there was nothing Ashley or I could do about it. Ashley and I were sitting in the restaurant, wearing each other’s pants, and in just a few minutes, we were going to have to leave that restaurant and take my mother to the airport. How on earth could my mother possibly miss the fact that I was now wearing Ashley’s pants instead of my own? How? It was impossible!

	Joanna and my mother came back and I saw Ashley nod to her mother. The waitress was there by the time they got seated again and gave my mother the check. A few minutes later, I found myself scooting out of that booth…where I would be displaying to the entire world that I was wearing a pair of women’s pants instead of men’s pants. Why, oh why, was I doing this? How long would it be before my mother noticed? And what the heck would I do when she did notice? Before I even got out of the booth, I saw Joanna link her arm in my mother’s and they led the way out of the restaurant. Ashley and I followed. I seriously doubt that Ashley was anywhere near as nervous as I was.

	Since my mother and Joanna were sitting in the back seat and Ashley and I were in the front, I didn’t have to worry about my mother while we were in the car. I drove to the airport, but instead of just dropping my mother off at the curb, Joanna “insisted” that we park and all go inside.

	Once out of the car, I saw Joanna latch onto my mother’s arm again and say, “Let’s go ahead. We’ll leave our babies to get your luggage for you.” The two of them walked off, and I was momentarily relieved. I pulled my mother’s luggage out of the car, Ashley threw her colourful purse up over her shoulder and grabbed the smaller of the two big suitcases. I grabbed the other one and my mother’s carry–on bag, and together we dragged everything into the airport.

	Was I nervous wearing Ashley’s pants in public like that? You better believe it! Was anyone noticing? I wasn’t sure. I have no doubt that some people looked at me and at least wondered. Ashly’s coat was fairly long and came down nearly to her knees. I did notice that my pants on her looked kind of funny. Not only were they a bit too long, but it actually looked like she was wearing men’s pants. Did anyone notice that either. But then Ashley was a girl. It was a lot easier for her to get away with wearing men’s pants than for me to get away with wearing women’s pants out in public like that.

	It wasn’t hard for us to find our mothers. They had gone to the airline check–in counter and were waiting for us. Now was the time I was sure my mother would notice. I tried to hide as best I could behind Ashley, even though she was obviously wearing my pants. We turned my mother’s luggage over to her and stood back while she waited in line behind a few people. Her wait wasn’t long though and soon her luggage was taken to be shipped with the rest of the baggage. I saw her turn and head directly toward us, as she did, Joanna moved to stand right in front of Ashley and me.

	“Well that’s it,” my mother said. “I’ve got to get going. “I can’t tell you what a wonderful time I’ve had here.” She turned to Joanna and hugged her. “Joanna, it’s been marvellous. And I can’t wait to come back again so we can visit some more.”

	“Oh, you have no idea how much I’ve enjoyed your visit too,” Joanna replied. “And just to see how happy our babies are together has been so good for me too.”

	My mother turned to Ashley next. She walked up and hugged her. “Ashley, you can’t imagine how happy I am to meet you and see you with my baby boy. You’re like a dream. And I can see how happy you make him. True love, Ashley, that’s what I see between the two of you. True love.”

	Was my mouth hanging down to my knees? My mother had just uttered those key words to make me wet myself. Not Joanna, my mother! Had anyone else noticed? Should I wet myself? No. Besides, my mother was not coming up to me.

	“And Michael. Oh it’s been so good to see you again,” she said. “I’m so happy for you darling. I can see that you and Ashley are going to be such a good couple together. Now I’ve got to go. So you take good care of yourself…and good care of Ashley too, as I’m sure you have every intention of doing.” She hugged me tightly. “I love you Michael. I love you to death. And I can’t wait to come back for your wedding!” “Uh…I love you too Mom,” I replied.

	She broke her hug. And looked between Ashley’s face and mine. There were tears in her eyes. “I’ve got to go now before I start crying even harder. She turned to Joanna. “Joanna, your daughter and my baby boy. Isn’t it just great?”

	Joanna was all smiles. “Absolutely the best!” Joanna replied.

	With a wave, my mother turned and hurried away. I stood there watching her…until I felt Ashley stick her hand tight in the front of my crotch.

	“Did you wet yourself?” she asked, in an all too mocking voice. “Your own mother said baby boy, not once, but twice! So have you wet yet?”

	Damn her! Having no choice, I let loose, realizing that nobody had said the baby girl words to make Ashley wet herself.

	“Okay children,” Joanna said once my mother was out of sight. “Hold hands. Let’s find the rest rooms.”

	The rest rooms? What for? Joanna had gone in the restaurant, and Ashley and I were stuck in diapers. But dutifully, we followed her through the airport until we found the restrooms.

	Standing between the men’s room and the women’s room, Joanna made me stand there and take my coat off, which displayed the bumps from Ashley’s bra underneath. I was very embarrassed about that. I was wearing women’s pants there, and now if anyone looked at me, they would see that I had a bra on under my shirt. Joanna took my coat from me, then told me to stand there and wait. She would be right back. Taking Ashley’s hand, Joanna led her into the women’s room.

	“What now Momma?” I heard Ashley ask. I didn’t hear Joanna’s reply.

	A few minutes later, Joanna was back, but instead of having my coat in her hands, she was carrying Ashley’s sweater dress and that colourful purse instead. She handed them to me. “Michael, take these into the men’s room with you and put this on. Your breast forms are in the purse. Then bring me the shirt you’re wearing now.” “What?” I couldn’t believe it.

	“You heard me. Now go do it! Or do you want to be stuck in that chastity device for the next six months with no chance of relief at all?” She gave me one of those serious looks of hers. “Michael, if you do everything I want, then I’ll make sure you have plenty of time for some much needed relief later before I go home.”

	I stared at her for a moment, but it was no use. Taking the dress, I went into the men’s room. I found a stall and closed the door. Oh how I hated my life. Oh how messed up everything in it was. And oh how insanely horny I was because of it all – especially right now. And I did want that relief that Joanna had said I could get. I wanted it badly!

	I found a stall and took my shirt off. I opened the purse Ashley had been carrying and easily found my birdseed breast forms. I stuck them in Ashley’s purple bra that I was wearing. The bra was suddenly a lot tighter. I took the sweater dress and pulled it over my head and down my body. I’m sure I didn’t look nearly as nice in it as Ashley did. I was suddenly wearing almost all women’s clothes, and not only just women’s clothes, Ashley’s clothes. The only male clothes I had on were my shoes and socks.

	Carrying my shirt and that damn colourful purse that I had no doubt I’d be carrying back to the car, I went out to find Joanna waiting for me. She smiled broadly. “Lovely,” she declared as she looked me over. She took the shirt and disappeared into the women’s rest room. I can’t tell you how embarrassed I felt standing there while so many people, men and women both, walked right past me. And every last one of them looked me over closely.

	A few minutes later, she was back with Ashley. Ashley was now wearing my pants, my shirt, and my coat. Ashley started laughing at me the moment she saw me. “Wait a minute Momma, I’ve got to get a picture.” She suddenly looked around, then at me. “My phone is in your purse. Give it to me.” I gladly started to hand over the purse. “No you idiot. Just the phone.”

	Oh. I opened the purse and found her phone. A moment later, I was standing right there between the two rest rooms, with men and women streaming past me on both sides, while Ashley and her mother both took a few pictures of me. And then Joanna made Ashley stand right next to me so she could take pictures of both of us. Ashley of course, struck a funny pose. She wasn’t having any trouble with this little predicament at all.

	Finally, Joanna handed me Ashley’s coat to put on. It was very tight in the shoulders but I managed it. I was now wearing even more of Ashly’s clothes.

	“Hold hands children,” Joanna said, “and follow me.”

	Hold hands. I absolutely dreaded the sound of that. I was so nervous being dressed like that as we followed Joanna that I nearly wet myself again. I probably would have if I hadn’t just done it a short while before.

	Instead of leading us back to the car, Joanna led us over to the seats in one of the waiting areas. She made Ashley and I sit down together. “Michael, take those shoes and socks off.

	You too Ashley. Take your shoes off.”

	Oh no! From her bag I watched as Joanna pulled out my five inch t–straps.

	“Your mother is gone now Michael, and all your rules can apply again. No more men’s shoes outside of work. So get them off. Your socks too.” She turned to Ashley. “Ash, can you wear those shoes with socks?”

	“No problem,” she replied with a giggle. “I usually wear socks with them.”

	Removing my shoes and socks, the last of the male clothing I had been wearing, I turned them over to Joanna, who passed my socks on to Ashley. While I reluctantly strapped myself into those five inch t–straps, Ashley stuck my socks on over her pantyhose, and slipped her black flats back on. She was now wearing even more of my clothes, and I had a feeling that if our shoes could have fit each other Joanna would have made us switch those as well. And actually, since Ashley was wearing flats, I would have much preferred that. But then, if we were going to switch shoes, I have no doubt Joanna would have made sure I still wound up in heels.

	Joanna appeared quite happy as she stood up. “Okay children. Hold hands and let’s go. We’ve got shopping to do.” Shopping?

	 


Chapter 30.

	 

	I wasn’t wearing one stitch of male clothing. In fact, almost everything I was wearing belonged to Ashley. Even the pink diaper I had on was one that Joanna had bought for her. The one and only thing I was wearing that didn’t belong to Ashley, was my shoes. And that was only because her shoes would never fit me. I was still stuck in women’s five inch high heels though.

	I was walking through the airport, holding hands with Ashley, following Joanna like a couple of children, while dressed in all of Ashley’s clothes, including her coat and a top that was actually a sweater dress so it came down halfway between my crotch and my knees. Of course I was also wearing her black pants – that we had somehow managed to exchange right at the table in the restaurant earlier. But the bottom line was that I was essentially dressed in all her clothes, and she was now dressed in mine, including our winter coats.

	As we walked, so many people looked at me. Were they looking that much at Ashley? I doubt it. But me, I was definitely a guy walking around wearing women’s clothes. I know I stood out. Too many people turned their heads to stare at me. As we walked, I occasionally heard Ashley chuckle. Yeah, she was enjoying this. She would!

	We finally got back to my car. “I’ll drive this time,” Joanna said.

	That surprised me, I always drove my own car, and she drove when we took hers. But Ashley dug my car keys out of my coat pocket that she was wearing and handed them to her mother. I wasn’t going to have much of a choice here I guess. Ashley and I wound up sitting in the back seat together, holding hands of course like children. Why? My mother was now gone.

	According to Joanna, we had some shopping to do, and she was making sure that Ashley and I went along dressed just like we were. Humiliation time again…as if it ever stopped for me…which it didn’t.

	Joanna and I usually went grocery shopping each weekend, and with my mother here, we hadn’t had a chance to go yet. Several weeks ago, I had balked at going shopping with her while dressed the way she wanted me to in a skirt outfit. I had broken down and used my safe phrase when Joanna felt it was something I could have done. I didn’t feel that way, but Joanna’s authority overrode mine. In the end though, we came to a compromise where I would wear mostly my own clothes on the outside, but at the same time, that compromise also saddled me with a permanent punishment for doing something she felt I could have managed. So I was now saddled me with being unable to wear anything but women’s shoes no matter where I went, except for when I was at work. And now she was seemingly ignoring that compromise by making me wear the outfit I had on. Somehow, I had a very strong suspicion that wimping out again and trying to use my safe phrase would only land me in a much worse situation. Since that compromise, there had been many times when she had fixed things so that I now regretted ever using that phrase. I wasn’t about to use it lightly now. So now we were going shopping…with me dressed like…an idiot – of course.

	As we drove, my mind pictured past trips to the grocery store with Joanna. All of them embarrassing to a major degree. I had no illusions that this time it would be any different. And then there was the other factor to consider. Ashley was with us this time, and for some unknown reason, Ashley was just as much under her mother’s thumb as I was. Joanna was putting the screws to both of us. Joanna I know was loving it. Ashley of course hated it. And me, well I’ve already said many times that there’s no way I would ever admit to even coming close to liking any of it. I’d never admit that to anyone – ever! End of story!

	As I looked out the window and saw us approaching the grocery store, my fear factor went way up. I couldn’t take my eyes off that hated place…as we drove right past it. “Hey. Where are we going?” I asked.

	“Shopping,” Joanna said.

	Uh–oh! “For what?”

	“Shelves.”

	“Shelves?”

	“Is there and echo in here? Shelves. To hold all your diapers.”

	Oh. “So where are we going?”

	“Right…here,” Joanna said as she pulled off the road into the building supply store. The one place I hated going to the most when I was dressed so stupidly. The place where manly men went, and wimpy men like me should never be seen. The place where I used to love going…before I met Ashley. And the one place I dreaded going into the most now. Why did it have to be here that she had decided to look for shelving? Why? I can’t tell you how much I did not want to get out of the car after she had parked.

	“Hold hands children,” Joanna said as we all got out of the car. “Make sure you watch for cars.” Yeah, she was still treating us both like kids…even though my mother was now out of the picture.

	This time Joanna led us to the main entrance instead of the one by the lumber where the contractors usually went. But of course, the main entrance was the busiest entrance with people constantly going in and out, and that was on a Sunday near the end of February when the weather was still freezing!

	Just before we got to the entrance, Joanna stopped and turned to us. Uh–oh. “Michael, check your purse. You should have some of Ashley’s pink lipstick in there.”

	Huh? I stared at her for a moment, not believing she would ask me about that. My mind was already conjuring up images of me having to wear it.

	“It’s in there,” Ashley confirmed when I didn’t move. “I put it in myself after you told me to

	Mom.”

	Yeah, she would. Hating the entire world…especially my little world…I opened that darn too colourful purse I had to carry way too often, and started searching through it.

	Nope…nope…don’t see it…nope…darn! Found it. I pulled it out.

	“Very good. Now put some on Michael.” Ashley was already giggling.

	“Now?”

	“Would you like to go back to the airport and stand right between the rest rooms again and put it on there…and then come back here again and refresh it right here?”

	“Uh…no.” I opened the light pink lipstick. “Um…I don’t have a mirror.”

	“Do the best you can. Ashley doesn’t need one when she’s just refreshing her lips. Just put a little on the top and a little on the bottom. Not too heavy, then mash your lips together a bit.”

	Did you know that applying pink lipstick like that is painful? I’m here to tell you that it is. It’s very painful! No, nobody hit me. No, I didn’t get run over by a car…although I might have enjoyed that more. It was painful, because while I stood there trying to do what they wanted, and while feeling so incredibly foolish, my stupid chastity device decided it was going to start doing its shrinking act again. And this time it was trying to shrink smaller than ever. Painful! How the heck did it do that? That chastity device was an inanimate object. There was no way it could shrink. But I guess modern technology was proving me wrong because I was truly feeling the results! I was in pain, and Ashley of course wasn’t just giggling or chuckling a little. She was outright laughing at me, which only brought more attention from all the people going in and out of the store. Why was my life so damn humiliating?

	“You’re going to need a little more than that Michael,” Joanna said. “Spread it a bit further, and don’t be afraid to press a little harder.”

	Ugh! I tried to do as she said, but let me tell you, it’s damn hard when you’re wearing a chastity device that has decided it’s going to try to shrink down to nothing.

	“Much better,” Joanna declared as I rubbed my lips together a bit.

	I rubbed them together, but what I wanted to do was to rub that lipstick off completely – with my hand or my arm or…maybe Ashley’s hand or arm.

	“Come along children,” Joanna said as she turned her back. And don’t forget to hold hands.

	I was trying to keep up with her while trying to put that darn lipstick into my purse…Ashley’s purse…that of course I had to carry so often. Once I managed it, Ashley grabbed my hand and held it. She had this weird gleeful look in her eyes. Why?

	We followed Joanna through the store. Her head was turning almost constantly as she looked around. She wasn’t exactly moving very fast either. I got the impression she didn’t know where she was going. “What kind of shelves are you looking for?” I asked.

	“I’m not sure,” she replied. “Probably something we can hang on the wall. But I’d like to take a look at everything they have to see what possibilities are available.”

	Okay. “I think we’re going to need to look over in the…”

	“Michael!” Joanna cut me off. “You children are here to be seen and not heard. Now do I have to stick your pacifiers back in your mouths again?”

	I didn’t even say no as my mind pictured her doing just that, and then having to walk around the store with one of those things in my mouth. But hey, then my lipstick wouldn’t show, and Ashley would be humiliated at the same time. Win – win! But trust me, I shut up and didn’t say a word! I had enough humiliation for myself as it was.

	All too slowly, Joanna started going up and down the long aisles in the huge store. No, there was no way we were going to find any kind of shelving among the lawn mowers and garden equipment. And trust me, I already knew there weren’t many good options in the plumbing section either, although Joanna did surprise me there when she looked at some units made to go over top of a toilet. They weren’t going to work for holding diapers very well though so Joanna moved on.

	Why did she bother looking so closely at the refrigerators? She opened at least a dozen of them to look at the shelves inside. You don’t keep diapers in a refrigerator. And of course, the whole time she was looking, Ashley and I had to silently follow her and keep holding hands. Ashley was just as silent as I was. I think Joanna’s threat of the pacifiers had gotten to her too. Maybe I really should have spoken up so Ashley could “enjoy” that little indignity for a while.

	Why, oh why, was Joanna looking at things in the paint department? And worse, she stopped and looked at several different paint samples, plucking them from the shelves so she could compare. Oddly, she stuck several of them into her purse before we finally moved on.

	Blinds and curtains aren’t shelves! But Joanna spend a long time looking at things, especially the curtains. She pulled a lot of them out for a closer look.

	Then I realized something. “I think there are some prebuilt shelves on the next aisle,” I suggested.

	Joanna gave me a nasty look. “Didn’t I tell you that children should be seen and not heard?” She suddenly grabbed her purse and opened it.

	“Mom…no!” Ashely exclaimed. “Don’t!”

	But all too quickly, Joanna pulled out those two pacifiers and the first one went straight into my mouth. “Now keep quiet unless I ask you a question. Understand?” I said nothing.

	“No Mom,” Ashley complained when her mother turned to her next. “I didn’t say anything!” But it did no good. A moment later, Ashley’s mouth was as plugged like mine.

	“Now maybe you two kids will remember not to speak unless I want you to.” She turned and went back to looking at the curtains. She pulled out another long curtain and turned to Ashley. “Something like this would look very good in the master bedroom.” I noticed that Ashley didn’t reply. I didn’t blame her.

	Yes, the next aisle did contain some pre–built furniture, including shelves. And Joanna did take a long…very long…look at all of it. I really wanted her to select one of them, but I didn’t dare say anything. In the end, she left that aisle and started looking at the light fixtures and ceiling fans instead.

	And then we got to the hardware aisles. By now, I did expect we would wander up and down each of them. What I didn’t expect was that Joanna would find something she wanted. And why on earth would she suddenly decide to be so interested in…doorknobs? Of all things! She turned to me. “Michael, since everything I buy here today is going to be for your house and not really for any humiliation purposes, I’m going to have you buy it all.” I wanted to answer. I pointed at my pacifier.

	“No. You have no need to speak. Just keep sucking on that thing like a proper child.” She turned and went back to looking over the doorknobs and locks. She finally selected one that locked with a key on both sides. Why the heck would she need that? She started to walk off with it, then turned around and put it back. “I think we’ll wait to get that another time,” she decided. She turned to me with one of those sly smiles of hers. “Besides, I know this is one of your favourite stores to visit.” Not anymore!

	Hardware, lumber, even the cement and other building materials. We went through each section as Joanna slowly dragged us behind her. I have no idea how many people saw me…I mean us. But I know every last one of them gave me many second looks. Especially now with that stupid pacifier stuck in my mouth. And it was made worse since Ashely had one in her mouth too. We were quite a pair.

	Finally, we got there, the section at the back of the store that contained all the components for building homemade shelves. I dropped Ashley’s hand as I spotted what I thought Joanna would want. I took a chance and went straight to some of the long strips for hanging shelves on the wall.

	“You can take your pacifier out now Michael,” Joanna told me.

	Thank God! I removed the plug. “I think this is what you’re looking for,” I told her. You put these on the wall, then select what kind of shelf brackets you want, and then all you have to do is add as many shelves as you want. And you can set them at whatever height you need.

	She looked it all over. “And where are the shelves?”

	“Right over here,” I replied. “See, you’ve got several styles to choose from.”

	She stood there looking at it all. Then turned to me again. “Okay. I think I’m going to want five shelves, and I want them to be very long. Can you carry all that?”

	Uh…. “No. We need a special cart for it all.”

	“Where are they?”

	“We passed them back by the lumber entrance.”

	She smiled. “Oh. Good. Come along children. Michael, put that paci back in your mouth. Hold hands kids.” Ugh!

	She dragged us back to the contractor’s entrance where we selected the type of cart we would need. She had Ashely ride on the cart while I pushed it back to the shelving section again at the back of the store.

	Evidently Joanna wanted some big shelves. I had to grab five of the eight foot long, white prefinished shelves she picked out, which meant plenty of brackets to hold them, and three long pieces to get mounted to the wall. At least I didn’t have to hold Ashley’s hand while I pushed the cart up to the cash registers, but I noticed that Joanna was making Ashley hold her hand instead…just like a child. We had to wait in line with our stuff, which gave more people a chance to look us over very closely. I was so glad that nobody asked me a question. What would I have replied?

	Just before it was our turn at the checkout, Joanna grabbed the pacifier from my mouth. I breathed a silent sigh of relief. I noticed that Ashley still had her pacifier in though. I had to dig my wallet out of that darn stupid purse to pay for everything. I really hated that purse. Once we were done, I started to push the cart toward the door.

	“Michael.”

	I turned, only to have Joanna shove the pacifier right back into my mouth again. Ugh! I could have just screamed! Wasn’t it bad enough with the way I was dressed? Following Joanna and Ashley, I started pushing that heavy cart out to the parking lot. Trust me, five inch heels were not made for doing that kind of work. Once again I was all too aware of all the people staring at me.

	I loaded everything into the car, then pushed the cart to a place where they collected them. When I got back to the car, Joanna was waiting for me with the back door open. “Fasten your seatbelt Michael,” she told me as she closed the door. Yeah right! Trust me, I was ready to go home.

	Except that we didn’t go home. Joanna drove us straight to the grocery store. I nearly wet myself as we just pulled into the parking lot. Once again, Ashley and I had to hold hands as we headed into the store. And of course, just inside the store, Joanna stopped and grabbed a shopping cart. I guess I wouldn’t be pushing it this time. We started up one of the aisles, Joanna pushing the cart, and Ashley and I, still holding hands, following her. But all of a sudden Joanna stopped and pulled my pacifier out again. “Better refresh that lipstick Michael,” she said. “I’m afraid your pacifier has smudged it a bit.”

	Oh no! I could barely hear Ashley giggle as I dug through my purse to find that lipstick. I’m sure she was doing everything possible to not make a sound as she laughed while I put it on my lips again. And the moment I was done, Joanna shoved that pacifier right back into my mouth. Why did she make me mess with the lipstick? She was so demented! And ouch my damn chastity device was hurting again. It had never really stopped. I was convinced that when it suddenly shrank so much in the last store, it had somehow gotten completely stuck and was unable to go back to its normal too small size.

	Up and down each aisle. Watch Joanna pick up things and throw them into the cart. Watch all the other people watching us. You have no idea how much two people can stand out when they’re dressed obviously in each other’s clothes, and especially when they’re both sucking on baby pacifiers and holding hands. We had to look ridiculous! But then, every time I came into this store now I looked ridiculous. It’s just that this time I had company in that situation…which only garnered more interest from everyone else. I only wish Ashley could have felt half as stupid in that situation as I did. But she wasn’t wearing all women’s clothes when she shouldn’t have been, including towering five inch heels. It was all too easy for her to wear my clothes out in public. I certainly couldn’t say the same for me wearing her clothes.

	You know what? I hate that grocery store. You know what else? I particularly hate that darn baby aisle. Why would any grocery store put something as ridiculous as that in a store where they were supposed to sell food? Normal food.

	Joanna of course spent longer than usual looking through everything. But then she usually did that when we were there. Two more baby bottles somehow found their way into our shopping cart. I saw Ashley’s eyes bulge at that. And then Joanna seemed to just park herself halfway through the aisle and just stay there looking over baby food, baby formula, and a big assortment of other baby things.

	After spending way too long doing that and nothing else, I saw her turn toward her daughter. Was that demented glee I saw in Joanna’s eyes? She almost looked like some kind of power– mad villain in a horror movie. “Does my…baby girl…want any special kind of baby food for dinner?”

	I was surprised, but not nearly as much as Ashley. Ashley pulled the plug from her mouth. “B…b…baby food?” she stuttered.

	“Yes, baby food!” Joanna replied. “And put that paci back in your mouth where it belongs…and keep it there.” Her face suddenly changed. “Oh dear, did my baby girl wet her diaper yet?”

	“Uh…” Ashley’s voice came from around the pacifier in her mouth.

	“Maybe I should just check.”

	Check? What was Joanna up to now? But in truth, since Ashley was now the complete focus of Joanna’s demented attention, I was not only glad to be out of it, I was rather enjoying watching Ashley get a small taste of what I had to go through.

	Joanna quickly walked over to Ashley and started to unfasten the belt she was wearing.

	“Mom, no!” Ashley exclaimed as she stepped back and tried to stop her mother from opening my pants that she was wearing.

	“Ashley! Hold still! I need to check your diaper.”

	“No!” Ashley argued. “Not here!” It’s amazing how clearly she said that with that thing in her mouth. I now saw that look of defiant determination on Ashley’s face that I had confronted all too often. The look on Joanna’s face didn’t exactly look friendly either.

	The two stared each other down for a moment. Then Joanna said, “It’s either this, or the soap goes back into your mouth as soon as we get home, and it stays there for the rest of the night.” She turned to me. “And you’ll help me, won’t you Michael?” I nodded, but didn’t make any verbal answer.

	Joanna turned back to Ashley. “Show me your diaper Ashley, or it’s soap as soon as we get home.”

	I could see Ashley was suddenly confused now, as if she didn’t know what to do. I also noticed that there were a bunch of people watching us all too closely.

	“Is there a problem here?” a man suddenly asked as he pushed his way forward. Strangely, I was the one who stepped in. I pulled my pacifier. “No,” I told him. “No problem. Trust me, this is all in fun. Just some fun between the three of us. Believe me.”

	He looked me over way too carefully, then looked at Joanna and Ashley. Joanna nodded.

	“It’s just fun,” she told him. The man nodded and backed away.”

	I saw Joanna turn back to Ashley. “Soap!” she whispered loudly and angrily.

	“No Momma!”

	“Soap!” she insisted.

	“No!” She was almost in tears. “Not that. I’ll…” She stopped.

	“You’ll what?”

	She shook her head. I saw the tears in her eyes. “I hate this,” I thought she mumbled. I couldn’t really tell because of the pacifier fogging her words. But a moment later, she started unbuckling her belt herself.

	“Stop,” Joanna said. “That’s for me to do, not you. Just stand there. You don’t have to do anything else.”

	Joanna quickly unbuckled her belt, unfastened the pants she was wearing and suddenly she yanked them down to Ashley’s knees. She grabbed Ashley’s pantyhose and yanked them down next exposing the plastic pants. A moment later, the plastic pants were at Ashley’s knees as well, showing off the pink diaper Ashley was wearing.

	“Why Ashley,” Joanna said. “I’m surprised you’ve managed to keep that diaper dry this long.” Her voice changed to something more cruel. “But you’re not supposed to stay dry are you. Especially not now. Not after I just called you my baby girl. Now what are you supposed to do?”

	“Momma…” Ashley pleaded.

	“Don’t worry dear. We’re all going to stand right here in the middle of the supermarket aisle and wait until you wet yourself like the toddler you so often behave like. I don’t care how long it’s going to take, I have lots of interesting baby things I can look through. And just think how many people will get to see you standing there with your diaper on full display? Isn’t that nice?”

	Demented. Joanna was definitely demented – in a major way.

	And then she turned to me. “In fact, Michael, get over here. Stand right next to her.”

	Me? What did she want with me? My diaper was already wet, and she knew it. My own mother had given me the cue to wet it, and Ashley had made sure that I did.

	The moment Ashley and I were standing side by side again, Joanna had us link hands, then she came at me. Ashley’s coat that I was wearing got opened up. Ashley’s sweater dress that I was wearing got pulled up over my waist. Ashley’s pants that I was wearing were pulled down to my knees. Ashley’s pantyhose that I was wearing were pulled down to my knees. Ashley’s plastic pants I had on were pulled down too. All of a sudden I was in the same state that Ashley was. The two of us. Side by side. Holding hands like toddlers. Sucking on pacifiers like toddlers. With our pants down to our knees showing off our pink diapers. Except that mine was already wet.

	“I think we’ll all stay just like this for however long it takes both my baby girl and my baby boy to wet those diapers like the toddlers they really are.”

	Did she have to say it so loudly? Not to mention so threateningly.

	“I’m waiting,” Joanna said. “And I’ll continue to wait.”

	Not wanting to stand there like that any longer than I had to, I immediately let loose and wet myself again. How many people saw me doing that? How many? Were my knees shaking? Or was that Ashley shaking? Both, I realized! I looked down at Ashley’s diaper. It was still dry. I turned my head to her and nodded for her to do it, and I saw a certain panic on her face. I got the impression she had frozen up somehow and couldn’t do it. Total fear! Trust me, I knew the feeling.

	Joanna turned away from us and started looking at way too many baby things…individually. She wasn’t even paying any attention to us. With my eyes, I again urged Ashley to go ahead and do it. I watched as she took a big breath, then closed her eyes. She stood right there like that for a few moments before she opened her eyes again. Was that defeat I now saw? I looked down at her diaper and realized it now looked wet. She had done it. I looked at Joanna. She wasn’t paying any attention to us at all. Did I dare call her? I tried clearing my throat. I know she heard me, but she certainly didn’t act like she did. She just continued to ignore the two of us as she looked over the baby items.

	And then she started pulling out jars of baby food and putting them into the cart. She looked over at us standing there and smiled at us. I don’t know how many jars she picked up, but it seemed like a lot. I also watched as she select anther three pack of pacifiers and threw those into the cart as well.

	Finally she came back to us. “It’s about time,” she told us. She reached down and pulled my clothes up first. I can’t tell you how relieved I was.

	“Are you going to behave?” she asked Ashley. “Or do you want to walk around just like that until we get home?”

	Ashley’s eyes bulged. She shook her head no.

	“Are you going to behave?” Ashley nodded vigorously.

	“See that you do,” Joanna replied threateningly. Finally she pulled Ashley’s pants back up and got her dressed again. Whew. And finally we moved on.

	When we got to the dairy section, not just one gallon, but two gallons of milk got stashed into our shopping cart. I had no doubt that both Ashley and I would be stuck drinking that milk fairly often – from those baby bottles. Ugh!

	––––– o0o –––––

	You have no idea how happy I was to get home. Back in my own house! Back away from all the people. Back out of the eyes of what seemed like thousands, and it really may have been thousands who had seen me dressed like this.

	“Michael,” Joanna said as we were still getting out of the car. “Please come in the house and help me before you bring everything in from the car.”

	 I didn’t reply. Not with that darn pacifier still in my mouth, and not after the way she had told us to be silent in the stores.

	We went into the kitchen and Joanna immediately pulled out a kitchen chair. “Ashley. Sit down for a minute dear while Michael brings everything in.”

	Ashley and I looked at each other for a moment then I turned and started back toward the car to unload it.

	“Wait a minute Michael,” Joanna stopped me. “Just wait here till I get back.”

	As I watched her walk off toward the bedrooms, I wondered what new horror she had in store for me now. A minute later, she came back with…the duct tape in her hands. Since Ashley was turned away from her, she didn’t see it. She walked up right behind her daughter. “Michael, please hold her down for me.” What?

	“Mom?” Ashley said around the pacifier in her mouth as she turned in her seat to look at her mother. “What are you…”

	I caught on real quick. As fast as I could, I literally jumped on her to hold her down. The pacifier flew from her mouth. “Get off me!” she screamed in that high pitched desperate scream of hers. I held on tight though as Joanna ripped some of the tape off then reached around with it to start at her chest. I did my best to hold her arms down while Joanna wrapped the tape around Ashley and the back of the chair. Ashley fought and kicked and screamed desperately, but she was no match for the two of us, and no match for three layers of duct tape. I finally was able to let go. She was stuck to the chair, even though she was still screaming and swearing and trying desperately to get loose. And trust me, her language was anything but pretty.

	“Thank you Michael,” Joanna said as she caught her breath. You can start bringing everything in now.”

	I left them there as I went back out to the car to grab some of the groceries. When I came back, Ashley was still thrashing around in the chair some, but not as much. She was cursing like a sailor and crying though. Joanna was nowhere to be seen. I set the bags down on the counter and started for the garage again, when I noticed Joanna coming back. I paused to watch. Joanna saw me but turned her attention back to Ashley.

	While Ashley was cursing and trying to break free, Joanna came up behind her and grabbed her head. Ashely started going crazy again as she desperately fought to get away, but she had no chance. Joanna squeezed her nose as she held a bar of soap in front of her daughter’s mouth. It took a few moments, but eventually Joanna managed to shove that bar deep into her mouth. With Ashely’s face beet red and her eyes bulging nearly out of her head, Joanna quickly tied a scarf around her head to hold that soap into her mouth. Ashely finally stopped struggling and just hung her head while she cried deep bitter tears.

	Joanna turned back to me. “Leave us alone for a while Michael. Go out to the garage. This is between Ashley and me.”

	I said nothing, but I headed for the garage. I didn’t go all the way though. I stopped where I could still hear them.

	“Ashley,” Joanna said sternly. There was no answer. All I heard from Ashley were those same bitter tears, now muffled by the soap stuck in her mouth.

	“Ashley!” Joanna said again.

	Ashley screamed her muffled rage at her mother, then broke down crying again.

	“What happened to our agreement?” Joanna asked. “What happened to the deal we made between the two of us? You promised me Ashley. You swore you would do anything at all that I wanted you to, no matter how humiliating. And I made it perfectly clear at the time that I would force you to do some major humiliating things. Things you would never in your life want to do. Yet you agreed and swore you would still do them. All I had to do was give you another chance. All I had to do was let you stay. You swore Ashley! You swore!”

	I stayed rooted to my spot, unable to move. And then Joanna started speaking again.

	“You broke the rules Ashley. We discussed this. You not only broke the rules, you obliterated them! Not only with your schoolwork. That was nothing! But you broke the rules with Michael. By all rights you should be out of here right now. You should be gone from this house. But to be honest, I’m not sure I really want you around me anymore Ashley. I told you this before. How can I trust you if you go and do the kind of things you did? How can I trust you when you say one thing and then go and do whatever the hell you please, with no regard for the consequences? Do you have any idea the kind of harm you could have done to Michael? The kind of harm I’m praying hasn’t already been done to him? He’s a good man Ashley. A very good man. Despite his weird longings, he’s still a damn fine man…with a good head on his shoulders. But you can’t see that, can you. All you can see is the fun you want to have, and nothing else!”

	Her voice had started soft, but she was pretty much yelling now. I have no doubt I could have heard her all the way out in the garage…with the door closed. But what had Ashley done to me? What could she have possibly done to me…that I didn’t know about? I listened as closely as I could. I was quite surprised when she spoke again that her voice was so soft I could hardly hear it. I moved a step closer.

	“When you were kidnapped Ash. When those men grabbed you and chained you up for days on end. I nearly went insane Ashley. I nearly lost my mind with worry about you. I made a fool of myself trying to get the police, the FBI, and anyone else I could get to listen to me to go out there and find you. And they were looking for you. All of them. I just couldn’t understand how it could take them so long. It felt more like none of them were doing anything. But that didn’t stop me from making a fool of myself trying to get them to do more. As your father told too many people, I had a nervous breakdown over worrying about you. I pretty much went insane.”

	Kidnapped! Chained! What the hell?

	And finally you were found…after sixteen long days! Sixteen days of insanity! But Ash, as bad as I make it sound for me, I know how bad it had to be for you. I know that! I know and I sympathize and I am so, so sorry for what you had to endure. It was…horrible. Unthinkable. The words Ashley don’t even exist for how bad it was. Those men kept you chained just so they could rape you repeatedly, over and over again, until sixteen days later the police finally found you. That was sixteen days of torture you had to endure Ash. Sixteen days of the worst kind of treatment mankind is capable of dishing out. You were forced to endure that Ash. Those men chained you up and forced you to do it. Their crime is…unthinkable. May they all rot in a far worse hell than the jail cells they’re all stuck in now. May they rot and be punished for it forever! You were only fourteen Ash. Fourteen. And they destroyed you, my dearest child. My very dearest child. They tore your heart out, and destroyed you.”

	I wanted to scream at what I heard. But I dared not make a sound. I wanted to hear it all.

	“How many years of therapy did you endure? Therapy you fought all the way. Therapy you did everything to not take part in. You fought the therapy tooth and nail from the very beginning. You wouldn’t try then and you’re not trying now. Instead, you take every opportunity handed to you and do your best to destroy it. And I’m not going to let you keep doing that. I’m not going to let you ruin your entire life.

	“I’m here Ashley. I’m your mother. And I love you so deeply it hurts. And because I love you that much, I’m not going to let you keep breaking things and destroying anyone and everyone who can help you. And trust me, what you tried to do to Michael was…unthinkable! Almost as cruel as what those men did to you.” What had she done to me? Damn it!

	“Ash. I’m not going to give up on you…no matter what you say. I’m your mother. I love you like you wouldn’t believe. I’ll never, ever give up on you. No matter how much you want me to go away and leave you alone. I’ll never do that. I love you too much.

	“We came to an agreement the other day. You and me together. We discussed it. Trust me, I could have killed you when I found out, but we discussed it together, and you begged me to reconsider. You begged me to do anything else but take you home immediately. You begged me to not let Michael know what you had done. So we came to an agreement, you and me. You agreed to be put in the same humiliating position that Michael is to you. You agreed to let me hammer you with all the humiliation I could, in return for not taking you home with me…and not telling anyone what you did. As despicable as what you did was, I agreed. We came to an agreement, you and me together.”

	There was a long pause. I wondered if they were done. I was about to sneak out to the garage when I heard Joanna softly speaking again.

	“I know what I asked you to do was hard for you. I know that. I know you didn’t want to do it. What person in their right mind would? But Ashley, when I tell you to do something like that, I already know you won’t like it, I know it’s going to probably humiliate the shit out of you, but I still expect you to do it…without any arguments. And especially without any foul language that you can be so fond of sometimes. I’m not going to put up with that.

	“You were chained up for sixteen days Ash. Sixteen days of hell! I know you don’t like to be tied down, and I don’t blame you one little bit. But I warned you I would do that to you if I wanted to, and you agreed. Ashley, every time I’ve tied you down in the last few days, I knew how much you hated it, but I had a reason for it – each and every time. A reason Ashley. A damn good reason. You may not be able to see that reason, but I hope someday that you will. Trust me Ashley, I’m not going to let you get hurt. As much as the humiliation hurts, as much as anything I make you do hurts, as much as tying you up hurts, I’m not going to let you actually…get…hurt. I promise you that Ashley, but you’ve got to learn to trust me…and maybe others too. You’ve got to learn to let go and put your trust in someone Ash. You’ve got to trust…someone! You’ll never learn to love anyone if you don’t learn to trust first. That’s the first thing I’m trying to teach you now Ash. Trust. And I’m going to keep at it until I can see it taking hold. Like I said Ash, I’m not going to give up on you…ever! I’m going to do everything I can to give you the help that I think you need.”

	Again there was a long pause. Were they done? I almost turned to sneak off to the garage again, when I found out that Joanna wasn’t quite finished yet.

	“So tell me Ash. Do I pack you up tonight and take you home with me? Home where I can hold you and love you day in and day out? But it’s a home away from some of those questionable friends of yours that are filling your head with bad ideas. A home where you’ll have to knuckle down and get more schooling right under my nose where I can see what you do every single day. A home where I’ll be able to keep a closer eye on every little move you try to make so I can squash it before you take even one wrong step. And you know I’ll do that Ash. You know I tried to do that before. I’m not going to let you ruin your life now. I’m never going to give up on you.

	“So tell me Ash. Do you go home with me? Or do you want to stay? You know the rules if you stay. You know what it will mean. You still have total control over Michael, but I have even more control over you. And I will continue to keep putting you through the wringer…until I can safely bring you out the other side. What’s your decision Ash? Home? Or here?”

	I waited desperately to hear something. Anything. But finally, all I heard was Joanna say a very soft. “Okay then. So be it.”

	What did that mean? Not wanting to take a chance, I hurried out into the garage and quietly closed the door behind me. I went to the far side at the back of the car where I started unloading those shelving boards.

	Joanna didn’t make an appearance for at least another five minutes. “Michael? Are you still here?”

	Since that pacifier was still in my mouth, I popped out from the back of the car where she could see me. I had two more shelves in my hand when I did.

	“There you are,” she said. “You can bring the rest of the things in now. And all those shelves, just put them in the master bedroom please.”

	I took the two long boards in my hands and carried them inside. Ashley was still taped to the kitchen chair. Her head was hung to her chest and she was still crying, her cries muffled by the soap still in her mouth. Was she staying, or were they leaving? I didn’t dare ask. I walked through with those shelves and kept going, all the way to the master bedroom. When I went back through the kitchen again, Ashley was just as I saw her a few minutes earlier and Joanna was starting to unload the groceries.

	I went back to the car and grabbed more groceries. This time when I went in, Joanna was removing the soap from Ashley’s mouth. On the next trip, I saw her unwrapping the tape that held Ashley to the chair. On the trip after that, Ashley was gone. I went out and grabbed the last of the groceries from the car to bring in. After that, all I had left were the shelves and hardware for them.

	As I was grabbing the last of the grocery bags, Ashely came out. It looked like she had washed her face, but there were still tears in her eyes. She said nothing. She never once looked at me. But she grabbed two of the plastic bags from my hands and carried them into the house. After that, she followed me out to the car again. Together, we carried all the shelving things into the master bedroom. But not once would she look at me. Not once did she ever try to say anything. I left her alone. There were too many things I had heard that were rolling around in my mind. Too many troubling things…about Ashley…and what she might have possibly done to me. Something obviously bad. But how bad could it be if I didn’t know about it?

	While Joanna made dinner for us, Ashley and I, pacifiers still in our mouth, were sent to take care of doing the laundry together. It was clear that Ashley didn’t want to speak, so I left her alone. Once the washer was running, Joanna sat us both next to each other on the living room couch. Then she pulled out our pacifiers and handed us each a baby bottle full of milk. At least we didn’t have to feed each other this time. I noticed that Ashely made no protest of any kind when Joanna handed the bottle to her. She simply took it and stuck it in her mouth and started drinking.

	Again we sat next to each other at the dinner table, but we no longer had to hold hands while we ate. We both had baby bottles full of milk in front of us to drink again. With the pacifiers out, we were allowed to talk as well. Once again Ashley remained silent. I barely said anything at all. Joanna talked about how wonderfully successful we were at doing everything she wanted of us while my mother was there. She laughed at the fact that we had actually managed to exchange pants right there at the table, right under my mother’s nose, and my mother still had no clue. Yeah, I was having trouble believing that part myself.

	After dinner, Joanna disappeared while Ashley and I cleaned up the kitchen together. Despite the pacifiers in our mouths, she never once tried to say anything and she never once looked right at me. Could I blame her? I wasn’t sure. Out of respect for her feelings, I remained silent as well.

	Joanna was back in the kitchen shortly before we finished. She stood and watched us working in silence. Finally she said, “Done now?”

	I looked around the kitchen, then nodded to her.

	“Good. Michael, go to your room. Ashley, please fill two more bottles with water.”

	Suddenly I was hopeful of getting that release I needed so badly. I literally rushed to my little bedroom. Joanna came in only moments later. “Michael,” she said softly. “Honestly please. How much of my discussion with Ashley did you hear?”

	Did my fact turn red? “Most of it,” I admitted. “You were yelling pretty loud sometimes.” I looked her in the eyes. “What did she do to me?”

	“Damn!” Joanna swore softly. “I need you to never ever mention that you heard any of that.

	Understand? None of it!”

	“But…”

	“Michael. You say nothing about hearing any of it – especially to Ashley!”

	“What did she do to me?”

	“Don’t ask!”

	“But what?”

	“I said don’t ask!”

	She sighed. “I promised her something, and I’m not going to break that promise.”

	“It sounded to me like plenty of promises were broken.”

	She nodded, then quickly whispered. “Later!”

	A few seconds later, Ashley came in with the baby bottles. At least they held water this time. I was getting tired of the milk. With the pacifier in her mouth, I saw Ashley point to one of the bottles, then to the bed.

	Joanna understood. “No dear. Not this time. Just stick around in case those bottles need refilling. I saw the questioning look on Ashley’s face, but of course she said nothing.

	I was allowed to get undressed completely. Ashley’s sweater dress, the breast forms, her purple bra, her black pants. Even my heels, the pantyhose and the plastic pants were removed. Finally that pink diaper I had wet right under my mother’s nose earlier in the day when she herself had unwittingly given me the order to do so. I was down to bare skin, my chastity device…and my pacifier.

	“Better put your shoes back on Michael,” Joanna told me. “Unless you want to stand on your toes that long in front of your board.”

	With my shoes on, I’d still be on my toes, but it would be a lot easier. Besides that board was set for the height of those heels. I slipped them back on and buckled them. Finally, Joanna produced the key to my chastity. I stood there and tried not to grunt too loudly as she had to work harder than usual to get that thing off. Yes, no doubt about it at all, somehow, that inanimate thing had actually shrunk in size. Look at the difference now between the size of it and my cock!

	Joanna smiled. “I see that this time you’re even more ready to make love to your silly board than ever before.”

	Did she have to put it like that? And so what if I was?

	Ashley loaded one of the bottles into the board for me while Joanna securely tied my hands behind my back. Then she pulled the pacifier from my mouth. “Better get busy Michael. Your lover board is waiting.”

	I wasted no time. I stepped up to the board and locked my lips around that baby bottle nipple. I was already grinding my hips around, trying to find that damn hidden hole, even before I started sucking on that nipple.

	“Don’t worry about rushing Michael,” Joanna said. “I’m going to give you all the time you need to get off tonight. But I’m afraid that you’re still going to have to keep drinking from your bottles. And every time you finish one, Ashley here is going to make sure a fresh one gets put in place for you so you never really run out. Oh, and when those bottles do run out, if you ever manage to get your silly little penis into that hole, of course you’ll have to remove it, but don’t worry, you get to try all over again as soon as you start drinking the next bottle.”

	Evil! That’s all I could think. Sure I could keep trying to get off, but the minute I finished a bottle, it would be like starting all over again from scratch. Still, what choice did I have? I desperately searched to find that silly hole in the board and get my semi–hard cock into it. Where the hell was it?

	I couldn’t see of course how much water was still in my bottle by the time I got myself into that hole. And when I did, all I could think about was that I had finally done it. I started pushing and pulling, trying my best to fuck nothing more than a hole in a piece of wood. I had to keep sucking on that bottle, but most of my attention was still wrapped up in the feelings I was getting from my cock. In and out. Push and pull, try to get more pressure on the really sensitive parts. Do my best to thoroughly fuck the…my bottle ran dry. Oh shit!

	“Michael, get yourself out of there right now,” Joanna ordered.

	Damn it! I was doing so good! I pulled myself out. Ashley put another bottle in, and I went back to doing what I had already spent so much time doing already – trying to find that damn hole again. I heard Joanna telling Ashley to take the empty bottle and fill it again. Did Ashley giggle? If so, it was the first sound I’d heard from her since Joanna had yelled at her.

	Even with my lips holding onto that damn board, I suddenly realized I was walking all over the place trying to find the right place to put my cock. I stood still again and let the board hang down perfectly straight, then I went back to trying to find that silly hole. With my cock now more erect, I had less of it to press against the board to find that hole, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t getting any stimulation from just pressing it against the wood.

	Oh! There it is. I felt part of the hole. Very carefully, I slid my cock over to the right a bit, and wonder of wonders, it went in. Hooray! Once again I started going in and out. Pushing and pulling, fucking that stupid dumb piece of wood. I could feel myself getting there. The only thing on my mind was the orgasm that was now eminent. I was right on the edge when…

	“Michael! Get yourself out of there again. Your bottle is empty!”

	Huh? It was only then that I realized that it was empty. In fact, I had been sucking on nothing but air for the last few seconds. Oh how I hated having to pull myself out of that thing. But of course, Ashley loaded another bottle in and I got started once again. Where the hell did that hole go? Had Ashley somehow plugged the thing when she replaced the bottle? Once again I had to desperately search for it with my totally hard cock. This time I got luckier. This time I found the hole within the first few minutes. Once again I started fucking that dumb hole.

	Oh wow it felt good. Who could ever think that trying to have sex with a dumb hole could feel that good? But that’s what I was doing, because this seemed to be the only form of sex Joanna was allowing me anymore. And when you’re desperate, you’re desperate. I finally came in a long almost anguishing wave of muscle spasms. I could feel myself squirting my cum into that bottle on the back of the board. It was like I came and I came and I came. Relief! Total, wonderful, relief.

	I was breathing very heavy as I came down from it. But as I came down, my mind now turned to just how awful what I had just done was. Why did I let myself do these things? Why did I let Joanna dominate me like she did? Why did I let her humiliate me so damn much that it hurt? And of course, why was I so fucked up in the head? I was disgusted with myself. Totally disgusted with myself. And I was still standing there with my penis through that hole and my lips locked around that bottle that I was still drinking from. I was a fool. A pervert. I was so many demented things. And yet, I still couldn’t help myself. Why?

	“Ashley,” I heard Joanna say as I was still finishing that bottle. “Why don’t you go into your room now and get undressed. Go into the bathroom and get yourself cleaned up. I know it’s early, but I’ll be leaving in a little while and I want you both ready for bed before I go.”

	I heard Ashley leave, but I was still sucking on that bottle and still feeling the shame of what I had done. I was a sick, sick fool!

	“I wanted to thank you Mike,” Joanna said, “for sticking up for us in the supermarket when that guy tried to put a stop to what I was doing. That was unexpected of you. Nice, but unexpected. I just wanted you to know that I appreciated it.”

	I said nothing, my lips were still locked on that bottle, but her words only reminded me of just how sick I was. I had stood there right in the supermarket, with my pink diaper on full display, and wet it further. Sick!

	My bottle finished and I finally pulled my lips away from the thing. I stepped back, pulling my now flaccid penis out of the hole.

	“Lay on the bed Michael,” Joanna told me. “Let’s get you locked back up.”

	Locked up again. Just what I didn’t want. So why did I move over to the bed and wearily lay down.

	Joanna left, but she came back again a few minutes later with a warm wet washcloth and started cleaning me up. “Ashley just went into the shower,” she said, keeping her voice low. “I don’t know how much of that…discussion I had earlier with Ashley that you heard, but I’m going to ask you again not to mention any of it that you might have overhead. I didn’t mean to…yell so loud. I’m afraid I got more than a bit frustrated with her.” “What did she do to me?” I asked again.

	She stared down at my face for a moment. “Don’t ask,” she said. “Please don’t ask.” “What did she do?” I insisted.

	Her lips pursed together. “Something…horrible. Despicable!”

	“What?”

	She shook her head. “Like I said, don’t ask, because I’m not going to tell you. Just pretend that you never heard it, and most likely, that’s the way everything will turn out…like it never happened.”

	“Like what never happened?” I insisted.

	But again she shook her head. “I won’t tell you. I’m sorry, but I promised Ashley that I wouldn’t.”

	“But…”

	“Mike! It’s all about trust. I promised her I wouldn’t tell you, and right now I’m doing everything possible to earn her trust. So if I tell you, then I’ll break any chance I have of doing that. So for that reason, I’m sorry. I should have never mentioned it with Ashley. I should have never had that discussion with you anywhere around. I should have made sure you were somewhere far away so there would be no chance of anyone hearing me. That was a big mistake on my part, so please, for my sake, for Ashley’s sake, forget anything you think you might have heard, because none of it is anything at all that I will discuss. End of story Mike. End of discussion.”

	I wasn’t happy about it at all, especially since it obviously involved me…and obviously it was something pretty darn bad…whatever it was. I said nothing and laid there staring at her face while she spread lotion all over my cock and balls, then fitted them back into that chastity device, with a lot less effort than it had taken to get the thing off me earlier.

	“Go get cleaned up,” she told me. “Like I said earlier, I want you both ready for bed before I leave.”

	When I came out of the bathroom, still stark naked after my shower, I found Ashley and her mother both in the master bedroom. Ashley was still as naked as I was. She no longer had the pacifier in her mouth, but she didn’t exactly look happy either.

	“Ashley is waiting for you to get her ready for bed,” Joanna told me.

	Why couldn’t Joanna have taken care of it?

	“What diaper do you want me to use?” I asked.

	“That’s up to you,” Joanna replied. “I bought those pink ones for Ashley, and the big fat ones are yours of course, but you can feel free to put whatever one on her that you like. I just want her in some kind of diaper, and one of those locking onesies.”

	Instead of one of her pink diapers, I grabbed one of the super diapers from my room instead. The faster they could get used up, the better! While she laid on the open diaper, I lathered her up fully with baby lotion. Then I pulled the diaper up between her legs and fastened it. I could literally see the look of distaste on her face, but like before, she said nothing at all. I found the cupcake design onesie in the dryer and brought it back to her. A few minutes later, she was locked into it. The expression on her face as I put it on her was even worse than ever before. I could tell she hated the things. Well good! I was glad to lock her into it then. She deserved it…and much more. Even though I had no idea what she had done to me.

	And then it was my turn. Another of the big diapers, more baby lotion, baby powder, and the matching onesie to hers. I got the feeling that when she locked the lock, she was trying to do it as loudly as possible. Not that there was really much of a difference. And through it all, she remained totally mute. Never saying anything. That was fine with me.

	“Good!” Joanna finally said. “I want you both to drink two more bottles before you go to sleep tonight. If you’ve got to feed them to each other to make sure you both drink them, then do it. That’s up to you. I won’t be here. Just make sure you each drink both bottles.

	“I’ll tell you both right now, that earlier today I bought you both some things. And Michael, just so you know, everything I’ve bought for Ashley so far, has been from my own money. Those pink diapers I got her and those onesies for her were all from my own wallet. The onesies I got for you came from the credit card since they were for you. So sometime this week, you can both expect some packages to come in the mail. I’ll be checking every day to see when they get here. Feel free to open them when they do. They’re things I thought you both would need.”

	She walked around the bed to the other side of the master bedroom. “Mike, while I’m gone, I want you to install these shelves on the wall right here. Now that I see how long those boards are, I’m thinking they’re a little too long. Can you cut them down by about two feet and then hang them?”

	I shrugged. “Should be no problem.

	“Good. Take care of it. Then you can stack all the diapers for both of you on those shelves.” I was just glad the shelves displaying the diapers wouldn’t be in my room.

	“Mike, slip your boots on and take my bags out to the car for me please. Wait for me there. I’ll be out in a few minutes.”

	I headed for the other room to put my boots on. Could I grab my coat too? But I figured she probably didn’t want me to wear it for that. It was more humiliation for me to be seen out in the open in just my onesie. I slipped the boots on, grabbed her bags and headed for the garage door. As I walked past the master bedroom, I saw Joanna and Ashley standing there, waiting for me to leave. I wondered what they were going to talk about.

	I put the bags into Joanna’s car, then went back into the garage with the door down to wait where it was warmer. The wait was a bit long, but eventually Joanna came into the garage to find me. When she did, she hit the button on the wall to raise the garage door. She hugged me and kissed my cheek. “Bye Mike. Take care of my Ashley for me.” She turned and headed for her car.

	I watched as she opened the front door and got in. I watched as she closed the door and started the car. I watched as she turned and smiled at me. I watched as her car started backing out of the driveway. And I watched as she suddenly stopped, looked at me again, and got out of her car.

	She walked back to me. “I will tell you this much Mike. It’s all about sex. Pleasure.” “What is?”

	“The locking onesies. The diapers for Ashley. It’s all about pleasure…and trust.”

	“What do you mean?”

	She sighed. “Eventually, Ashley is going to figure out that you hold the key to any pleasure she can get. As long as you keep her locked up in one of those diapers and the onesie, she’s just as denied any sexual pleasure as you are in that chastity device, and you hold the key. She can’t get any kind of pleasure, except at those times when you unlock her.

	“You hold her key, and she holds all of your keys to so many different things…except the one to your chastity device. I alone have that. She’s dependent on you to release her when she needs to be, and you’re dependent on her to release you for whatever you need. Without your consent, she can’t be released. Without her consent, you can’t be released from whatever she locks you in either. You’re dependent on each other. You both have no choice but to trust each other.

	“Trust, Mike. It’s all about trust. And isn’t what our entire relationship is all about to begin with? Doesn’t every dominant submissive relationship boil down to just that? Without trust, the relationship can’t work. You’ve got to be able to trust the person on top. And Mike, the person on top has to be able to trust the person on the bottom as well. It’s a two way street Mike, even though I’m sure it doesn’t feel like it to you.

	“Now I’ve got to go,” she said. She hugged me and kissed me on the cheek again. “Bye Mike.” She hurried to her car. I watched her back out of the driveway and drive off.

	Trust. But I didn’t trust Ashley as far as I could throw her. And I had no idea if she trusted me at all. Did I trust Joanna? That was a good question. I would have definitely said yes to that a day ago, but now I knew that something big had happened, and Joanna wouldn’t tell me what it was. Could I trust her? Still? I guess I did, because I was still here, still in chastity, and still under Joanna and Ashley’s thumb.

	Trust, I was guessing, could be a more fickle thing than a woman.

	 

	 


Chapter 31.

	 

	When Ashley was stuck in those two big casts, we had fallen into a pattern to the way we dealt with each other every morning and every evening. When she had gotten her casts off, that pattern went out the window. Now, thanks to Joanna and having to unlock each other every morning, we had to figure out a different pattern to live with. And in many ways, it was completely topsy–turvy to the previous way we had existed together. Now, we had to take our showers at night instead of in the morning. I had to depend on Ashley every morning, hoping she would unlock me from one of my onesies. And I had to unlock her, change her, and then relock her up again to make sure she had no choice but to use whatever diaper I put on her. But looming heavily on my mind was the fact that starting Wednesday, Ashley would be going back to work. That was going to require far more thought to the way we interacted every morning.

	With all we had to do and consider, Monday morning suddenly became quite a rush to make sure it all got done. No wonder Joanna wanted us to take care of showers and things in the evening. There simply wasn’t time now.

	I was five minutes later driving off to work that morning, once again wearing my five inch high heels, and that darn kitchen safe once again resting on the passenger seat of my car. Since I was carrying my male shoes, the only reason I didn’t put them on when I left the house, was because Ashley had been watching me too closely to make sure I didn’t put them on before I was allowed. Darn girl! But trust me, the moment I pulled into the parking lot, my heels came off and my male shoes went on. Ahh! Relief! Now if my work day could just last a few years instead of a few hours.

	Joanna called me that morning instead of texting like she often did. She was mostly making sure everything went alright last night and to make sure that Ashley was locked in her onesie before I left for work. No problems on either count. She also made another small request of me that I had no problem with. I said goodbye and got down to work, glad that the difficult weekend with my mother visiting was behind me. Even still, my mind often wandered back over some of the things I had been forced to do. Humiliating things. Very humiliating things. Too many humiliating things. And some of them right in front of my mother. How the heck did she not notice? I guess I had Joanna to thank for that, for keeping my mother so distracted. I had Joanna to thank…and to blame.

	Ashley hadn’t been in the best of moods when I had locked her into her onesie that morning. She had repeatedly told me that she hated me. No surprise. And then as soon as the lock had clicked shut, she went crazy pulling at her onesie as if she was trying to get it off. After which she literally screamed into my face that she hated me. Such a nice girl.

	It was so nice being able to go to lunch with my friends every day now. Friends who had no idea in the world how truly sick I was. It was nice to be a part of them again, even if I was wearing panties and pantyhose and a chastity device underneath my pants. They didn’t know. I hoped. At least I saw no sign that any of them realized it.

	My entire day flowed along happily and smoothly, until I got to my car after work. Joanna had me phone her, and I had to lock my male shoes away into that darn kitchen safe while she was talking to me, making sure I set the timer right so it couldn’t be opened until after I got to the parking lot at work tomorrow morning. I was now stuck in high heels with no other options until I went into work tomorrow morning. And if Ashley decided to lock those heels on my feet when I went to bed, I’d be literally wearing them until I got to work tomorrow morning.

	Being stuck wearing only high heels, the only place I wanted to go was straight home, and I was glad to get there. I had no plans to leave the house again for any reason at all. I found Ashley standing near the kitchen table waiting for me. “Damn it! Where have you been?”

	I glanced at the clock on the kitchen wall. “This is the same time I always get home. What’s your problem?”

	“I need my damn diaper changed, that’s what!”

	I smiled and shook my head. “Your mother specifically asked me this morning to wait until later to change you.”

	“She what? You’re lying!”

	“No I’m not. Call her. She’ll tell you. I let you wear one of your pink diapers all day today because I knew I could change you as soon as I got home. But…”

	“Then do it!”

	Again I shook my head. “Sorry. Your mother wants to see how well they’ll hold up for more than twelve hours. You already know you’re going to have to wear them to work. And work starts Wednesday. She wants to know how bad they’ll be.”

	“Awful!” she replied angrily. “They’re awful already!”

	That surprised me…sort of. “Did you mess in it?”

	She looked at me like I was crazy. “Hell no! I’m not going to do that, no matter what.”

	“Not as long as your mother says you can spend enough time on the toilet every morning and evening.”

	“Not ever!” she yelled. She threw her arms in the air and turned around in a circle. “What’s my mother thinking? She knows I have no choice but to pee in these stupid thick diapers all day. She knows I can’t get them off as long as you won’t unlock this dumb straight jacket I’ve got on.”

	“It’s not a straight–jacket.”

	“It is to me!”

	“You’re being overly dramatic,” I told her.

	“And I hate you!” she yelled before she turned and stomped off.

	Yeah, the girl certainly knew how to greet someone with grace and kindness when they came home from work. Such a joy to live with.

	Since she wasn’t around and didn’t say anything about it, I stayed dressed just as I was while I started preparing dinner. Naturally, Ashley didn’t even come near the kitchen to help, nor did I want her to right then. I was enjoying “getting away with” not wearing diapers for a while. That ended of course the moment I called her to dinner and she saw me still in my work clothes.

	“What the hell are you doing?” “What?” I asked.

	“You know you’re not supposed to wear those clothes in the house!”

	“You didn’t say anything. You just stomped off all mad at the world.”

	“Get changed. Get one of those big fat diapers on right now! And put your silly maid’s dress on and bring me the lock for it too.” She paused as she thought of something. Put your onesie on, your silly maid’s dress on, and those shoe locks you’ve got as well…and bring me all of the locks and keys! If you’re going to make me stay locked up in this stupid onesie, then I’m going to return the favour – in spades!”

	I simply couldn’t think of anyone nicer in the world to be stuck living with.

	––––– o0o –––––

	After dinner had been cleaned up, by me, I decided to tackle those shelves that Joanna wanted hung. Ashley was watching television, and trust me, I said nothing to her at all. I left her completely alone as I went back to the bedroom to start working. As small as they were, I still felt like a walking collection of locks. They were literally all over me. But at least they were small and didn’t hinder anything I had to do…except to remove whatever things they were designed to prevent me from removing. I did my best to ignore them all. There was nothing I could do about them anyway.

	Joanna said she wanted the shelves to be about two feet shorter than they were. Since the boards were all huge, eight feet long, that would bring them down to a more manageable six feet. Still really long, but better than the full eight feet. I looked over all the equipment to get a good idea of what I would need to do, I went out and grabbed my coat since I would be working outside where it was cold. Trust me, that darn short skirt looked ridiculous on me. It looked even stranger once I put my heavy winter coat on. I grabbed two boards and started to carry them out to the shop.

	“What are you doing?”

	“Your mother wants the board cut shorter,” I told Ashley. “I’m taking them outside to do it.” “Oh. Okay.”

	That simple. I was expecting a major production out of her. It took me two trips to carry all five boards out to my shop where I turned the heater on as soon as I could on my first trip. Thirty minutes later, I had sawdust all over the skirt of my stupid maid’s dress that was more hazard than help. But more importantly, all five boards had been cut down to the length Joanna said she wanted them. I turned off the heater and two trips later, all five boards were in the master bedroom…along with Ashley who plopped her overly ample looking butt on the bed to watch me.

	Using my stud finder, I started marking where the studs were behind the wallboard so I could attach the upright strips to them.

	“What are you doing?” Ashley asked.

	“Marking the studs.”

	“What for?”

	“Because if I don’t, the shelves could fall if there’s too much weight on them.”

	“Oh.”

	She sat there and watched me working as if it was the most interesting thing in the world. And when it came time to actually start putting the shelves on the brackets, all of a sudden she popped up and grabbed one end of the boards to help me. I would have rather handled it all myself, but I let her help me that little bit. A few minutes later, the shelves were up.

	“They look…nice,” she decided as she looked them over. “They’re a lot bigger than I thought they would be, but they’re still nice.”

	“Yeah,” I replied, not sure what to make of Ashley’s new–found interest. “I guess I better start stacking the diapers on it.”

	“You get your big ones and I’ll get mine,” she said as if she couldn’t wait to display all her pink diapers where anyone could see them.

	Twenty minutes later, two of the middle shelves had stacks of diapers on them, that didn’t take up much of the total shelf space at all. Basically, they still looked empty.

	“Now what?” Ashley asked.

	“I guess that’s up to you,” I replied. “I’m done.”

	“Oh.” Nothing else, just that one word. She had said it like she was disappointed.

	“Is something wrong?” I asked.

	“No. Why would you think that?”

	“You just sounded…disappointed.”

	“Oh. Well. No.” 

	Uh–huh. I was starting to think she had something on her mind. If that was the case, I was pretty sure I wanted no part of it.

	“I’m bored,” she suddenly said.

	“You just helped me hang the shelves,” I told her.

	“Yeah, but we’re done now. There’s nothing left to do.”

	I dreaded asking the obvious question, but I did. “So what is it you want to do?”

	“I don’t know.” She looked up with glee in her eyes. “You want to go shopping? Yeah. That’s a great idea. Let’s take you out somewhere dressed just like you are so I can get lots of good pictures of you making a fool of yourself.”

	Trust me, I wanted no part of that. I was about to protest, when I thought of something. “Um…are you sure you want to go out with your backside that obviously padded?”

	She looked down at her onesie covered diaper in dismay. “Damn! I forgot. It’s not fair!” she screamed. “I can’t go anywhere Because everyone will see I’m stuck in diapers. I can’t even see my friends Because they might find out. It’s not fair!”

	“Your friends don’t know?”

	“Are you kidding? Of course not! No way I’m going to let any of them find out what my mother is doing to me.”

	Yeah, I was betting that was the case. “So how the heck did you wind up in this position, with your mother putting the screws to you like she does to me?”

	“Because she’s a stuck up, good for nothing, prude!” Ashley practically yelled. “She’s got her own opinion of what’s good and what’s bad and she thinks everything I do is not just bad, but horrible.”

	Hmm. “And what was it this time that she thought you did that was so bad?” Her eyes flashed anger at me. “Don’t ask!” she spat angrily.

	“What?” I asked again.

	“I said, don’t ask! Or you’ll be going to work tomorrow still locked in everything you’ve got on now.” She stomped out of the room.

	Well, I had tried.

	At Joanna’s request, I didn’t change Ashley’s diaper until after ten o’clock, the time she usually got off from work. Her diaper certainly wasn’t leaking, but there was no doubt it was well used. I let her use the bathroom and take her shower, then I put one of my big diapers on her for the night. I finished by locking her into her “I heart Mommy” onesie.

	“I hate you!” she spat as I clicked the lock shut. She told me that so often it barely registered.

	“Now me,” I said. “Get your keys so I can get my shower.”

	She looked at me strangely for a moment. “Not yet. Later.”

	I was surprised. “How much later?”

	“Later!”

	I didn’t like the sound of that. “Come on,” I said. “We better get our bottles drank or your mother will be mad.”

	“I hate you!” Ashley said again. I paid no attention to her and headed for the kitchen. Fortunately, she followed. “I just finally got into a dry diaper, and now I’ve got to drink two bottles?” she complained. It’s not fair!”

	I could have pointed out that in any kind of dominant submissive relationship, nothing was ever fair. I remained quiet on the matter.

	“Drink yours first,” she said once four bottles had been filled with water. “I want to watch you struggling to do it from that dumb board in your room again.”

	Dumb. Totally dumb. But then so was everything else in my life. Ashley parked herself on my bed while I stuck one of those bottles into my board. I semi–fastened my hands behind me, stepped up to the board, and started drinking. In that position, I couldn’t see anything but the board right in front of my face. When the bottle emptied, Ashley was right there to swap it out for the second bottle. Now two bottles from the board instead of just one. I went back to work drinking.

	I finally finished and stepped away. I turned to look at Ashely on my bed to see if she had finished her bottles yet. I was surprised to see she hadn’t even started. “Now your turn,” I told her. “Better get busy.”

	“Like hell!” she replied with a big grin as she grabbed the bottles and got up from the bed.

	“What do you mean?”

	She gave me an odd look and went out of the room. I followed her to the kitchen where she started removing the nipple from one of the bottles. “What are you doing?”

	“Dumping it out,” she replied. “I made sure you got your bottles, but there’s no way I’m drinking any of these.”

	She was trying to get away with something. “Ashley, your mother said, two bottles for both of us before bed.”

	She smiled that sly smile of hers at me, then started emptying the other bottle. I couldn’t believe it. “See ya’” she said as she walked past me. “Good night Sissy Mike.”

	I watched her leaving. The darn girl. She would get away with anything she possibly could. But maybe not! I grabbed both of the bottles she had just emptied and filled them. Then I carried them straight to her bedroom where she was already in bed.

	“What do you want?” she asked as I came into the room.

	“Move over!” I ordered angrily.

	She now noticed the bottles in my hand. 

	“Like hell!” she replied angrily.

	But I wasn’t taking no for an answer. I set one of the bottles down on the night stand, and got up into the bed with her. She started fighting against me, trying to push me off the bed, but I was stronger than she was. She thrashed around some, but eventually I had her held up against me with her arms held against her body with one of my arms. With my other hand I tried to stick the nipple of the bottle into her mouth.

	“No!” she screamed as she tried to get away. “Let me go!” She kept turning her head to keep me from sticking the nipple in her mouth. I held on tightly.

	“I’m going to keep holding you here like this till you drink both bottles!” I said forcefully.

	“No!” she screamed again. I held her tighter and kept trying to press that nipple into her mouth. “No. Let me go!” she cried again as I now noticed tears starting to fall from her eyes. “Don’t hold me down. Don’t…”

	Between her words, I finally managed to get the nipple into her mouth. “Ssshh!” I hushed her. “Relax. I’ve got you. I’m just holding you. Now suck that thing and relax. I’m not going anywhere until both these bottles are empty.” She suddenly started crying harder, but I kept the bottle in place. “I’ve got you,” I said softly. “Relax.”

	She cried for a few more moments, then finally I felt her starting to relax. It was a few more moments until I realized she had started drinking.

	“Ssshh!” I said softly. “Just relax and drink.”

	I fed her both bottles like that, never once letting go of her until they were both done. Only then did I release my hold on her and climb out of the bed. “Will you unlock me now so I can get my shower before I go to sleep?”

	“Go to hell!” she suddenly yelled. She turned away from me and started crying again.

	Damn girl. I had no choice but to go to bed with my shoes locked to my feet, my maids dress locked onto me, my onesie locked onto me, and of course my chastity device locked onto me too. Did I feel nice and secure in my little bed? Not at all.

	––––– o0o ––––– 

	Tuesday morning was even more of a rush for me than the day before. While I did manage to get to work at my usual time, I didn’t manage to get a shower before I left. Darn girl. I can’t tell you how much I enjoyed clicking the lock shut on her onesie. And I hoped that pink diaper I had put on her first started to leak all over the place before I got home. And I hadn’t put those plastic pants on her either. Let her enjoy being a total mess and miserable. It couldn’t happen to a nicer person.

	Joanna texted me that morning asking how things went. I told her I had to hold Ashley down last night to give her the bottles. Half an hour later, Joanna phoned me.

	“Mike, what happened last night?” So I told her. All of it.

	“Thanks Mike. I’m glad you let me know. So how bad was Ashley’s diaper last night when you changed her?”

	“Pretty bad. Believe me.”

	She sounded disappointed. “I was hoping it wouldn’t be that bad. Do you think she can manage to go from the time you change her in the morning until late at night when she gets home?”

	“I think the diaper will make it. At least I’m pretty sure it will, but it’s going to be pretty horrible.”

	“Yeah, I’m sure it will be. That’s why I got those plastic pants for her too. Hopefully, they’ll stop anything from leaking. I’m a bit worried about the smell too if she goes that long. The plastic pants should help with that somewhat though.”

	“Yeah,” I agreed. “By the way, just how is she going to get to work tomorrow? Is one of her friends picking her up?”

	“Um, Mike…”

	“Yeah?”

	“I’m afraid you’re going to have to take her. You’ll have to leave a little earlier in the morning and drop her off before you go to work. She’ll be very early getting there, but she’ll have to live with it. Then you’ll have to pick her up when she gets off.”

	Not what I wanted to hear. But what choice did I have? “Uh…okay. I guess.”

	“Good. Sorry Mike, but until Ashley can afford another car, I don’t see any other way.”

	“Yeah, I get it,” I replied unhappily. And Ashley getting another car anytime soon sounded nearly impossible. How much did she make in her job? According to her, not much. And once she did start getting her paycheck, a lot of that was going to have to go to me. Or at least it was supposed to go to me. I wasn’t exactly holding my breath over it.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Ashley was sitting at the kitchen table with an angry look on her face when I got home. “Let me guess,” she said as I walked in the door. “You’re not going to change me until later tonight.”

	“That’s the plan,” I replied. Oddly, I was somewhat happy about that.

	“I hate you!” she said before she got up and started out of the kitchen. She stopped and turned to me. Get changed!” she ordered. “And bring me all the keys!” I sighed. What fun…not!

	As I was walking through the living room, I saw a box sitting on the couch. “What’s that?” I asked. “Did one of your mother’s packages come in? What’s in it?”

	Ashley looked at the box. “More torture devices. For me,” she said.

	Torture devices? “Can I see?”

	She shrugged, so I walked over to take a look. I saw babyish looking material with teddy bear heads. I pulled it out and realized I was holding two more onesies…made with thicker material than the ones we already had. And these were made differently too. No zip up the back. No locks at the back. I examined the crotch of one of them and discovered a Velcro strip where it opened…revealing two D rings that when locked together would make the thing impossible to remove. Lovely!

	I stuck them back in the box and went to change. Joanna was definitely making sure that Ashley would be stuck in her diapers all day at work. And with these new ones, there was no lock that would show at the back of her neck while she was wearing her scrubs. With her other onesies, her hair mostly covered that lock, except when she moved her head too much or she tried to pull her hair back. For work, these would be much better. Now the only question was, could she last that long time in just one of those pink diapers?

	After dinner, I removed those onesies from the box and threw the box away. Ashley only glanced away from the TV show she was watching and then looked away again. I had the feeling she didn’t want anything more to do with the new onesies than she had to. Although ultimately, she was going to have plenty to do with them…like it or not. I threw the onesies into the wash along with some other things. When I put one on her tomorrow, I’d grab one of the locks I already had the key to.

	Believe it or not, it was a fairly quiet evening…up until ten o’clock. We both sat and watched TV for the evening until one of Ashley’s shows ended. I turned to her to tell her I’d change her diaper then, when her phone rang. She grabbed it quickly and I saw her roll her eyes when she saw who was calling. “Hi Mom,” she said as she put the thing to her ear. … “Yeah, just a sec.” She put the phone on speaker. “Okay, we’re here.”

	“Hi Mike,” Joanna voice came from her phone. I just wanted to call and make sure you both know what’s going on tomorrow. Did any of those packages come in yet?”

	I was waiting for Ashley to reply, but all she did was roll her eyes. “Just one so far,” I told Joanna. “Her new onesies.”

	“Oh good! I paid for overnight shipping on them so I was hoping they would get there before tomorrow. Have you put one on her yet?” “No, I’m waiting till tomorrow,” I replied.

	“Good. I think they’ll work better under her scrubs than the other ones she has.” “That’s what I figured,” I replied.

	“Have you changed her for bed yet?” she asked me.

	“I was just about to.”

	“Okay. Mike, while I’m on the phone, can you remove Ashley’s diaper right now and let me know how bad it looks?”

	“Horrible! Miserable! Fat! Uncomfortable! Sick! Twisted!...”

	“Ashley! Stop it!” Joanna ordered. “I get the picture!”

	“Sure, I can do that,” I finally replied. “Let me get the key. I’ll be right back.”

	Ashley grunted and got up from her chair. “I’m going with you. It’ll be faster. I just want out of this miserable thing!” she yelled angrily into the phone.

	Two minutes later I had her onesie unlocked. She practically ripped the thing off her body trying to get out of it. Instead of me removing her diaper, she ripped it open herself and let it fall to the bathroom floor. “Finally!” she exclaimed. “Damn I couldn’t wait to get rid of that thing.”

	“Mike…” Joanna’s voice came from the phone where Ashley had placed it on the bathroom counter. “Take a good look at her diaper. Do you think she can make it at work that long, or do we need to not do this?”

	I know what answer I would have given – without looking at that diaper. Ashley beat me to it though. “We can’t do it, Mom. No way!”

	“I was afraid of that,” Joanna replied, sounding disappointed. “Mike, what do you think?”

	I took a good look at the diaper. “It’s pretty bad,” I said, “but I still think the diaper can go a while more without leaking. I think half the problem may just be that she’s worn it for so many hours.”

	“So you think it’s doable?”

	“No!” Ashley exclaimed loudly. “It’s not!” “Mike?” Joanna asked.

	I looked at Ashley. Her face was totally determined. “I think it’s worth a try,” I told Joanna.

	“No!” Ashley screamed. “You just want to see me suffer! You’re just like everyone else, only out to get me. You don’t care one bit about me. You don’t care if any of my friends or the people I work with find out. You don’t care about anything but getting back at me for everything I’ve ever done to you.”

	“Ashley!” Joanna’s voice sounded in the background from the phone – for the third time I realized.

	“I hate you!” Ashley spat rather vehemently as her tirade finally ended.

	“Michael,” Joanna’s angry voice came again. “Just like you made sure Ashley drank those bottles last night before bed, I expect you to make sure she’s dressed properly for work tomorrow. And you know what I mean by that. One of her pink diapers, a pair of those plastic pants, and one of her new onesie’s locked on her.” “You told my mother about last night?” Ashley yelled.

	I said nothing. I only glared right back at her.

	“I hate you!” she screamed.

	Nothing new there.

	“Mike?” Joanna’s voice came from the phone again. “You got all that?”

	“Yeah. No problem. It’s just like I figured.”

	“Now remember,” Joanna said. “You’ve got to take her to work tomorrow morning, so I suggest you get up extra early to give yourself plenty of time.”

	I heard her, but it was all background noise. Ashley was glaring at me with the most intense hatred I had ever seen from her. I glared right back.

	“And Ashley,” Joanna continued. “You’re going to be early for work, but I’m afraid there’s no help for it.”

	“You just want to see me stuck in those damn diapers for even longer!” Ashely yelled angrily.

	“That’s not my purpose at all!” Joanna shot back. “Now I suggest you behave and do what I told you, or so help me I’ll drive all night if I have to, to come and pick you up and bring you straight back here.”

	Ashley said nothing, but her angry glaring at me didn’t lessen at all.

	“Mike, make sure she gets two bottles before she goes to bed tonight. Feed them to her whether she likes it or not! I want her to drink them both!”

	“I hate you,” Ashley said rather vehemently again, although far softer than she had said anything else in a while. Then her face changed. “What about him?” “Ash?” Joanna asked.

	“What about him Mom. You didn’t say anything at all about making him drink from the damn bottles.”

	“Ashley, whether he drinks anything from the bottles or not is up to you. Not me. You’re the one who wants to keep him in diapers. Not me. I’m fine with him wearing panties all the time. So dear, it’s really up to you.”

	Was that satisfaction I saw on Ashley’s face? I really couldn’t tell.

	Any questions…from either of you?” Joanna asked.

	Neither of us said anything. Neither of us stopped glaring at each other. 

	“Questions?” Joanna prompted again.

	“No, Joanna,” I replied.

	“Good! Now good luck you two. I’ll be checking with each of you tomorrow. Goodnight.”

	I’m sure the phone line went dead. But Ashley and I were still glaring at each other. I finally ended it. “Get your shower. I know you probably need it.”

	“Ha! That’s an understatement.”

	I shook my head. “Just get cleaned up.” I left her to it.

	It was a while before Ashley came out of the bathroom. She was still glaring at me, but I had a feeling it was more put–on than anything else. I was waiting for her with one of my big thick diapers.

	“I hate you,” she said for the umpteenth time.

	“So you’ve said,” I replied.

	She laid on her bed on top of the diaper I had laid out. I slathered plenty of lotion on her then pulled the diaper up between her legs and fastened it.

	“I hate you,” came from her lips once again.

	I locked her into the same onesie she had been in all day.

	“I hate you,” she said yet again as I clicked the lock shut.

	“Who cares!” I told her. “Now are you going to finally unlock me so I can get a shower? I couldn’t get one last night and there wasn’t time this morning…thanks to you!”

	She glared at me again for a moment, and again I got the feeling it was more put on than anything else. “Yeah. Let me get the keys.”

	Thank you God! Five minutes later, I was naked and in the bathroom. Using everything in there to my heart’s content.

	When I came out, Ashley was waiting for me in her bedroom. She had put a pair of flannel pyjamas on over top of her onesie. I had no problem with that. Besides, technically I had no say in the matter. The same fat diaper I had worn since I got home was laid out on the bed waiting for me. Why had I bothered taking a shower? But at least the rest of me was clean. I laid down on it and she put baby lotion all over me like I had done to her, and then she added the baby powder that I never used on her, but she always used on me. I hated the smell of that stuff. It was so…demeaning. A few moments later, that damn diaper was fastened back on me again.

	“Get your nightgown on,” she told me.

	No onesie locked on? No onesie at all? Hooray. I hurried into my room and slipped into the soft silky material.

	When I turned around, she was standing in my doorway, watching me. “Mom said that whether or not you drink anything before bed is up to me.” I nodded, unsure where she was going with this.

	“You’re not getting out of it!”

	Of that I had no doubt. “Come on,” she said. “I’m tired. Let’s get this over with.”

	It wasn’t until I was following her up the hallway that I realized what I had heard in her voice. Not total defeat, but she was at least leaning a little more toward it. Perhaps, more like she was beginning to accept the inevitable.

	We each filled two bottles with water, then headed back to the bedrooms. I headed for mine. “Forget it,” she said as I turned into my room. Just come to bed with me. I’ll feed you your bottles myself.” Oooookay.

	She set one of her bottles on the nightstand, then climbed up on her bed and moved over far enough for me to have room on the bed. I set one of my bottles on the nightstand and laid down next to her. It took us both some manoeuvring to figure out the easiest way for each of us to do it. We wound up laying very close to each other with one hand holding a bottle to the lips of the other. Early on, our free hands somehow linked further below. She was drinking her bottle, just as I was, but I noticed her eyes never left mine. I didn’t look away either. For once, I saw no hate in her eyes. Only…acceptance? I couldn’t be sure. When my bottle emptied, I stayed there until she finished hers. I reached over and swapped both empty bottles out for the full ones on the nightstand, then we both picked up right where we left off, except a few minutes later, her eyes closed. I still watched her.

	When we had finished both bottles, I started to get up, but she pulled on my nightgown for me to stay. “What?” I whispered.

	I now noticed that sly smile on her face. “Did you wet yourself yet?” “Not yet,” I told her.

	“But you have to go,” she said slyly.

	“Uh…yeah. So?”

	Instead of answering, she climbed right on top of me and started grinding her thick diaper covered hips against mine. The she stopped and looked at me again. “Was that fun?”

	“I wish,” I told her. “I can’t feel anything.”

	“Me either,” she replied with a look of frustration on her face. Her face brightened. “Wet yourself.”

	“What?”

	“You heard me, wet yourself. Right now!”

	My eyebrows went up, but with her still laying right on top of me, I let loose into that thickly padded diaper.

	“Are you doing it?” she asked with a giggle.

	I nodded. “Yeah.”

	She laughed. “Me too!” A few moments later, she started grinding her hips against mine again.

	“You know I can’t get hard,” I told her.

	She laughed. “Yeah. That’s the best part. But I’ll bet you really want to.”

	She certainly had me there. She was still grinding away at me as if we were having sex. There was no doubt that my chastity device was shrinking again. Big time. She kept at it, moving more and grinding away harder. That damn chastity device was starting to really hurt again. I must have winced at the pain.

	She laughed again as she watched my face. “You want this so bad,” she teased. “So, so bad.” What could I do? The damn girl was doing her best to drive me crazy. She leaned down and her hair spilled over my face. She kissed my neck. She moved her head up and kissed my cheek. Then my other cheek. She looked straight into my eyes with that devilish look of hers, her hair falling past both sides of my face…while her hips were still going back and forth against mine. The pain from my chastity device was growing more intense. “Mmph,” I grunted softly as she drove her pelvis even harder into mine. She giggled again, and I watched as she lowered her face toward mine, and planted a rather passionate kiss right on my lips. I wanted to scream. That chastity device simply would not let me do what I so desperately needed to do…and I had no doubt that she knew it. She was teasing me. Torturing me.

	“You want this soooo bad,” she teased again. The delight in her eyes was all too obvious. “You want it, but you can’t have it, can you. My momma locked away your tiny little cock so that it’s now totally useless. Didn’t she? As small as it was before, she made sure it would stay even smaller – all the time.” She laughed as she continued to grind away. Was she feeling anything there…other than the pleasure she was receiving from torturing me? With that super thick diaper she was wearing, she had to be just as denied as I was…except that diaper couldn’t hurt her like my chastity device was currently killing me.

	“Do you want to cum yet?” she asked.

	“Yes!” I hissed as she continued to work away at me.

	“What would you do if I let you cum?”

	“A…anything?” I asked, more than replied.

	She laughed again. “Anything? I’ll bet you would.” She laughed again. “But even if I did decide to let you cum, I can’t, because I don’t have the key to that thing you’re wearing. My mom is the only one with the keys. So you’re stuck. Stuck like glue!” She laughed again. “I sure hope you’re enjoying this, because it’s the closest thing to real sex you’re ever going to have again!”

	With another laugh, she suddenly rolled off of me. “Oh, that was so much fun!” she said as if she had somehow managed to get herself off while doing it. Had she? She had certainly put enough effort into it. I was still breathing hard as I glared at her unhappily. “Sleep well?” she said with a giggle.

	“Yeah right!” I muttered as I pried myself out of her bed. Most likely, I wouldn’t sleep a wink now.

	She watched me starting to leave. “Wait! Come back here,” she said with another giggle.

	“What?” I asked as I turned around. I really wanted to grab my aching crotch just then, but in that big fat wet diaper, what good would it do me?

	“Come back here when you’re done turning the lights and things off,” she said.

	“Why?”

	She laughed. “Because I said so. And that’s all the reason you need.”

	Damn girl. I left and made sure the house was locked up and the lights were all off. Then I went back to her room. “What?” I asked.

	“Turn my light off and pull my covers up.”

	What, she couldn’t do it herself? I pulled her covers up for her and turned the light off. “Goodnight!” I said rather firmly.

	She threw the side of the covers back. “Get in here with me.”

	“What?”

	“Get in here.”

	“Again?”

	“Yes. Again.”

	Ugh! I was tired. My cock was still feeling way too much pressure from my chastity device, and she wanted me to climb up next to her again? Double ugh! Against my better judgement, I got into the bed though.

	“Roll over away from me,” she ordered.

	I had no problem with that one. Anything to keep her further away from me, not that I was expecting to get any sleep for a while anyway. And then I felt her snuggling right up against my back. I heard her giggle. What the hell did she think she was doing? And then I nearly jumped out of my skin when her hand suddenly started wiggling its way between my legs. She laughed again as she started pressing against the outside of my diaper, right over top of that damn chastity device. “Aaagh!” I grunted as I felt the pressure building once again. I felt her raise her head up closer to mine. “Payback is hell, isn’t it!” she giggled. “And I’m going to make sure you get all the hell I can for making me wear those stupid diapers to work tomorrow. So enjoy your night Sissy Mike, Because I’m going to do my best to make sure you remember it.” Nooooo!

	 


Chapter 32.

	 

	“Uuuuuuuuuuuhhhhhh….” I felt like a zombie. No doubt I looked like one. And that had nothing at all to do with the constant aching in my balls. It’s amazing I didn’t have an accident driving Ashley to the hospital and then trying to get to work from there. I was so tired that it took me forever to get those darn heels off my feet and slip my real shoes and socks on.

	All too many times last night, Ashley had been a pain in the butt. I’d be sleeping, finally, when all of a sudden I’d feel her hand worming its way between my legs or over top of me, or whatever she had to do to start poking pressure at the one part of me that was prevented from doing anything about what she was trying to do. Didn’t the girl need any sleep? All too many times I’d roll over and listen to her deep breathing. I knew she was asleep. I would finally relax and drift off myself, only to be woken up by her trying to play with me again. It was maddening! And that doesn’t even count the times I had to wake up to pee. After two bottles of water, that happened more than I was happy about too. I sure hoped Ashley was “enjoying” that little problem herself. But maybe that was the times she had woken up each time to start messing with me. No. She had been a nuisance way too many times for that. Damn girl!

	I can’t tell you how glad I was to drop her off – early for work. Very early for work! Early enough that she could “enjoy” being locked into that pink diaper she was wearing for more than twelve hours. In fact, by my estimate, it was going to be between fourteen and fifteen hours before she could get out of that diaper. Ha! Take that Ashley!

	I wondered how she’d feel once she was forced to actually use that thing at work. Would she wet herself right there in front of her co-workers? Or right in front of one of the patients? No. Not Ashley. No doubt she’d slink off somewhere where she could do it alone and out of sight. But she’d still be stuck doing it. She’d still be stuck wearing that wet diaper for the rest of the day and night. And with the passing hours, I knew her diaper was only going to get worse and worse. Take that Ashley! Ha!

	My phone rang. Joanna. “Hello?”

	“Hi Mike. How’d it go this morning?” “Fine!” I replied, a bit too curtly.

	“What’s wrong?” she asked immediately.

	“Nothing. Absolutely nothing.”

	“From the way you’re saying that, I’m assuming that there really is something wrong. What’s Ashley done now?”

	“Nothing. Don’t worry about it.”

	“Mike…” she replied threateningly. “What’s she done?”

	“Damn girl!”

	“Mike. What’s she done?”

	“She kept me up most of the night, playing with me. Trying to keep me hard all night long.

	I got almost no sleep at all. And right now, my balls are aching like a bitch!”

	She laughed. “Oh Mike. Is that all?”

	“Is that all? Isn’t that enough?”

	She laughed. “I’ll have to text Ashley now and tell her what a good job she did with you last night.”

	“Good job!”

	“Heavens yes. I’m just jealous that it wasn’t me doing that to you.”

	Yeah. She would think that. And in truth, I really wish it had been Joanna doing that to me.

	“So there were no real problems?” she asked.

	“No. None,” I replied, my voice sounding a little more normal, if not a bit tired still.

	“Good. Then we’ll see how it goes the rest of the day.”

	“Yeah,” I replied, trying to stifle a yawn. “I just hope I can stay awake for the rest of the day.”

	She laughed. “Get some coffee. Bye Mike.” Women!

	Many times during the day I’d finish working on something, then pause between that and the next piece of business, and each time I remembered that Ashley was now stuck at work – wearing a diaper under her clothes. Not just a diaper, but a locked on diaper that she couldn’t get out of. I had put her in a pink diaper, those soft plastic pants, and then made her wear a pair of her pantyhose over top of that…before I locked one of her new onesie’s on her. With the pantyhose locked under her onesie, she couldn’t even get a finger up insider her diaper. Ha! I didn’t bother counting the number of times she told me she hated me. I hated her right back. And as I saw it, it only served her right. The darn girl. But every time I thought about it that morning, I smiled. Just picturing her situation was such a happy thought. How was she managing? Had she wet herself yet? Yeah, I’m sure she was “enjoying” her situation. Ha!

	At lunchtime, I briefly…very briefly…considered visiting her or calling her to see how she was managing. Those thoughts didn’t last long as I went out and enjoyed having lunch with my friends…who had no idea in the world what humiliating things I was stuck wearing underneath my clothes every day. And that didn’t even count the heels waiting for me out in my car.

	Coming back from lunch, I again had Ashley on my mind. Surely by now her diaper had to be wet, at least once, and probably more than once. I hope you’re enjoying it Ashley! How does it feel to be stuck wearing a damn wet diaper all day? Yes, she had been stuck wearing them all day at home for the last few days, but this was different, this was at work. This was a far more serious situation. Are you enjoying it out in public like you made me do Ashley? At least Ashley could wear those pink diapers. How many times had I been sent out in public wearing the super thick ones that couldn’t be hidden? But at least she was stuck in them and she would be forced to use them and continue wearing them right in front of all her friends. I might have been very tired, but those were such gleeful thoughts.

	My afternoon progressed much like the morning, except now I could literally imagine how Ashley had to feel trying to work while wearing a wet diaper…probably a very wet diaper. I knew for a fact that no matter how bad that diaper got, she would have no choice but to try to act like it wasn’t there, or try to walk normal when it was probably forcing her to waddle, or try to pretend she didn’t need the ladies room when she was probably holding it in and bursting to pee…only to lose the battle – hopefully right in front of her co-workers and friends.

	I remembered all too clearly what it felt like for me to wear diapers that long…and much longer. Ashley would have fourteen or fifteen hours – stuck in the same diaper. An eternity. Are you having fun yet Ashley?

	And then partway through the afternoon, I got a surprise text – from Ashley: I hate you!

	Oh how that text made me chuckle. By that time of the day, I knew for a fact that she had wet herself more than just once. She had probably done it many times. Well, to be conservative, I was guessing at least three times. But that was three times that she would have wet that nice pink diaper and three times the load of pee in it making it more miserable than when the thing was dry and first put on her. In my mind I could literally feel the wet squishy insides of that diaper up against my skin. I had experienced the same thing all too many times, just never at work – fortunately. But Ashley’s mother wasn’t allowing her that luxury, and I couldn’t think of a better person to have to experience that bit of humiliation than Ashley herself. Ha! Payback is hell Ashley!

	Going out to my car after work, Ashley was again on my mind. Again I could almost feel that wet miserable diaper up against my skin. She had been in the thing all day now…and she still had a long time to go. I almost laughed remembering how her diapers had looked when I changed her the last couple of days. Ashley was going to be absolutely miserable by that time. With each passing hour she would have a harder and harder time hiding her diapered state from everyone else. What fun! How does it feel now Ashley? You’re not just out in public, you’re right there at work interacting with lots of people all day long. All night too. Enjoying it Ashley?

	Uh…having to put my damn heels on in the car and lock away my male shoes until tomorrow took a lot of the fun out of my thoughts. But they had still been such nice thoughts all day long. Oh well.

	I drove home, trying to ignore the high heels once again on my feet by continuing to think about Ashley’s plight. Fourteen to fifteen hours was an eternity in one of those diapers. The feel of it had to be awful! Ha! The feel of it had to be totally miserable. Would that miserable diaper affect her work? She would have to do everything she could to ignore that wet diaper and act like nothing was wrong at all – just to hide it from everyone else…not to mention to be able to do her job. Are you enjoying it Ashley?

	I went into the house thinking those happy thoughts. The house was quiet. Quieter than it had been in a very long time. Ashley wasn’t there. Joanna wasn’t there. Nobody was there, except me. I stopped right in the middle of my kitchen, contemplating the silence of the house. Contemplating that…and something else. The silence of my house was shattered as I literally screamed. “Damn it!”

	I hurried through my house and grabbed the few things I would need and shoved them into a plastic grocery bag. Hurrying back to my car, I pulled my phone out. Before I started the engine, I texted Ashley. Do you want your diaper changed? Call me if you do. Having no doubt as to her answer, I started the car and backed out of the garage. I was nearly to the hospital parking lot before my phone rang. “Hello?”

	“Are you saying you’re going to change my diaper?” Ashley’s tense voice whispered from my phone.

	“I’m nearly at the hospital now if you do.”

	“Hell yes I want it changed.”

	“Where can I meet you?”

	It was a moment before she replied. “In the main entrance lobby. But I can’t leave just yet. I can’t take a break until one of the other nurses gets back and I can get permission to be away for a few minutes.”

	“I can wait in my car.”

	“No. Meet me inside.”

	“Uh…I’d rather not.”

	“Why?”

	“Because of… Just because.”

	She was silent for a moment, then she giggled. “Because of your heels?” “Yes!” I hissed. Damn girl. I shouldn’t have bothered with this at all.

	“Wait for me in the lobby! I’ll be there as soon as I can. Got to go!”

	The line went dead. She wanted me to wait for her in what was probably the busiest and most crowded place in the hospital? Where lots of people could see me there…wearing high heels? Ugh! Of course she did. Damn I hated that girl. Why was I bothering to do this?

	I had to drive around a bit to find a decent parking place. Hating life, hating myself, and especially hating Ashley, I managed to find the nerve to grab that bag…and set my high heeled feet on the pavement. Here I go again. With my heart once again in my throat, I started making my way through the parking lot toward the main entrance. Click, click, click, click… Sorry! Clomp, clomp, clomp. Why is it that women’s shoes always insist on being so noisy? Don’t they know I don’t want to draw attention to myself? But then, five inch heels like I had on my feet were made purposely to be noticed. Any woman would probably be thrilled to wear them. Me…let’s just say my thrill was in a different part of my body…that was currently under lock and key. No help. Clomp, clomp, clomp. Ugh! Quiet shoes!

	Follow a couple of people in through the doors…and try to ignore the people walking in behind me who I know had an all too good view of the spike heels underneath my pants. How embarrassing. Pay no attention to the people coming past me in the other direction. The minute I got inside, I looked around for a quiet out of the way place where I could hide…I mean wait for Ashley. There were lots of seats around. I chose to ignore them and stood next to a fake potted tree. Sitting down would have brought me a lot closer to all the people waiting, not to mention it would probably make my heels even more visible. Now I just needed Ashley to get there. Ashley, where are you?

	I waited. Nervously. I had no choice but to watch everyone else in that lobby since I was actively looking for someone. Which meant that I had no choice but to notice all the strange looks on the faces of the people who noticed my shoes. The good news? The majority of the people coming and going there never noticed at all. But that was the majority. There was also a big minority that did notice. Fortunately, nobody said a word to me about my footwear. Ashley…I’m waiting.

	I stood there in that spot for nearly half an hour before Ashley came hurrying up. And by hurrying, I mean hurrying! It looked like she was doing a combination of normal walking and speed walking, and in the process she was wiggling her hips a lot more than usual. Was she trying to be sexy? She was halfway through the lobby coming towards me before I figured it out. She was doing her best to walk in a way that wasn’t a waddle. Oh such a happy thought. I couldn’t help but smile.

	“I can’t believe you’re doing this for me,” she said rather breathlessly as she stopped right in front of me.

	“I can’t believe it either,” I replied. “Now where can we do this?”

	“I don’t know. I couldn’t find any place where we could be alone for a few minutes.” I shook my head. “The best I can suggest then is in the car. We can do it in the back seat.”

	She didn’t look happy as she considered that. “Let’s go,” she said suddenly and led the way.

	Hurrying to keep up with her in those heels wasn’t easy. Not to mention that hurrying made my darn shoes make even more noise. I unlocked my car and she ripped open the back door, but she didn’t get in. She stood there holding onto the door for a few moments instead.

	“Is something wrong?” I asked.

	She didn’t reply for a moment, then she seemed to sigh with relief. “I’ve been holding that like forever!” She quickly got into the car.

	I could have laughed. She had been desperate to pee and had just released it then. She was lucky I decided to come out and change her, otherwise things would have been that much worse for her.

	“We need to do this quick,” she said as she laid down on the back seat. “I’ve only got a few minutes.”

	“No problem,” I told her.

	Leaning in through the back door that was hidden by the car parked next to me, I pulled her scrub pants down to her ankles. I fished my keys out of my pocket and unlocked her onesie. Once unlocked, I could get at the rest of it to undo the snaps holding the crotch tightly together. She lifted her rump and I pulled it up and out of the way. Her pantyhose and those plastic pants soon joined her scrub pants down at her ankles. Her pink diaper was now exposed for me to change. I pulled a fresh one out of the plastic bag, opened it and stretched it open. She lifted her butt and I stuck it under her diapered bottom. Only then did I unfasten her rather drenched diaper.

	Since she had just then peed in the thing, and I’m sure she had peed a lot, there was still a tiny bit of liquid pooled in the bottom. Yuck! And trust me, that diaper appeared to be well used. But in opening it up, I also noticed something in it that concerned me. Something red. I stared at it. “Is that…blood?”

	“Just change me and hurry up!” she told me. “Yeah, it’s blood. My period started this morning.”

	Oh. I pulled out a wipe and started to clean her up. I barely did the front of her when she said, “Just skip that and get me changed.”

	Okay. She raised her butt and I pulled the used diaper out from under her and set it on the floor of the car. I noticed the sigh of relief she gave as she set herself down on the clean diaper. I quickly pulled it up between her legs and fastened it. Less than a minute later, I had everything back in place and I clicked the lock shut again on her onesie.

	“I hate you,” she said softly, but with more vehemence in her voice than I was expecting.

	I made no reply. “You want to pull your own pants up?”

	I got out of the way and she quickly scooted herself out of the car. She reached down and pulled her pants up and adjusted the top of her scrubs. “Whew!” she exclaimed. “Thanks.”

	I nodded, expecting her to take off and hurry back to work, but instead she was looking at me.

	“Are you wearing a diaper under your pants?”

	“No. I didn’t get time. I just came home and decided to see if you wanted me to change you. I was trying to get to you as soon as possible.”

	She nodded. “It’s a good thing. I was going crazy in that thing.” She looked back into the car at her old diaper that was now stretched open on the floor of the car. All of a sudden she looked back at me with the cruellest sly smile on her ever. “Get in there and lay down!” she ordered.

	“Me?”

	“There’s no one else here. Now hurry up. I’ve got to get back to work.”

	I got into the back seat like she had and laid down. She was immediately leaning over me unfastening my belt. In moments she was pulling my pants over my heels and all the way off of me. She couldn’t get my pantyhose off so she unfastened my heels and removed them. Moments later, my pantyhose and my panties were both gone.

	“Don’t do this…” I pleaded.

	She laughed. “Are you kidding? There’s no way I’m not going to do it! Now raise that butt out of the way.”

	Oh how I hated her. Oh how I regretted trying to be a little bit compassionate and coming out to change her…when I didn’t need to. Oh how my cock and balls were hurting because my darn chastity device had decided to do its incredible shrinking act again…at that very moment. I hated watching her slide her used diaper under me. I lowered myself onto it very slowly. Yuck! It had grown cold in the winter air. She wasn’t exactly gentle in the way she pulled it up between my legs and taped me into it.

	“There,” she said with a big smile on her face. You can drive home just like that. And as soon as you get home, I want you wearing pantyhose over that and one of your onesies. And I want pictures of it locked. Now you can enjoy being in that thing for the rest of the night. Oh, and Sissy Mike, when you come get me later, I’ll meet you in the lobby in the same spot. Oh, and make sure you’ve got your purse with you then.” With a laugh, she took off running towards the building again.

	Why…oh why…oh why had I ever decided to come out and be nice? Why?

	––––– o0o –––––

	I can’t tell you how uncomfortable I was as I drove home. As Ashley had wanted me to, I had left my pants off, I had even left my shoes off. As she said, I drove home just as I was. Besides, it was faster than trying to get redressed in the parking lot. Now that I was stuck in Ashley’s overly used diaper, the only thing on my mind was getting out of that diaper, and a good shower. Unfortunately, neither one of those things was in store for me anytime soon.

	My cell phone rang just as I was going into the house. I was expecting it to be Ashely, but I saw Joanna’s name instead. “Hello?”

	“Hi Mike,” she said laughingly. “Ashley just called and told me what happened. Are you enjoying yourself?”

	“Um….”

	“Don’t bother replying,” she said. “I know you are.” That was a matter for debate.

	“That was real nice of you to go out and change her like that. You don’t know how much I appreciate it. And I have no doubt that Ashley appreciates it even more.”

	“I just wish she would have shown that appreciation in a different way. Would you mind if I changed out of her old diaper now? Please?”

	She laughed. “Oh Mike. We both know you’re loving the shit out of being stuck in that messy thing. I just wanted to tell you that when you send the pictures to Ashley, send them to me too. And please include some of just that diaper on you before you put anything on over it. I want to see it.

	“You should see the inside of it. And to make things worse, Ashley’s period started today. There’s messy blood all inside of it too.”

	She laughed. “Even more for you to enjoy Mike. Ashley told me that she peed into it just before you changed her. So I have no doubt it was really bad when she put it on you.”

	“That’s an understatement.”

	She laughed again. “Enjoy it Mike. Enjoy it.” She laughed. “Oh, Mike!” she said suddenly.

	“Yeah?”

	“Did any more packages come today?”

	“Uh…I didn’t see any by the garage when I came in.”

	“How about outside your front door?”

	“Hang on,” let me get my pants on so I can check.”

	“Don’t bother. You know perfectly well you can check with that diaper on display.”

	Could I say I hated her for that remark? I went to the front door anyway and eased it open a crack. I looked to see if any of my neighbours were out. In doing so, I saw two good sized boxes sitting on my front porch, and one of them was bigger than the other. “There are two boxes here,” I told Joanna.

	“That’s all? Bring them in,” she said. “I want to know what got there.”

	That’s all? Which told me there were more “fun” things yet to come. Yesterday that box of new onesies had arrived for Ashley. What was in today’s boxes? I moved the smaller box in. It was addressed to Ashley. But I noticed immediately the company that had sent it. I went out and grabbed the bigger box. That one was from the exact same company, but this one had my name on it. I was glad to close my front door behind me. “One box for Ashley and one for me,” I told Joanna.

	“You can open them,” Joanna said. 

	“Both of them?”

	“If you want. You might as well. I already know what should be in the one for Ash.”

	I grabbed a sharp knife from the kitchen and used it on the tape holding the box closed. I opened it and got a bit of a surprise. “More of those pink diapers. It looks like a lot more.”

	“Good,” Joanna replied. “I figured that if Ashley was going to be wearing them, and sometimes you as well, then she would need a lot more. How about the other box?

	I attacked that box next. The one with my name on it. There was nothing but nervousness in the pit of my stomach as I pulled back the cardboard to see inside. “More diapers,” I said. “It

	looks like the same super–sized ones Ashley made me buy before.”

	“Good,” Joanna said. “With as much as Ashley was keeping you in them, I figured you would need more. And this way, you can both share them.”

	Share them. As far as I was concerned, Ashley was welcome to keep all of them – far away from me!

	“The other package didn’t get there yet?” she asked.

	“I didn’t see it,” I told her.

	“Maybe tomorrow then,” she replied.

	“Uh…maybe. What’s in it?”

	She laughed. “Now that wouldn’t be any fun if I told you.” My nervousness went way up again.

	After locking myself into one of my onesies, I sent the required pictures to both Ashley and Joanna. Then I spent a little while transferring the contents of those boxes to the new shelves. More diapers. A lot more diapers. That didn’t bode well for my future. For my future, and Ashley’s too. Because now she was stuck in those things as well. Worse than me!

	I can’t begin to tell you how messy and slick and horrible that used diaper of Ashley’s was to wear. And now that I had locked that onesie on me, I had no way to get the darn thing off. I was literally stuck in it until I brought Ashley home later. But at least I was home and in the house. I wasn’t out among other people. I sure hoped Ashley appreciated what I had done for her. And I still wish she had decided on a better way to show that appreciation – if she did appreciate it. That diaper I was stuck in was…yucky! And it got even worse after I ate some dinner and had to pee into the thing myself. Ugh! I absolutely marvelled that it wasn’t leaking yet.

	When the time came, I got dressed. I just wish that getting dressed could have meant removing that miserable diaper as well. But…it didn’t. In fact, because of the lock, it couldn’t. No, I didn’t bother with a bra. I couldn’t put one on anyway. I just wore the clothes I had come home from work in, plus the darn stuff that was locked to my body under those clothes. Before leaving the house, I hesitated at taking Ashley’s colourful purse with me. But she had specifically ordered me to have it, so hating myself and my stupid cursed life, I picked the dreaded thing up and carried it out to my car. No, I didn’t bother putting anything in it. Why should I?

	Life is miserable. That was the primary thought on my mind as I went to pick Ashley up. Why couldn’t I just go there and phone her to tell her where my car was? Why couldn’t she just call me when she got off and tell me where to drive the car up to so she could get in? Why…. There were a thousand whys, and none of them meant a thing. I had agreed to be under Ashley’s rule, and she had told me specifically what she wanted me to do. Did I hate it? Yes. Did I constantly consider not doing it? Yes. Did the very thought of it turn me on horribly and make that darn chastity device go into its shrinking act again? I refuse to answer such a silly question. Who in their right mind could ever enjoy a situation like the one I was currently in? Who? Don’t say it!

	Click…click…. Forgive me. Clomp…clomp…clomp….clomp. All the way from my parking place to the main entrance door. Question. If a high heeled foot takes a step on a concrete sidewalk…located in a totally deserted forest, does it make a sound? I was absolutely certain it would. Neither rain, nor snow, nor hail, nor gloom of night could keep those high heels from their appointed noise. And it was without a doubt a gloomy night…even though the parking lot was well lit. There were snow flurried in the air too.

	I already knew I was a few minutes early, but only a very few. I started looking for Ashley the moment I got inside. Nope. Didn’t see her. No surprise. I found my “favourite” fake tree and stood next to it to wait. La–di–da–da–da–da–da. Act totally nonchalant. Act like I’m not the blithering fool that anyone taking half a look at me would easily see that I was. Act like I’m totally normal and only out to meet someone. It was nearly ten o’clock at night. The darn lobby should be deserted. Why wasn’t it? But no, there were people still sitting there and people coming and going. Not nearly as many as before, but there were still people there. Why weren’t they home in bed?

	Wait, wait, wait. Blush, blush, blush – every time someone glanced my way and saw me holding that ridiculous purse. And then all too often their gaze would go straight down to my feet. There were fewer people there now, but it felt like most of them that were leaving were now pausing a moment to stare curiously at me. Maybe I should have chosen a better place to wait…like maybe in a dark closet somewhere…or at home. Hello Ashley…. Are you still here?

	At last! There she was. The last time she had come out, she had been practically running, this time she was walking casually

	with two other nurses…all of them with their coats on and heading home. Why couldn’t her friends drop her off? From across the lobby I saw Ashely point towards me…and from across the entire lobby I still couldn’t miss the look of surprise on her friend’s faces. Oh no. Here we go again. I was nervous and blushing even worse by the time they excitedly walked up to me.

	“See,” Ashely said as she leaned down and pulled my pants leg up. Heels. And he can’t wear any other shoes but women’s shoes wherever he goes.”

	That wasn’t technically correct. I could still wear my male shoes to work, but somehow my voice refused to say that.

	“Looove your purse,” one of them said to me.

	I tried to say thanks, but my throat was too dry.

	The three of them turned toward the door and I followed. I immediately realized that Ashley hadn’t mentioned one thing about the diaper I was stuck wearing. I had no doubt at all as to why. I was guessing that any mention of diapers would be forbidden around any of her friends…at least in any way where they might tie back to Ashley being stuck in them too.

	A few steps out the door, her friends turned left to head for their cars. I pointed out the direction to my car…to the right. They called bye to each other and Ashley and I started across the parking lot. The snow was coming down a bit harder now. I hoped I wouldn’t have to shovel it again.

	“Are you enjoying being stuck in that diaper?” Ashley asked with a grin. I could have hit her with my purse. Sorry, make that her purse. “Not exactly.” She laughed and only showed me an overly delighted face.

	She actually surprised me once we got in the car and were on our way home. “I want to thank you again for coming out to rescue me earlier. I know you didn’t have to do that, and I know Mom didn’t even suggest it. I really appreciate it.”

	Did she really just thank me that nicely? Ashley? “You’re welcome,” somehow popped out of my mouth, even though there were many other far less kind things I could have said…or added.

	I could not wait to get that diaper off. I had peed in it twice since Ashley had put it on me, and I was getting to the point where I needed to pee again. But if things went the way they were supposed to, I would have unlimited access to the toilet very soon. I was going to wait!

	However….

	“Hang on a minute,” Ashley said the minute we got into the kitchen from the garage. She took her coat off and threw it over the back of one of the chairs. She pulled her cell phone from her purse – not the one I was carrying. “I need to talk to Mom about something,” she told me.

	I waited while she pressed the buttons to reach her mother.

	“We talked a little earlier and we texted a few times already,” Ashley said while she waited for her mother to answer. What she didn’t tell me though was what they had been discussing.

	“Hi Ash,” Joanna’s voice finally came. “How was work?” “Before or after?” Ashley replied.

	“Both!”

	“Horrendous and then manageable. I’m exhausted though.”

	Joanna let out a little chuckle. “After you being out so long with a broken arm and leg, I think your exhaustion is understandable. I’m glad Mike took the initiative to go and help you out.”

	“Me too!” Ashley replied. “Mom, about what we were talking about before. What do you think? Can I?”

	“Is Mike there?” Joanna asked.

	“Right here,” Ashley replied. “We just got in and we’re in the kitchen together.”

	“Okay,” Joanna said, sounding like she had just come to a major decision.”

	“Mike?”

	Suddenly I was very nervous. “Yeah?”

	“From now on, whenever Ashley is working, I’m going to need you to meet her as soon after work as you can and change her diaper for her. I’d rather not have her going that overly extended amount of time in just the one diaper.”

	I actually breathed a sigh of relief. “I’m sure I can handle that.”

	“Good. I appreciate it, and I’m sure that Ashley will appreciate it as well.” “I do Mom,” Ashley told her.

	“Very good dear,” Joanna replied.

	“And the other thing Mom?” Ashley prompted her.

	“I was just getting to that dear.”

	Other thing? “What other…”

	“Mike…” Joanna cut me off. “Today Ashley proved that she could manage the entire day and then some wearing a diaper at work.” Uh–oh.

	“And since she did, she wants to know if she can now start making you wear them to work as well.”

	“No…”

	“And since she managed so well, I can see no reason anymore to stop her from making you wear them to work now too.”

	I was stunned. I was shocked. I tried to think of something to say, but I was having trouble just thinking, let alone come up with something coherent to say.”

	“Mike…” Joanna continued. “You know Ashley has been wanting to make you do this from the very beginning. And since your workday is actually a little shorter than the time she had to spend in that diaper today, then I’m afraid I have no more arguments against it. That is, as long as she continues to grant you adequate access to the bathroom to take care of any bowel movement issues you have before she puts that diaper on you in the morning. And of course you would have to wear one of her pink diapers instead of those overly bulky things she made you buy just for fun.”

	I heard it. I heard every word she said. But I was still too stunned to reply.

	“Mike? Do you understand?”

	I looked pleadingly at Ashley. I shook my head. “Please…”

	“Forget it!” she crowed triumphantly. “Starting tomorrow, you’ll be in diapers all the time! Except for a few minutes in the bathroom of course. But trust me, I’m working on that problem too.”

	It wasn’t until then that I realized my bladder had let loose and I was peeing helplessly in that already overly miserable diaper.

	Wear the diapers to work? That was the one place that had been my haven away from all the humiliation…or at least most of it. With just a few words, Joanna and Ashley had made my entire situation so much worse.

	I know Ashley was totally delighted. I wasn’t sure what Joanna thought but I was guessing she was rather amused by it. As for me. Well. I had just lost all control of my bladder, and now once again that damn chastity device felt like it was trying to squeeze my entire cock right off my body. I was scared shitless. I was nervous as heck. And there was absolutely no way I could feel any sexual excitement from a situation such as that. No way! It was just that crazy chastity device that Joanna had bought me. Somehow it had the technology to start shrinking, all on its own, at the worst times ever. And once again, this was one of those times.

	I don’t know if either Joanna or Ashley was saying anything. They probably were, but my mind refused to listen. I was too self–absorbed in this latest affront to my decency and masculinity…or lack thereof. I didn’t want to do it, but I once again remembered that the bottom line was that I had willingly signed that agreement granting them both full authority over just about everything to do with me…and my sanity. If that’s what they ordered me to do, then I was supposed to have no say at all in the matter. I was supposed to just do it. Like it or not. I had signed that agreement – with my own hand. There was just a small question as to how willingly I had actually signed it…not that it mattered. I had done it. I had agreed. And that was the bottom line. I had in essence, given my life away…to them. With the stroke of a pen, I had given away my comfortable decent life, and exchanged it for whatever humiliating facsimile that Joanna and Ashley decided to replace it with.

	I stood there and considered my only two real ways out. I could use my safe phrase, but I already knew that Joanna had thought fairly seriously about this and had approved it. Not only would I wind up doing it in the end, but she would no doubt saddle me with something else that would be monstrous, just to make my entire life more miserable. Case in point was the shoes I was now wearing…and would continue to wear no matter where I went. So using my safe phrase was definitely out.

	That left me only one other option. I could end the entire agreement at any time with nothing more than just my decision to quit. That’s all it would take. If I did that, then all the humiliation would end. I would have my own respectable life back again. Ashley, in theory, would have to leave, and I would be left completely alone…to my own miseries. I wouldn’t have to see her, or Joanna, again.

	Should I stop it? Should I quit? It was by far the better option. Everything screamed at me that I should simply give the word and quit. Now would be the perfect time, while Ashley and her mother were still talking over the phone. Quit and get my life back…or at least be able to work towards getting it back without having to worry about it becoming constantly worse.

	Quitting was by far my best option. Quitting was the smart thing to do. Quitting was the right thing to do.

	But the temptation…. The allure…. The thrill….

	I gulped. Until further notice, I would now be wearing diapers…to work.

	 


Chapter 33.

	 

	I sat in my car and stared at the bank in front of me. My bank. The place where I worked. Third floor, down the hall. My own little shoebox office. The kitchen safe sitting on the passenger seat next to me had unlocked itself halfway to work. My male shoes were still in it. I needed to change out of the five inch t–strap heels I had worn from home. I needed to change… I needed to change out of my damn diaper that was now stuck underneath the cupcake pattered onesie that was locked at the back of my neck. I needed to change out of that diaper…I wanted to change out of that diaper, but because of a simple tiny lock, I had no chance in the world to do that. I was going to have to go into work, not only today, but for the foreseeable future, wearing a diaper under my clothes. And for the foreseeable future, at work, I was going to be stuck using those diapers. It boggled my mind.

	My one safe haven away from most of the humiliations in my life was suddenly far less of a safe haven anymore. Joanna had deemed it doable, and at Ashley’s word, I was now…doing it. Like it, or not.

	As I sat there, I could feel the bulk of that pink diaper now attached to my butt. Not nearly as bad as the super thick diapers I had to wear all too often, but horrible in its own way. I could feel the bulk of the diaper. I could feel the heat trapped in by those odd soft plastic pants over top of my diaper. I could feel the added pressure and the tingling all up and down my legs from the pantyhose over top of my diaper and those plastic pants, but strangely, I barely noticed the feel of the onesie that kept it all inaccessible to me. The onesie that literally forced me to wear that diaper where and when I didn’t want to. The embarrassing onesie with the childish cupcake design and the zip up the back that locked with a key…that I didn’t have.

	I forced myself to finally remove my high heels and put my male shoes back on. This time it felt like less of a relief than it usually did. I took one more look at the bank in front of me, then got out of the car. I was going to have to do this, like it or not…for the foreseeable future. Like it or not? I didn’t like it. I didn’t like the thought of someone finding out. I didn’t like the thought of having no choice but to use my diapers all day long – at work, and pray that nobody would notice. I didn’t like the fact that as time went on and my diapers got wetter and fuller, I would probably start waddling a bit as I walked. That was going to be embarrassing. And I especially didn’t like how tight and restricting my damn chastity device was once again. How the heck could it possibly grow so small all the time? Amazing!

	Go in through the door. Greet a couple of bank workers I barely knew. Head for the elevator and take that up to the third floor with a couple of co-workers I knew much better. How could they act so normal? Oh, they weren’t plagued with any of my outlandish problems. Walk down the hall to my office. Turn in, take my coat off and hang it on the coatrack. Go behind my desk. And sit down. I was there. At work. In my office. At my desk. In a damn diaper. Could life possibly throw any more weird curveballs my way? No way on earth!

	As I booted my computer up, I thought about Ashley. She was at home today. When I had changed her earlier that morning, she had actually asked me to put one of the super big diapers on her instead of the smaller pink ones. She had said she was just planning on catching up on her schoolwork all day, and with the big diapers, she didn’t have to worry about the thing possibly leaking while I was at work. That, and with her period now getting worse, she figured the big diapers were probably superior to any pads she could buy for it in the store.

	When I had left that morning, I was surprised to realize that she seemed far more relaxed and cheerful than I remembered seeing her in a while. Yes, I did realize that most of that was because with me heading out the door locked into a diaper, she had just achieved one of the major goals she’s had for me since the beginning. She had one other major goal for me that she hadn’t managed to do yet, and that one scared me just as much as this one did now. She was bound and determined that she would get things to the point where I never was able to use a toilet again. I was now far more worried about that goal than ever before. She had now achieved this one, and she had said she was working on that one. As it stood right now, the only access I had to a toilet was at night before I got changed for bed, and in the mornings before she put my diaper on me for the day. That was it. All the rest of the time I was stuck in those diapers, and stuck using them. A situation that made me feel absolutely frustrated and infantile all the time. Made more so by my inability to do anything about it.

	Now, sitting at my desk, I did my very best to ignore what I now had to put up with and got to work. Work at least helped me to forget.

	Joanna texted me about an hour later to find out how I was managing. I seriously considered not answering her. But old habits won out and I sent back that so far, I was doing okay. But of course it was early and I hadn’t wet my diaper yet. She texted that she would check with me later.

	By the time eleven o’clock rolled around, I found myself looking at the time far too often. The reason? I had to pee. And bad! I just didn’t want to do it in my diaper, and especially not at work. I didn’t want to have to sit around all day, at work, in a wet diaper. So…I held it. Yes, in the back of my mind I knew I couldn’t possibly make it all day, but that didn’t mean I didn’t struggle with it just the same.

	By the time lunchtime came around, I was pretty much going crazy struggling with it.

	A head popped into my office. “Lunch?”

	To go, or not to go, that was the question – I was referring to lunch, not peeing. I was going to say no. I knew I should say no. But if I did, then would he think something was wrong? I had already told everyone I no longer had to take care of Ashley at lunchtime. And I wanted everyone to think I was “normal” like everyone else.

	“Sure!” I said with far more enthusiasm than I felt.

	“Paul says he’s driving today. I think he just wants to show off his new car.”

	I did my best to chuckle. “Yeah. No doubt.”

	Oh how I was struggling as I got up from behind my desk and grabbed my coat. I put it on as we walked toward the elevator. I was absolutely going crazy not to fidget too much as we stood there and talked, and even worse on the slow ride down in the elevator. Paul and another guy were waiting for us downstairs. Together we all went out to his new car. While the rest of them ooed and aahed over it, I stayed quiet. I had another matter on my mind. An urgent one.

	We went to one of our usual lunchtime haunts. I regretted going with them the moment we walked in. Food. Food and drink. Neither of which was going to help my aching bladder problem. Both of which was only going to make matters worse. When the waitress came, instead of ordering something larger as usual, I ordered just a basic cheeseburger and some fries. Fortunately, through the talk around the table, nobody said anything about it.

	Remarkably, I was doing somewhat better after a few minutes of sitting there talking with them. I was still desperate to pee, but somehow the intensity of the urge had lessened to a mild painful roar. I did my best to put it out of my mind…until the waitress brought me the cup of coffee I should never have ordered. I almost lost it right then and there. I pushed the coffee away from me. Normally, I had several cups during the morning at work, then another cup at lunch, then several more during the afternoon. Today I hadn’t had a single cup so far, and just thinking about that cup of liquid right there in front of me was almost enough to make me pee. Fight it Mike! You can do it! You can beat this! So I fought it. But trust me, the battle was getting worse.

	Our meals arrived far too quickly for me. Usually I liked the restaurant’s fast service, but not then. My cheeseburger and fries were set down in front of me, and now I was going to be expected to eat…like everyone else. As the conversation swirled around…without me, I watched the others as they all started eating while they talked. If I didn’t eat, then someone would notice. I picked up my cheeseburger and took a big bite, and again almost lost the battle as I felt a tiny bit of pee squirt out of me. The odd part was that the intensity of needing to pee was still in that slightly easier stage. But I clamped down urgently and nothing more happened. Whew!

	Bite after bite. A few French fries. More bites from my burger. Slowly I ate my meal while continuing to fight the urge. I never once even touched my coffee. Did my struggling show on my face? I hoped not. I was doing everything I could to seem…normal – when I wasn’t. The waitress left the checks just before we finished. I reached for mine and at the same time a tiny bit more leaked out from my bladder. No! Stop it! I clenched down hard again. Whew! I managed to stop it once again.

	I got up to pay my bill and leave with everyone else, but of course the act of standing put my body into a totally different position. A position more stretched out. A position where the muscles weren’t all crunched up together. The moment I stood, I felt myself pee a bit more…more than before. I had to really fight to stop it. Walking towards the cashier was another exercise in futility. I noticed myself losing it a couple of times before I got to where I had to stand in line to pay my bill. I felt like a little kid trying vainly to not wet his pants, and losing the battle. And the truth was, I was not a little kid, but an adult – trying vainly to not wet his pants…and losing the battle.

	By the time I paid my bill, my diaper was far wetter than when I had come into the restaurant. But I still struggled to hold it. The pressure had lessened some now, but it was still pretty bad. I was getting tired too, and I knew it.

	Somehow, I managed to sit in my friend’s car and make it all the way back to the bank without wetting anymore. Most likely, releasing what I had already, made things much easier for me. Because of that, I was feeling a little more confident as I got out of his car and we all walked toward the bank doors. But standing up and moving around somehow made my need to pee that much worse again. I soon found myself straining like never before to hold it back…and I realized halfway across the parking lot, that I was losing more than I was winning. I had finally gotten to the point where no matter how much I was trying to hold back, it was still leaking out of me. Damn it! I was pissing into my diaper, while I was right there with all my friends.

	By the time the elevator got to the third floor, I was done. Nothing more was coming out of me…that I could tell. The other thing I could tell, was that my pink diaper was now wet. Wet, and there wasn’t one thing I could do about it. Because of one tiny lock, I had no choice but to spend the rest of the day in that wet diaper, and make no mistake, I was already worried about the next time I would need to pee. I was worried about it, and I dreaded it.

	How the heck was I going to do this day in and day out? There was no way. How had Ashley managed it? Ashley was on her feet more than I was. Was it worse for her than it was for me? I had no idea. I only knew how difficult my situation was. I guess I could sympathize with her plight, but I was far more concerned with my own circumstances. Circumstances that I had signed up for. Circumstances that resulted because with a stroke of a pen, I had told both Ashley and Joanna to make me the laughing stock of everyone. Circumstances that literally crushed home the fact that I was a sick pervert, who actually got off on having to endure humiliating situations. Get off on it? Forget I mentioned that. There’s no way I will ever admit that any of it turned me on. No…way!

	––––– o0o –––––

	My phone dinged a little after two in the afternoon. I was expecting the text to be from Joanna, but I saw Ashley’s name instead. Worry gripped my stomach as I opened the text to read it: Package came for you. Just talked to Mom. We’re going out when you get home tonight.

	Okay. Not much detail on anything, but I was immediately worried. The part that concerned me the most was the last part. We were going out tonight? Why? Where? Ashley had made it sound like Joanna approved. Maybe she did, but I certainly didn’t. I texted back: What was in the package?

	The reply didn’t help: A surprise.

	Now I was really worried! The fear that gripped me made me realize I needed to pee again. Not good. I fought the urge and went back to work.

	What was in the package? Why did we have to go out tonight? Did Joanna have anything to do with us going out? I had no answers. Consequently, I had a more difficult time concentrating solely on my work, especially since my darn bladder was acting up again. I kept picturing myself having to go out in public wearing my high heels again. The worry about it ate away at me all afternoon. My darn bladder ate away at me all afternoon too. By four o’clock my nerves were a jumbled mess, not to mention how much I was straining to keep from flooding my diaper again.

	My cell phone rang. Joanna. I started to lose it the moment I saw her name on the caller ID.

	I fought it back. “Hello?”

	“Hi Mike. I just wanted to see how you were making out?”

	“I’m…” I said between clenched teeth as I had to strain extra hard to hold back again.

	“Mike?”

	Damn it! I was suddenly losing the battle right there and then, and I couldn’t stop it anymore. I gave up – completely. I gave up and relaxed all my bladder muscles, and felt all that pee rushing out of me, surrounding me inside that diaper.

	“Mike? What’s going on?”

	“Uuuh….” I breathed a sigh that was for both relief, and for disappointment at giving up. “Uh…I just now lost it and wet myself again, I whispered into the phone. I couldn’t hold it anymore.”

	Joanna laughed. “Oh Mike, I’m so glad you’re enjoying yourself today.” Enjoying myself? It was a nightmare!

	“So Ashley told me that the other box finally got there today and…”

	“What’s in it?”

	“I’m not going to tell you. It’s a surprise.”

	“Ugh! That’s what Ashley said. That, and that we were going out tonight.”

	“Yes Mike. It’s Ashley’s idea, not mine. But I’ll be interested to hear how it goes.”

	Of course she would. “Where are we going?”

	“Well, for one, Ashley just wants out of the house for a little while. And I can’t really blame her.”

	I considered loaning Ashley my car and letting me stay at home – briefly. I quickly remembered that Ashley wasn’t the best driver in the world.

	“Mike, Ashley wanted me to ask you if you would change that big diaper she’s been wearing all day for a smaller one before you two go out. I told her I’d let you know.”

	So Ashley didn’t want to be embarrassed by it when we left the house. Evidently, I was the only one who was going to be saddled with humiliation and embarrassment. “Yeah. Okay,” I replied. In truth, I would much rather have kept Ashley in that one big diaper for the rest of the evening too. Especially if we were going out. That way she would have to put up with some of “fun” humiliation I had to endure as well. It just didn’t sound like that was going to happen.

	“Good Mike,” Joanna said. “You two have a fun evening. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”

	Yeah. I had no doubt that “we” were going to have a fun evening, but certainly not me. I just didn’t understand how one person, Ashley, could be called, we. Did she have multiple personalities or something? Sometimes I actually wondered about that.

	––––– o0o –––––

	When I left the bank to go home, I had managed to make it all day and only wet myself twice. That was twice too many for me, but at the same time, I figured that was pretty darn lucky. I had tried to hold it back, but in the end, I had no choice in the matter. That darn tiny lock had made sure of it.

	Once in the car, I put my five inch t–straps on my feet again and locked my male shoes away for the night. That canister was infuriating! My male shoes were right there, but I couldn’t even touch them let alone wear them. I was stuck wearing my high heels…and we were going out tonight. My stomach was still in knots over that.

	“Hi Sissy Mike,” Ashley pleasantly greeted me as I walked into the kitchen from the garage. She was sitting at the kitchen table surrounded by her school work.

	Her greeting surprised me. It was without a doubt the nicest she had ever greeted me when I came home. That is, if you ignored the “sissy” word. “Hey Ashley,” I said. “How was your day?”

	“Good,” she said. “I got a lot done here.”

	“Great!” Was I really as enthusiastic as I sounded? Nope!

	“Come on,” she said as she got up from the table. “Mom’s surprise for you came in.” Yeah, I knew that. But I wasn’t sure I wanted to see that surprise.

	She led me back to her bedroom. There was a box on the bed. I could tell that it had already been opened. I stood next to the bed and just stared at it.

	“Well…come on. Open it,” Ashley urged. Why did she sound so excited? Her excitement only made me more fearful.

	I reached out and flipped up the lid on the box. I saw…red! Not red from anger. The items in the box were red. Shiny red…with a touch of gold. To be more exact, the items were red patent leather spike heels, and the touch of gold was from the two prominent shiny brass locks on each of the ankle straps. They were locking heels!

	“Well come on,” Ashley said a bit too enthusiastically. “Try them on.”

	Try them on. Yeah right! I pulled the shoes out of the box and took a good look at them. The shoes had wide ankle straps that each had two side by side brass locks on them. I noticed that all the locks were open. I looked into the box and didn’t see anything else. “No keys?” I asked Ashley.

	“Oh, don’t worry,” she replied. “I’ve got them already.”

	Of course. I should have known. I looked at the shoes again. They were red. Shiny red. The t–strap heels I had on and my boots were black. How much more would the red shoes stand out than the black? A lot! Of that

	I had no doubt at all. I looked at the heels. I was guessing they were about the same height as the black t–straps I had on. Five inches. High! I will not say that I thought they were fun or sexy. I absolutely will not say that!

	Knowing I was going to have no choice, I carried them over to the chair in the room and sat down. My eyes never looked away from those red heels the entire time my fingers fumbled with the buckles on my t–straps. All too soon my black heels were gone and I was down to just my pantyhose covered feet…that exposed the alternating pink and blue polish Ashley had put on my toenails last weekend. Polish I was completely able to ignore since I never had to see it. Would it have been better to have some heels that showed that colour instead of these red ones? No. Don’t even think it Mike. Most likely those shoes would wind up being red as well.

	I stuck my left foot into the red high heel. It was tighter than I was used to since my t–straps had stretched some from the constant use they had gotten. It was tighter, but it still fit well. I stuck the right shoe on my right foot, glad that my alternating toenail colour could no longer be seen. As if that could possibly be my biggest problem. I wish!

	There was a big knot in the pit of my stomach as I removed the two brass locks from one of the shoes. That knot got far worse as I brought the left ankle strap around that ankle. To be honest, I was actually proud that I didn’t wet myself when I put those two locks in place and clicked each of then shut. A few moments later, the right shoe was locked onto me too.

	What was going through my mind as I did it? Damn! Stuck again. Locked up again. Another damn lock. More damn locks. My life was nothing but an ever increasing collection of locks that prevented me from removing anything the least bit humiliating. Those pleasant thoughts, and so many more just like them absolutely delighted my thoughts.

	Those were the things running through my mind. My emotions had their own list. Dread. Doom. Ridicule. Humiliation. And…um…no. There was absolutely no sense of sexual excitement in me at all. Think about it. How could there be? That darn chastity device totally prevented any chance of me feeling the least bit of sexually stimulation by anything at all.

	Especially when it had shrunk down to what felt like its microscopic size again. Ouch! Why did it do that?

	I took a chance and stood up. Yeah, much like my t–straps, only a bit tighter. The wide ankle straps felt all too much like the straps from my other shoe locks…and I didn’t even need those other shoe locks for these shoes. I looked down at my feet. You couldn’t miss them if you tried. And that was just the shiny toes of the shoes. I lifted my pants legs just a bit. Darn, did those red ankle straps have to be that wide? Not to mention, did those locks have to be that big? I think they were actually bigger than any of the other locks in my now very large collection.

	Ashley laughed. “They’re going to stand out on you like a sore thumb.”

	To be honest, I’d much rather deal with the sore thumb. The thumb wouldn’t really be noticeable, and it would probably hurt a whole lot less than the pressure from my chastity device. How the heck could it possibly shrink like that? It was impossible!

	Ashley sat on the bed facing me. “I told Mom I wanted to get out of here for a little while tonight since I’ve been cooped up in this house so much.” She smiled. “She said she didn’t blame me. So I’ve decided we’re going out tonight.”

	I dreaded asking. Going out was the last thing I wanted to do. “Where?”

	“Well…that’s just it. I’ve only got a little bit of money I can spend. I get paid tomorrow, but it will only be for one day of work. Twelve hours, and that’s all. That will give me plenty to get by on for the next week as far as my meals go at work, but since I’m getting that money, Mom isn’t going to give me anything else anymore. So I’ve got to be careful with what I’ve got.”

	“It sounds like staying at home is the better option,” I told her. “It would be the responsible thing to do.”

	She shook her head. “No, I’ve got to get out of here for a little while.” She stared at me for a brief moment. “If we go out to eat somewhere, I figure I can spend twenty dollars with no problem. If I buy my meal, can you pay for yours?”

	That surprised me. “Sure. That’s no problem. I can certainly do that.”

	She seemed relieved. “So where can we go that I can get something nice to eat…for twenty dollars?”

	I thought about that. “I guess that depends on how much or what you want to eat.”

	Her face fell. “I don’t really want fast food. I want to try…something different.”

	“What do you mean…different?”

	“You know. Something besides hamburgers.”

	Oh. I thought about it for a moment. “Tell you what. We’ll go someplace decent. If your meal is more than twenty dollars, I’ll just throw that in toward the total. How does that sound? I’ll cover the rest. Just don’t go purposely ordering too much.”

	Her face brightened again. “Deal!” she said enthusiastically. “Thanks Mike…for doing that.” What the heck was up with Ashley? She was actually being…NICE! “You’re welcome,” I replied.

	“Great!” she said as she jumped up from the bed. Now get this humongous diaper off me and get me into one of those comfortable pink ones. And let’s get out of here!”

	––––– o0o –––––

	What’s that old line? Oh woe is me? Something like that. But the sentiment fit! Ashley was bubbly and happy in her fresh pink diaper that was locked on to her underneath a pair of those plastic pants, pantyhose, and of course one of her locking onesies that zipped up the back. Her diaper was dry. Mine, that she wouldn’t dream of changing yet, wasn’t. Her diaper was really the only thing she had to worry about – and it didn’t show at all! Especially under her long winter coat. My diaper…I hoped didn’t show, but my wet diaper was the least of my worries.

	I was guessing that the first “odd” thing about me that people couldn’t help but notice, was Ashley’s darn colourful purse she was making me carry again – with nothing at all allowed in my pockets. And of course, since Ashley was carrying her own purse, there was no question at all that the purse I was carrying was for me. And with the bright colours in it, people couldn’t help but see me carrying it. After which, I’m sure they would all look closer, and of course my red high heels would probably jump right out at them. And to make matters worse, like my other heels, these were all too loud to walk in too. Click, click, click, click. Yes, that’s right – click! Not clomp. These shoes were more of a click.

	It was a little hard to tell if those humiliating locks at my ankles showed under my pants or not. I was betting that there were times when they did. And what about when I sat down and my pants rode up? Full display for anyone who happened to look. And trust me with two big shiny locks on each ankle, I was sure that those brass locks against the red would be hard to miss. Just my luck!

	How many thousands of times had I wondered it now? What was wrong with me? What quirk of nature had gone wrong in my system when I was born that made humiliating things so interesting to me? Notice I didn’t say they turned me on. I will never admit that! But the point still remains, why was I so screwed up? So now as Ashley and I walked side by side toward the restaurant entrance, I wondered those very same thoughts again. Just thinking about what I was being forced to wear was totally humiliating to me. And in a moment I would be among people, and I knew it would get so much worse.

	Click, click, click, click. My shoes made their distinct noise. Ashley’s sneakers were mostly silent as she walked right next to me. Without heels, I was a few inches taller than she was. With five inch heels, I felt like I towered over her, making me stand out that much more. Doors ahead. People ahead. Humiliation ahead. Here we go….

	It was the last day of February, and it was Thursday night. That was one of the thoughts on my mind as we went inside. Thursday night, and the place was fairly crowded. Friday night would have been much worse, but there were still too many people there for my comfort. But as usual, even one person would be too many for my comfort. The girl behind the reception desk looked up at me with a shocked expression on her face. I had noticed that expression coming over her face the moment we came through the door. Now that I was closer, it was still there. “Table for two?” I said.

	She merely nodded. Her gaze going down to the purse in my hand. She couldn’t see my feet since she was behind a small counter, but I knew she had already seen my red heels as I came in. I stood there patiently until her head came up to meet my eyes again. “Two?” she managed to say.

	Hadn’t I just told her that? “Yes. Two.”

	She nodded and looked down at the seating chart in front of her. “It’ll be just a few moments.

	Name?”

	Name? Did I really want to give her that?

	“Sissy Mike,” Ashley told her.

	I could have killed her for that!

	Again the receptionist stared, only this time at Ashley who was grinning from ear to ear.

	“Sissy…Mike,” she wrote on her list. She looked up at me. “Have a seat. I’ll call you as soon as your table is ready.”

	Ugh! Maybe we should have gone to McDonalds. Scratch that. McDonalds would probably be far more crowded than this place was. At least here there was only one other couple waiting ahead of us. A couple that both had their surprised eyes locked firmly on me. Or rather, on my purse and my heels.

	Ashley and I took one of the bench seats on the side of the waiting area. That darn couple was still looking at us…at me mostly, but at least I could now see their wondering looks including Ashley. Maybe I should have insisted that Ashley wear one of those monstrously big diapers instead of agreeing to change her. Then she could enjoy some of the same humiliation I felt. That’s what I should have done. If I had, then maybe we would have just gone through a drive–thru somewhere instead. Then we could eat at home where nobody could see us.

	It was only a few moments until the other couple got called for their table. I noticed that the woman glanced back at me twice before she got out of sight. I sighed. Such was my life of shame. And I had no doubt I deserved every one of those strange looks I got.

	We were alone in that outer waiting area. No other customers yet, and the receptionist was gone taking that other couple to their table.

	“Pull you pants legs up,” Ashley whispered.

	Huh? “Do what?”

	“Pull your pants legs up. Quick. Before she comes back.”

	“Do what? What do you mean?”

	“Do it now! Pull the legs of your… Oh for heaven’s sake.” She got up and knelt down in front of me. She grabbed the bottom of my left pants leg and started reversing it up, pulling it higher and higher until the material had passed over my kneecap. She quickly did the same to the other one. My darn red heels with the locks and my pantyhose were now on full display from my calves down.

	She sat down again. I was staring dumbfounded at the bottoms of my pants now over top of my knees. I could feel the cooler air against my ankles. I looked down. My new shoes were not only on full display, they absolutely jumped out at anyone looking at me.

	I turned my head toward Ashley in disbelief. She giggled. “Having fun?” I think my mouth opened to answer, but certainly no sound came out.

	The receptionist came back. She paused to stare at me…and my now bare legs. I saw her blink in disbelief. Yeah, my sentiments exactly. Would you believe me if I told you I felt nervous? Would you believe me if I told you Ashley’s little action left me feeling totally humiliated? Would you believe me if I told you there was nothing at all about that little situation that had me turned on in the slightest? Don’t answer that!

	The doors opened. And in walked a mob. Okay, not a mob. Just four people together. It just seemed like a mob. Two women and two men. Three of them didn’t notice me at first, the fourth one, a woman of course, had turned the moment she had walked in to see who was in the waiting area – Ashley and me, and that was it. But it was more than enough for her as she immediately caught sight of my legs…and locked on red heels. I’m not even sure she noticed the purse in my lap right away. She stared…and then the other woman turned and caught sight of me, and then one of the men. The remaining man was still talking with the receptionist. Finally he too turned toward the seats, and I saw him notice everyone looking at something. It didn’t take him long until his gaze turned upon me as well.

	The first woman who had noticed me, headed for a seat along the other wall. The others soon joined her. They all sat down. I could tell where three of them were trying not to look at me, but I couldn’t help but notice how often their heads turned in my direction. But that first woman was still fixated on me. “Lovely shoes,” she said softly to me.

	I nearly wet myself when she spoke to me. Ashley giggled. “Uh…thanks,” I replied.

	“I like your pretty purse too,” the other woman added. Darn. What was this? Now she was getting in on the act too?

	“Uh…thanks.” Had I just said that?

	“Sissy Mike? Table for two?”

	I looked up and saw the receptionist staring right at me. “That’s us,” I replied as I got up.”

	“Of course it’s us,” Ashley added. “Who else would it be?” As we started to follow the receptionist, I noticed Ashley turning towards all the people who had just come in. Did she wink at them? Geez!

	The table she led us to was…tiny. Not a booth, but a table. A table for two set up against a wall. Unfortunately, that wall was only along one side of the table. I would have been much happier with a table where the walls totally surrounded it. Ashley took her seat and hung her bag over the back of her chair. I sat down and set my colourful purse…yes, it was actually Ashley’s colourful purse, but I was just forced to use it once again…on the floor where I was hoping it would help hide my humiliating locked on red shoes.

	“Don’t put your purse down there,” Ashley told me. “Put it over the back of your chair so nobody trips over it.”

	I gave her a dirty look. I had no doubt that she wasn’t the least bit concerned about anyone “tripping over” the thing. I grabbed it and hung it over the back of my chair.

	Ashley giggled again. “It’s so good to be out of that house. And we’re not even working!” That’s not exactly the way I saw it. I opened the menu to look through it.

	“Hey,” Ashley whispered. “Want to try something for fun?”

	Fun? I know for a fact that Ashley’s idea of fun and my thoughts on the subject were two different things. “What?” I asked, already knowing it was going to bring me nothing but embarrassment.

	“We’ll order for each other. You order everything for me to eat, and I’ll order your dinner.

	Drinks too. Everything! And don’t tell me what you want me to eat.” Um…. “Okay,” I said rather hesitantly, just waiting for the catch.

	“Great!” she said. “And don’t ask me what kind of things I like or don’t like, and I won’t ask you either. That way it’ll be a total surprise for both of us.”

	I searched my now partially boggled brain for a problem with that, and I couldn’t see one. I had eaten in this restaurant a number of times now. I knew everything on the menu. And as far as I could remember, there wasn’t anything they had that I didn’t like.

	A waitress suddenly appeared at the side of our little table. “Somebody is setting a new fashion trend tonight,” she said as she looked at me with humour in her eyes.

	“That’s him,” Ashley replied for me. “The crazier it is, the more he likes it.”

	“Well,” the waitress replied. “You’re certainly off to a crazy start tonight. Would you like an appetizer?”

	I looked to Ashley. “Want something?”

	“No! Don’t ask!” She looked a bit miffed as she looked up at the waitress. “No appetizer, but he’ll have coffee to drink now, and then later he wants a big glass of Coke with his meal.”

	I saw the waitresses eyebrows go up as she wrote that down. But now I was beginning to catch on as to how Ashley wanted to play this little game. “And she’ll have a large glass of Coke right now, and please make sure you check to see if she needs any more when our meal comes.” I noticed Ashley positively beaming.

	The waitress left. “Thanks for not ordering me coffee,” Ashley said.

	“What would you have done if I did?”

	“Drink it of course. I’m going to eat and drink anything at all that you order for me tonight.

	And I expect you to do the same.”

	I nodded. The question was, what had she planned on ordering for me for dinner? I went back to studying the menu. Nope. Nope. Nope. So far, not one thing that I wouldn’t enjoy eating. What was Ashley up to?

	“How many times did you get stuck wetting your diaper while you were at work?” Ashley asked me.

	“Twice,” I told her.

	Ashley looked shocked. “That’s all?”

	“That’s all, but trust me, that was two times too many. You have no idea how much I had to fight against it all day long! And then going out for lunch with my friends…it was a nightmare! I didn’t dare drink anything, and eating was nearly as bad. I wound up losing it a little at a time the moment we got up from the table.”

	She giggled. “When was the last time you wet yourself?”

	I rolled my eyes. “This afternoon about four…when your mother phoned me.”

	She laughed again. “Damn. You had it easy. I don’t know how many times I wound up wetting myself yesterday. And it was so much worse because my period was starting.”

	“I wouldn’t call it easy at all. I was fighting with it so much I could barely get any work done.”

	“Yeah,” she said a bit more soberly. “I started out fighting it too. But I have to do so many things that are so critical. I wound up giving up after a while and just wetting myself. It was the only way I could focus on what I had to do.”

	I nodded. “Yeah. I understand. I may have to resort to doing the same thing if we don’t stop this.”

	She smiled. “Don’t count on it, because I have no intention of stopping it for you at all. In fact, I’m loving the fact that you’re stuck in those things so much that I’m still working on making it worse for you.”

	“Please don’t!”

	“Too late,” she laughed. “I’ve already got it planned.”

	I didn’t even want to contemplate that. But something she had said reminded me of something else. “Can I ask you a question?”

	“What?”

	“Well, I don’t have much experience with these things,” I replied. “But…you said your period started yesterday?”

	“Yeah. What of it?”

	“Well, what’s the deal? All of a sudden you seem to be acting…nicer than usual today. I always heard that when a woman is…. Well…they act all moody or bitchy at that time of the month.”

	She stared at me with a surprised look on her face. “If you want, I can certainly do that!” she said with an edge to her voice. But…yesterday you went out of your way to be nice to me by showing up to change me, and then maybe I guess today, knowing you were just as stuck using your diapers at work like I was…I don’t know. I guess I’m just feeling better today. But if you don’t like it….”

	“No! I love it! Don’t change on my account. Like I said, I don’t know anything about women and their periods.”

	She laughed a bit. “Well I’ve got more than enough experience for both of us. Trust me.”

	The waitress was back. She set a mug of steaming hot coffee in front of me and a large glass of Coke in front of Ashley. She dug into her apron and pulled a straw out for Ashley too. She pulled her pad out from her apron. “Are you ready to order?”

	I didn’t know about Ashley, but I replied. “I think so.”

	She turned to Ashley first. “He’ll have the largest size prime rib you have, a loaded baked potato, and a salad with the house dressing.”

	Prime rib. I would have never ordered that for myself here. But it sounded mouth-watering good. And I was sure the house dressing for the salad would be fine, although I usually ordered ranch. “And for the lady,” I said. “She’ll have the Chicken with parmesan cheese, broccoli, and the house dressing on her salad too.”

	The waitress wrote it all down and nodded. “Anything else?”

	I looked to Ashley. She was grinning from ear to ear. She shook her head. “Nothing else,” I told the waitress. She put her pad away and left.

	“Prime rib?” I asked. “I’ve never had it here, but it sounds good.”

	“And you got me chicken with the parmesan cheese. I can’t wait to try it.”

	“You’ve never had it?”

	“No. Why would I? I usually get a burger or something.” My eyebrows went up. What was she up to?

	We talked…nicely…the entire time we waited for our dinners to arrive. And when our dinners came, I was right, the prime rib was mouth-watering. I would have to order it again sometime. And I noticed that Ashley was digging into her chicken with gusto as well.

	“So do you like your new shoes?” Ashley asked as she was stuffing more food in her mouth.

	Did my face turn red? Surprisingly, I had almost forgot about them being on full display under that small table. “Like them? They’re embarrassing!”

	She giggled. “So you love them! I’m so glad. I can’t tell you how surprised I was when I saw them this afternoon. Mom didn’t mention getting them at all.”

	“Well, she had said it was a surprise. I just wish she had surprised me with something a lot less…noticeable.”

	Ashley giggled again. “No you don’t. You love it, and you know it!”

	I glared at her, but refused to answer…on of account of it incriminating me.

	Ashley took a sip of her drink. “I miss seeing my friends,” she said without looking at me.

	“So go see them…or invite them over. You’ve certainly done that before,” I mentioned as my mind went back to the Sunday parties she had held. Actually, they had been Sunday humiliation fests…for me.

	She shook her head. “And have them find out that I’m now just as stuck in diapers as you are? No way! From now on…I’m going to have to be real careful anytime I see them.”

	“You wear them to work, and nobody knows.”

	“I know,” she replied. “And it’s going to have to be something like that. But I don’t dare invite them over too often anymore. And if I do, I’ve got to be real careful that they don’t go back to my room.”

	“Why not?”

	She rolled her eyes. “Did you notice all the diapers on display on those new shelves Mom made you hang in my room? They all know I’m sleeping in that room now. Do you know how embarrassing that would be if anyone happened to stick their head in there and saw them? And mine are pink! There’s no way they wouldn’t know.”

	I nodded. “Yeah. I get it.” I wanted to tell her that I would enjoy watching her get a taste of the humiliation I had to endure, but I said nothing about it. “So what exactly happened that your mother managed to put you under her thumb like she has me?”

	She gave me a dirty look. “Didn’t I tell you not to ask that?”

	I stared at her for a long moment, then shook my head. “I hope it doesn’t snow again,” I said, changing the subject.

	“I don’t know. I think it could be funny dressing you up in something silly while you had to work like that.” She cocked her head as if considering something. “Do you think it would be too cold for you if I dressed you up in one of my bikini bathing suits and your new red shoes and sent you out to shovel the snow that way?”

	I know she was just kidding, but with her, you never really knew. “I think I’d wind up with frost bite.”

	She shrugged. “So maybe I’d let you wear your boots instead.” Her face appeared serious for a moment, then she broke out in giggles.

	When our meal ended, I grabbed the check. “How much is mine?” Ashley asked.

	I looked at her. “Do you still want to contribute the twenty dollars?”

	Instead of answering, she grabbed her bag and dug a twenty dollar bill out of it. “Thanks,” she told me. I never had that for dinner before. It was pretty good.” “You’re welcome,” I replied.

	“What does the prime rib taste like?”

	I was surprised. “Like a tender, juicy, mouth–watering steak. You’ve never had that before either?”

	“Of course not.”

	“I would have been glad to give you a taste of mine if you wanted to try it.”

	She shook her head. “Maybe next time. But next time, we’ve got to order something totally different.”

	She was already looking at the future? What the hell was going on?

	Since I had to pay the bill, I had no choice but to reach around and grab that darn colourful purse hung on the back of my chair. As I did, I realized that somehow, talking with Ashley, I had once again forgotten all about my humiliating shoes being on full view to everyone else. And dare I say it, had I actually enjoyed that dinner with Ashley? Perish the thought! Hating having to do it, I dug my wallet out of my purse. Yes, the waitress giggled a bit when she came to pick the check up with my credit card. A few minutes later, she was back. “That purse goes so well with your shoes,” she said.

	Trust me, that wasn’t how I saw things at all!

	Five minutes later, Ashley and I were out the door and heading towards the car. And yes, my pants were still pulled up over my knees.

	“I’ve got to pee,” Ashley said.

	“Me too, but I’ll wait till we get home.”

	She laughed. “Don’t bother. We’re not going home yet.”

	Surprise! “We’re not?”

	“Nope! We’re going shopping.”

	Shopping! “Where?”

	“Um…I think the mall is going to be our best place to find some.”

	“Some what?”

	“New stockings for you. Mom said there’s a little bit of money left on your credit card that I can use, and after seeing those new shoes, I want to get you some fancy stockings to go with them.”

	Ugh! I had a strong feeling that it was going to be nothing but humiliation…for me. But then, I had been worried about dinner too, and somehow I had gotten through that. Still, shopping was not something I wanted to do.

	I drove us up to the mall. I rarely ever went there, but then I wasn’t a big shopper. Was Ashley? I had no idea. Most likely she was. We got out of the car and again had to listen to the symphonic sounds of my heels on the pavement. Click, click, click click. So…musical. Why couldn’t Ashley have worn some heels too? We could have played a duet as we walked.

	We went in through the doors to one of the major department stores, which led us directly into the women’s department. I had a feeling we weren’t going to be shopping anywhere else in that store. Ashley never even paused as we kept walking. She turned in the direction she wanted to go with no hesitation at all. A few minutes later, we were looking at…stockings.

	Darn! What the hell was up with my stupid chastity device? Once again it had gone into its incredible shrinking act. All I was trying to do was look at the stockings on display…and maybe imagine being forced to wear them. Ugh! I thought again about that. My legs weren’t pretty and feminine. I wore pantyhose all too often and they didn’t do much at all to make my legs look more feminine. Something anyone looking at the bare part of my legs and my red high heels would notice in an instant.

	I was…amazed…to see how many varieties of stockings that store had. Absolutely amazed! So many patterns, and nearly every colour under the rainbow, and I’m sure some colours that had never been part of the rainbow. It wasn’t long though before I realized that Ashley was only looking at one kind of hosiery – thigh highs. The kind that either needed a garter belt, or they stayed up on their own. I had never worn either kind.

	“May I help you?”

	We turned and saw a saleswoman approaching.

	“Just trying to find some decent things for…him.” Ashley replied, glancing at me.

	I stood there and cringed while the woman looked me over – not with amusement, but with disapproval in her eyes. “Are you one of those transgendered people?” she asked.

	“Uh…no,” I admitted.

	“Then why are you wearing heels and…carrying that purse?”

	“Uh….”

	“Sissy Mike!” Ashley interrupted. “You know how to answer that!” Ashley couldn’t be serious, could she?

	“Mike!” Ashley threatened.

	Gulp! I turned to the saleswoman. “It’s because I’m a big sissy and I want everyone to know it.” And then I did a little curtsey.

	I can’t tell you how humiliated I felt doing that, but all it earned me was more of a disapproving look from the saleswoman, and Ashley saying, “I can see we need to go back to working on that again.”

	Trust me, I wasn’t looking forward to that. I expected the saleswoman to throw us out, or at least say something derogatory about me. But instead she said, “Do you want me to open a changing room for him?” That surprised me!

	“No. Not today,” Ashley replied with a big smile on her face. “Maybe next time.” She looked at me. “For sure next time!”

	Gulp again! And knowing Ashley, she really would have me in there trying on women’s clothes!

	I was expecting some big production from Ashley that would make my life more miserable than it was, but instead she held up two flat packages toward the saleswoman and said, “We’ll just take these today.”

	Ten minutes later, I was very glad to have my rolled up pants exposing the bottoms of my legs and those locked on red heels, out of the mall. I didn’t care what kind of stockings Ashley had bought for me. It didn’t matter since any of them would be humiliating.

	“I really need to be changed,” I told Ashley as we walked into the house. “I’m amazed this diaper isn’t leaking already.” Why did Ashley giggle?

	“Go get undressed,” she told me as she took her coat off. “I’ll bring the keys in a minute.”

	Hooray! Fresh diaper coming right up! I hurried off to my room. It took me no time to get my pants and shirt off. Ashley came across the hall from her room a few minutes later with a big diaper in her hands.

	“Uh…should I take my shower now,” I asked, “before you put one of those big things on me?”

	“Nope!” she said, sounding all too proud of herself. “You’re not getting a shower tonight.”

	“But your mother said…”

	“I know what my mother said, but it’s not happening. You can get a shower in the morning like you used to. Now lay down on your bed. I’ll put this on you myself.”

	Okay. I actually preferred my showers I the morning. They helped to wake me up. But the nice thing about taking them at night, meant I could spend as much time on the toilet as I wanted, and then I could do it again in the morning before she put one of those diapers on me. If she was just going to put me in a big diaper right now, then I was going to miss out on some luxury toilet time! It’s strange how your life can turn around so much that you consider the ability to use a toilet as luxurious. But at least I was getting my diaper changed…or so I thought.

	Ashley unlocked me and had me lay down on the bed. She pulled my onesie down to my ankles. She pulled my pantyhose down to my ankles. She pulled those plastic pants down to my ankles. She opened that big diaper and stuffed it under my butt. I was waiting for her to remove my diaper, but instead, she grabbed the scissors and started cutting slits all over the cover of that drenched pink diaper. “No…” “Shut up!” she ordered.

	I had to lay there while she didn’t remove that pink diaper, and just taped the big diaper right over top of it. “There!” she said once it was fastened on me. The plastic pants came back up. The pantyhose came back up. And the onesie came back up. She had me stand, and a moment later, there was no way that onesie was coming off me again until she unlocked the thing. I was stuck once again – in the same damn diaper. Only now that diaper leaking wasn’t my major concern. Not with that big diaper layered over top of the pink one. My major concern was how uncomfortable that pink diaper still was. In fact, it was far worse with that big diaper over top of it. I guess I didn’t really need to walk normally or put my legs together anytime soon. And that was despite the fact that my onesie was now so tight it was pulling the diapers extra hard up against my crotch.

	I had expected Ashley to pull out some of those new stockings she had just bought me, but she made no mention of them at all. Instead, she said, “Why are you wearing diapers?”

	Oh no! Not again. Ugh! “Because I’m a big baby and I want everyone to know it. Curtsey…sigh!

	“Why are you wearing red high heels?”

	Here we go again. “Because I’m a big sissy and I want everyone to know it.” Curtsey…and another silent sigh.

	“You better learn to do that right away, without even thinking about it,” Ashley told me. And then she turned and walked out of the room. I followed her into the living room where she put the TV on. She sat down so I headed for another chair to sit.

	“Why are you wearing pantyhose?” she asked before I could sit down. Ugh!

	It seemed like every ten or fifteen minutes, all evening long, she had me answering one of those two questions, and curtseying of course. At the most unexpected times she’d just suddenly ask. If I was sitting, I had to get up right away so I could curtsey. If I wasn’t sitting, she was demanding no time at all between when she asked the question and when I had to start one of my humiliating answers. It was all very unnerving.

	She finally decided she was ready for her shower and then bed. I unlocked her, even though I didn’t really want to – not after what she had stuck me with. I really only unlocked her because I knew that Joanna would want me to. I also made it a point to mention to Joanna that Ashley didn’t give me any bathroom time.

	Half an hour later, Ashley was again locked up.

	Together we filled all four of the baby bottles we owned. This time, Ashley took two of them to bed with her. I took mine to my room. Then I walked around the house like I always did, making sure everything was secure and all the lights were off. I ended up in my room, where I too went to bed, super thick diapers and all, and put the first of those two bottles to my lips.

	I had been forced to wear a diaper to work that day. The same diaper I was still wearing now…only with another one over top of it. I had been stuck in that same diaper since early that morning. I had managed to wet it only twice while I was at work. I had no idea how many times I had wet it since.

	I had worn the diaper to work, the place that was no longer my safe haven from the humiliation. Just that easily, Ashley had found a way to increase the amount of time I would be stuck wearing them – by a lot. Wearing them, and of course, using them. My time in them was increased. My humiliation was increased. My normal masculine life was now even more of a total sham than it had ever been. All because she had made me wear a simple diaper to work.

	And I would be doing it…for the foreseeable future.

	I wanted so badly to hump my bed like I used to do. But that was now impossible. I sucked on my baby bottle and lamented my entire life.

	 


Chapter 34.

	 

	There is absolutely no doubt at all that wearing one of those pink diapers under my clothes was far more comfortable than wearing one of those big bulky ones. And don’t get me started about how much better one pink one was than having to spend the entire night in the same diaper I had worn all day yesterday, plus one of those big ones layered over top of it. By comparison, the one pink diaper I was wearing was very comfortable. It was comfortable when I arrived at work, but the question was, how long before I would be forced to wet the thing and it would lose some of that comfort? It was only a matter of time. And it was inevitable.

	Strangely, my thoughts turned again to Ashley. She was at work again, and again wearing a diaper. Just like me, this would be her second time wearing a diaper at work as well, something that evidently we were both going to be forced to get used to. The question was, for how long? How long was this strange relationship going to last? I no longer had any idea as to that issue.

	It was late in the morning when my cell phone rang. I had just reached the point where I was trying to figure out if I should fight peeing in my diaper like I had done the day before, or just go ahead and wet it so I could be more comfortable and coherent during lunch. Wetting it I knew was inevitable. I just didn’t want to do it.

	My cell phone briefly saved me from that decision. It was Joanna. No surprise. “Hello?”

	“Hi Mike. I’m at the house now. It’s so strange to get here and find nobody home.”

	“Yeah. I can imagine. Why did you come so early then?”

	“I’ve got a few things I want to do today,” she told me. “Did everything go okay last night?”

	“Uh…I guess so. If you don’t count having those red heels on full display to a whole lot of people.”

	She laughed. “I’m sure you loved it. Ashley said the shoes looked divine on you.”

	I made no reply. I had a different opinion on the matter. Instead, I changed the subject. “Uh…Joanna. Last night, Ashley didn’t let me take a shower or use the toilet. In fact, she kept me in the same diaper I had worn all day and just taped one of those big ones over top of it before I went to bed.”

	I was actually happy to hear the concern in her voice. “Was there any problem from it?” she asked. “Do you think you’ll have any…difficulties today because of it?”

	I thought about it. “No. I should be fine. She gave me plenty of time to use the bathroom this morning when I took my shower, so I’m hoping everything will be fine.”

	“Good!” she replied, sounding relieved. “As long as you get adequate access to the bathroom in the mornings…and there are no other problems…then I have no problem with it at all.” “Uh…you’re sure?” I asked.

	“Mike, I see no problem with it.” Not what I wanted to hear.

	“Anyway Mike,” Joanna continued, “when I talked with Ashley earlier, she said you two ordered each other’s dinners for each other. How did that go?”

	Her question surprised me. “Um…actually, it was quite nice. Although I spent the evening just waiting to find out what kind of cruel thing she was trying to pull on me. But in the end, it just turned out to be a nice dinner.”

	“Good,” Joanna said. “Ashely picked that up from something I told her I had done many times with her father, even back when we were still dating. I was surprised she would want to try it. In fact, I was surprised she would open herself up to try something new. She usually orders the same thing every time she goes to a nice restaurant.”

	“Like a hamburger?”

	“Yeah. Pretty much always. So Mike, thanks for ordering her something…nice…and for being nice to her. You don’t know how much I appreciate it.”

	I had mixed feelings on that matter. But my feelings were a complex issue. “No problem I told her. Despite my…condition, I rather enjoyed the evening…mostly.”

	She laughed. “I’m sure you enjoyed it a lot!” Her voice became more serious. “Mike, I have some shopping I have to do today. But before I go out, is there some way I can send you a file so you can look through it?”

	“A file? What kind of file?”

	“Something I downloaded from the internet. It’s plans for something I want you to build.”

	That certainly peeked my interest. “What is it?” I waited but didn’t get an answer. “Joanna?”

	“Uh…Mike…maybe you better look at it first. Look at it and then we’ll talk later this afternoon so we can discuss it. It’s going to need some…modifying.”

	“Um…okay,” I replied, not as sure of things now. “If I give you my work email address you can send it here.”

	“That would be perfect,” she replied.

	I relayed my work email address and we said goodbye. What the heck kind of plans would she need to download from the internet? I found out five minutes later when an email from her came through. I opened it to see plans for…a baby crib! Uh–oh.

	The thing was actually quite nicely designed, not to mention more elaborate than I expected.

	“Lunch?”

	I looked up to see one of my friends again poking his head into the door like he usually did. I took a deep breath. “Why not,” I replied as I closed the crib plans on my computer. “I’ll be right there. Hold the elevator for me.”

	His head disappeared and I got up from my desk. I went ahead and wet my diaper as I was putting my coat on. I gave myself a quick check to make sure that there were no leaks and I left the office. Was I waddling? Hopefully not. Even wet, those pink diapers were nowhere near as bulky as the other ones were. If I was going to have no choice but to wear diapers every day at work, I figured I had better get used to using them instead of fighting against it so much. It didn’t do any good anyway. I had fought it all day yesterday, and I had gotten little done because of it.

	I just had to make sure nobody noticed. So far, I was sure I wasn’t waddling at all. I hoped.

	––––– o0o –––––

	My cell phone rang again in the middle of the afternoon. Joanna again. Why was it that every time she called I was worried about peeing? “Hello?”

	“Hi Mike. Did you get the plans?” “Oh yeah!” I replied.

	“Do you think you can do it? Do you think you can build it?”

	“I’m sure I can. But…”

	“But what?”

	“I don’t know. A crib? A baby crib?” Trust me. I had no illusions about who would be sleeping in the thing.

	“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Joanna replied.

	“It looks like a nice one. But I mean…a crib?”

	“Mike,” she said. “I have no doubt that you’ve already spent a lot of time imagining yourself sleeping in that thing. You can’t wait to try it out. Am I right?” I thought about that. Yeah, she had a point, but….

	“Mike? I take it that I’m exactly right on the matter?”

	“Um…”

	She giggled at my non–answer. “Don’t bother telling me I’m wrong then. I know I’m right.” Darn the woman!

	“We’ll discuss it more after you get home tonight. Did you bring everything you need for when you change Ashley after work?”

	“Yeah,” I replied. “Do I really have to carry her purse with me again?”

	She laughed. “Mike, if she wants you to carry it, then that’s up to her. You know that. Do you have it with you?”

	“She made sure of it when I took her to work this morning.”

	She laughed again. “Sounds like maybe something you should get used to then.” I didn’t reply…again.

	“See you when you get home tonight,” she told me before she hung up.

	Darn that woman. I hated it when she knew me so well. Of course, I hated myself for every one of those things she knew about me so well. Things about me that I had spent a lifetime trying to hide. Things about me that it now seemed like she was determined to let the entire world know about me. Embarrassing things. Humiliating things. Things I couldn’t imagine living my life without. Why did I have to be this way? As usual, I had no answer to that question.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Click. Oh how I hated that sound. Even more than the click my high heels made when I walked. But this was the clicking sound of a lock closing. Click. Another one. There was now no way the red high heel on my right foot was coming off – until Ashley unlocked them for me. A minute later, my left foot was in the same distressful position. Locked into bright red high heels…for the duration. I locked my male shoes away in that nasty canister and took a picture of it for Joanna. Then I tried to put it all out of my mind, unsuccessfully, as I headed away from work towards the hospital.

	I had gotten through another day of wearing a diaper to work – somehow. I had wound up wetting myself only three times during the day. That was one more time than I had yesterday. I was still fighting it, just not so hard. How many times had Ashley been forced to wet herself? Would she tell me if I asked?

	When I got to the hospital, I texted Ashley that I was there. Then I debated with myself over bringing in the bag of diapering supplies I had for her. On the one hand, it would be something else I would have to carry that I wouldn’t need since most likely I would be changing her in the car. But on the other hand…. I grabbed the bag of supplies, along with that stupid colourful purse, only because I was hoping that the bag would help disguise the fact that I was carrying Ashley’s purse.

	I got out of the car with both bags and put the bag with the diaper supplies on the outside over top of Ashley’s purse. Then I headed for the hospital’s main entrance. Click, click, click. My life was becoming one big series of different clicking sounds. Clicks from my shoes, and clicks from my locks.

	I went inside and found my usual fake tree to hide behind…I mean stand next to. Okay Ashley, I’m here. Please don’t keep me waiting a long time. Please…. My phone dinged that a text message had arrived. Ashley. Five minutes. Darn! I was going to have to wait. So I stood right there where I was, Ashley’s colourful purse mostly hidden by the bag of diaper supplies I was carrying, and my bright red shoes mostly hidden by my pants. Just not nearly enough. In the first minute alone I noticed several people who saw my red shoes. Maybe there was a better tree I could hide behind…like in a deserted forest somewhere. To avoid seeing the people looking at me, I kept my eyes on the floor.

	“Sorry you had to wait.”

	I looked up as Ashley stopped in front of me.

	“Back to the car?” I suggested. She nodded and led the way. I was having trouble keeping up with her in my five inch heels.

	“Which way?” she asked. I pointed and she hurried off, with me trying vainly to keep up.

	A few minutes later, I had her diaper off of her and was fastening her into a fresh one. “That feels so much better!” she sighed as I pulled up her plastic pants. “I could tell I was a mess again.”

	She certainly had been. Much worse than the last time I had changed her at work. How much longer until her period ended? I was guessing by the way her diaper looked, it was in full swing. A minute later, she was locked and pulling her pants up.

	“Now your turn,” she told me.

	“Me? Not again!”

	“Do you have to put up with periods?” she asked me.

	“Uh…no.”

	“Then I think it’s only fair you get to enjoy at least a little something from mine.”

	Enjoy? But a minute later, I was laying in the back seat while she was changing my wet diaper for one that was not only much wetter, but it was also filled with the effluences of her period. Not to mention that it smelled a lot worse than my used one did. Like it or not, her used one was now mine. Ugh! A few moments later, my ears heard that little clicking sound again coming from the back of my neck, and I was stuck. Thoroughly.

	“Bye Mike,” Ashley laughed as she ran off.

	Darn the girl! This time I took the time to finish dressing before I started the car and headed home. My new diaper…Ashley’s old diaper…felt…horrible and uncomfortable. I had no doubt she had been “loading” it just for me all day. Darn the girl! Or did I say that already?

	––––– o0o –––––

	“You look like there’s something wrong,” Joanna greeted me with concern on her face as I walked into the kitchen.

	“Ashley!” I grunted.

	“What’s she done now?”

	“She put her used diaper on me again after I changed her. And it’s…horrible! She not only peed in it all day, but the junk from her period is…a lot!”

	Joanna burst out laughing. “Oh Mike, I’m glad you like it so much.”

	I levelled a dirty look at her. To which she only laughed harder. Darn the girl…darn her mother!

	“Come on Mike,” she said as she headed out of the kitchen. “I’ll put another diaper over it so we don’t have to worry about it leaking.”

	Why was my life full of so many things I didn’t want to hear?

	––––– o0o –––––

	Waddle. … Waddle. … Waddle. I don’t think I’ve ever had such a difficult time just walking before. The reason? Joanna! Okay, not just Joanna, but what she had me dressed in. Since she had told me what she was going to do, I wasn’t surprised when she just layered one of those super thick diapers over top of Ashley’s used diaper that I was wearing. I wasn’t surprised, but I was disappointed. I really wanted a fresh diaper. Stop! No, I never even thought about nice fresh underwear or even nice light comfortable panties. Those things never entered my mind. I guess I had been conditioned that far already that the only thing I thought about was a nice fresh diaper.

	But the diapers were only part of my problem. No, my bra with the breast forms in it wasn’t really that much of a factor. Yes, it was a bother, and yes, I did feel the weight of those birdseed forms pulling with each step that I took, but it really wasn’t a problem. My peasant style blouse with the pretty stitching on it wasn’t a problem either. In fact, none at all. The problem was with everything else I was wearing.

	Those locked on five inch heels absolutely didn’t help the situation one bit. For as much practice as I’d had walking in the high heels, they still made walking a real chore. Combine the heels with way too much diaper padding and I was forced to use far more hip action than I was used to as those super thick diapers kept my crotch stretched wide with each step that I tried to take. BUT…that wasn’t my entire problem. Combine all that with having to wear my long straight skirt, that Joanna had taken the time to “fix” for me so that the kick slit in the back was now permanently sewed shut and even more confining than ever, and I was finding walking to be a nightmare. The diapers were forcing me to keep my legs splayed wide apart as I walked, and that darn skirt was forcing my legs close together so I couldn’t take wide legged steps. It was like too unyielding opposing forces working against each other. Working against…me!

	Every time Joanna watched me trying to walk anywhere, she started giggling. She would! I was just trying to move from point A to point B without falling down. Ugh! And don’t get me started on the joys of sitting down in that messy diaper. Yuck! I was still convinced that Ashley had done something to purposely make the thing far worse for me than it normally would have been. Trust me, every time I sat down, I sat gingerly and slowly. And that’s when the real discomfort started. What the heck had she put into that thing? It was positively slimy! Trust me, I couldn’t wait to take a shower later!

	“So what do you think?” Joanna asked me shortly after dinner as we stood looking at those crib plans spread out on the kitchen table.

	“Yeah,” I replied. “I mean, I can certainly build the thing. And making it bigger to fit a bigger mattress in the guest room shouldn’t be a major problem. I’m just going to need more material.”

	“We can get you that,” she replied. “And how about making it higher as well, so it can serve as a changing table too?”

	I shrugged. “There’s certainly no problem with that.”

	“Good,” she replied. “And you’re sure you have no problem with replacing that little twin-size mattress with a full size one?”

	I shrugged. “When I bought it, I got the cheapest one I could find. In fact, I only bought it because my mother said I needed a guest bed, and then she never even stayed here, she prefers the luxuries of a hotel. And to be honest, if I’m going to be sleeping on the thing, I’d prefer something bigger, even though we’re really only talking about a few inches.” “It’s not just you that sleeps on it, it’s me too,” she said.

	“Yeah, but for how long?”

	She smiled. “Well, at least for the next few weeks until you get the crib built around it. But either way, I think a better mattress would be a good idea.” I nodded. “Yeah. I’ll check around and see what I can find.”

	She shook her head. “Don’t bother. I already looked,” she told me. “While I was out today I stopped at several places. I think they’ve all got sales running. But I found one place where they not only had a good price, but they can deliver it tomorrow. And, they’ll take away your old mattress too.”

	“They will? That would be helpful. Then I don’t have to figure out what to do with the thing.”

	“That’s what I was thinking,” she replied. “So you’re good with this plan?” “Yeah. Why not,” I said.

	“Good,” she replied. “Get your purse and let’s go.”

	I know I didn’t hear her right. “Go?”

	“To the store. To buy the mattress.”

	“Now?”

	“Why not? Ashley’s going to be working late. What else do you have to do?”

	“Um…I mean…can’t I change first? I can’t go like this.”

	She smiled that cruel smile of hers. “I think you can. Or do you want to risk using your safe phrase again? I can guarantee you won’t like what else I come up with for you.” Yes, I came very close to dying, right there, on the spot.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Waddle. … Click. … Waddle. … Click. The sound of my heels on the pavement as I tried to walk from the car towards the store entrance was just as loud as always, but slower than normal because of being unable to walk very well in that tight restricting skirt.

	“Michael, come on. I know you can move faster than that.”

	Waddle. Click. Waddle. Click. I tried to hurry, but trust me, walking was simply difficult. The only thing I was wearing that was any different than what I had on at home, was my winter coat. Oh yeah, and Ashley’s colourful purse. Waddle. Click. Waddle. Click. The only male thing I was wearing, was my winter coat. The rest of me was…okay, embarrassing! And that’s just how I felt – embarrassed. Waddle. Click. Waddle. Click.

	I so did not want to do this. I had no doubt at all that my presence in that store was going to bring everything to a screeching halt. Were there any other customers there? There were several cars in the parking lot, but that didn’t always mean much. But it was a mattress store. How many people would be out looking to buy a mattress? Probably not many – if any. Hopefully, the store would be deserted. Deserted of any salespeople or other workers too. Maybe it would even be closed! But the bright lights coming through the glass front told me otherwise. Waddle. Click. Waddle. Click.

	Oddly, this time Joanna held the door for me. I think she was just trying to hurry things along, something I wanted to do too. The faster we could get this over with, the faster we could go home. I waddled…I mean stepped into the nice warm store. I looked around as I followed Joanna. The only people I could see was one other couple and a salesman talking to them. I did see the woman turn her head to see who had come in. I also saw her cock her head as she looked at the strange sight I was. She shook her head then went back to talking about mattresses with that salesman.

	“Welcome back!”

	I looked up and saw a man walking towards us. His eyes were mostly on Joanna, but I didn’t miss any of the glances that came my way.

	“We came to buy that full size mattress we talked about earlier,” Joanna told him.

	He cast me yet another wondering glance. “Of course,” he replied as he turned and walked towards the back. Joanna and I followed, passing mattress after mattress. He stopped in front of one of them. “This was it,” he said. “Just in a full size instead of this queen size.”

	It looked like any other regular mattress to me. The queen size was the same as my bed…Ashley’s bed at home. Not a fancy expensive mattress, but still a good one.

	“Will this one be okay?” Joanna asked me as she pointed at the price of the full size version.

	Why was she asking me? In the panicked state I was in, I would agree to anything, just to get out of there sooner. “Sure,” I replied. “That’s fine.” “Good,” Joanna said.

	The man shook his head. “This way,” he said. “I’ll write it up.”

	He led us over to his desk and began the long process of buying a mattress and everything involved in having it delivered the next day. The worst part for me was having to dig into Ashley’s purse to find my credit card. But eventually we were done and eventually I was slowly waddling my way back to the car. Whew! I had gotten through it just fine. The professional attitude of the salesman had made things much easier for me, but the best part for me had been the lack of people there.

	Starting tomorrow night, I was going to have a bigger mattress to sleep on. That much was good. The part that wasn’t so good, was that I was now tasked with turning that nice new mattress, into a baby crib…for me. What the heck was wrong with my darn chastity device? It was doing its shrinking act again.

	––––– o0o –––––

	“You’re wearing a skirt?”

	Trust Ashley to state the obvious. With her two friends with her again, I couldn’t answer. I was simply glad that long skirt hid my shaking knees that were threatening to give out on me from the embarrassment.

	“I can’t believe it,” Ashley said as we all turned to head out into the cold.

	Again I said nothing.

	“Why is he walking so funny?” one of her friends asked.

	“Probably because he’s wearing a big fat diaper under that skirt,” Ashley told her. “And most likely, it really needs changing.”

	“Eeewww!” the other girl exclaimed.

	“I’d probably walk funny too if I had that kind of problem,” the first girl added.

	I still said nothing. None of them had any idea at all how bad it was.

	Ashley and I were soon alone in my car. “Mom actually got you to go out wearing a skirt again?”

	“Uh…actually, this is not the first time I’ve been out like this tonight.”

	“It’s not? You went somewhere else? Like that?” I could literally feel my face blushing.

	“Where did you go?”

	“Um…to buy a mattress.”

	“A mattress? For what?”

	“To replace that little twin-size mattress in the guest room now.”

	“That little one in your room? Mom’s going to let you get a bigger one?”

	“Actually, it was her idea.”

	“Huh! Probably because she sleeps there when she’s here.”

	“Um…I don’t think that was her reasoning. And I have a feeling she won’t be sleeping there much longer.”

	“Why not?”

	“Because of something she wants me to build.”

	“Build! What, a new room, just for her?”

	“Um…no. She didn’t mention that, but I wouldn’t put it past her.”

	“Then what?”

	“Um…she sent me some plans for something she wants me to build.”

	“Do I have to throttle you or something to get it out of you? What does she want you to build?”

	“A baby crib…using that mattress.”

	She was silent for several long moments, then she broke out in peals of laughter.

	 


Chapter 35.

	 

	I can’t begin to tell you how strange it still was for me to wake up in bed, and know that I’m not the only one that was sharing that bed. In this case, I was in my old big bed, with Ashley, while Joanna as usual slept in the little bed in the other room. My old bed was just as comfortable as it had always been, but it’s a bit difficult to feel comfortable when you’re locked in horribly thick diapers that are even more horribly used. In my case, I was still wearing Ashley’s messy pink diaper from the day before, with one of the super thick diapers layered over top of it. Y–U–C–K! And of course, thanks to a little tiny lock at the back of the onesie I was wearing, I had no chance to get out of any of it. Thank God Ashley had unlocked those crazy red heels from my feet so I wasn’t bothered by being stuck in those things all night.

	There was however one other thing that I noticed was bothering me now. I had been stuck in those same horrible diapers for so long, that now I was developing diaper rash! And it itched! I could have just screamed! Not that it would do me any good. No doubt both Ashley and Joanna would only laugh.

	Ashley was still sound asleep. She too was stuck in one of those super thick diapers…under her locked on onesie. Not only that, but since she had decided not to let me out of my horrible diaper situation, I didn’t let her out of the pink diaper she had been wearing to work either. I simply layered one of those super thick diapers on top of her soaked diaper as well. And since I held the key to her onesie, I was determined that she wasn’t going to get out of it until she finally unlocked me and let me take a very much needed shower! Maybe it was childish of me to behave that way, but tough! I was mad and I did it!

	Since the sun was up, I slipped out of bed and silently left the room. Our bedroom door had been left open. The door to Joanna’s room across the hall was still closed.

	I made my way to the kitchen where I started things going with the coffee maker. While that was brewing, I opened the blinds to look out the window. Rain clouds. Not unexpected. The weather man had been calling for a lot of rain that day. It looked like we might get it. When the coffee finished, I poured myself a mug. Technically, I wasn’t supposed to be drinking from anything but a baby bottle, but there was nobody else around. I sat with my coffee while looking out at the back yard, and the clouds in the sky. I needed to pee and didn’t bother holding back any longer. Why should I? My diaper was so disgusting that anything more that I put into it wouldn’t matter in the least.

	“Morning.”

	I turned my head and saw Joanna coming into the kitchen. I immediately thought about the mug I was drinking from instead of the baby bottle. I said nothing about it. “Morning,” I replied instead.

	I watched as she poured her own coffee, then carried it over to the table and sat down. “We need to get you some wood to work with today,” she said.

	“Yeah.” I said nothing else. That wood represented a number of mixed feelings. On the one hand, I was looking forward to building something else. And in truth, the baby crib looked, interesting. It would certainly be far more challenging than anything else I had ever built. But on the other hand, not only would I have to go out in public to get that wood, not only would I have to go to the building supply store to get it, the one place where I felt even more embarrassed about my appearance than anywhere else, but all that wood would be for one purpose only – so I could build myself…a baby crib to sleep in. Embarrassing!

	“I think we should try to go as early as possible this morning,” she said. “We need to be here when the new mattress is delivered this afternoon.”

	“Yeah.” Goodness I was in a chatty mood! I went back to drinking my coffee and staring out the window.

	“How would you feel about wearing your little French maid’s dress to buy the wood?” I spit the sip of coffee I had just taken all over the table.

	She laughed. “Just joking.” Yeah right!

	––––– o0o –––––

	What kind of fool am I? The words to that old song kept running through my head. No doubt everyone else who saw me that day would be asking themselves that very same question. I looked over at Ashley, sitting in the back seat of my SUV with me. No doubt she was more than a bit nervous too. But to be fair, she had far less to worry about than I did. Joanna had dressed us again. She had dressed us, and now she was driving us out into public. Again.

	I felt the need to pee. I let it out, barely giving it a thought. I was still wearing the same horrible diapers I had been stuck in all last night. In fact, the pink diaper I had on underneath was still Ashley’s horribly used one from when I had changed her at the hospital the day before. And since I was still stuck in that diaper, I had refused to change Ashley’s for her. I thought that was only fair. Consequently, my outer diaper was now so bloated that I was walking like some strange pathetic TV monster. In fact, because of my diaper rash, I was walking far worse! I really couldn’t imagine why I wasn’t leaking yet. Or maybe I was. Sometimes it’s hard to tell when those plastic pants are stretched over top of the diaper. In this case, stretched was an oversimplification.

	Like it or not, I was again stuck wearing that same long tight skirt I had worn last night, making walking nearly impossible for me. But wait! To be honest, Joanna did offer me the choice to wear pants. I had jumped at that chance, but I soon found out that my diapers were so bloated and thick that every pair of pants I tried to put on wouldn’t go over them. In fact I could barely get the long skirt I was wearing over them. But it was either that, or one of Ashley’s shorter skirts with a stretchy waist. Trust me, I fought to get the longer skirt back on, even though I could now barely walk at all. So I was stuck wearing my long skirt out in public again…along with my red locked on heels…along with my ‘I heart mommy’ onesie…and no surprise, Ashley’s purse.

	Of course, Ashley’s onesie matched mine, making both of us stand out even more. But where I was wearing a skirt, she was wearing a pair of red shorts, and in this case, I had already heard her beg to wear a skirt instead. Joanna wasn’t having it though. So the result was that Ashley’s shorts left nothing at all to the imagination as to the overly thick and used diaper that was under those shorts. Such a pleasant sight for me to see. The big white childish bow Joanna had stuck in the top of her hair wasn’t hurting me in the least either. But where I was stuck in five inch heels, Ashley had nice comfortable sneakers on. I guess I had to be grateful for everything else.

	Oh, there was one other thing we were both stuck with too. Pacifiers! Damn it! And Joanna had made it perfectly clear that neither of us were allowed to even touch them let alone remove them. If we needed to talk we’d have to try to do it with those things still in our mouths, and not touching them at all. And Joanna expected us to go into the stores that way? Into that store that way? Of course she did. Ugh!

	No surprise, we arrived in the parking lot of the store with no problems at all…like maybe some kind of apocalyptic event that would have kept us at home. When we parked, did I want to get out of the car? Absolutely not! Did Ashley want to get out of the car? Trust me, she couldn’t say anything with that plug in her mouth, but I knew for a fact that the only place she wanted to go was home. Did Joanna want us to get out of the car? Need you ask?

	Like it or not, I was forced to open my car door, and slide my itchy backside off of the seat and stand up in those red high heels. Just moving far enough to close the car door was difficult, but I had no choice but to keep going – especially after I heard the car doors locking. Step after difficult waddling step, I slowly made my way towards the back of the car where Joanna and Ashley were waiting for me. With every step, I could feel the bulk of the diapers I was wearing rubbing and irritating the insides of my legs. With every waddling step I took, I could feel the burning itch from the diaper rash inside those bulky diapers. Why were Joanna and Ashley laughing at me? Okay, I understood Joanna, but Ashley wasn’t exactly walking normally either!

	“Hold hands children,” Joanna ordered in an amusing sickly sweet voice. Or should that be a sickly demented voice?

	Ashley grabbed my hand and I did my best to keep up with them all the way into the store. I did my best to ignore all the strange looks I knew we…and especially me…were getting from everyone around us.

	“Michael, are we going to need one of those carts to put the wood on again?” Joanna asked me.

	I didn’t bother replying, especially not with that pacifier in my mouth. I simply led Ashley over to one of the carts, let go of her hand, and started pushing it. In the condition I was in, there was absolutely no way I could hurry, even though I really wanted to run. Run? In that skirt? Don’t make me laugh…which is what I’m sure trying to run in it would be – laughable…and that’s without the massive diapers I was wearing underneath. But I did move in the right direction. Just a lot slower than I would have liked…which I’m sure gave all the rest of the people in the store more than ample opportunity to gawk at me…I mean us.

	Once we got to the nice wood section, I had to dig into my…I mean Ashley’s purse and pull out the list of materials I had created. Um…why didn’t Ashley have to carry a purse? Why just me? I ask you, is that fair?

	One by one, I examined every board I would need and selected the best ones I could find. While I was doing that, Ashley and Joanna really couldn’t do much else but stand back and wait.

	“Ashly, what are you fidgeting about?” I heard Joanna ask at one point. “Stop scratching your backside like that. You know it’s not polite in public. Or have you degenerated that far already that you’ve forgotten?”

	Ashley started to reply, but the pacifier in her mouth was too much of an impediment. Her hand reached for it.

	“Don’t touch!” Joanna ordered sternly.

	Ashley grunted angrily with frustration.

	“Now,” Joanna added. “What were you saying?”

	For a brief moment, Ashley looked at her mother like she was crazy…which I guess was entirely possible. But then Ashley exploded in angry sounds and gestures that left no doubt as to her frustration with…um…a certain rash like condition to her backside as well as…me…the cause of that condition. Despite the lack of intelligible words, I understood perfectly what Ashley was complaining about, especially where it pertained to me.

	She was verbally attacking, and my own itchy burny backside had my frustration with the same issue completely fuelled as well. “Don’t blame me,” I said…or rather I tried to say. What actually came out was fairly unintelligible. “You’re the reason my backside is hurting so much too. If you had let me change when you were supposed to, then I wouldn’t be in this situation…and therefore, neither would you!” I have no doubt at all that the sounds that actually got out of my mouth were nothing but a collection of random noises. Totally useless to most people. But Ashley and I were currently sharing a very frustrating situation, and because of that, I know she got the gist of what I was saying perfectly.

	Ashley, of course, yelled back with more unintelligible sounds that were directed totally at me, and despite her lack of coherent words, I understood perfectly once again.

	So guess what I did. I yelled back with my own incoherent accusations.

	“Children! Stop it!” Joanna’s voice finally lashed. “It’s unbelievable! It seems like the more I treat you two like children, the more you act like children. I’m going to let you two figure this one out for yourselves. But not here. Now behave yourselves. Both of you!”

	Ashley stood there glaring angrily at me. So I glared angrily back. I have no doubt at all that the six other people watching us thought we were from another planet…and just then, another planet seemed like a better place for me to be than in that store!

	“Behave!” Joanna said sternly again. “Michael, are you done yet?”

	I shook my head. “No!” Although that’s not exactly how the word came out of my pacifier filled mouth.

	“Then hurry up!” Joanna ordered.

	I went back to picking out the lumber I would need. Stupid Ashley. More trouble than she was worth. That was for sure!

	One by one, board by board, I continued loading the cart. Most of it was thin light stuff, easy to lift stuff, but not the two plywood panels I needed. They were much bigger and heavier, and no surprise, neither Joanna nor Ashley were inclined to offer me a hand. I grabbed the thin plywood I would need first, the wood that would become part of the head and footboard of the crib. I had to pull it down from the stack it was in and stand it on edge on the floor. But when I bent down to grab it to pull it toward the cart, I think the bending down and the effort of lifting the heavier wood did something to me. And since it had now been so long since I had been allowed to sit on the toilet…well…guess what kind of urges I started feeling. I immediately stopped what I was doing. I know I had a panicked look on my face.

	“Michael. What are you doing? We’re waiting.”

	Okay, now I was starting to worry about a certain other problem. I bent my knees a bit and lifted part of the plywood panel and pulled it over to the cart, putting one edge of the wood up on it. Holding on to the panel, I shifted around to where I could lift the rest of it up there. But in lifting it, I was also putting pressure somewhere else. Somewhere deep inside me. I stopped again, trying to not do what I was all too afraid might be inevitable.

	“Michael?” Joanna’s voice came again.

	I somehow managed to finish getting that piece onto the cart. Then I went for the bigger and heavier plywood. The part that would support the mattress. I managed to get it down on edge to the floor like the last one, but the moment I bent my knees to try to pick it up and move it…that was it. The end! There was suddenly no stopping it. And trust me, stopping it was something I would have loved to do. I froze right there, knees bent, horror the only emotion in my body, as I helplessly felt what I didn’t want coming out of me…coming out of me into that already overly messy diaper.

	“Michael. What’s wrong? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

	I somehow managed to turn my head toward her. It was still coming out of me, and the horror of it was still to apparent.

	“Michael. I asked you a question. What’s wrong? Did you hurt yourself?”

	Still bent at the knees, I somehow managed to shake my head. Since I couldn’t talk, I pointed at my backside.

	“What?” Joanna asked. “What’s the problem?”

	I suddenly heard Ashley laughing her head off. She hurried around behind me as I tried to stand up. I felt her patting my diapered butt. Not what I wanted to feel just then, trust me. “Michael Hammond!” Joanna said sternly. “Did you just mess your diaper?”

	What choice did I have? I nodded. I felt tears coming to my eyes. I felt like a two year old.

	“Oh my God!” Joanna exclaimed, totally exasperated. “Well we didn’t bring anything to change you with here, so you’re stuck with it until we get home. Now finish getting what you need so we can get out of here.”

	Once again I heard Ashley’s hysteric pacifier filtered laugh. Then, just as abruptly as her laugh had started, it suddenly ended. I once again started putting the last piece of plywood onto the cart, only now I was more than aware of the mess in the back of my diapers. Y…U…C…K!

	“Ashley?”

	I got the one end of the plywood in place on the cart.

	“Ashley dear? What’s wrong?”

	I turned to look at Ashley. There was a look of horror on her face as well.

	“Ashley! What’s the matter?”

	Suddenly, I noticed Ashley’s eyes tearing up. Right then and there, she started crying in the store.

	“Ashley! What’s…” Joanna stared for a moment. I suddenly saw her jaw drop. “Did you just mess in your diaper too?”

	I saw Ashley’s tear filled face nod up and down. I couldn’t believe it. First I had the problem, then she started laughing, and suddenly she was stuck with the same situation I was in. I just stared at her with disbelief as the tears streamed down her face.

	“I swear!” Joanna’s exasperated voice seemed to curse. “The two of you really are a pair!”

	With Ashley so upset and crying, I propped the plywood up where it wouldn’t fall, then I went over to her and hugged her. Don’t ask me why I did it. I didn’t know myself. Maybe it was because she was crying and I felt it was the right thing to do. And her mother certainly didn’t seem in the mood to offer her any kind of comfort. No comfort for me either.

	“Michael,” Joanna’s voice finally came again. “Please finish up so we can get out of here. Or would you prefer to take your time and maybe we can stop at the park on the way home and let the two of you play for a while with the rest of the little kids?”

	I looked at Ashley’s face as I rolled my eyes, then I went back to loading that last piece of plywood.

	Pushing that cart in five inch heels, a diaper that had to be ready to explode, and a long skirt that was tight enough under the best of conditions to just walk in, was close to an exercise in futility. But slowly and surely I managed it, all the way up to the front of the store where we had to stand on full display as we stood in line with a number of other people. Finally, under the questioning looks from the woman ringing up the sale, Joanna paid for all the wood and I got the “privilege” of pushing that heavy cart outside and all the way to the car, where I had to unload it. Fortunately, both Joanna and Ashley helped me get the plywood on top of the car. I couldn’t have done that part alone. Especially not the way I was dressed.

	A little while later, I got the extreme “pleasure” of getting to sit down in the car…in that messy diaper, and riding home that way. Shortly after pulling out of the parking lot, I felt Ashley’s hand grabbing mine. We held hands in the back seat all the way home.

	Joanna pulled the car into the garage and turned the engine off. “You two,” she said somewhat sternly. “Both of you. Get undressed and into the showers right away. Leave this stuff in the car for now. And from now on, no more denying the other the right to not use the bathroom when you’re supposed to! Got that? Now get! The two of you! I swear, sometimes you both act more like two-year-olds.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Cleeeean! Clean, clean, cleeeean! Oh it felt so good. Especially on my rash covered backside. I hung up my towel, and totally naked except for my chastity device, left the bathroom, heading for my bedroom.

	“Michael. In here.”

	I turned and saw Joanna sitting on the bed in the master bedroom. When I walked in, I saw that she had spread towels out all along the side of the bed. There were two big diapers laid out, ready and waiting on the towels. Joanna pointed towards the one on the left and I gingerly sat my rash covered backside on it. I could hear the shower water running in the master bathroom. Suddenly, the shower went off. I was guessing that Ashley would be out of there soon.

	“Roll over, Michael,” Joanna told me. “Let me put some of this diaper rash ointment on your backside.”

	I gladly rolled over. The cold touch of the ointment was a bit of a shock, but it didn’t last long, and because of my rash, that greasy ointment was very welcome.

	“Okay,” she said, “Roll over again, and try not to get any on the towels.”

	I rolled back over, trying to centre my butt on the diaper where I knew it needed to be. I expected her to diaper me just then, but she didn’t. She sat on the side of the bed instead. I reached for the diaper to pull it up between my legs and diaper myself.

	“Don’t!” Joanna told me quickly. “Ash will be out in a few minutes. We’ll wait for her.” Okay. I let go of the diaper and sat up.

	“When we’re done here,” Joanna told me, “you can put your work clothes on and get all that stuff out of the car. Then after lunch, you can work on the crib for a little while until I call you.”

	I said nothing. I was looking forward to the new woodworking project…and I wasn’t. I mean…a crib? A baby crib? For me? Yeah. Who would have ever thought?

	A few minutes later, Ashley came out, her long freshly combed hair obviously still wet.

	“Lay down on your stomach here dear,” Joanna told her. “Let me put some of this rash ointment on your backside for you.”

	I saw Ashley looking at me. I noticed her taking particular notice of the fact that I was sitting on a waiting diaper, but that it hadn’t been put on me yet. With a last glance at me, she laid on the bed next to me.

	Joanna quickly and efficiently coated her rash covered backside with the ointment. “You’re lucky Ash,” she said. “Your rash isn’t nearly as bad as his.” “Good!” Ashley proclaimed rather nastily.

	A minute later, she was sitting on top of her diaper just like I was. Joanna opened a drawer and pulled out some rope.

	“Mom?” Ashley said, immediately sounding frightened.

	“Relax Ashley,” Joanna told her as she approached with the rope.

	“Mom?” Ashley said more urgently. I saw her shaking her head. “Don’t!” Her hands went behind her back where Joanna couldn’t reach them.

	“Ashley…” Joanna said. “Relax. Relax and breathe. I’m not going to hurt you.”

	“But Mom…”

	“Ashley. What did I ask you to do?”

	Joanna had wanted her to do something? And it sounded like whatever it was, Ashley hadn’t done it.

	“Ashley…” Joanna said again. “What did I ask? What did we discuss?”

	“But Mom…”

	Joanna shook her head and pulled out a short length of rope from the pile she had in her hands. “Ashley. Trust me dear. Please just trust me. We talked about you trying to do that just a little while ago. You know I’m not going to hurt you, so please Ash, just trust me.”

	Joanna looked at me, then grabbed my left hand. A moment later, I watched with growing fear as she tied the end of the rope around that wrist. She looked at Ashley. “Ashley. Give me your wrist.”

	Ashley shook her head. Her hands were still firmly behind her back.

	“Ashley….” Joanna stared at her patiently, waiting. “We’re going to do this one way or another Ash,” she said. “One way or another. Just trust me. Trust me. You know I won’t hurt you.”

	There was a staring contest between the two of them for a moment.

	“Ash…we talked about this.”

	Slowly. Very slowly, Ashley brought her right hand out from behind her back.

	“Trust me dear. Please just trust me.”

	Joanna was being patient, but stern. She finally took Ashley’s hand and brought it over next to mine. I saw her drape the rope over top of Ashley’s wrist and just leave it there for a moment. I also saw Ashley flinch and try to pull her hand away, but Joanna was holding it steady. It was only a moment before Ashley stopped struggling. Suddenly, Joanna started wrapping that rope around her wrist and mine, binding us together. “There,” Joanna said. “Now that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

	Ashley suddenly pulled hard, but she was now tethered to me. I noticed the look of anger on Ashley’s face. Or was that fear? But she said nothing. I twisted my hand around and grabbed hers…for comfort or support…or both maybe?

	“Now Ash, give me your other hand. Trust me dear. Just give me your hand.” The two of them stared at each other. “Trust me Ash. We talked about this. You know I’m not going to hurt you, but you need to trust me.”

	Ashley’s distrustful eyes never once left her mother’s, even as she slowly pulled her other arm out from behind her. Slowly, and gently, I saw Joanna take Ashley’s other hand, and just hold it for moment…while the two of them continued to stare at each other. Slowly, Joanna pulled her other hand over to our joined hands…and then quickly tied it in place. I couldn’t miss Ashley suddenly trying to pull away again. I couldn’t miss the sound of distress that escaped her lips. I also couldn’t miss the soft sound of the sob that left her mouth.

	“Trust me dear,” Joanna breathed softly. “Relax…and trust me.”

	Why was Joanna doing this to her? She knew how much this kind of thing bothered Ashley. She knew how panicked Ash got over it? Why was she doing it? But even as I wondered that, Joanna grabbed my other wrist and tied it to the collection of wrists now between us.

	Once that was done, Joanna seemed to breathe a sigh of relief. “Trust me Ashley,” she said yet again. “That’s all this is, is an exercise in trust. Nothing more. I’m right here, and I’m not going anywhere. And neither is Michael. We’re both here for you, but you’ve got to relax and trust me. Okay? Ashley?”

	There was no answer of any kind from Ashley, only the frightened look in her eyes. I squeezed her hand for comfort…no response.

	Joanna finally nodded. “Lay back, both of you. Lay back and relax.”

	I started to lay back, but tied now to Ashley, it meant we both had to go at the same time. I tugged, and she finally laid back on the bed next to me.

	“Good,” Joanna said softly. “Now your arms are linked together. Can you hold them straight up in the air together?”

	It took a moment, but with just a slight tug from me, Ashley finally relented and we both held our bound arms up together.

	“Good,” Joanna said. “Now bring them back down again.” This time Ashley needed no prompting from me.

	“Good,” Joanna said softly. “Now bring them up over your heads.”

	It only took a moment this time, and no actual prompting from me, but we both brought our arms over our heads.

	“All the way,” Joanna said. “Just let them relax on the bed above you.”

	I’m not sure relax was the right word, especially since our arms were linked together. But still holding onto Ashley’s hand, I tried to relax my arms somewhat. I don’t know if Ashley did or not.

	“Good,” Joanna said. “Just keep them there like that for a minute, and try to relax. Breathe Ashley. Try to breathe easy.”

	I heard Ashley take a deep breath, then let it out slowly. I laid there listening, but I didn’t hear anything else from her.

	“Good,” Joanna finally said. “Bring your arms forward now.” We did, and got a big surprise when Joanna leaned over and started untying us. “You did real good Ash. Real good. You too Michael. We’ll try this again before I go home tonight so just remember, this is an exercise in trust, nothing more. Okay?”

	Our arms were suddenly separated and I heard Ashley breathe a sigh of relief. A moment later, Joanna removed the last of the ropes on my wrists.

	“Just lay there lie that you two,” she told us. “Relax. I’ll be right back.”

	Joanna went into the bathroom and I turned to Ashley. “You alright?”

	She looked over at me. I could see the disturbed look still on her face. “Don’t ask.” Joanna was back only moments later. “See what I’ve got?” she said.

	I looked up and saw her holding a couple of towels, shaving cream, and a razor. Ugh!

	“Now relax and just lay there, both of you,” she ordered. “This is part two of our trusting exercise.”

	Part two?

	She walked around to the other side of the bed behind us. “Now just lay there quietly and don’t move,” she said.

	My sight was suddenly blocked as she laid a folded towel over top of my eyes. “Huh?” I suddenly couldn’t see.

	“Quiet Michael,” she chastised. “Just lay there quietly. You saw what I did Ash,” she continued. You can see that it’s just a towel draped over his head. So lay still, and here’s yours.”

	I heard a brief sound of distress and felt some movement from Ashley. “Ash! Lay still.” The movement ceased, but there was another sound of distress. “Relax Ash. Just relax and try to breathe. Now both of you, bring your arms up over your heads again.”

	Like it or not I raised my arms over my head, which now held that towel over my eyes more firmly to my face.

	“Ash…” I heard Joanna say.

	There was movement, I was guessing that Ashley had finally done the same.

	“Good. Both of you. Now just keep your hands out of the way like that. Michael, I’m sure you know what’s coming next.”

	Yeah, I did know. I knew the moment I saw the razor.

	“Let’s just get this chastity device off of you for a few minutes.”

	I couldn’t see, but I could certainly feel her manipulating things down there. At one point when she was trying to pull the ring off from behind my balls, I grunted a bit at some pain. Surprisingly, Ashley’s hand suddenly found mine. I squeezed her hand in thanks. The two of us laid there holding hands, silently, blindly, while Joanna shaved me bare. I felt her wiping me up, then applying some baby lotion. Immediately afterward, the penis trap went back on again and I was right back the way I was before. The entire process had been all too quick. My penis had been free to feel the air for such a short brief time. Why couldn’t it have taken longer? Why couldn’t she have done so much more with my penis while it was free? A pipe dream, I know, but it’s what I wanted.

	“Okay Ash. Now it’s your turn.”

	Ashley suddenly jerked, “No!” I felt her trying to pull her hand away from mine. But I held on which prevented her from sitting up like I knew she was trying to do.

	“Don’t Ashley!” Joanna ordered. “Just lay there. You know I’m not going to hurt you. All I’m going to do is shave you.”

	I felt Ashley laying still again. I heard a soft sob from her again. I squeezed her hand. It was the only comfort I could offer her.

	“You know perfectly well that since I’m keeping you in diapers like you do Michael, that this is far better for hygienic purposes,” Joanna said. “You know that! That and…well, quite frankly, like I said earlier, the both of you sometimes act more like two year olds than adults. So get used to this Ash.”

	A few minutes later, I heard Joanna say, “There.” I could hear her doing something, but I couldn’t tell what. A minute later though, I felt her pulling my diaper up and fastening it firmly.

	“All done,” Joanna suddenly said. “You can get up now.”

	I started to get up, but Ashley was still holding my hand up above our heads. It was a minute before she allowed me to pull my arms forward so I could sit up. And she was still holding my hand. The towels fell away from our faces. I looked over at her. She had obviously been crying. She only looked down and never once at me.

	“Michael, please get dressed now and start moving all that wood. Ash, find something to wear too. Then I want you to pull the bedding off the other bed so it will be ready for them to take away when they come.”

	Ashley got up from the bed. She was looking down at the floor and nowhere else. Was that shame on her face? It was hard to tell. I went to the other room to dress…far more normally than I had in a while now. Not even a locked on onesie this time. My nice comfortable, well– used working clothes, and my high heeled boots. It was the best I could do. I soon added my winter coat. There was work to be done…work with wood. A new project awaited. And despite what it was and what it would be used for. I was actually looking forward to it.

	––––– o0o –––––

	It was mid-afternoon when I heard Joanna calling me. She had called me in earlier for a quick lunch, then sent me out to the workshop again. I hadn’t accomplished much other than to organize things the way I wanted them, but I had started cutting a few boards to length.

	“The new mattress is here,” Joanna told me.

	I was surprised. They hadn’t even called me in. I went into the little bedroom to look. Yes. There was a new mattress there. Slightly bigger than the last one. And it was just lying on the floor. No box spring, not even a metal bed frame to hold it up. But then, I was building the bed that would support the thing.

	In truth, I was actually glad that Joanna hadn’t called me in when the men had come to deliver the thing and take the old one away. For once, she had purposely kept me away from that bit of humiliation. Why? Hey! Don’t get the idea that I wasn’t grateful. I was very grateful. Just surprised.

	“Michael, get undressed,” Joanna said. “We still have to do our grocery shopping this afternoon.

	Grocery shopping again! My weekly humiliation. What am I talking about, every minute of my life was humiliation now.

	My chastity device (of course). My bra with the falsies. No onesie again – surprisingly. My peasant blouse. My long impossible to walk in skirt. My red high heels, locked of course. And Ashley’s purse. What ever happened to our agreement where the only “odd” thing I had to wear was heels? Once again that old song, ‘What Kind of Fool Am I’ rang through my head, and we hadn’t even left the house.

	“Ashley stand right here next to him,” Joanna ordered as she pulled her daughter to stand on my right side.

	Ashley was dressed in a cute t–shirt and those red shorts again that left nothing to the imagination as to how fat that diaper she was wearing was. And where I had high heels on my feet, she was wearing sneakers. And once again Joanna had put that big white bow on the top of her head.

	“Hold hands,” Joanna ordered.

	Before I could reach for her hand, Ashley was already searching for mine.

	“Good,” Joanna said. “Now hold still.” She walked around behind us, and I heard an odd sound. She grabbed our clasped hands and pulled them back behind us a bit, and started wrapping something around our hands, fastening them together so we couldn’t let go of each other. She let go. Ashley and I both quickly brought those hands up where we could see. Tape. Simple clear plastic tape. Tape that wasn’t really obvious unless you looked hard to see it. Joanna was making sure that we weren’t going to let go of each other.

	Joanna came around in front of us, for one last final piece. She shoved a pacifier into each of our mouths.

	“I hope you both know what those pacifiers mean,” Joanna said. “Don’t touch! They stay there until I take them out!”

	Now out to the car, both of you.

	Ashley started making some sounds like she was asking a question.

	“No,” Joanna replied. “No coats. You won’t be out in the cold that long. And it’s not that cold today anyway. Just get in the car like that. And yes Ashley. You have to.” Ugh!

	Other people went to the movies. Other people went to concerts. Other people went to bars. Other people went all kinds of places for outings. Ashley and I went to the home improvement store, and to the grocery store. And they were both always full of people. People who would all see what utter idiots we both were. Maybe idiot isn’t a strong enough term. We were far worse than that, especially me.

	Ashley and I, of course linked together and unable to let go of each other, had to grab a grocery cart together. I stuck my…Ashley’s purse into the basket, and the two of us had to push the thing through the store following Joanna. Yes, I noticed every single person who looked at me…us. Yes, I felt totally like a fool. And no, I will not admit that it turned me on in the least. Ashley, well, as far as I could tell, she was still looking mostly at the floor and nothing else.

	In that long hobble skirt I was wearing, I had to take about two quick steps for every step that Ashley took. Fortunately, Joanna wasn’t exactly moving very fast. Or maybe unfortunately, because it meant that I…we…would be out in public like that so much longer.

	We were on about the third aisle when Joanna turned to us. “Have either of you children wet your diapers here in the store yet?”

	Ashley immediately looked up and said…something. I had a pretty good idea of what it was because I felt the same way.

	Joanna smiled. “You wanted Michael here to do that,” she told Ashley. “So why shouldn’t I give you the chance to experience the kind of pleasure he had?” She looked at me. “And don’t think you’re getting out of this either. I want both of you to let me know before you have to pee!” She reached into her purse and pulled out her phone. “I want pictures of each of you wetting yourself here in the store – before we go home! And trust me, we’re not leaving here until I get those pictures.”

	Trust me, the glare of hatred that Ashley was levelling at her was awesome!

	Joanna just smiled. “Don’t forget. Let me know. Like I said, no wetting pictures from each of you, no getting out of here to go home.”

	“Uuuuuhhh!” Ashley growled angrily through her pacifier.

	Joanna just smiled and turned away to continue shopping.

	I’m not sure if Ashley noticed, but I did. Some of the things Joanna was throwing into the cart weren’t the normal things she usually bought. She didn’t usually buy things like boxed fruit juices or individual sized servings of mac and cheese. And many of the things I saw had packaging that looked like it was designed for kids.

	“Do either of you need to wet yet?” Joanna asked us two aisles later.

	I said nothing. Ashley levelled her another of her “pleasant” non–smiles.

	“Don’t forget,” Joanna reminded us before she went back to her shopping. I heard a small grunt from Ashley.

	In the aisle of feminine things, Joanna selected two more packages of pantyhose. She looked at me with a smile on her face as she threw them into the cart, letting me know they were for me. She occasionally bought me pantyhose on our shopping trip, but Ashley wasn’t usually there.

	And then, of course, we got to the baby aisle. Joanna once again started looking at everything much more closely. Another bottle of baby lotion wound up in the cart. Another bottle of baby powder did too.

	“Anybody need to pee yet?” Joanna asked, her voice slightly louder than normal. I know my face turned red when she said it. How many people heard her? “This would be the perfect place,” Joanna added. She looked at each of us. “There’s not much store left after this. Remember what I said, we’re not leaving until I get my pictures.” She looked at Ashley, are you ready yet dear?”

	Ashley rather vehemently shook her head and said no, even though the no didn’t exactly come out clearly.

	“Michael?”

	Joanna was right, there wasn’t much of the store left, and I did want to get home as soon as possible. Wetting myself had become all too easy. Red–faced, I nodded.

	“Very good. Come out from behind that cart children,” Joanna said as she fished her phone out of her purse again. I had to shove at Ashley a bit to move her away from the cart. I could tell she wasn’t exactly pleased. We both stood there in the middle of the aisle while Joanna aimed her camera at us. I could see all the other shoppers further up the aisle looking at us. How many were behind us? “Okay Michael, I’m waiting.”

	Ugh! I searched those feelings in my body, and all too easily let go. My knees dipped a tiny bit as I let it out. I know my face turned even redder as I stared embarrassedly down at the floor. When I was done, I quickly looked up at her to let her know I was finished.

	“Very good Michael,” she said. She turned to Ashley. “Are you sure you’re not ready yet?

	Get this over with?”

	Ashely rather vehemently shook her head.

	Joanna shook her head too. “Suit yourself,” she said. She turned and went back to her shopping and Ashley and I hid behind the grocery cart again…I mean we went back to pushing it again.

	Joanna stopped at the baby food jars and threw in about a dozen more. Why? She had bought a bunch last week and they were still sitting on the shelf. But the jars went in and Ashley and I couldn’t say anything at all about it.

	A little while later, we finished the last aisle. Joanna turned to Ashley. “Are you ready to wet yourself yet dear?”

	Ashley again shook her head rather angrily.

	Joanna shrugged. “Suit yourself. Come along children.” Instead of heading to the checkout, she walked the entire length of the store and we found ourselves starting all over again. Only this time, our grocery cart was already fully loaded. Joanna slowly wandered up the aisles, looking at everything once again. She threw in one or two more things, but not very many. What seemed like a very long time later, we got to the baby aisle again. “Are you ready yet Ashley?” Joanna asked.

	Once again Ashley determinedly shook her head. Joanna shrugged and kept shopping, still looking at everything, but adding very little to the now overly full shopping cart. We got to the last aisle and Joanna turned again. “Ashley?”

	Once again Ashley refused. Joanna just smiled and led us both all the way to the other side of the store again where she stared her shopping excursion all over. “We’ll stay here all day, and all night if we have to,” Joanna mentioned casually. “But you’re not getting out of this Ashley, no matter how much you try.”

	I heard some very angry mumbling from Ashley. I’m sure that if Joanna could have heard those words clearly, they would have resulted in some kind of nasty punishment once we got home.

	Two aisles later, Ashley said something fairly loudly. Joanna turned back to see what she wanted. Ashley hung her head and said she would wet herself. At least, I’m pretty sure she said that.

	“Very good dear,” Joanna said with a smile. She fished her camera out of her purse again. “Move away from the cart where I can get a good picture of you dear,” Joanna ordered.

	I had to push Ashley to get her going, but we were soon totally exposed in the middle of the aisle again. Ashley was looking nowhere but at the floor. I heard her let out a longer grunt of frustration and I knew she was wetting her diaper right there. She stood there unmoving for a very long time, just looking ashamedly down at the floor. I looked up at Joanna and saw that she had already put her camera away.

	“Okay children,” she said, “let’s head for the checkout.”

	Finally! It was the longest grocery shopping trip of my life. And I had been forced to do it while dressed entirely in women’s clothes! Plus a stupid pacifier in my mouth.

	Let me tell you, being linked to Ashley and being unable to let go of her hand made unloading the cart fairly difficult. Not only were we both overly clumsy about it, but there wasn’t much room for the both of us to stand there doing it. And when it came time to pay, just getting my wallet out of the purse was difficult. But that was nothing compared to trying to get my credit card out of my wallet. After I had paid, I simply threw them both back into the purse.

	Loading the groceries into the car was another difficult exercise with our linked hands, but eventually, Ashley and I were seated next to each other in the back seat of the car again and we were on our way home…where the two of us, our hands still taped together so we couldn’t stop holding hands, had to put all the groceries away. It wasn’t until we were finished that Joanna finally pulled the tape away and we were able to let go of each other.

	“Michael, if you want, you can change again and go back out to your workshop – if you want. Ashley, you can stay dressed like you are. Watch TV, read, I don’t care.”

	I gladly changed back into my “work” clothes. For one thing, it meant that I could walk again. And trust me, I didn’t put that dumb pacifier back into my mouth.

	––––– o0o –––––

	I was out in my shop, measuring a board to cut it, when the door opened and Ashley walked in. “Hey,” I said before finishing drawing my line. I looked back at her. “Do I need to stop?”

	“No,” she replied. “I just wanted to see what you were doing.”

	I nodded and went back to my work while she sat herself on the stool to watch. I cut my board to length. She said nothing. I figured if she wanted to talk, she would say whatever was on her mind when she was ready. I kept working. I was quite surprised when after quite a while, she had still said nothing. She had only sat and watched me.

	The door opened again. Joanna poked her head in. “Dinner time kids. Time to put your toys away.”

	“I’ll be right there,” I replied. I started my saw, cut the board, stopped the saw and piled my pieces where I wanted them. Ashley was standing by the door waiting for me. I expected her to say something, but she didn’t she walked out with me and waited while I closed and locked up my shop. Even heading into the house she remained silent.

	Inside, Joanna had Ashley remove her shoes and shorts, and then she had me remove my boots and pants, leaving both of us with bare feet, bare legs, and our diapers fully exposed. Then she had us hold hands again, and again wrapped the tape around them so we couldn’t let go of each other. We had to eat dinner like that. I wet myself while we were eating, not bothering at all to hold it once I realized I needed to go. Trust me, picking up the baby bottle to drink some milk shortly after I had wet myself didn’t exactly help my ego.

	Joanna kept Ashley and me still linked together after dinner as we were both tasked with cleaning up the kitchen. Trust me, the process took more than twice as long!

	Towards the end, while we were still finishing cleaning up, Joanna came back into the kitchen to sit and watch us. The moment we were done, she took us both back to the master bedroom again where we saw the towels lining the top of the bed again.

	“Sit!” Joanna ordered. “We’re going to do some more trusting exercises before I get out of here and go home. And Ashley, I’m not leaving until we do this, so I suggest you decide real quick to just trust me and let me do it.”

	I felt Ashley squeezing my hand, hard! I could literally feel the anger boiling off of her.

	Joanna brought out the rope again. Since our hands were still taped together, Ashley had little choice when Joanna tied our wrists together. She did try to pull her hand away, but since that tape was in place, were soon even more firmly linked.

	“Now your other arm Ash,” Joanna said. Ashley was glaring angrily at her mother, but Joanna was waiting patiently. Eventually, Ashley gave in and brought her arm all the way over. Joanna tied it in place. My other wrist soon followed and our arms were linked like they were before.

	Joanna went back to the dresser, and pulled out two scarves. When she headed for us, Ashley shook her head vehemently. “No!” she shouted. “Don’t do that!”

	“Hush Ash!” Joanna told her. “You know I’m not going to hurt you. This is just part of the exercise. Just like earlier.”

	I could see Ashley glaring angrily at her mother, but I couldn’t see it for long as Joanna tied one of those scarves around my head first, blinding me.

	“No!” I heard Ashely exclaim. Then I felt her wiggling, trying to move away. A moment later, Ashley was sobbing. I squeezed her hand.

	“Now lay back on the bed again children,” Joanna ordered kindly. 

	After a moment, I started to lay back, but Ashley was still sitting there. I pulled, and eventually Ashley came with me.

	“Just relax Ashley and this will soon be all over.”

	I don’t think Ashley relaxed much, she was still crying a little, but she wasn’t protesting either.

	“Arms straight up in the air again,” Joanna told us.

	I literally pulled Ashley’s arms up along with me as I raised my arms up in the air.

	“Arms down again,” Joanna said.

	This time, Ashley pulled our arms back down.

	“Arms over your heads,” Joanna said next.

	This time, Ashley moved her arms as soon as I started lifting mine. Joanna kept us there like that for a few moments before letting us bring our hands back down again. Then she had us bring our hands up over our heads the same way again and keep them there. A moment later, I felt something going on with Ashley next to me. And then I felt Joanna removing my diaper. Oh, she was changing us. Except she wasn’t.

	“Sit up now children,” Joanna ordered.

	It took us a moment, but Ashley came with me when I sat up, blindly, on the side of the bed again.

	“Good,” Joanna crooned. “Now Ashley, stay right there, but Michael, I want you to get off the bed and kneel in front of Ashley.”

	Do what? But I did as asked, our arms and wrists twisting a bit, but I was soon kneeling in front of her.

	“Ashley, open your legs.”

	“Momma!”

	“Ashley! Trust me! Open your legs!”

	“Momma, no…”

	“Ash! Do it! We’re not getting out of here until I’m done!”

	I could see nothing but a few moments later, I felt Ashley’s legs moving.

	“Wider dear. All the way.”

	“Momma….”

	“Ashley…..”

	I’m guessing her legs opened wider. “Now Michael, move closer to her.” I scooted myself forward.

	“Now bend your head down.”

	I was pretty sure what was going to come next. And trust me, I was really surprised by it.

	“Momma? What are you doing?”

	“Now Michael,” Joanna said, take a deep breath and blow. Softly and gently, but just blow.”

	Okay. I did just that. Our linked arms told me that Ashley was feeling it. The small noise of surprise Ashley made told me the same thing.

	“Do it again Michael.”

	So I did it again, then a third time.

	“Good Michael. Now you’ve done this for me before. This time it’s Ashley’s turn. I have no doubt you know what to do from here, so get to it.” “Momma?” Ashley said yet again.

	And then my head went fully down on her. It took me a moment to find the right place, but her freshly shaven clit wasn’t difficult to find. As my tongue started going to work on her, her legs tried to close, but they were stopped by my head and shoulders in the way.

	“Momma….” Ashley exclaimed again, trying to fight away from me. But linked the way we were, she couldn’t go anywhere.

	Surprisingly, Joanna didn’t say anything. Me, I just kept at the task I had been given. It took a little bit, but eventually I felt her legs pressing against me, then opening wider. Pressing against me, then opening again. I could also tell by how wet she now was that she was really starting to feel it. She started making some strange noises, then more. And she suddenly started going crazy against my head, squirming around, trying to get closer to me, her legs going crazy against me. And then it ended and I could hear her breathing heavily, while my tongue continued inside of her.

	“Slowly now Michael,” Joanna told me.

	I slowed what I had been doing – gladly. My tongue was getting really tired.

	“Now start blowing on her again,” Joanna suggested.

	“I took a big breath and started the blowing thing again. Ashley whimpered.

	“That’s enough now Michael, back up on the bed.”

	I was tired out. My face was a mess, but I somehow managed to find my way back up on the bed. To sit next to Ashley.

	“Lay back again you two and let me get your diapers back on you. Arms up out of the way.”

	I pulled and together we brought our arms fully up over top again. I could feel something going on with Ashley next to me, and was guessing that Joanna was fastening her diaper back on her again. But it didn’t last long and it was soon my turn. It was only as Joanna was taping my used diaper firmly around me that I realized…Ashley had been given a sexual treat, but what about me? It had been a week now since Joanna had let me out of my chastity device to get some sexual relief. Was she going to give me the opportunity…or not?

	“Sit up children,” Joanna ordered.

	We sat up.

	“Turn toward each other,” Joanna told us. I turned my head towards Ashley.

	“Now kiss!”

	Huh? But I soon felt Ashley’s face coming towards mine and she started kissing me, then she quickly pulled her head away.

	“Eeewww! He’s all yucky from my…”

	Joanna laughed and a moment later I felt her removing the blindfold from my eyes. Ashley’s blindfold was already gone.

	“Eeewww!” Ashley exclaimed again as Joanna attacked the ropes binding us together.

	“It’s not that bad Ash,” Joanna laughed. “And just think what he has to endure with his mouth and tongue all over you down there.

	“Eeewww!” Ashley said yet again, but this time, there was a giggle behind it.

	“That’s it. Were done,” Joanna said as the last of the ropes fell away from my wrists and Joanna finally removed the tape that had been binding our hands together. “Michael, go wash your face while I get my bags together, it’s time for me to go home.”

	A few minutes later, Joanna was standing in the living room in front of us. “Michael, Ashley got the work schedule I wanted her to try for next week so she’ll be working Monday, Tuesday, and Thursday, so she can be here when I get here on Friday. I’m going to try to work things so that I can have Friday, Saturday, and Sunday off. So next weekend will hopefully be a long one.” She smiled. “And trust me, I’m very much looking forward to it. She moved in and hugged her daughter. “Bye Ash,” she said. “Love you.”

	She turned to me. “Michael, please take my suitcase to the car.” As I was picking it up, I saw her kiss her daughter one more time. “See you next week, dear,” she said quickly, then she followed me out toward the garage.

	Wearing my boots, my legs were still mostly bare and my diaper was fully on display, but today it didn’t seem to matter much. Once I had her suitcase in the back seat, Joanna hugged me, then looked at me right in the eyes. “Remember Michael, it’s all about trust.” With that, she turned and got in the car. I watched, still dressed just like that as she drove away.

	“That was weird!” Ashley exclaimed as I came back into the house.

	“Yeah. You can say that again,” I agreed.

	“And next week she’s going to stay for three days? I’m not sure I can handle it.”

	“Me either,” I replied. “But…what choice do we have?”

	She looked at me. She didn’t say anything, she didn’t even nod or shake her head.

	“Are you going back out to the workshop?”

	“I don’t think so. After that, I don’t exactly feel like it.” “TV?” she suggested.

	I looked at her for a moment. “Sounds good.”

	We sat together on the couch and watched TV. Strangely, her hand, holding mine.

	 


Chapter 36.

	 

	Whether I truly considered myself it or not, I was the lowest of the low. Part of my mind didn’t want to believe that. Part of my mind still thought I belonged in that upper echelon of “normal” people. But the rest of my mind knew the truth. I was in a class all by myself, or pretty much that way. I was…the lowest of the low. Not fit for most human interaction.

	And now my mattress pretty much reflected that status as well. Sort of.

	The bigger mattress was…nice. But in truth, I barely noticed the larger size. What I did notice was the fact that it was lying on the floor. Low! Like me. It felt different too. Not uncomfortable, just different. Of course the hard floor and lack of box spring could account for that. Or perhaps it was just that it was a different mattress. In truth, I didn’t care about any of that. What I noticed instead was what the status of it being on the floor represented…low. Just like me. Consequently, I tossed and turned more than usual…more than just from waking up all too often to pee into my diaper.

	It was during one of those half–wakeful times that I heard something strange. Something that brought me fully awake. My bedroom door was open of course, so I was able to hear more of the sounds coming from the rest of the house, and this time I heard something very soft and very strange. I immediately worried about someone trying to break into my house.

	Despite how I was dressed, I got up and carefully headed for my bedroom door. Was Ashley up and doing something, perhaps in the kitchen? Ashley’s bedroom door was closed, but that didn’t necessarily mean anything. I peeked out and saw nothing. I also didn’t hear anything. Maybe it was nothing. Maybe I had imagined it. I was about to go back to bed when I heard it again. Soft. Strange. And it was coming from Ashley’s room. I went across the hall and listened closer at the door. The sound was coming from in there…and now I recognized it. Crying.

	I softly opened the bedroom door. “Ash?” I called softly. No response except a slightly bigger sob. I moved over to the side of the bed. “Ash? Are you okay?”

	She rolled over quickly. I could just make out her eyes in the dark room. “Go away!” she ordered.

	I started to turn, but her hand grabbed me. “No. Don’t!” I turned back to her.

	She started at me for a moment. “Go away!”

	Surprise! Obviously she was conflicted. I sat on the side of the bed. “What’s wrong?”

	She pounded on me with the side of her fist. “Go away!” “What’s wrong?” I insisted.

	She turned away from me. I sat waiting and was rewarded with another soft sob. I laid down next to her on the bed and put my arm over her. “What’s wrong?” I whispered.

	No reply, only more soft crying. I laid and held her, and finally it came. “It’s Mom.”

	“What about her.”

	“She tied me up. She used rope to tie me up, but it was still the same.”

	“The same?”

	She didn’t answer. Only more crying.

	“Ash? Why does she do that to you when she knows how much you hate it?” No reply.

	“Ash? Why does…”

	“Don’t ask!” she said in a very angry determined voice. “Don’t ask. Don’t ever ask! Just…shut up about it.”

	Okay. So it was something she didn’t want to discuss. But I already knew that.

	“What can I do for you?” I asked instead.

	She rolled over quickly again. This time she slapped my face. “Get out! Get out, get out, get out! Leave me alone!”

	The two of us stared at each other for a moment. I finally nodded my head and got off the bed. I went back to my own room, closing her bedroom door behind me.

	I laid down on my mattress on the floor, wondering about her. Wondering about her mother. I remembered again that I had overhead that she had been kidnapped, but that didn’t explain Joanna’s behaviour. So why was Joanna doing this? Why would Joanna go so far out of her way to be so cruel to her own daughter? It didn’t make sense.

	I finally drifted off to sleep wondering about all of it…only to wake a short while later when I needed to pee again. Ugh! There had to be something I could do about that so I could get more sleep. But other than learning to wet myself in my sleep, I had no answers. Of course the obvious answer would be to give it all up. To quit. To go back to my former life…or at least attempt to. I had no illusions that it would be far more difficult than it sounded. Not to mention temptation…. The allure…. The…thrill.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Somehow…we managed to negotiate our way through the week. On Sunday afternoon, Ashley came to me and pleaded with me to let her wear one of her pink diapers instead of a big bulky one so she could go and visit with her friends. I was busy out in the workshop so I really had no problem with that. She was gone all afternoon and didn’t come back until she was worried about her diaper showing. Other than my big diaper and boots, I felt like I was dressed more normally in my work clothes as I enjoyed working with the wood out in my shop. Win – win! For both of us.

	I dropped Ashley off at work early Monday morning, then hurried to the bank. Later that morning I got a text from my mother telling me she was back from Europe and had a “fabulous” trip. I was glad. I was even happier later that day when I changed Ashley’s diaper after work and she didn’t even mention making me wear her used one. She didn’t unlock my onesie however and I got stuck wearing that same pink diaper I had been in since early that morning until we both got changed for bed later that night.

	On Tuesday, I made sure to apply some of that greasy diaper rash ointment to my backside before I got diapered up for the day. Or was that for the duration? I again took Ashley to work, then went to the bank, anxious to get my male shoes out of their confinement and back on my feet.

	Joanna phoned me later that morning to tell me my mother had called her and the two of them had spent a very nice evening talking on the phone. I was quite surprised. I had only gotten a text from my mother, nothing more. Joanna explained it though by telling me that she and my mother had simply connected during her visit, and they now considered each other to be good friends. Joanna did mention that my mother was quick to ask how the two “love birds” were doing. Joanna told me that she had told my mother that Ashley and I were still close. And then she clarified that by saying, “What I didn’t tell your mother, is that the two of you are close, but it’s closer to two years old than to the ages you really are!” And then she went off talking about the way Ashley and I behaved in the store together – like two year olds! As far as I was concerned, if she didn’t want us to act that way, then she shouldn’t treat us that way. I didn’t actually tell Joanna that though.

	Ashley didn’t work on Wednesday. When I got home Wednesday night, I again found the kitchen table littered with her school work. In truth, I was very happy to see it. I was even happier to get taken out of that used diaper I had been wearing since I got dressed that morning.

	And then Thursday hit. I think we both felt it. Neither of us mentioned it, but I’m sure we both felt it. Thursday. One day closer to the long weekend that Joanna had mentioned. One more day until Joanna would get there and it would start. Neither of us had a clue as to what Joanna had planned, but we both knew it had to be something…special.

	I took Ashley to work again Thursday morning. I expected a text or phone call from Joanna all day, but it didn’t come. When I changed Ashley’s diaper after work, I asked if she had heard from her mother. Like me, Ashley hadn’t heard a word. I think both of us were growing too nervous to contact Joanna and ask about it.

	When I left the house Friday morning, Ashley was already in the process of moving her school things to the kitchen table. As usual, we were both locked in our diapers and onesies…and of course I had a few other locks hidden on different things as well. Just before I walked out the door, we both looked at each other but said nothing. What could we say? Joanna was coming sometime that day, and neither of us knew what to expect.

	Early that afternoon I got a quick text from Ashley. She’s here. Don’t know what’s going on yet, but she brought a big suitcase with her. I didn’t bother texting back. I knew the “fun and games” would be beginning soon. I started praying that it would be one of her more “normal” visits where she didn’t do much of anything. Um…what visit would that be? Every time she came she brought total chaos.

	––––– o0o –––––

	The end of the business day came. I breathed a sigh…but not of relief. I followed in a crowd out of the bank and out to the parking lot. I got in my car and changed my shoes, locking my male shoes away for the next few days – until Monday morning, the next time I would be at the bank. I would now be stuck wearing only women’s shoes, like it or not, until next Monday. And it was only Friday. How could I do it? But then, how had I managed to do it for weeks now?

	I walked into the kitchen to the smell of something good cooking. Ashley was still at the kitchen table with her school books. I immediately felt better about things.

	“Hi Mike,” Joanna greeted me pleasantly.

	“Hi Joanna,” I replied.

	Ashley and I looked at each other. I got the impression she still didn’t know what was going on…if anything was going on.

	“Um…can I put my work clothes on so I can keep working on that crib?” I asked – hopefully.

	“No Mike. Not tonight. In fact, you won’t be working on it at all this weekend.”

	Uh–oh. Trouble. “Oh? Why?”

	She smiled one of those super wicked smiles. “We’ll just have to see.”

	She turned to her daughter. “Ashley, clear your things off the table now. Then you and Michael go get undressed. Leave your diapers on for now please, but take everything else off. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

	Yeah. Without a doubt, something was up. I helped Ashley carry her things back to the big master bedroom. “What’s going on?” I asked quietly.

	“No idea,” she replied. “Mom won’t say, but trust me, I’m already scared.”

	“Yeah. Me too.”

	A few minutes later, our clothes had been removed, our onesie’s had been unlocked and removed, and my heels had also been removed. Ashley and I were standing in the master bedroom waiting on her mother to get there. She arrived, but headed first into the other bedroom. We continued to wait…on pins and needles. Joanna came back…with rope in her hands.

	“Moooom!” Ashley exclaimed, the fear again evident in her voice.

	Joanna shook her head. “Don’t say anything Ashley. I told you last week we were going to continue with the trust games.”

	Ashley rolled her eyes and grunted angrily. Then surprisingly, she held her wrists out for her mother to tie them. I couldn’t believe it. “Let’s just get this over with…please!” she said.

	“Not this time dear. I have something else in mind.”

	Ashley grunted again. “Why? Why do we have to do this? Especially me!”

	Joanna seemed to consider that. Trust me, I was just as interested in the answer as Ashley was. “Because…. Because we’re doing it,” Joanna finally replied.

	Ashley groaned this time…which was my feelings exactly.

	“Okay children,” Joanna said.

	Children? Don’t think for a moment that I didn’t miss that word.

	“Hug each other.”

	Do what? I know I looked at her, unsure if I had heard that right, and I’m quite sure Ashley did the same.

	“Hug! Now!”

	Okay. Ashley and I moved together. I wrapped my arms around her and she wrapped her arms around me. Then suddenly Ashley pulled away. “Are you going to tie my hands around him so I can’t let go?”

	“Don’t worry about what I’m going to do dear,” Joanna replied. “Our agreement is that you’re going to just do it. Whatever I tell you. So Ashley…” She seemed to sigh. “Trust me dear. Please. Please just do what I ask…and trust me. Okay? I’m not going to let you get hurt. I promise. I promise that with my life. Trust me Ash. Please.”

	I saw Ashley roll her eyes with frustration. She came back to me and wrapped her arms around me. She looked up at my face. “Here we go again. And I can’t tell you how much I hate it.”

	I nodded. “Yeah. I know.” I didn’t say it, but I remembered every time Joanna had tied her in some way. And I remembered last weekend after Joanna had left. Ashley had been crying in her sleep because of it.

	“You two can certainly hug tighter than that. Kissy, kissy,” she sang mockingly.

	Ugh! Ashley and I hugged “a little” tighter. She tilted her head up toward mine and I bent down to meet her lips. We kissed briefly.

	“Keep kissing and hold it like that,” Joanna ordered.

	Hold it? Ashley and I kissed again, this time holding our lips together as if we wanted to kiss each other for a long time. All of a sudden I heard a click.

	“Good,” Joanna exclaimed.

	I looked up and saw Joanna holding her cell phone. “You took a picture of us?”

	“To send to your mother. She still thinks you two are in love, remember?”

	I couldn’t for the life of me think of a reason why Joanna would want to perpetuate that myth. “Now keep hugging…tightly!” Joanna ordered. “In fact, keep kissing each other until I tell you to stop.”

	Not again. But like it or not, Ashley and I hugged tighter again, and kissed…again. Then all of a sudden Joanna was there, forcing her hand between us. It was a moment before I realized what she was doing. In fact, by the time I fully realized it, she was halfway there. She had passed some rope between us, and was now tying it around my waist.

	“Just stay like that,” Joanna ordered.

	I felt Joanna leaving me and going over to Ashley. All of a sudden I had to hold tightly onto Ashley as she tried to pull away from me. I kept holding her tight so she couldn’t get away.

	“Keep holding each other!” Joanna ordered. “Tightly! And don’t stop kissing.” “Moom!” Ashley complained before I covered her lips with mine again.

	She struggled. “Moom!” she managed to get out, trying to get away from me.

	I held her tightly and felt Joanna passing the rope between us again. Then she went to the other side where I was guessing she was tying it off. I was also guessing that Ashley and I weren’t going to be able to stop holding tightly onto each other for a while.

	Joanna came back and passed the rope around my waist and between us again. I could feel her tying it in the same place where she had tied it before, then she went around Ashley and did the same, again passing the rope between us. She came back and again did some more tying, only this time to Ashley.

	“There!” Joanna said as if she was breathing heavily from exertion. “You can let go of each other now.”

	I dropped my arms, and was almost surprised when the two of us separated easily. Ashley quickly moved away from me, but not for long as all of a sudden my side jerked toward her and she was brought up short. She quickly tugged again, trying to move away from me. But she couldn’t. I could see the panic in her rising as she realized what had been done to us. There was now two layers of rope tethering us together. It was tied to my left side, and the other end was tied around Ashley’s waist to her right side.

	“Calm down Ash!” Joanna told her. “This is just something different. And I know it’s not hurting you.”

	I saw Ashley level an angry snarl at her mother, but she stopped trying to pull away…which was now impossible anyway.

	Joanna seemed to breathe a sigh of relief. “For the rest of the weekend,” Joanna said, “you two are never going to be further apart than you are right now.” “What?” Ashley exclaimed angrily.

	Joanna however ignored her and started working with the rope now tied to both our waists. My best estimate was that the rope that separated us was about eight inches long, and that was it. And according to Joanna, we were going to be staying like that for the entire weekend? How?

	Joanna started going around us and tucking the ends of the rope into the layers that were wrapped around our waists. “There,” she finally said. She stood back and looked at us standing side by side. “Perfect!” she declared. Then her face clouded. “Or maybe not. Just a minute.”

	She left and went across the hall, when she came back, she shoved a pacifier into each of our mouths…and I jerked in surprise. This pacifier wasn’t like any I had sucked on before. It was much bigger. If filled a good portion of my mouth, and I now noticed that it was so big that my tongue couldn’t even get around it. A moment later, I heard Ashley grunting in surprise as Joanna shoved one of those big pacifiers in her mouth too.

	“Much better,” Joanna declared. “See that those things stay in your mouths, or trust me, I’ll have no problem tying them there. And as long as they’re in your mouth, no talking! In fact, I don’t want to hear any sounds of any kind from either of you. Got that Ashley?” She stared determinedly at her daughter for a moment, who was staring angrily right back at her.

	“Okay children. Back to the kitchen with you now. You two can set the table together.” She walked out.

	Ashley and I stared at each other. Words weren’t necessary…despite the big pacifiers stuck firmly into our mouths. And don’t think for a moment that I missed Joanna’s use of the word “children” again. The word that I had long ago figured out would bring us nothing but embarrassment. We both tried examining the rope that now tethered us together. Two times around each of our waists. Two layers of it passing between us. And all of it tied firmly to both of us with the ends wrapped further around the rope around our waists. It wasn’t going anywhere, and we weren’t going far from each other. Like it…or not.

	Just moving from where we were standing to the door took some figuring out. Like it or not, everything we did now had to be done side by side, together, with Ashley always on my left side and me always on her right. We made it easily enough to the bedroom door, but then we had to go sideways through the door since we both couldn’t fit at the same time. In fact, it was difficult for the two of us to get up that narrow hallway. But once in the family room, we had more room and could walk much easier.

	“There you are children,” Joanna said as we entered the kitchen. I saw her looking us over, and I suddenly realized she was doing everything she could to not burst out laughing. Yeah, we must have looked quite a sight together. Two people tied together, wearing nothing but diapers – wet diapers. Oh, and sucking on baby pacifiers. What could she possibly have to laugh about?

	Ashley and I went about the now arduous task of setting the table. Not being able to talk to each other was a big hindrance. It took some trial and error, and more than a few angry looks between the two of us, to get the simple job done. Before we started, Joanna had us move the chairs so that there were two right together along one side of the table again. Guess where we sat.

	To add insult to injury, Ashley and I had to sit there and watch Joanna eating, while we ate…nothing! Silently sucking on our pacifiers, we had no choice but to watch as Joanna ate her entire dinner, and trust me, she didn’t seem to be in a hurry about it at all. But once she was done, she all of a sudden got up from the table and walked out of the kitchen. We, of course, stayed put. She was soon back though and threw something onto the table in front of us. And I died as soon as I realized what it was. Bibs. Baby bibs. Fairly large baby bibs.

	Matching baby bibs that each had pink baby bottles and rattles and said ‘A Baby Girl’ printed all over them.

	“Put those on each other please,” Joanna instructed.

	Put them on? I was still trying to make sense of them being there. But I saw Ashley reach for one…and then she giggled. All of a sudden I felt her reaching around my neck with the straps from the thing and tying it in place. She looked at me and giggled again. Feeling silly, and embarrassed, I picked her bib up and tied it around her neck. The bib was big enough to come down nearly to the tips of her naked nipples. Again she giggled as she grabbed it and looked down at it.

	“Children…” We turned and saw Joanna holding up her phone. A quick click, and she had taken a picture of us. Embarrassing. Ashley giggled again.

	While I sat and watched Joanna dishing out our dinners, I was surprised when Ashley lightly grabbed my arm, then leaned over and put her head on my shoulder. She stayed like that until Joanna pulled the plugs from our mouths and told us we could start eating.

	Dinner was good, as it always was when Joanna cooked, even though Ashley and I kept bumping arms as we went about eating. At one point, Ashley picked up her baby bottle of milk to take a drink, then all of a sudden changed direction with it and stuck the nipple of it in my mouth. She laughed while I took a drink before pulling my lips away. She put the bottle down.

	What was up with Ashley? All of a sudden she was acting like this was fun! Question. Was it? I couldn’t help but recognize that there was that certain part of me that was really enjoying this new bit of humiliation. It was that one part of me that was different from everyone else. That part of me that was responsible for the humiliating position I was currently in. But I wasn’t thinking of it as fun in the terms that Ashley seemed to be.

	So should I just try to go with the flow and relax into it more like I suspected Ashley was trying to do? Somehow, I just couldn’t do that. I’m not even sure I would know how to do that.

	An eight inch tether is a very short one. Trust me! It made clearing the table difficult. It made rinsing and loading the dishwasher difficult. It made…everything difficult. Ashley and I continually kept getting in each other’s way, and if we turned in any direction at all, it simply brought us closer together. Most of the time, too close. But somehow, we got the kitchen cleaned up.

	“Are you done children?” Joanna asked as we went back into the family room to find her.

	With those big pacifiers again in our mouths, nodding was the best way we could answer. “Good. Let’s get you out of those diapers and cleaned up now.” Out of the diaper I had been stuck in all day? Heaven!

	Back in the master bathroom, Joanna had us stand there while she removed our diapers. Unfortunately, she left the stupid big pacifiers in place. Then she sent us into the shower together. “Make sure you get each other clean! All over. And wash each other’s hair too. Ash, make sure he does your hair like you usually do.” She turned the shower water on for us, and sent us in.

	I had been in the shower several times now with Joanna. Now I was in there with Ashley, and I had no way in hell to do anything at all like I had done with Joanna. That damn little, and I mean little, chastity device made good and sure of it. With Ashley tied to me like she was, washing was difficult. Every time we turned toward each other, we found ourselves tightly up against each other since the rope was so short. It made washing far more difficult. It also made it fairly…interesting. And no surprise, my chastity device went into its amazing shrinking act again as her breasts rubbed so tightly against my chest.

	There was no regular soap in there anymore, only a bottle of body–wash, but trust me, we put that to good use. The most difficult part for us was actually our legs. The only way we could really wash them well was for both of us to squat down at the same time. And trust me, that rope connecting us was very tight. We persevered, and somehow managed.

	Standing again, with our bodies slippery with soap, Ashley started purposely rubbing her body, and especially her breasts against my chest. I heard her giggle behind her pacifier as she kept at it like she was trying her best to turn me on. Oh how I wish I could have responded the way I had when Joanna had done that to me. But that damn…well you know. And of course, it was trying again to shrink smaller than ever. I could do nothing at all about my chastity device shrinking, which meant I could do nothing at all about what Ashley was trying to do to me.

	And then Ashley started making it worse. Much worse. She grabbed my locked up penis and balls, and started pushing the solid plastic package against her vagina like she was trying to get it up inside her – while she was rubbing my chest with her breasts. Holy cow! And all I could do was stand there…and pant!

	She pulled the plug from her mouth and whispered near my ear, “Don’t you wish you could?”

	I couldn’t reply. I could only stand there and shake with frustration. She giggled and put the pacifier back in her mouth and went back to holding me and rubbing her breasts across my chest again. It had been several weeks now since Joanna had unlocked me and let me fuck that stupid piece of wood with the hole in it. And trust me, just then I needed it badly! I was suddenly praying even harder that Joanna would see fit to let me loose again – soon!

	Yes, eventually we left the shower. Drying off was just as difficult as washing had been, if not more so. And it was certainly a lot less fun. I helped Ashley rub the towel over her long hair. She dried the plastic prison my cock was locked into. Hopeless.

	Joanna came into the bathroom as we were finishing. “Hi kids. Enjoy yourselves?”

	With the pacifiers in our mouths, we didn’t answer, but I’m betting that Ashley’s face probably registered a certain sly amount of mischief.

	“Into the bedroom now,” Joanna told us. “Let’s get you fixed up.”

	There were towels lining the side of the bed again, and two of the big diapers laid out. With Ashley tied to my left side, I of course had to lay on the diaper on the right. Just getting the two of us situated on the bed together took some doing, but we eventually got into place. And that’s when Joanna pulled out some of the rope again. Ashley immediately shook her head rather violently and said, “Mm–mm! Mm–mm!”

	“Relax Ash,” Joanna said. “We did this last week. Now we’re going to do it again. Trust me Ash. Trust me. Okay?”

	I could see Ashley staring daggers at her mother.

	Joanna grabbed my left wrist first, probably because it was easier than dealing with Ashley.

	She grabbed my right wrist and connected it to my left on. “Ash…your turn.” “Mm–mm!” Ashley grunted through her pacifier.

	“Ash! Now! Don’t make me spank you, because if you do, then I’ll have to spank him too.” Huh?

	“Mmm?” Ashley asked questioningly.

	“Anything that happens to one this weekend, happens to the other. If I have to spank one of you, then the other one gets it too. If I need to stick soap in your mouth…for making noise when those pacifiers are supposed to keep you quiet…then he’s going to get the same treatment – exactly! All weekend!” Huh?

	“Now give me your hands!”

	I think Ashley was still in shock. I could just see her looking questioningly at her mother as Joanna grabbed her hands and tied her wrists to mine.

	“Okay,” Joanna said. “Sit up you two.”

	As we sat up, I saw Joanna leaving the room. She came back dragging a suitcase behind her.

	“Mmmm?” Ashley grunted questioningly.

	“For fun,” Joanna told her with one of those sly grins on her face. Then her face turned stern. “If I hear one more sound out of either of you, you’ll both be sucking on soap after we finish here!”

	I’m sure Ashley was shocked by that. I know I certainly was.

	Joanna pulled her suitcase off to the side where we couldn’t see it. I heard her opening it. She stood up and came back. “No sounds…either of you!” she said, looking straight into Ashley’s eyes.

	I now saw she had two scarves in her hands.

	“Yes,” Joanna said. “Last week I used two towels over your face to block your sight. Today I’m going to use these. So stay quiet both of you, and just hold still. And Ashley, remember, trust me. I promise I’m not going to hurt you. Just relax dear and try to enjoy this.”

	Enjoy it? What the hell did she have planned? I remembered what she had made me do to Ashley’s vagina last week. Ashley had certainly enjoyed that. But how could I do anything like that now since we were tied together at the waist?

	I could tell Ashley wasn’t happy about it, but Joanna managed to tie the scarf around her head, blocking her eyesight. And then it was my turn. In mere moments, I was totally blind. Blind, kept dumb from that big pacifier, and my hands were tied to Ashley’s. I was at Joanna’s mercy for sure.

	“Very good children,” Joanna crooned. “Now lay back on the bed and relax.”

	Doing that was certainly easier than last week. This time, Ashley came back at the same time I did.

	“Good,” Joanna said kindly. “Arms over your heads…all the way.” We raised our bound arms over our heads together.

	“Good,” Joanna crooned again. “Now keep them there and relax.”

	I heard nothing for a few moments, then I suddenly felt our bound hands being grabbed and held down. “Shh!” Joanna said softly. “I’m not hurting you.” She let go. I could hear soft sounds as if she was doing something, but I couldn’t tell what. Then I felt her grabbing our bound wrists again and pulling just slightly. “Very good,” she crooned. “Just relax. I’m not hurting either of you. I could feel her doing something with the rope binding our wrists, but I couldn’t really tell what. Then she suddenly stopped. “Just stay there like that and relax.

	Both of you,” she said. “I’m just going to get the razor so I can shave you two again.” The razor. Shave us. And I certainly knew where.

	I suddenly felt Ashley trying to pull her arms back, and I heard her grunt as she suddenly stopped. But I also felt the reason why she suddenly stopped. I tried pulling on my arms, and discovered that Joanna had bound our wrists to the other side of the bed, so we couldn’t bring them back.

	I heard noises again. Joanna was back. I heard nothing more for a while, but I felt tiny movements, more from Ashley than from anything else. I was guessing Joanna was shaving her bare again. Then Joanna was suddenly between my legs, forcing them apart. I felt her unlocking that damn chastity device and pulling it off of me. Relief! I just wish she’d leave the darn thing off. I felt myself being shaved – very thoroughly. Then I felt Joanna coating me with baby lotion, top and bottom.

	I knew what was coming next, and I was right. I felt her pulling my balls through that damn chastity device, then I felt her struggling to get my cock through the same small ring that was now behind my balls. Ugh! It was a rather arduous process, at least for me. I waited for her to put the darn cover over my penis, but instead, Joanna left me. I waited, wondering what was going on. She was gone for some time. I could hear faint noises, but had no idea what they were. And then finally Joanna was back and I felt her grabbing my chastity device again. Why hadn’t she finished locking it on me before?

	I was expecting to feel that damn thing slipping over my cock, but what I felt instead was her hand grabbing my cock instead…and holding it firmly. And then I felt something really strange…and a bit painful. I jerked at it.

	“Lay still Michael, and stay quiet!” Joanna ordered sternly. “I’m not really hurting you.”

	Not hurting me? Okay, maybe it wasn’t exactly hurting but what I felt was her trying to push something right up inside of my penis! Holy cow. I wanted to scream, but somehow I managed to stay silent. And then it was suddenly over. She had put something…in me! And the only thing I could think it could be, was a catheter. Had she just put a catheter in me so I couldn’t control myself? It was all that I could think. And then I felt her finally putting the tube from the chastity device back over my penis, and then locking it firmly.

	A catheter? So I couldn’t control myself? But then I realized, I felt like I needed to pee a little. I had felt that for a while now. But wouldn’t a catheter immediately release any pee that was inside me? Not only that, it had been hard to tell, but it didn’t feel like whatever she had stuck up in there hadn’t gone in very far. So…what was it? What had she done? I felt her making an adjustment to the big diaper I had been laying on, and finally, I felt her taping that big diaper in place.

	And then she was gone, but not for long. I could tell she was now back working with Ashley. “Ash dear, you’re going to feel something strange,” she said. “I’m not going to hurt you. I promise. Just relax. And remember, no sounds! Relax dear. Here goes.”

	With that, I felt Ashley’s arms trying to jerk back again, but as before, being tied over our heads now, we couldn’t bring them back. I heard a soft moan of discomfort from Ashley, but nothing more.

	“All done dear,” Joanna said.

	I felt more motion near me, and could only imagine that Joanna was pulling Ashley’s diaper over her now. When the movement stopped, I heard more soft sounds I couldn’t identify, then I felt Joanna come around behind us again. I felt her untying the rope that bound our arms over our heads.

	“You can bring your arms back now,” Joanna said. Ashely and I brought our arms down. I wanted to search inside my diaper for whatever Joanna had done, but that was impossible since our hands were still linked. “Sit up now you two,” Joanna told us. We awkwardly managed to sit up. Still blind, still prevented from speaking. I felt Joanna grab our tied– together hands. “Now stand.” We stood. She pulled our hands and we moved a few steps forward. “Good,” Joanna said. “Now just stay there for a few minutes while I finish up.”

	Finish up? What the hell was she doing? And more importantly, what the hell had she already done? What was up inside my damn cock? It didn’t hurt. In fact, I could barely feel it now. I felt Joanna doing something behind us, but I couldn’t tell what. And then I felt her pulling open one of the tapes on my diaper, doing something and then pulling it closed again, tighter than before.

	“Just stay there you two,” Joanna said softly. And then she was gone again for a few moments. When she came back, I could feel her doing something with that rope tether that was between us. And whatever she was doing, it was taking her a very long time. Finally, she seemed to be finished. She was gone for a few moments, then she was back again. I could tell she was doing something behind Ashley. Then she was behind me. I felt her untying that blindfold that had kept me from seeing anything. Quickly, that blindfold was gone. I blinked, trying to get my eyes to focus. I looked at Ashley, she was looking at me, but I could see no clue as to what had happened.

	And then Joanna was untying our wrists. It was then that I noticed the tether that kept us so close together. It was now completely covered with bright pink tape wrapped around it, from Ashley’s waist beyond the knot, to my waist, beyond the knots on my side. Why? Our wrists were soon free, but we were certainly not free from each other.

	“All done…for now,” Joanna said with a smile. “See. Now that wasn’t so bad at all,” she added happily. “Okay you two, back to the kitchen with you. And when you get there, sit down at the table again.”

	Back to the kitchen. While Joanna went back to that suitcase she had brought, Ashley and I headed for the bedroom door. We squeezed through it, and managed to make our way through the hallway. As we entered the living room, I realized again that I had to pee. I was freshly diapered now. There was no reason to hold back, so I didn’t. I peed into my fresh diaper like I had now done a thousand times before. I peed and felt the relief, but…I couldn’t feel my diaper getting wet. And all of a sudden, Ashley stopped short and grunted. I turned to see what was wrong. She had the strangest look of surprise on her face. I wondered what was wrong with her. I could hear Joanna coming behind us, and I heard her giggle.

	Ashley’s shocked surprise was still on her face as we continued on to the kitchen and sat down. Joanna set a bottle of pink nail polish on the table along with some nail care tools. She did Ashley’s hands first, clipping and filing each of her nails, and then taking a stick and pushing back the cuticles. Then it was my turn. When she had finished, she grabbed the bottle of pink nail polish. Starting with Ashley again, she started doing our nails.

	She was working on my left hand when all of a sudden I felt something that shocked the hell out of me. My diaper was filling with warm pee! And I hadn’t peed – that I know of. But I had held it before and then peed, and I felt that…except I hadn’t felt my diaper getting wet.

	Joanna noticed the look on my face. She was looking at Ashely’s face too. She tried to stifle a giggle, but it quickly turned in to an all–out laugh. Have you two figured it out yet?” she asked. “I’ve fixed it,” she said, “so that for the rest of the weekend, you’re going to be peeing into each other’s diapers.” And then she broke into a laugh again.

	I remembered her putting something up inside me, but it hadn’t felt like she had pushed it in very far. She must have done the same thing to Ashley. Most likely, whatever kind of tube she had stuck up inside me, was going up my diaper, across the now tape wrapped rope so it couldn’t be seen, and down into Ashley’s diaper. And the tube from her was done the same way and stuck into my diaper.

	Just how demented was Joanna? Very! I had no doubt about that at all anymore. Ashley and I both looked at each other. I could see the look of total surprise on her face. Joanna was still giggling as she grabbed my hand again and continued putting pink nail polish on my fingers.

	Twenty minutes later, Ashley and I were sitting on the rug in the living room. I was doing my best to ignore the shrinkage of my chastity device again as I kept looking at my pink fingernails. Joanna came over and handed each of us a juice box to drink. She pulled those big plugs from our mouths.

	“Can we talk now?” Ashley immediately asked.

	Joanna considered that, then nodded. “Only a little,” she replied.

	“You’re sick!” Ashley declared vehemently.

	Joanna smiled and laughed. “Perhaps. Maybe a little.” She laughed a bit more. “Maybe more than that.” Her face turned serious again. “No matter what you think Ashley, this is still about trust. All about trust. Believe me. Now drink your juice. You can talk to each other for a few minutes if you want.” She walked away back to the kitchen.

	I took a sip of my juice.

	“Don’t drink it!” Ashley told me.

	“Why not?”

	“Because if you do, you’ll only wind up peeing on me!”

	“Well you’re going to be peeing on me too, like it or not.” Just for spite I stuck the straw in my mouth and took a big strong sip.

	Ashley levelled a nasty look on her face and started drinking too. I wasn’t sure if the look on her face was more from anger, or if there was something more playful underneath. But we both stared each other down as we gulped in those boxes of juice.

	We were still drinking when Joanna came back into the room and turned the TV on. She started flipping channels, searching for something, and finally settled on the most childish cartoon channel she could find. “Enjoy,” she said as she cast us a parting sly glance.

	Enjoy? Junk like that, but with Ashley and me tied together, just turning around was an arduous task. And with nothing better to do, we didn’t have much of a choice but to sit there and watch those kiddie shows. When our drinks finished a few minutes later, Joanna was back again and shoved those big pacifiers back in our mouths. “How are my babies doing?” she asked as she took our now empty drink boxes.

	I could only look up at her with raised eyebrows. I have no doubt that Ashley was giving her a far worse look.

	Moving around individually was all but impossible. Moving together was doable but required the consensus of both of us, who weren’t allowed to utter a sound. That being the case, Ashley and I had no choice but to sit there on the floor and watch the childish cartoons on TV…while Joanna sat back on the other side of the room and read a book. I had no doubt she was silently laughing at the both of us. And…I guess I couldn’t blame her if she did.

	A different kiddie cartoon started at eight o’clock. Joanna disappeared into the kitchen for a few minutes, then came back – with two baby bottles in her hands. She handed one to each of us. I noticed immediately that the bottles held warm milk. “Feed those bottles to each other,” she ordered. And make sure you both drink all of that!” She again pulled those oversized plugs from our mouths, but she stayed right in place, hovering over us, until Ashley managed to reach over and push the bottle in her hand into my mouth, after which, I returned the favour and stuck the bottle I was holding into her mouth. Joanna seemed satisfied and left us.

	We had both just finished boxes of juice not long ago, and now we were stuck drinking bottles of warm milk. I didn’t want to contemplate what that was going to mean, but it was all my mind wanted to think about. Namely, wet diapers all night. Wetting more often all night. Wetting – into each other’s diapers – all night. And Joanna was claiming this was all about trust? What kind of trust was she talking about? None that I could see!

	When the bottles were done, Joanna took them and again stuck those big plugs in our mouths…for a little while. At eight thirty, she turned the TV off, and had us get up from the floor. She took us back to the bedroom…and put us to bed. At eight thirty! Just getting into the bed together was difficult. Very difficult. It’s hard for someone to scoot over when they’re anchored to someone else so closely that they are always touching. But eventually, we managed it. Joanna didn’t pull the covers over us yet though.

	“Just stay there for a few minutes,” she told us. “I’ll be right back.”

	I was quickly learning to dread it whenever she left us, telling us she would be back soon. Every time she returned, it seemed she returned with some new kind of horror. As it turned out, she returned with another horror, but it wasn’t exactly a new kind of horror, she brought two more baby bottles of warm milk. The only way Ashley and I could feed the bottles to each other, was to turn on our sides, which of course brought our nearly naked bodies in contact with each other. Pushing the bottles into each other’s mouth in that position was very awkward, but Joanna stood there until we managed it.

	While we sucked on the bottles, Joanna wandered between the bedroom and the master bathroom. I had no idea what she was doing, and was afraid to find out.

	Shock! I felt warm pee suddenly filling my big diaper again. Ashley was peeing. I saw the smile on her face as she tried to stifle a giggle. I wiped that smile right off of her face by peeing back – into her diaper. Served her right!

	When our bottles were done, Joanna took them and set them on the nightstand, then she leaned over and stuck one of those big pacifiers back in Ashley’s mouth, but this time I noticed that Joanna had attached pink ribbons to the pacifier shield. Ashley grunted angrily as her mother tied the ribbons behind her head, making sure that pacifier wouldn’t leave her daughter’s mouth. And then it was my turn. Duplicate pacifier, with duplicate pink ribbons, tied tightly at the back of my head.

	Joanna leaned over and kissed her daughter on the cheek, then she grabbed and hugged her as best she could while she buried her head into Ashley’s neck. When she came up, she kissed my cheek as well. “Goodnight my babies,” she said softly. “I love you both.” She started to get up, then she stopped and leaned down between us. Very softly she whispered, “Trust. Remember…trust.”

	With that, she stood up, turned out the light, and left us.

	And that’s when the real torture began.

	 


Chapter 37.

	 

	Oh holy #%!$#! night. Did I get any sleep at all? Certainly not much. Ashley too for that matter. We were tied so close together at the waist that the most comfortable position either of us could get, was to lie on our backs. We could roll over on our side toward each other, which each of us sometimes did, but that only seemed to bring us even closer together. Too close! And of course, each time one of us moved, that darn rope tether between us pulled and woke the other one up.

	And of course, the rope keeping us so close together was only half the problem. The other half was the darn catheters that Joanna had suck up into Ashley and into me…that ran across into each other’s diaper. I didn’t mind peeing at all. All my pee now went straight into Ashley’s diaper. But every time she peed, it ran into my diaper. Which meant that I woke up every time I had to pee, and I also woke up every time Ashley peed. Sometimes I think she did it in retaliation for me having to pee so much during the night. But then all the liquids Joanna had forced on us before bed were making sure that both of us needed to pee way too often. Ugh! And double ugh!

	And of course, neither of us could really say much to each other, other than to grunt and groan a little because of those oversized pacifiers that Joanna had tied into our mouths. Did you know that pacifiers stuck in your mouth like that can tend to make you drool? That was another thing that kept me up. Constantly trying to wipe my own drool off my chin. Yuck!

	All…night…long! It seemed like every time I finally fell asleep, something woke me again. There was simply no winning. I cat–napped here and there, and that was about it. Early in the morning, Ashley finally rolled over halfway on top of me and stayed that way – sleeping! Her hair was in my face and bothering me, but I did nothing about it. I closed my eyes and let her stay there like that, hair, her drool on my neck, and all. Sleep! The impossible dream. “Good morning my babies?” Joanna’s stupid cheery voice sang.

	Oh fuck! I cracked my eyes open and saw her coming into the bedroom. Ashley raised her head up from my chest some. “Mmmm!” she groaned angrily around the pacifier in her mouth.

	“Don’t you two look sweet all cuddled up like that together,” Joanna told us. “Did you two have a good night?”

	“Mmm! Mm! Mmmm!” Ashley grunted angrily.

	“I’m so glad you enjoyed it Joanna replied as if Ashley had told her something entirely different than the sentiments I knew she had tried to express.

	“Mmmm!” Ashley grunted angrily in reply.

	I didn’t bother trying to say it, but I knew Ashley was expressing my opinions on the matter as well.

	Joanna pulled the covers completely off of us. “Up now,” she said. “Out of bed.”

	Did she have to sound that cheerful? Did she have any idea at all what a miserable night I…I mean Ashley and I had just had? We were both exhausted. Ashley slowly worked her way around me until we were both sitting on the side of the bed, then we stood up together.

	“My,” Joanna said cheerily. “You two are learning to get around so well now!”

	What the hell was she talking about? Did she have any idea how difficult the slightest movement from either of us was? Everything we did had to be coordinated with the other person…as if somehow we were more like one single person. We couldn’t stand up, sit down, walk, or even turn without the cooperation of the other person. And don’t get me started on how physically close together we were. Walking side by side we were literally rubbing shoulders all the time.

	“Come along babies. It’s breakfast time.”

	Babies? What had happened to children? Or had we been demoted a bit further today than before? Wearing nothing but overly wet diapers, Ashley and I somehow moved toward the door. She held back so I could go through sideways ahead of her, and she followed sideways as well. We continued like that down the hallway, only able to walk next to each other once we reached the living room. I felt my diaper suddenly filling with pee. Realizing I had been holding back, I retaliated into Ashley’s diaper. She didn’t even grunt in reply.

	Sitting at the kitchen table was another exercise in total cooperation. But we managed it. Trust me, bench seats would have been much better than two separate seats placed side by side. Joanna produced those same two matching and embarrassing bibs, and had us put them on each other while she started making breakfast. Something…cooked.

	While we waited, still gagged with those big pacifiers so we couldn’t say anything, my tired eyes started closing. I let them, not interested in the least in staying awake. Maybe I could sleep for a bit just sitting there. I woke up a moment later when I felt Ashley laid her head on my shoulder and kept it there. With her head still there, I closed my eyes again and tried to sleep.

	“Wakey, wakey!” Joanna sang…from way too close.

	I jolted myself awake. Ashley groaned and picked her head up.

	“My goodness,” Joanna said. “You two are so cute!”

	Who the heck was she kidding? She set a bowl of…something down in front of each of us, I looked into the bowl. What the heck was it? Some kind of cooked…cereal? She was standing behind Ashley, untying her pacifier gag. I couldn’t wait to get mine out of my mouth.

	“Uuuuuhhh!” Ashley let out a long loud groan. “I hate that thing!” she said as she wiped her mouth off with her arm.

	Joanna walked around to the other side of the table and began untying mine.

	“What the hell is this?” Ashley asked, looking into her bowl.

	“Cereal,” Joanna replied as she worked at the knot behind my head.

	“Doesn’t look like any cereal I’ve ever seen.”

	“That’s because you usually eat the kind that comes straight out of a box. This is the kind that has to be cooked.”

	“How are we supposed to eat it?” Ash asked. “We’ve got no spoons.”

	“Just hold on,” Joanna said as she finally got my knot free. “I’ll get them.”

	She pulled the plug from my mouth. “Whew!” I sighed with relief as I used my hand to wipe the drool from my mouth. “That thing is miserable!” “You’re telling me!” Ashley agreed.

	Joanna went back to the counters, then returned with two spoons and put them down next to our bowls. I stared at my spoon…the same way I was sure that Ashley was staring at hers.

	“You’re kidding, right?” Ashley asked.

	“Why?” Joanna asked.

	“Baby spoons?”

	“Why not? They’re perfect for my two…babies.”

	Yeah, no doubt about it. Somehow Ash and I had gotten another demotion.

	“You’re sick!” Ashley mumbled as she picked up her tiny spoon. I watched as she stuck it into the cereal. A disappointingly small amount of cereal was on the spoon. I noticed Ashely shake her head briefly, then stick it in her mouth. “Mmmph! This is terrible!” she complained.

	“That’s because you’re not used to it,” Joanna replied, all too cheerfully. “Trust me, babies love that stuff.”

	“Babies?” Ashley exclaimed. “You mean this is baby food?”

	“Of course,” Joanna replied like it was the most natural thing in the world. “What else would I be feeding you?”

	I could have suggested many far better things, but I kept my big mouth shut.

	“Make sure you eat it all. Both of you!” Joanna told us. “Neither of you are getting up from there until it’s all gone. And trust me, I’ll keep you right there all day if I have to. So eat up.”

	I noticed Ashley glaring angrily at her mother while I stuck my tiny spoon into the cereal and tried some. Not nearly as bad as Ashley had claimed, but it certainly wasn’t great either. I took another tiny spoonful while Ashley continued to glare at her mother…who was now frying an egg for herself on the stove. Finally, I saw Ashley dip her spoon into the cereal and begin eating again. “I hate this!” she muttered.

	Again I said nothing. I had no idea what Joanna was doing here, especially with Ashley. I also had no idea why she was putting Ashley through it. Me…yes, I understood perfectly why Joanna should do something like this to me. And on that totally demented level that lived far too close to the top of my brain, I totally appreciated the humiliation of it all…not that I’d ever admit that. Never! Banish the thought! I didn’t like it. Not one bit! I just…understood the effort she was trying to make. But what the heck did that have to do with Ashley? Why put her through something like this? No answers. As usual. And yeah, the more of that cereal I stuck in my mouth, the worse it seemed to taste. Yuck!

	Rubbing it in. That’s the only thing I could think of when Joanna sat down with her fried egg and some toast and coffee – right smack in front of us where we could see what she was eating…compared to what we were eating. And between those tiny baby spoons, and the fact that the cereal seemed to taste even worse with each tiny bit we had to eat, Joanna was finished with her breakfast long before either Ashley or I finished ours. And trust me, Joanna made good and sure we both finished – all of it.

	I took the last little spoonful. My stomach felt like it was revolting. Trust me. No exaggeration on that at all! Joanna praised us for being good “babies” and wiped our mouths off for us. Then she went behind Ashley and untied her bib. But before she untied mine, she stuck a pacifier back in Ashley’s mouth again. Not the big one, but one of the regular little ones.

	“No…” Ashley started to complain as Joanna tried to push the pacifier into her mouth. But her complaint was cut off as the pacifier went in. “Mmmm!” she grunted angrily. Then it was my turn. My bib was removed, and I too was soon left sucking on one of those little pacifiers. After that big huge pacifier being in my mouth all night, the regular ones did indeed seem little. And yes, the fact that my stomach didn’t feel very good at all was made even worse by having that thing stuck in my mouth.

	“Come along babies,” Joanna said all too cheerily. “You two can watch TV for a while again.”

	I wasn’t exactly interested in watching TV, but Ashley and I went through the arduous process of getting ourselves away from the table and into a standing position. Joanna turned the TV on and then pointed at a spot on the floor a little distance away from it. “Sit, you two. Enjoy yourselves for a little while.”

	Enjoy ourselves? Not likely. And especially not likely when she searched around to find the most childish cartoons she could find for us to watch. Ashley groaned a bit again. “Mm– hmm!” I grunted quietly as I agreed. Now if my stomach would just settle down.

	We watched TV for a few minutes, and then Joanna was back, removing our pacifiers and handing each of us a baby bottle of milk to drink. At least I thought it was milk in the bottles, until I tasted it. What the heck?

	“Eeeww!” Ashley complained. “I think this milk has gone bad.”

	“No it’s not,” Joanna replied a bit too cheerily. “It’s not milk, and I just made it. Now make sure you both finish your formula. I’ll be back to check on you as soon as I get dressed.”

	I didn’t miss the word “formula.”

	“Just stay there and don’t get into any trouble,” Joanna said. “Remember what I told you last night. If I have to punish one of you, then both of you get the same punishment.” With that, she walked away.

	Ashley looked at me and rolled her eyes. I nodded my agreement of the situation. With little else we could do, we both put the bottles of weird tasting baby formula to our mouths while we turned our attention to the cartoon that I’m sure was meant for a two year old. Watching the cartoon I could handle. Drinking the baby formula I could manage, although with difficulty. But I was quickly becoming more worried about the distress in my stomach that refused to go away. That baby cereal hadn’t agreed with me at all.

	While we watched TV with the baby bottles in our mouths, I heard the bathroom door closing as Joanna went in there. Then I heard Ashley groan softly. She pulled her bottle from her mouth and bent down at the waist a little as if she was in pain. My own stomach was still revolting…and getting worse. I grabbed Ashley’s arm to get her attention. “I’m guessing you’re feeling as bad as I do?”

	She nodded. “Not just bad, but…desperate!”

	Yeah. “What the heck was in that cereal?”

	Ashley just looked at me. I had a feeling she might have known, but she didn’t say anything.

	In an effort to ease the discomfort in my stomach, I tried to concentrate on the dumb cartoon on TV, but it was becoming more and more difficult. My bottle finally finished and I tossed it aside. I was glad it was done. I didn’t exactly care for the taste of it. The cartoon ended and a bunch of commercials started playing, most of them aimed at toys for kids. And most of them involved princesses and ponies. I heard Ashley groan again and then she doubled over. She finally sat up again breathing heavily. She looked over at me with a wild look in her eyes – as a nasty cramp seemed to wrack my own stomach too.

	I had no doubt that Joanna must have put something in that cereal. Or was it just an effect of the cereal itself? Or was there something in that baby bottle she had given me…us. No, my stomach problems had started from the cereal. I turned my head back toward the bathroom where I knew Joanna was still inside. Most likely taking a nice long hot shower. The kind of shower I craved just then…right after the nap I wanted to take…which I wanted to take place right after being allowed to sit on the toilet for a little while. I now realized that the something that was bothering my stomach, was very soon going to be bothering a part of me just a bit lower, and no doubt, I would soon be bothered by something far worse than pee in my overly fat and soaked diaper.

	The kiddie cartoons were playing again when I heard the bathroom door opening. But trust me, I wasn’t paying any attention to those cartoons. I’m quite sure Ashley wasn’t paying much attention to them either. Joanna came out to the living room wearing nothing but a big towel wrapped around her. “What good babies you two are. You both finished your bottles. I’m so proud of you.” Yeah right.

	“I feel sick!” Ashley complained as her mother bent down to pick up the baby bottle she had discarded. “I need…” . . . “Mmmm!”

	Before Ashley could finish what she was saying, Joanna quickly stuck that big pacifier back into her mouth, then tied it in place.

	“I’m sure you don’t really feel sick, darling,” Joanna said to her. “All your feeling is what every little baby feels. Enjoy it.”

	Enjoy it? I heard Ashley grunting angrily at her as Joanna proceeded to tie one of those big pacifiers back into my mouth. “Mmmm!” I grunted angrily.

	Joanna, however, ignored our complaining. “Isn’t it nice to spend some relaxing time watching something interesting on TV once in a while?” Joanna said. “You two just enjoy yourselves while I get dressed.” She headed for the kitchen with the baby bottles.

	“Mmmm!” Ashley grunted angrily.

	“Mmmm!” I added as well.

	We both treated Joanna to a chorus of angry grunting while she headed to the bedroom to get dressed…with an all too broad grin on her face.

	“Mmmm!” Ashley grunted, frustrated and angry as her mother walked out of sight.

	I shook my head. Joanna knew what she was doing, and she wasn’t letting up.

	I again tried to concentrate on the cartoon on TV, just to try to get my mind off of the problems that were now more focused around my rear end. It worked…and it didn’t. I heard Ashley groan again, then she began trying to move. But one of us moving, meant we both had to be considerate of the other. I watched as she carefully wiggled her body around from a sitting position, until she wound up on her hands and knees. She bent her head down. I could see her struggling with something, trying to hold back. She looked over at me with tears in her eyes. Trust me, I could sympathize. With the pacifier in her mouth, I saw her face suddenly look worse. And then she started crying outright. A moment later, I started to smell her problem.

	Actually, I figured what she had done was smart, changing positions like that. I also figured that like it or not, I was soon going to be in the same situation. Like Ashley had done, I squirmed my way around to my hands and knees as well. While Ashley cried, I put my arm around her and held her, letting her lean into me for all the comfort she could get, while I let go and absolutely loaded my own diaper. The initial start of it was almost an explosion, but I could literally feel it still coming out of me for what seemed like a very long time.

	Before I was done, I felt Ashley trying to lay down on her stomach. And if she laid down, it meant that I had to go too. She wasn’t crying as loudly anymore, but she was still crying, I laid there and kept my arm over her. She turned her head to look at me, and I looked at her. I saw her eyes close…and stay closed. Smart girl. I closed my eyes too. I felt warm pee rushing into my diaper, adding to all the misery back there. But in the face of so much, it amounted to almost nothing. I felt the urge to pee as well, so I went ahead, sending mine over to her diaper. She never even opened her eyes.

	In that miserable situation, we both laid there on our stomachs, my arm still over top of her, holding her. We ignored the kiddie cartoons on TV, and we both fell asleep.

	––––– o0o –––––

	“Awww. So cute. Wakey, wakey babies,” Joanna’s voice came, far too loudly and far too soon.

	Ashley moaned and turned her head away from me to face her mother. I simply groaned. My stomach still didn’t feel great, but it was much better. I looked up at Joanna. She was dressed in casual clothes, but she still looked nicer than I expected.

	“Get up you two little stinkers. Let’s get you cleaned up and dressed.”

	Cleaned up sounded great. Dressed…well, I’d much rather go back to bed. Ashley groaned a bit more as we both began getting to our feet. A minute later, we were basically stumbling wide–leggedly down the hallway back to the master bedroom.

	Joanna had us get into the shower, then as usual, she started with Ashley and removed her diaper. Whew! The smell! Not to mention the mess. My diaper soon followed. Joanna gingerly took each of the overly loaded diapers and shoved them straight into the plastic bag that held our used diapers – that I tried to take out to the trash every other day or so. With the diapers gone, I could now see the tubes that came out of each of us, went up to the rope tether between us, then down to the other person. The end of my chastity device was pointed way down so I couldn’t see it that well, but it looked like my tube came right out the end of it. I could clearly see Ashley’s tube coming right out of her slit.

	“Don’t you dare touch those tubes!” Joanna threatened. She turned the water on and Ashley and I were both assaulted by cold water. We both pulled back away from it, but it warmed up soon and we moved back into the flow of the water again, trying to let it rinse off our backsides. Joanna moved the shower nozzle around, aiming it at the worst parts of us, then at the shower floor. A few minutes later, all the “messy stuff” had been washed down the drain.

	“Okay you two,” Joanna said. “You can wash each other off again, but like I said, don’t touch those tubes. Don’t bother with your hair either today. Just get clean.”

	I was very surprised when she didn’t close the shower door, but stood there watching us. Ashley and I went about the task of trying to clean each other while we were forced to remain too close together to really accomplish the task. I was more than a bit embarrassed about washing Ashley’s naked breasts, especially with Joanna watching, but I don’t think Ashley had any problem at all spending time “playing” around with my chastity device. Joanna finally turned the water off and started drying us off herself – as usual, first Ashley, then me.

	After that, Joanna finally removed those big pacifiers from our mouths. She shoved a smaller pacifier into Ashley’s mouth, but surprised me by not doing the same for me. But right after that, Ashley and I got a chance to stand in front of the mirror, while I shaved my face and Ashley had to run a brush through her hair over and over again. Once I was done shaving, then Joanna shoved one of those smaller pacifiers into my mouth before leading us both back into the bedroom. We watched as she laid out two of those super thick diapers on the bed. “Diaper time,” Joanna said, all too cheerily. We knew what to do. We went over to the bed, backed up to it, and sat, then laid back. “What good babies you are,” Joanna said happily. Yeah right!

	Baby lotion on both of us, and baby powder on both of us. All followed of course by those big thick diapers. And it seemed like the moment that Joanna finished fastening that diaper on me, I suddenly felt the urge to pee again – already! What the heck? We were both diapered now, and it wouldn’t be going into my diaper anyway. I let go…and felt Ashley stiffen next to me. She looked over angrily at me, and grunted that anger. A moment later, I felt her peeing into my diaper. While Joanna stood back and chuckled.

	“Are my two babies wet already? My! What are we ever going to do with you?”

	There were a number of nasty things I could have replied, but even with that smaller pacifier in my mouth, replying wasn’t exactly an option.

	Joanna went to the dresser and pulled out one of Ashley’s plain white bras. “Stand up babies,” she told us. As soon as we were standing, she put the bra on Ashley. All I could think, was that somehow that grownup bra didn’t exactly match the “baby” image that Joanna was trying to stick us with. As soon as Joanna had finished fastening Ashley’s bra, she left the room. She came back a minute later with one of my white bras and those dumb birdseed breast forms I had to wear all too often. Two minutes later, both Ashley and I were dressed in…diapers and a bra. But of course, Joanna didn’t stop there.

	Joanna left the room and soon dragged back the suitcase she had brought with her. Once again she set it where we couldn’t see into it when she opened it. I took that as a bad sign. I was soon to find out how right I was. Joanna took something from the suitcase and brought it back to Ashley. Trust me, my eyebrows went up at the sight of it. It was…some kind of big panty, and the material was all pink and green cartoon flowers and bees. Cute! I looked over and saw Ashley staring at the thing. Joanna bent down and held the panty wide open. Ashley grabbed my arm for support, then put one foot through the leg opening, then the other. Joanna pulled the panty up into place over top of Ashley’s now wet diaper. The panty covered most of her diaper. But in truth, the diapers we were wearing were so thick, there was no doubt at all what was under that panty. I now noticed the big pink bow at the top of the panty waist. While both Ashley and I were staring at it, Joanna went back to the suitcase and brought back another one. An identical one…only I’m guessing a bit larger. A moment later, both Ashley and I were matching again. I was still marvelling at that while Joanna went back to the suitcase.

	Once again Joanna came back with material in her hands. This time…a dress…of some sort. Even still in her hands I could see that it was…small. Tiny. The material on the top of the front matched the cartoon flowers and bees on the panties Ashley and I were wearing. The skirt of the dress was a pink and white check. And the short sleeves were all white. And once again there was a pink bow at the centre of the neckline. Joanna slipped the dress over Ashley’s head and over her arms, then fastened it behind her. Talk about a childish looking outfit! In truth, it was a very babyish looking outfit.

	Ashley was trying to look down at herself. I suddenly heard her chuckling behind her pacifier. And then Joanna was back with another one, this time for me. I had to let her put the thing on me, then fasten it behind me.

	Ashley was outright laughing at me now. I know my face was blushing. I also know that damn chastity device was doing its shrinking trick again. Joanna had dressed us both in the most babyish looking outfits imaginable. But of course, Joanna wasn’t done yet. Not by a long shot.

	“Sit on the bed, babies,” Joanna told us. While we did that, she went to that magical suitcase of hers again, this time bringing back…socks. Two pairs. Both of them white with pink lacy tops. As always, Ashley first, then me. And of course afterwards, Joanna went back to her suitcase again. What now?

	Should I have been surprised when she brought back two pairs of shoes? No. Not at all. But I was totally shocked to see those shoes. The groaning of disbelief that came from Ashley at the sight of them pretty much echoed my disbelief as well. Talk about a sissy looking pair of shoes! They were black patent leather little girl Mary Janes. But…they had a big, and I mean big, pink bow on the toes. As always, Joanna buckled the shoes onto Ashley first, then a bigger pair on my feet.

	I could only stare in disbelief at those shoes as Joanna went back to the suitcase and came back with something too small for me to see what it was. I quickly found out though as I saw her working on Ashley’s shoes…or rather the buckle of those shoes as she stuck a small lock through the stem of the buckle, making them impossible for Ashley to remove. A minute later, mine were locked to my feet as well. Another locking pair of shoes…and these weren’t even heels. But I can tell you this, with that big pink bow that couldn’t be overlooked, they were actually far more embarrassing than any pair of shoes I had ever worn…or could ever conceive of wearing. And since they were locked on, I couldn’t take the darn things off!

	I watched as Ashely held her legs out straight and wiggled her feet around. Those big pink bows were simply impossible to miss.

	You would think that Joanna would have been done now, but no. She was still at it. I sat there and watched as Joanna started attacking Ashley’s face with makeup. Actually, she attacked Ashley’s face, and my face. She did Ashley’s eyebrows, then mine. Except she plucked a few “stray” hairs from my eyebrows that she hadn’t done from Ashley’s, and then she trimmed some of the other hairs of my brows before…painting them. I didn’t know if I was glad I couldn’t see the results or not.

	I resisted the urge to run my fingers over them while Joanna started working on Ashley’s eyelashes. She coated them, then grabbed a medieval looking tool and crimped them. Ashley blinked a few times, but oddly she didn’t seem to mind the treatment at all. Then of course it was my turn. Getting the mascara on my eyelashes was bad enough, but that lash curler she used on me afterwards frightened me to death. I was glad when she took the thing off and I could still see. I heard Ashley giggling as Joanna looked over her work and then briefly touched a spot on one of my lashes. What an ordeal!

	I was so glad when Joanna turned her attention back to Ashley with a procedure that didn’t worry me nearly as much. Instead of working on her eyes, I watched as Joanna pulled the pacifier from Ashley’s mouth, then she used a small wand that she dipped into a tube, and coated Ashley’s lips red. Then of course it was my turn. She had me “stretch” my lips so she could coat them completely. Once again I heard Ashley giggling at me. Why couldn’t I giggle at her? Oh yeah, because she was a girl and was used to wearing makeup. In fact, for women, wasn’t it pretty much required?

	Joanna put light pink eyeshadow on both Ashley and me, before she grabbed a soft brush and started working with…other stuff…all over my face and Ashley’s face. She stood back to examine her work on both of us, before coming back to Ashley with a tube of something that she spread all over Ashley’s already red lips…and of course she spread the same stuff on mine. “Don’t touch!” she warned me. “Let that stuff dry first.”

	Dry? What was she talking about? I had thought she was done when Joanna left us, but she came back a few minutes later with a brush and started brushing Ashley’s hair again. She spent quite a while on it…before she parted it into two separate pony tails that she fastened with rubber bands and put matching pink bows at the top of each one. And of course, then it was my turn. I didn’t have all that much hair on top of my head, not like Ashley, but that didn’t stop Joanna from brushing it, and sectioning it into two halves that she pulled back – hard, and then I felt her tying each part back and doing something else to it, that I was guessing she was putting the same pink bows into my hair as she had done with Ashley.

	And of course, Ashley was giggling at me again. It wasn’t fair! I wanted to laugh at her, but the truth was that for as embarrassingly as she was dressed, as far as I was concerned, it wasn’t nearly as bad for her as it was for me.

	Joanna stood back and examined us both critically, looking back and forth from one to the other. Finally she smiled. “Stand up babies,” she told us.

	I don’t know why I felt extra embarrassed by the simple command to stand, but I did. Ashley and I together stood up, and once again Joanna looked us over, then smiled. “Go look at yourselves in the mirror,” she told us.

	Ashley literally dragged me over to where we could stand in front of the mirror. We were dressed alike. We knew that. But looking at the finished results was like doubling the amount of humiliation I felt. Even though I shouldn’t have been, I was still shocked at the results. I looked…ridiculous! Like an overgrown baby. Sort of. And of course, there was no doubt that Ashley looked cuter than I did. But then, she was a girl. She would look cuter, no matter what.

	As I stood there gazing at my ridiculous reflection, I suddenly felt my diaper growing warm and wet. I bent my knees at the odd feeling, especially since it was happening and I had no knowledge beforehand that it was going to happen.

	“Aw,” Joanna’s voice came. “Did baby Michael suddenly wet himself?”

	“No!” I replied. “Ashley did it.”

	“Me?” Ashley laughed. “I didn’t wet myself at all.”

	“No, you wet…me!”

	“Now, now, children. No fighting. I expect you two will wet your diapers quite a bit today.

	Maybe mess them again as well. As I said, I expect that from babies.” Who was she trying to kid?

	She walked over and stuck a baby pacifier into Ashley’s mouth, then mine. “Okay babies, head for the living room while I get my purse. Time for us to go bye–bye.”

	“Huh?”

	“What?” Ashely exclaimed loudly. I noticed she had been pretty quick to pull the plug from her mouth.

	“We’re going out!” Joanna said sternly, and put that thing back in your mouth. Now march!”

	“No!” Ashley exclaimed. “You can’t take us out anywhere like this.” That was exactly my feelings on the subject as well.

	“I can, and I will!” Joanna said sternly. “Now no more complaining or you’ll both regret it.”

	“No!” Ashley yelled this time. “I can’t go anywhere like this. People will see me.”

	I could see Joanna getting angry. “That’s the point Ashley. People are going to see you. Now get moving!”

	“No!” Ashley exclaimed, horrified at the thought. So was I for that matter.

	“Ashley Desmond! You stop arguing with me and do what I say, or you’re going to regret it! You’re both going to regret it.”

	“Mooom…I can’t go anywhere looking like this.”

	“That’s what you think,” Joanna replied as she grabbed my hand and pulled. She spun me around, which forced Ashley to come around to my other side. She nearly fell in the process. Before we knew it, Joanna was pushing us both straight forward toward the bed where we wound up falling face first over on top of it, half on it, half off. “Stay there!” Joanna yelled. She was gone only a moment, but before we knew it, she was back, coming around to the other side of the bed…with scarves in her hand.

	“No!” Ashley yelled, trying to get up, but she was fastened to me by that tether, and getting up without me was impossible. Joanna quickly captured one of her hands, then the other. “No! Don’t!” Ashley screamed. She wiggled for all she was worth, but her wrists were soon tied together. Then it was my turn. I didn’t want my wrists tied either, but I didn’t put up nearly the struggle that Ashley did…that Ashley still seemed to be doing.

	Joanna hurried away, but she was soon back. This time with some rope. She leaned over the bed and grabbed Ashley’s bound wrists again. “No!” Ashley screamed again. But it was no use. Ashley’s wrists were soon linked to my bound wrists, before Joanna pulled hard on that rope, stretching our arms out. She tied the rope off to the bedframe and let go.

	We watched as Joanna angrily came back around behind us. And then I felt her climbing over on top of Ashley’s back and reaching over her head. Ashley started shaking her head rather vehemently and saying, “No! No! No!” I watched in horror as Joanna forced that big pacifier back in her mouth, then tied it in place. A moment later, she was climbing over top of me and tying the other big pacifier into my mouth.

	“Remember what I said about getting punished?” Joanna’s angry voice threatened from behind us. “If I punish one of you, then you both get the same thing! And today is not a day when I’m going to put up with any kind of rebellion out of either of you. I’ve put too much time and expense into this, and I’m not going to let either of you ruin it.”

	I heard Joanna doing something behind us, but what she was doing was impossible to tell. I know I heard a dresser drawer opening and closing at one point. What was Joanna up to? And then I suddenly heard a loud slapping sound.

	“Mmmm!” Ashley grunted angrily. “Mmmm!”

	The slapping sound came again, and with it, pain lancing up from my bare legs just below my diaper. She had hit me with something…and it hurt! “Mmm!” I grunted in surprise.

	The sound came again, as did Ashley’s angry muffled complaint. My surprised painful grunting soon followed. Ashley, then me. Ashley, then me. And whatever Joanna was using on us – hurt! A lot! It wasn’t long before Ashley was crying…and I didn’t blame her one bit.

	Joanna finally stopped. “Are you two going to behave for me yet?” she asked.

	“Mm–hm!” I tried to moan behind my pacifier. Ashley said nothing.

	“Ashley! Are you going to behave and do what I tell you?” No answer except her crying.

	“Ashley? Are you going to behave and do as you’re told?”

	Ashley was still crying, but her head came up almost defiantly. “Mmmm!” she tried to shout past that huge pacifier in her mouth as she struggled again with her bonds. Obviously Ashley was still reluctant to do as her mother wanted.

	The slapping sound came again, as did Ashly’s surprised painful moan. Her crying increased. And then Joanna hit me again. Why? I had already agreed. But I guess Joanna had been serious when she said we would both get the same punishment. Once again Joanna started dishing out the punishment to Ashley, followed immediately to the same punishment to me. Ouch! Pain, pain, pain!

	Ashley was crying desperately now, and still Joanna wasn’t letting up. Finally, Ashley started grunting desperately, even when I was the one getting hit.

	“Are you going to behave now?” Joanna asked. I immediately nodded my head again and tried to grunt yes. Ashley was crying hard, but this time I saw her head nod.

	“Are you going to do whatever I tell you to do today? No questions or fuss? No matter what?”

	Again I nodded and tried to moan some kind of yes around that big pacifier. Ashley, still crying, nodded her head again.

	“Good! Because I can guarantee that next time, it will be worse. And next time, I won’t just spank the two of you, next time there will be an additional punishment for you both!” “Mmmm!” Ashley grunted angrily as she was still crying.

	Joanna came around to the other side of the bed and untied our hands. “Stand up now, and don’t give me any more trouble. Either of you.”

	With a great deal of difficulty, Ashley and I got to our feet. Joanna turned us around so our back was to the bed. She looked us over carefully again. “Now,” Joanna finally said. “Out to the living room with you. I’ll be right there. And then we’re going out. All of us together!”

	Ashley was still crying a little. She sniffled, but moved with me when I headed for the door. The back of my legs were on fire! I had no doubt Ashley’s legs were just as bad. Tied the way we were, I couldn’t see them very well at all. Before going through the doorway, I grabbed Ashley’s hand and held it, trying to offer her at least a little bit of comfort that way. I had no doubt that whatever Joanna had planned for us today, she was very determined to follow through with it.

	While we waited in the living room, I heard Joanna come out of the bedroom, then go into the bathroom. Since I needed to go too, I did. Ashley punched me in the arm with her free hand. I understood how she felt, but what could I do? Joanna finally came out of the bathroom, but she went back to the bedroom. She seemed to stay there for a long time before she finally came out…not only wearing her coat, but carrying a large bag in her hands. She looked us over briefly before going into the kitchen. Ashley and I remained right where she had parked us. We heard Joanna doing something in the kitchen for a while, then she was back. I’m not sure if I was happy that she had finally returned or not.

	She stared at us for a few moments again. “Hmm,” she mused. She walked up to us. “Ash, let go of his hand for a moment.” When her hand was free, Joanna grabbed it and pushed it back behind the pink tether that kept us joined together. “Now hold hands,” she told us. She rearranged the skirts of our dresses a bit to cover things, then stood back and looked. Finally she nodded. “Much better. You don’t notice the rope going between you hardly at all now. You two keep holding hands like that all day. You might as well. You’re joined together so you can’t get apart from each other anyway. Okay, you two. Out to the car, both of you. And remember, no trouble, or I’ll not only whip you both in public, but I’ve already grabbed something to make your day a whole lot worse.”

	I know I didn’t want to find out what that was. And that bag in her hands was large enough to hold almost anything. Reluctantly, Ashley and I made our way out to the garage.

	Joanna opened the big garage door, and we waited while it went up. Neither of us was wearing any kind of coat so the cold air assailed us by the time the door was only partially up, and it only got worse the higher it went. When the door was high enough that I could fully see out, I noticed my next door neighbour, Greg Stanley, staring at us from his driveway. Neither Ashley nor I moved until Joanna told us to, but when she did, we both headed for her car parked in my driveway. Joanna opened the rear door for us, and together Ashley and I struggled to get in.

	I had seen the look of disbelief on Greg’s face. How much worse would things be…wherever it was that Joanna planned on taking us? Joanna helped buckle our seatbelts, especially mine since I was sitting in the middle of the seat, and before we knew it, all too soon for me, Joanna was backing out of my driveway, and we were going…somewhere.

	 


Chapter 38.

	 

	Ever since Joanna and Ashley had come into my life, I had been subjected to some of the most intense humiliation I could imagine. Now, riding in the car, I could feel that humiliation perhaps more intensely than ever before. How visible was I to other drivers? How visible was I to anyone on the street? Could they see the pacifier stuck in my mouth? Could they see the bows in my hair? How about the tiny baby dress I was wearing? At least they couldn’t see the embarrassing shoes on my feet, or the diaper I had on, or even my pink nail polish. That is, unless whatever vehicle happened to be in the lane next to us was taller than Joanna’s car. And it sure seemed to me like most of them were.

	I was still holding Ashley’s hand, and over and over again I felt her squeeze my hand…hard. I had no doubt that this wasn’t easy for her either. But her mother was determined. She was giving us no choice at all. Where was she taking us? No place good, that much I was certain of. Since I was sitting pretty much in the middle of the car, I saw Joanna in the rear view mirror constantly glancing at us in the back seat. More than once I noticed her giggle a little bit. Yeah, no doubt about it, her brain had slipped a major cog somewhere. She was growing more demented by the day.

	We pulled off of the road into a parking lot and headed for…uh–oh. I looked over at Ashley. I saw her eyes go wide staring at the baby store in front of us. She looked over at me, and her eyes told me pretty much everything.

	Like it or not, which I didn’t…which we didn’t…Joanna parked the car in front of that baby store. It appeared to be a big baby store…like me. I mean the place appeared to be large. I sooo did not want to get out of the car. And once Joanna had opened the back door for us, and by the way Ashley was just sitting there, I had no doubt that she didn’t want to get out of the car either.

	“Ash!” Joanna warned. “Do the back of your legs need warming up again? Michelle’s too?”

	Huh? Michelle? And yes, my legs were cold, but I didn’t want the kind of warming she was insinuating. Ashley reluctantly started working her way out of the car though, and if Ashley went, I had no choice but to follow. Funny how being tied together can cause that kind of situation. After the warmth of the car, let’s just say that those little baby dresses we were wearing weren’t the best thing to keep us warm. Despite having both a reason for warmth, and a reason of total fear to make me want to get back into the car again, Joanna quickly closed the door and locked the car, cutting off all escape – for both of us.

	“Hold hands…oh, you already are. Well keep holding hands children. Let’s go.”

	Hooray! We had been promoted to children again. Not that it made any difference.

	Joanna led us straight to the door leading into that “large” baby store. She held it open, and like it or not, Ashley and I wormed our way through it into the warmth inside. We took three steps through the door and stopped, even though my eyes were searching for someplace we could hide. Yeah, no doubt about it, every eye in the store was on us. Did the makeup on my face hide how much I was blushing? I seriously doubted it.

	“Let’s go babies. Stay with me,” Joanna told us as she led the way.

	What did she think, that we’d just wander around there on our own? Trust me, we followed.

	One of the more amazing things I’ve ever noticed in my life, other than the way Ashley and I were currently dressed, is the way a person can talk to someone, hold an entire conversation with that person, yet never once look at them. Amazing! And that’s exactly what took place when the saleswoman walked over to Joanna and asked if she could help with anything. She talked to Joanna, but it was more like she was talking to Ashley and me, because she never once looked away from either Ashely or me. And if she was talking to us, how the heck did she expect us to answer with those darn big pacifiers tied into our mouths. And trust me, I know she could see the ribbons keeping them in place. The amazed and disturbed look on her face never once changed!

	“Oh, I have a few things I need to pick up here,” Joanna told her, but I think I’d just like to look around while I’m at it and see if there’s anything else I may need.”

	“Let me know if I can help,” the saleswoman replied, still looking at only Ashley and me. She backed off, but certainly not far, which turned out to be necessary as Joanna practically pounced on a rack of baby dresses and pulled one out.

	“Oh, look how adorable this is!” Joanna exclaimed to the saleswoman. “Why is it that babies can’t remain this little forever?”

	I know the saleswoman tried to come up with an answer for that while she continued to stare at Ash and me, and I know she failed.

	There was no doubt about it, Joanna was taking her sweet time. That saleswoman continued to stay right with us, but she wasn’t the only other person in the store. There were several saleswomen, and several…mothers – real mothers, in the store as well. All of whom pretty much watched us unbelievingly. I know it was unbelievingly, because I didn’t believe it myself.

	I know I grunted a bit too loudly once, but really, I couldn’t help it. I was so nervous that I wasn’t paying attention to…some other things. And of course, that was when Ashley surprised me by peeing – into my diaper of course. And of course, I grunted in surprise. Well how the heck was I supposed to know when she was going to do it?

	“Michelle?” Joanna asked. “Is something wrong baby?”

	I rather emphatically shook my head no. But Joanna continued to stare at me. “Michelle! Did you wet your diaper again?”

	Okay, how the heck was I supposed to answer that? I shook my head no, and pointed at Ashley.

	“Michelle, I heard you when you did it, not Ashley. Now is your diaper wet again or not?”

	Hey! Not fair. She knew it was wet long before we left the house! But what else could I answer except to nod that it was.

	Joanna shook her head. “You’ll just have to wait a little while to be changed. Maybe before we get out of here. I want to pick up a few things first.”

	I felt Ashley elbow me. I turned to look at her and she was all but laughing at me. She would!

	“Now there’s something I need!” Joanna declared. She headed directly to a long display of diaper bags. “I think I need something…big,” she said more to herself than anyone else. She turned to that hovering saleswoman and loudly whispered. “I need it big because I’ve got two babies to take care of.” Then she nodded at Ash and me, as if the woman hadn’t already figure that out.

	“Well,” the saleswoman said, still looking at us, “they’re not exactly twins.”

	“No,” Joanna agreed. “But close enough.”

	“Um…yes. I can see that,” the woman replied.

	Why did I suddenly feel so much smaller than I had when I walked in? And why did I feel that certain troubling feeling inside my gut that I just knew could lead to more trouble in my diaper again? Hadn’t whatever Joanna had given us earlier cleaned me out enough? But Joanna had made me…us…eat an entire bowl of that stuff. No doubt, it was still working on me. Trouble – with a capital ‘T’ – that would most likely wind up in my big ‘D.’

	Joanna picked out the largest baby girl themed diaper bag that she could before continuing to another aisle. Diapers, baby clothes, everything under the sun to take care of a baby – a real baby. Joanna looked at everything, and I began desperately fighting what I was afraid was going to become more inevitable. Besides the diaper bag, Joanna picked out a cute plastic diaper pail and a bunch of special plastic bag liners to go into it. She also picked out a diaper changing pad and matching pacifier holders in a bright pink pattern. Without even buying them yet, she immediately clipped one to Ashley’s dress before connecting it to her pacifier, then she did the same to me. Always matching. But what I wanted to know was, why she needed the clip in the first place? Those oversized pacifiers were tied into our mouths like gags. We weren’t about to lose them, no matter how much we wanted to.

	Just before she paid for everything, Joanna suddenly turned and said, “Michelle, come here.” Which meant that both me and Ashley had to go. Right there in the store, Joanna quickly bent down and yanked that big diaper cover panty right down to my knees. Talk about being horrified! I nearly messed my diaper right then and there! She thoroughly checked the state of that big diaper I was wearing right in front of everyone! 

	“I think you can go a little while more before I change you,” Joanna said. Then she pulled that big panty back into place. I was actually glad to have it pulled up over my diaper again, although for the life of me I didn’t know why. What difference did it make? Everyone could just look at me and tell I had a big diaper on under it. But I was still fighting to keep from making that big diaper even worse. What would Joanna have done if she had checked it and found that I had messed in it again? I didn’t even want to contemplate that problem.

	But just like she had done with me, she suddenly attacked Ashley and pulled her diaper cover down. “Hmm!” Joanna hummed all too loudly. “You’re both wet! Well, you can both wait to be changed.” She pulled Ashley’s diaper cover back up. Ash and I looked at each other in shock over what she had just done – right there in the store!

	And then Joanna pointed her finger at a spot on the carpeted floor not far from the cash register. “Sit! I’ll be right back.” She watched as Ashley and I sat down right there on the floor of the store. She turned to the Saleswoman. “I’ll just be a moment. I need to get some things from the car.” Not waiting for an answer or permission, Joanna hurried straight out of the store.

	What if she left us there? What would we do? I watched as all the saleswomen and several of the other customers just stared after her…and then at us. Once again I felt smaller than the supposed age Joanna was treating me like. To be honest, I felt more like a lowly little worm.

	Fortunately, Joanna came hurrying back into the store. “I’m so sorry,” she said to the saleswoman. Have they been behaving?”

	Yes, the saleswoman’s jaw was open, but not for the purpose of talking. She was simply too…surprised.

	Joanna knelt down next to us and opened that big bag she had brought with her. From it, she took two baby bottles. She untied Ashley’s big pacifier, letting it hang down from the ribbon that now connected it to her dress, and she all but shoved that bottle into Ashley’s mouth. A minute later I was sitting there on the floor of the baby store as well, dressed like a baby, and drinking from my bottle. Baby formula again. Ugh! But drink it I did. I had no doubt that Joanna wasn’t going to let us out of there until we finished all of it.

	While we sat there drinking together, Joanna took the time to pay for everything. She also took the time to load up the new diaper bag with plenty of those big diapers she had brought from home, as well as everything she could possibly need to change and take care of us. Since she still had time, she carried the diaper pail out to the car before coming back in the store to shop, while she waited for us to finish our bottles.

	As soon as Ashley and I were both done, she took our bottles and put those darn pacifiers back in our mouths. “Do I need to tie them in again?” she asked Ashely, staring her straight in the eyes as if daring her to say the wrong thing. Ashley shook her head no. Whew! We were still stuck sucking on those things, but at least they weren’t tied into our mouths…for now.

	I was so glad to get out of that store. Talk about embarrassing! All I could think about after that was how ready I was get home. Home, away from the public eye. Home, where I could be overly embarrassed – in private! Home, where if I suddenly messed in my diaper again like I was afraid I would, I wouldn’t care as much.

	Except, we didn’t go home. Not when Joanna had other things on her mind.

	I watched from the middle of the back seat as Joanna drove, wondering…and fearing…where she was going. And then I knew. Oh no! Oh no! Oh…nooo! I felt Ashley squeeze my hand extra hard, and she kept squeezing it. I didn’t squeeze back. I was too petrified.

	Yes, no surprise, Joanna pulled into the big vast parking lot of the mall. After a little driving around, she pulled into the closest parking space she could find to one of the major department stores and turned the engine off. The engine went off, but my worrisome gut didn’t. And trust me, just then I wanted my gut to turn itself off, because I just knew that something worse than pee was soon going to wind up in the back of my diaper. Joanna opened the back door for us to get out. And since Ashley was getting out of the car, I had no choice in the matter. The car door closed…and locked behind me. I was now dressed in the most humiliating manner possible, in one of the busiest places possible, with no place to retreat to. And I was very worried about that embarrassment becoming even more profound for me.

	“Are you holding hands children? Very good,” Joanna crooned. She grabbed Ashley’s other hand and led us toward the mall. It wasn’t that far, but it wasn’t that close either. How bad was it going to be? How embarrassing was it going to be once even more people could see us than the ones who were outside and whose heads were already turning?

	But all that was only secondarily on my mind. The biggest worry on my mind was that the walking was doing something…not good…to my system. I tried hard! I clamped down hard. I fought it with everything I had. But it was a losing battle. The act of doing all that walking was simply making things more impossible. And not only was I worried about making a stinky mess in my diaper, I suddenly realized I had to pee again – and that was growing worse too.

	Joanna opened and held the door for us to go through. There was another set of doors still in front of us. We went through the first door. Joanna came around and held the second door and we went through that one as well…and something started going through my back end into my diaper. NO! I clamped down harder, but we were walking again…somewhere. Ashley and I had little choice but to follow Joanna, holding hands, sucking on our big pacifiers, “enjoying” being dressed like total babies out in public, and I kept fighting my body that was trying to make things worse in my diaper…now with slowly losing results.

	I could feel the sticky mess back there as we walked thought the ladies department. I did everything possible to not put any look of distress on my face. Things were humiliating enough already. And then I suddenly felt my diaper filling with warm pee. Ashley! Why now? She looked at me and grinned behind that big pacifier. But I already had to pee. I was fighting it along with fighting putting even more of a mess in my diaper. Suddenly having my diaper filled with warm pee somehow made me lose it. And I mean really lose it. Everything! Her warm pee had triggered it, and I had little choice but to let go and pee…which fortunately went into her diaper. Take that Ashley! But my bigger problem was that when that flood gate opened, so did the one I had been fighting so hard and so long to keep closed at my back end. Yes, the rest of what had been up inside me and was trying to get out, came out. And trust me, I did everything possible to NOT let anyone know what I had just done. Which didn’t last that long.

	Less than a minute later, I noticed Ashley looking at me with a strange look on her face. I saw her glance down at my diapered backside. I tried to ignore her. And then I heard her laughing. Just…great! I saw Joanna turn to look at Ashley questioningly. I kept my face as straight as possible, and Joanna returned to her walking and browsing.

	I had figured that Joanna would head for the baby department. But no. Wrong! Instead we wound up looking at bedding. Sheets and blankets. Ash and I stood by while she started looking, and right from the start I realized she was looking for the most juvenile and girlish patterns she could find. Except that it wasn’t long before she suddenly turned her head to look at us with the strangest look on her face. And then I saw her sniff the air. Uh–oh!

	“Did one of you two…” she started.

	But before she could finish, Ashley pointed right at me. Trust me, I was already blushing.

	“Michelle! Did you make a stinky in your diaper?”

	A stinky? I didn’t bother nodding or making any other reply. I know my blushing face said it all.

	“Ugh! What am I going to do with you two?”

	Hey, don’t blame me! I’m not the one who spiked that cereal she had made us eat that morning. And then she said something not nice.

	“You’ll just have to wait a few minutes before I change you. I’ve just started shopping here.”

	Oooookay. I didn’t want to be changed in the store anyway. Trust me! But I did want to go home to get changed. You can trust me about that too!

	I had no idea in the world that some department stores carried that many varieties of sheets. And most of them in all sizes, including the size for the new mattress I had gotten. I had no idea how long we stood there…with me stinking to high heaven…while Joanna shopped. But I do know that after some time, Ashley suddenly bent over like she had a cramp.

	“Ashley dear. Are you okay?” Joanna quickly asked, her voice full of concern.

	“Mmmmm!” Ashley grunted angrily with that dumb pacifier in her mouth.

	“Now dear, don’t speak to me that way. You’ll wind up in trouble!”

	“Mmm!” she grunted softly, but still angrily. So what was up with her?

	Joanna finally made her selection. She handed a package of sheets to me to carry and then turned…but not in a good direction. It seemed she wasn’t finished shopping in that section yet. As Ashley and I followed her to another aisle, she started looking at blankets. I didn’t need any new blankets. I had blankets. But evidently, mine weren’t girly enough for Joanna. I figured that one out pretty quickly when I realized what kind of blankets Joanna kept pulling out to look at.

	“Mm!” Ashley grunted softly again. I turned to look at her, wondering what her problem was. The look on her face was total distress. And then I realized – I wasn’t the only one worried about a stinky kind of problem. “Mmmm!” She was fighting it, and I could tell by the distress on her face that most likely she was losing it…like I had.

	Joanna finally made her selection on a new blanket. “Here dear,” she said to Ashley. “Will you carry this for me please?”

	Ashley took the blanket and held it in her arms. We started to follow Joanna away from that bedding section, but I was suddenly brought up short by the tether that linked Ash and I together. I turned to look, and she was halfway bent over. “Mmmm!” she grunted distressfully. She shook her head. She screwed her face up into a desperate look. She did everything possible that she could, but it was still only moments before I saw the tears start to fall from her eyes.

	“Ashley dear,” Joanna’s face said. “Are you as bad as little Michelle? Did you mess your diaper too?”

	Ashley didn’t nod. She didn’t grunt. She didn’t answer. She turned into me as far as she could. The blanket in her arms and the sheets in my arms preventing us from getting too close. She didn’t look at her mother. She was crying softly.

	All of a sudden Joanna was there. Instead of offering comfort, she grabbed Ashley’s hand and pulled. “Come along children,” she said. “I guess there’s no help for it. Obviously you’re both a mess. Let’s get you two cleaned up before any other mothers here start protesting.”

	Other mothers? Who the heck was she talking about? And more importantly, what exactly did she mean when she said she’d get us cleaned up? And believe me, I could only think of one possibility.

	I know Ashley was waddling worse than before, because being tied so closely together, I could now feel her hip bump mine with every step that she took. Of course, there was no way that I could possibly be waddling any worse at all, so it had to be all Ashley. Walk, walk, walk, walk, walk. Did Joanna have any idea in the world how much of a nuisance it is to walk around in such thick diapers…and especially in diapers that were now messy? And while we’re at it, did Joanna have any idea in the world how embarrassing it was for us to be walking around dressed the way we were…let alone walking around in messy diapers? Okay. I have no doubt in the world that Joanna knew perfectly well. I also have no doubt in the world that it’s just what she wanted.

	Walk, walk, walk. Where the heck were we going? Oh! Of course. I saw the sign for the store’s rest rooms. It was another minute before another thought hit me, and all I could think was…this should be interesting. I was a guy…okay, I was dressed sort of like a baby girl, but I was still a guy. Ashley and her mother were both women. But Ash and I were currently welded somewhat together. How exactly was Joanna planning on accomplishing this? And of course, I soon found out as we walked straight past the men’s room without either Joanna or Ashley giving the door a single glance. Joann opened the door to the ladies room, and I had little choice as she ushered both of us inside.

	Was it too much to ask that the ladies room would be empty? Obviously it was, because there were two women in there. Two women who stopped their talking the moment we walked in and paid us their full attention. My face wanted to say how sorry I was to them. My current predicament didn’t allow me to express that situation for more than a brief moment as Joanna led us over to a clear area of the floor, then had us lay down.

	“Don’t worry guys,” Joanna said, “I’ll have you both cleaned up and fresh in a jiffy.”

	Did that mean she was going to hurry and get us out of there fast? I could only hope. And why…oh why…were those two women now standing behind Joanna and watching us? Didn’t they have the decency to give us some privacy? But then, for that matter, obviously Joanna didn’t have the decency to do any of this in the privacy of my home. She had purposely brought us out into public like this…to do just this. And all the big diapers she had loaded into that new diaper bag she was carrying was all the proof I needed.

	Ashley’s diaper cover got pulled down to her ankles. My diaper cover got pulled down to my ankles. Ashley’s dress got pushed up out of the way. My dress got pushed up out of the way. Ashley’s diaper was unfastened and opened…and left that way, displaying the smelly mess inside, while Joanna unfastened my diaper to display my own mess…right there in front of those two women. Not to mention exposing my totally encased penis in front of them as well.

	Question, is it exposing yourself if your penis is encased in a chastity device? I mean, it’s not exactly naked is it? Oddly, I pondered just that while Joanna cleaned Ashley up, then put a fresh diaper under her…without fastening it. Then it was my turn – finally! Joanna wiped me off, making me raise my legs at one point, then just my rump at another point while she made sure to do an extra–good job on me…which I was actually grateful for. The part I wasn’t so grateful about was that she was purposely keeping me exposed in front of those two women…wait, now there were three. Where had the other one come from?

	Ashley’s diaper got fastened, and finally my fresh diaper got fastened. Ashley’s diaper cover got pulled up, then mine. Finally! Finally we were dressed decently again. I mean…oh you know what I mean. I guess decently is a matter of opinion.

	Ashley and I got up from the floor and Joanna left us standing there, sucking on our pacifiers in front of those three staring women while she left us alone to get rid of the used diapers and wash her hands.

	“Love your outfits,” one of the women said.

	Huh? They were talking to us? I know I blushed. I had no doubt Ashley was blushing too.

	“Your outfits are so sweet. Pretty,” a second woman said.

	“Do you go out often looking so…pretty?” Another of the women asked…which caused the other two to start giggling.

	I didn’t think an answer was called for, so I just stood there and sucked my pacifier obediently.

	“Do you two go to day care together?” the third woman asked, which again caused the women to all laugh.

	“What’s your names?” one of them asked us.

	Not only was I not interested in telling them my name, for once I found it in my favour to be sucking on that darn pacifier which pretty much prevented us from talking to them.

	“Iwellwe” I sort of heard Ashley say around the pacifier in her mouth as she pointed at me.

	In shock, I looked at her. What the heck was she doing? But there was humour in her eyes. There’s no way she could be possibly enjoying this!

	“And your name sweetie?” one of the women asked her. Ashley shook her head vehemently, her pigtails and the ribbons still tied to her big pacifier were whipping back and forth. But I got the impression that there was an air of mischief in her actions. In truth, she was acting like a child.

	“You’re not going to tell us your name?”

	Ashley shook her head determinedly again. Was she smiling behind that big pacifier?

	“You told us your friend’s name,” one of them pointed out.

	“I’m not sure I exactly got it,” another of the women mentioned.

	“I didn’t either. Not that it matters,” the third woman said.

	Whew! Hopefully they would drop that line of questions now. I glanced over to the sinks to see Joanna finish drying her hands on a paper towel. Then she turned away from them…and heading into one of the stalls instead of trying to rescue us. I had no doubt she was doing that on purpose!

	And then the door opened, and in walked another woman…with a baby on her hip. She took one look at the crowd, and I guess Ashley and me, and came straight over. “What’s going on?”

	“It seems we have two…um…adorable…young ones in here today,” one of the women told her.

	“We just watched their…mother I guess, changing their diapers for them.” Her voice lowered to a whisper as her face scrunched up a bit. “Messy!”

	“Ooohh,” the woman with the baby replied as she looked us over. She came forward and grabbed the hem of Ashley’s dress, pulling it out. Then she looked at her baby. “Aren’t their dresses cute?” she asked her baby, as if it could answer. “Would you like an outfit like theirs? I bet you would my darling. But you’ve got other outfits just as pretty at home.” She looked at Ashley and me again. “Maybe I should start having you wear them more often when we go out. Obviously they look a lot prettier than the play clothes I’ve got you in now.” She stepped back and looked at Ashley and me again. “They are…interesting outfits. Aren’t they?” she seemed to be asking her baby.

	“Adorable!” one of the other women agreed.

	“Just…precious!” Another one added.

	“I feel positively horrible,” the woman with the baby said. “Bringing my daughter out in just these play clothes when these two are dressed so…nicely.”

	One of the women started giggling uncontrollably…which caused the others to giggle too.

	“Did you see their shoes?” one of the women asked.

	“How could I miss them,” another of the women replied. “Those big pink bows are hard to miss.”

	“No, I mean did you notice the locks on them?”

	“I noticed,” another of the women replied.”

	“Locks?” the woman with the baby asked. I saw her looking closer. “They do have locks.”

	“I guess that’s because some babies hate to wear shoes and keep taking them off,” one of the women replied with an obvious giggle.

	The woman with the baby laughed. “Just like mine!”

	I looked up to see Joanna approaching – finally! “Are my babies behaving themselves?” she asked.

	“They’re…adorable,” one of the women managed to get out before breaking down in a total fit of laughter.

	Joanna smiled. “Aren’t they? I think they’re both so precious that I just had to treat them to a day out today to show them off.” Her statement brought more laughter from the rest of the women.

	“I noticed you’ve got them tied together so one of them can’t wander off and you can keep track of them better,” one of the women noted.

	“Well, you know how some children can be,” Joanna replied. “They’ve got the shortest attention spans and if something catches their eye, well, I didn’t want to have to go chasing one in one direction while the other wanders off a different way.” Once again the women laughed.

	“Now if you’ll excuse us ladies,” Joanna continued. “We’ve got shopping to do.” She picked up the sheets and blanket from the floor. She handed Ashley the sheets to carry this time and me the blanket. Then she grabbed that big diaper bag and turned toward the door, but she stopped two paces later to smile and look at the woman’s baby. “So beautiful!” she said. “What’s her name?”

	“Ashley,” the woman replied happily.

	“Ashley!” Joanna turned toward her daughter. “This one is Ashley too. She’s my Ashley.”

	Joanna turned to me next. And this is her twin sister Michelle.”

	“Twin?” one of the women asked, before starting to laugh all over again.

	Joanna shrugged. “Well, close enough. Come along children,” she said. “Let’s see if we can find you a treat for being so good today.”

	A treat? I just wanted to get out of there. I just wanted to get out of the mall. I just wanted to go home! But according to what Joanna had just said, home wasn’t exactly in the cards…yet. When would it be? And…a day out today? What was Joanna’s definition of ‘a day out?’ As far as I was concerned, it had already been a day out. In fact, it might have been a whole week out already.

	We got back into the main part of the store. Joanna turned to us. “Don’t forget to hold hands children. I’m sure you can carry those things with your free hands.”

	Once again, our hands linked with that pink tether between them. We had to follow Joanna all around the housewares department, then all around the women’s department. It was while she was looking through the girl’s department that I suddenly felt my nice fresh dry diaper filling up with warm pee. Ashley! I looked over angrily at her…and then let loose with my own pee into her diaper. The look of anger she gave me was just…precious. What the heck had Joanna spiked our bottles with, because we were both peeing way too much.

	Joanna spent an incredible amount of time in the baby department, not buying anything, but literally looking at everything. Have you any idea how much attention Ashley and I got while we followed her around? Especially in that department. Trust me, everyone was looking at us. Joanna certainly noticed. At one point she softly said, “It’s a good thing you two are so young yet, otherwise I’d have you both curtseying for all the people looking at you. But then, we all know that baby girls as young as you don’t know how to curtsey yet.” She turned back to her shopping while I marvelled at how tight my chastity device had suddenly gotten.

	Joanna finally paid for the sheets and blanket, while Ashley and I stood right there next to her, all too much the focus of everyone’s attention. Then, fortunately, Joanna led us right out of that store the way we had come in and straight back to the car. Hooray! Or maybe not. Joanna opened the trunk and put the bag with the blanket and sheets in it, then turned and led us straight back into the mall again. Oh…no! I heard Ashley grunt with frustration…and a moment later, my diaper filled with her pee again. I purposely held mine this time. Waiting for a better opportunity.

	Into that mall again. Straight through that department store, and then out into the mall proper we went. Walk, walk, walk! Where the heck were we going…so slowly? Did I need to wonder why everyone we could see was looking at us? No, I don’t think I needed to wonder about that fact at all. Trust me, things were bad enough before in that one big department store, but now, here where thing were more open and more people could see us, I felt totally panicked inside. Not only was I worried about all the people seeing us, what if one of my friends happened to be shopping there that day. Okay, since I had taken the job at the bank and moved to the city, I didn’t really have any friends other than the people I worked with at the bank. But they were friends that I knew. And having one of them see me and find out about me would ruin me.

	I was starting to really have to pee now. I was just about to let it out when Joanna said, “Ah. Now there’s a good idea.” Suddenly she was moving a bit faster, and I now saw her target. A place on one of the corners of the mall…that sold coffee and snacks.

	Hmmm! I decided to do my best to hold my pee just a bit longer. Hopefully. The need was getting pretty intense. Joanna stood us off to the side of the line, which suddenly was moving much slower as everyone paid more attention to Ash and me than to what they were doing there. And trust me, just the close scrutiny of those half a dozen people right next to us almost made me lose my pee right then. And…yeah…I should have just let loose. I mean, it was going into Ashley’s diaper anyway. But I was still hoping for something better.

	And that something better actually happened. Joanna finally got to the head of the line and ordered Ashley and me both vanilla ice–cream cones. She handed Ashley the first one. “Babies who behave so good get treats,” she told us. She handed me the other one. “I know you’re really too young for cones like this, but that’s all they have today. Try not to make a mess.” She turned back to the window to get her own cone, then she led us over to a small table with chairs. She moved two of the chairs around so Ash and I could sit down, then she pulled our pacifiers out and let them dangle from the straps attached to our dresses.

	I was barely paying attention to what Joanna was doing though. I was paying more attention to Ashley. I saw her looking at her ice–cream. I saw when she was just about to bend her head down to eat some…and I let loose as her head was just heading for it. Her mouth went over the top of the ice–cream cone to eat it…and I must have timed it just right, because my pee hit her diaper at just the right time. She was so surprised that her face wound up buried in it.

	“Uuuuhhh!” she screamed, totally shocked. She looked angrily over at me. Her face was now a mess.

	“Ashley!” Joanna said angrily. “What the heck are you doing?” She sighed loudly. “I swear. Children!”

	But Ashley never even looked at her, she was looking only at me…with murder on her mind. “He just peed my diaper, just as I was trying to take a bite!” she declared angrily. “You did that on purpose!”

	I’m sorry. I just didn’t have it in me to be contrite about it. I laughed. “Yeah, I did,” I admitted.

	“Humph!” Joanna grunted angrily. “Eat your ice–cream,” she said with more than a bit of an angry edge to her voice. “And try not to make such a mess!”

	I couldn’t help it. I laughed all over again…as I started licking at my ice–cream cone. So good…despite so many people watching us.

	When we finished with our ice–cream, Joanna wiped Ashley’s face, commenting again on how messy Ashley had gotten herself. Ashley just looked at me with that murderous look once again while Joanna wiped my face off. And again I laughed.

	We headed out to walk the mall again, pacifiers naturally back in our mouths. Walk, walk, walk. Stop to let some people ask questions and then take pictures of us. Joanna took the opportunity to have one of the people take a picture of all three of us together with Joanna’s phone. What if someone posted one of those pictures to the internet? Most likely at least someone would. What would happen then? I didn’t want to contemplate that any further. I had enough to deal with just then, and most of it was the nerves in my stomach.

	Walk some more. Talk to a few more people. Turn into a store. What? I was shocked, although now that I think about it, I really shouldn’t have been. The store was a big toy store. Ashley looked at me again as we went inside. Yeah, we were both worried about what might come next.

	There were people in the store of course, but not nearly as many as were out in the mall proper. That much was somewhat of a relief. I just didn’t know what Joanna had in mind now, and not knowing wasn’t a relief at all! We followed her around the store until she found the baby toys…of course. Where else would she be going in there with the two of us in tow?

	Joanna slowly looked at so many toys. Different toys. Many different kinds of toys. I finally realized she had only dragged us in there as someplace to take us for a while…when she went and proved me wrong.

	“Oh, isn’t this precious!” she suddenly declared as she picked up a toy tea set with a pink teapot that looked more like some kind of cartoon character, two cups, and some fake colourful cake slices.

	She held the tea set in her arms while she continued looking. I looked over at Ashley and she looked at me. What the heck were we going to do with that? And trust me, I didn’t exactly want to find out. But Joanna was still looking at toys. Why?

	She finally stopped in front of something else and just seemed

	to stare at it for the longest time. And trust me, it was something totally dumb! “Hmm,” she mused out loud. “That looks to be about right.”

	Huh? About right for what? But she picked it up and carried it with her as well. I again looked at Ashley and she looked at me. What the heck were we going to do with a set of colourful plastic shapes that went over some spindles?

	And still Joanna wasn’t done yet? Why? Why would she buy such dumb stuff for us? And I wondered that, because I had no doubt in the world that she was buying it all – just for us!

	She turned the corner and came across a row of dolls. Dolls, dolls dolls. I noticed Ashley’s eyes roaming all over the place now. Joanna seemed to be looking around more as well. All the way down the entire length of the aisle, Joanna led us very, very slowly while she picked up a few dolls to look at them, then finally put them back. Whew! That is, until she got down near the very end of the aisle. “Oh look!” she said as she practically pounced on another doll. She picked it up. Held it. Hugged it. Looked at it closely again. Then showed it to Ashley. “Isn’t it just precious?”

	I saw Ashley’s eyes go wide.

	“Here,” Joanna said as she shoved the doll into Ashley’s hands. “Hold that.” She turned back to the shelf, grabbed another one and gave it to me. It was a doll, dressed all in pink, with a dress that said ‘my first dolly’ on it.

	Oh great. Just what I always wanted. Not! And not only that, but just holding that thing seemed to act like a remote trigger for whatever mechanism was in my chastity device that seemed to make the darn thing shrink! And trust me, it was shrinking just then. Again!

	Joanna finally led us up to the front where she paid for all the toys. The tea set and the blocks went into a bag. The dolls got the tags removed and went into our free hands. Oh great. I was going to be even more of an embarrassment walking around the mall.

	Unfortunately, we hadn’t even gotten out of the store yet, when Joanna spotted something else…and made matters that much worse for Ashley and me. Need I say it? Oh, you really don’t know what it was? Yes, Joanna spotted something, dragged Ashley and me right over to it, and paid for it. What was it? Well, technically it was two things. One for Ashley, and one for me. It was…I mean they were…oh you know what I mean. In one word, it was – balloons! Pink balloons. Filled with helium. One for Ashley, and one for me. And no, Joanna didn’t trust us to just hold them. She tied one of them to Ashly’s free wrist, and one of them to mine. Now Ashley and me were flanked with two big balloons floating over our heads, while we now carried “our” dolls in those same hands. And with the balloons tied to us, there was no getting away from them.

	By the time we got out into the mall proper, I had no doubt that even more people were looking at us. How could anyone possibly miss us now? And yes, I saw more than a few people taking pictures. It was so unnerving that I couldn’t blame Ashley in the least when she let loose and peed into my diaper again very shortly after we left that toy store.

	And then it happened. The worst possible thing in the world. Well, perhaps the second worst possible thing in the world, but trust me, it was bad, bad, bad! We had been forced to stop and stand still, again, because there were a number of people right in front of us, a few of whom were trying to take our pictures before they would let us move on. It was right then that the something bad, bad, bad happened. And it happened with just a single word. “Ashley?”

	We turned at the voice, and I heard Ashley moan, “Mmmmmmm!” Her hand holding mine suddenly squeezed like she was trying to break it. Ashley’s best friend Amanda was standing right there.

	Joanna moved in quickly before Ashley could say anything else. “Ashley! Don’t you dare take that pacifier out. I’ll handle this.”

	Ashley moaned again, and I felt her knees giving out on her as Amanda looked at us with a wondering look on her face. I quickly let go of Ashley’s hand and wrapped my arm around her waist to hold her up before she hit the floor.

	“Ash, what are you doing?” Amanda asked.

	But Joanna was now between Amanda and us. “Ashley can’t speak to you today,” she said firmly. I noticed more than a hint of steel in her voice. I also noticed a sob coming out of Ashley. Her knees tried to give out on her again and I literally had to hold her up. Otherwise we both would have wound up on the floor.

	“But what’s going on?” Amanda asked as she tried to look past Joanna to stare at Ashley, who I was now trying to hold up with both arms, even though she was now bent over limply and crying her eyes out.

	“Ashley is being punished,” Joanna told her in no uncertain terms.

	I saw the look of surprise on Amanda’s face. “Is this because…”

	“Don’t ask!” Joanna cut her off quickly. “Don’t say anything. She’s being punished. That’s all you have to know.”

	There was something in there that I was missing. And I had a sneaking suspicion it had something to do with me.

	“But she’s my friend,” Amanda said. “My best friend. And I haven’t gotten to even talk to her in a long time now.”

	“Ashley isn’t able to communicate today,” Joanna told her.

	Amanda seemed to look back and forth between the limp crying form of Ashley I was now trying to hold up with two arms, and her mother. Suddenly, she pushed her way past Joanna and right up to Ashley and me. She reached out and touched Ashley’s shoulder. “It’s okay Ash,” she said. “You should have told me something. I haven’t heard from you in like…forever! You wouldn’t answer my phone calls, and the few texts you sent me told me nothing. Is this what’s been going on?”

	Joanna pulled Amanda away. “I told you, Ashley can’t talk today.”

	Amanda stood there staring at Ashley, still limp in my arms, still crying her eyes out. Amanda finally looked up at Joanna. “Well then, can I come over later today and see her? Can she talk to me then? She’s my best friend Mrs. Desmond.”

	Joanna seemed to be angry as she considered that. She shook her head. “You can come over, but Ashley won’t be able to talk to you. And if you do come over, you’ll have to promise to deal with her…with both of them…on the level that I’ve got them in today.”

	Amanda’s eyes went wide. “You mean?”

	“Take it or leave it,” Joanna told her. “But Ashley won’t be saying anything coherent to anyone this weekend.”

	Amanda’s jaw went slack. My jaw nearly went slack. Ashley just cried harder.

	“I’ll think about it,” Amanda finally said.

	Joanna nodded. “We won’t be home for some time yet. And if you do come, just remember what I said.”

	Amanda’s face seemed to screw itself up into something showing her anger, but she finally turned away and hurried off, pushing her way through the crowd that had gathered round us. In truth, I was glad to see her go. Now I could concentrate fully on Ashley, whose weight was currently breaking both of my arms.

	“Set her down,” Joanna told me. I gladly went down to the floor, where Ashley huddled into herself against me, still crying her eyes out.

	“Ashley!” Joanna said sternly to her. “Stop your crying.”

	But Ashley couldn’t stop crying. Not yet at least. Joanna tried again, only this time, far more compassionately. “Ashley,” she said again, her hands reaching out toward her daughter. Even with the rope tethering us together, she managed to drag her daughter into her arms, where she held her and whispered softly to her.

	I now had time to look around. We had gathered quite a crowd. But there was nothing I could see that we could do about that. Ashley’s crying was slowly settling down.

	“Better?” Joanna asked softly.

	I saw Ashley nod, then shake her head angrily. She didn’t say anything but the look of hatred she levelled at her mother couldn’t be missed.

	Joanna’s face went stern again at her daughter’s expression. “Okay then,” she said. “Get up from there. Let’s get out of here.”

	That part I was happy about, trust me. But now Amanda knew. And she was Ashley’s best friend. And it was something that I knew that Ashley had been trying very hard to keep secret. What would happen now? And for that matter, there had been a lot of people at the mall all day. Were any of them from the bank where I worked? Would I be hearing about it come Monday? I certainly hoped not. I thanked my lucky stars that I had a bank job that didn’t involve me dealing with any of the customers.

	 


Chapter 39.

	 

	Once again we were following Joanna, but this time a bit faster. Those balloons attached to us were still doing their job though and attracting way too much attention. I tried my best to ignore everyone around us, which was mostly impossible. The other thing I couldn’t ignore was Ashley. There was a tenseness about her now that couldn’t be missed, and it wasn’t the earlier tenseness in her from the way she had been frightened and embarrassed earlier. I had a sneaking suspicion that Ashley was mad again…something that occurred all too often with her.

	We finally arrived back at the big department store where we had entered the mall. I could almost smell the relief I would feel once we got out of there and back into the car. Fortunately, Joanna seemed to be heading straight there. Unfortunately, we didn’t make it. We didn’t make it because Hurricane Ashley decided to blow her top before the doors were even in sight.

	“You did that on purpose!” Ashley suddenly screamed. I saw her big pacifier still falling from her mouth. Her hand was gripping mine, trying to break it again. “You ruined me on purpose!” Ashley said. “You wanted everyone to find out about me so my friends would all laugh at me!”

	Joanna had stopped dead, the anger clearly on her face too. I wanted to be anywhere but in–between those two, but tied to Ashley the way I was made that pretty much impossible. Besides, Ashley still had a death grip on my hand.

	“No I didn’t Ashley,” Joanna countered.

	“But you were just betting it would happen! What did you do, call her on the phone and tell her we’d be here today?”

	“I did no such thing! Get that out of your head! It just…happened. That’s all.”

	“It happened all right. It happened because you wanted it to happen. You dressed us up as stupidly as you possibly could, just to attract too much attention, and you were hoping that all my friends would be here today and would see me.”

	“Yes, I did dress you up stupidly,” Joanna yelled back. “Both of you. But no I didn’t want any of your friends to see you. It was just bad luck Ashley, nothing more than bad luck.”

	“Ha! You knew that was going to happen. I hate you! I hate you! I hate you!” She was crying again.

	“Ashley, stop it! It just happened! I didn’t plan on it, and I’m sorry that it did. Now put that pacifier back in your mouth and let’s get out of here.”

	“No! I’m done playing your stupid games!”

	“You’re done? You’re coming home with me tonight? That’s perfectly fine dear.”

	“Hell no! No way on earth!”

	“Then shut your mouth and shove that paci back in it. You either come home with me tonight, or you follow my rules. Got that? That’s what you agreed to…no matter what! So what’s it going to be Ashley? Come home with me? Or follow my rules and do what I say?” Ashley glared angrily at her mother. The staring contest between them was very intense.

	“Ashley?” Joanna said again, still staring down her daughter.

	Ashley kept glaring at her mother and didn’t say anything. Joanna kept staring at her. “Ashley?” Joanna tried again. “What’s it going to be? Home with me? Or do what I say?” “I hate you!” Ashley spat.

	“I think we’ve covered that. Many times now. So what’s your answer? Are you finally coming home with me today?”

	“Bullshit!” Ashely replied.

	“Then are you going to follow my rules? Do what I say?” “Bullshit!” Ashley said again.

	“What’s it going to be Ash? You can’t have it both ways. Choose!”

	Again there was a staring contest between them. Neither one of them wanting to back down. And to be honest, I would have been happy with either decision that Ashley made…especially if she chose to go home with her mother. As the two of them continued to angrily face each other off, I decided to step in and do something to try to break the impasse between them. You got it, I peed…into Ashley’s diaper of course.

	I saw Ashley’s eyes suddenly go wide and her knees began to buckle a bit as the pee flooded into her diaper. She turned her anger on me. “You just had to do that then, didn’t you!”

	I shrugged…and she took her hand holding the doll and with the balloon tied to it, and punched me as hard as she could. Ouch!

	“I hate you too!” she yelled, now staring angrily at me instead of her mother. Then she swung again…and a third time. Her other hand was still gripping mine way too firmly.

	I stared back, but not angrily. The two of us stood there looking at each other for a while, as I saw the anger slowly drain from her face and the pressure holding my hand began to ease somewhat. The anger didn’t drain completely from her. She was still pretty mad, but she was at least looking a bit saner.

	“So what’s it going to be Ash?” her mother finally asked.

	“I hate you!” Ashley replied, still looking at me.

	So did she hate me, or her mother? Both, I’m sure.

	“We’ve already established that,” Joanna replied. “Now stick that pacifier back in your mouth and let’s get out of here. I don’t want to have to punish you where there’s so many people watching.”

	Punish? I looked around, once again we had gathered quite a crowd.

	“Let’s go,” Ashley mumbled as she started heading for the door.

	Joanna grabbed her arm to stop her. She reached out, grabbed Ashley’s pacifier, and stuck it into her mouth. “Now let’s go!” she said firmly, and once again led the way. As we walked, I could still literally feel Ashley fuming beside me. Was she done with her temper tantrum yet? I could only hope. My arm where she had hit me still hurt a little.

	The doors loomed in front of us, then finally they were behind us and we were out into the light of day…much to the surprise of people still coming in. We never paused but headed straight for the car…thankfully. Joanna made us stand behind it while she opened the trunk and put her purchases inside, but she made us keep the stupid dolls in our hands. One hand occupied by Ashley’s hand, the other hand occupied by a doll…and a balloon.

	Joanna opened the back door and we began the arduous process of trying to get in, me having to sit in the middle, and Ashley up against the door. Joanna buckled Ashley’s seat belt for her, trapping her, then she reached over and did mine. Once we were secure, she didn’t close the car door. Instead, she bent down and started rummaging through her diaper bag. Then she was back…with a small piece of rope in her hand.

	“I’m sorry I have to do this,” she mumbled as she grabbed Ashley’s hand with the balloon attached.

	“Mmmm!” Ashley grunted in fear and anger as she tried to pull away, but she couldn’t go far being strapped to the seat. Joanna grabbed her other hand that had been holding mine. Ashley started crying, and it was as if she suddenly gave up. Her arms went limp as Joanna tied her wrists together.

	“Now your hands Michelle,” Joanna said. I held my hands over toward Ashley’s and they were soon linked together. Joanna tied the end of the rope to my leg. With our seatbelts on, neither of us could reach it to untie our hands.

	Joanna disappeared again, then was back again. “I’m sorry Ash, but I warned you. Now it’s punishment time.” She pulled the pacifier from Ashley’s mouth and let it dangle from the strap.

	“No!” Ashley yelled. “No!” But as she was saying it the second time, Joanna suddenly shoved a bar of soap into Ashley’s mouth, holding it there firmly. Ashley shook her head, trying to get away for all she was worth, but to no avail. Despite all of Ashley’s thrashing around, Joanna still managed to get a scarf tied around her head to hold the soap in place. Ashley was crying bitterly again.

	Joanna disappeared, then was back. “I’m sorry to have to do this Michelle,” she said as she leaned over Ashley to get to me. “But I told you both this morning that everything that happens to one this weekend, happens to the other.” She pulled the plug from my mouth and dropped it. “Now open your mouth.”

	I sat there and stared at the bar of soap in her hand. I looked up at her with a pleading look on my face. I was about to ask her to please not do that, when she again ordered, “Open your mouth! Now!”

	Why did my mouth just seem to pop open? She quickly shoved the bar of soap inside. My mouth was suddenly consumed by the shear bulk and texture of the thing…and that was before the awful taste hit me. “Uhhh!” I managed to get out, before she began wrapping that scarf around my head to keep the thing lodged into my mouth. The bar was pushed in way too deep and way too firmly. I had to clamp my teeth down on it to keep it from trying to go down my throat and strangling me.

	Joanna left the back seat and closed the car door. I was trying desperately to come to grips with the awful taste of the soap, when Joanna got into the front seat and tossed her purse and that big diaper bag on the passenger seat next to her. She was starting the car when I noticed how wet and slimy the soap in my mouth was starting to get. She was backing out of the parking space when the first of that foul slime started trickling down the back of my throat and I was forced to swallow…which moved my tongue against the soap, creating even more slime.

	No surprise, Ashley was bawling her eyes out next to me. Her head kept shaking back and forth as she struggled with the soap in her mouth. I knew exactly what she was experiencing because I was stuck in the same situation.

	As Joanna drove out of the parking lot and onto the road, there was no doubt at all that the soap situation in my mouth was growing worse. I could feel the slime now drooling out of the front of my mouth, even though it was not nearly as bad as the slime dripping down my throat. Ugh! At least the drool coming out of my mouth was caught by that scarf so it wouldn’t mess up the pretty dress I was wearing. No! I did not say that. You did not hear me say anything about my dress being pretty at all! Just forget that, it didn’t happen!

	How can something that starts so terribly foul, continue to get worse and worse? It would seem impossible, but that’s exactly what happened with that soap in my mouth. The longer it stayed there, the worse things seemed to get. Ashley was now making little noises and rocking back and forth a bit. She kept trying to pull at our bound hands, which only hurt where Joanna had tied the rope to my leg. But Joanna had fixed things so that neither of us could get the soap out of our mouths. Trust me, a little while later, I was whimpering and nearly crying the same as Ashley was. Joanna, though, continued to drive and seemingly ignore us. Could she even see out of her rear-view mirror with those two balloons floating in front of us? I doubted it. I sure hoped we didn’t get into an accident!

	I was having to swallow more and more of that horrid soap that kept filling my mouth and trickling down my throat. The soap was now making my stomach feel nauseous. I wasn’t crying quite like Ashley was but there were tears running down my cheeks too. I have no doubt at all that the way Ashley was crying was making her situation far worse. I was so consumed with dealing with the soap in my mouth that I didn’t even notice when Joanna pulled off the road into a parking lot. I didn’t notice it until she was pulling into a parking place. Where the hell were we? And more importantly, was Joanna going to finally take the soap out of my mouth?

	Joanna got out of the car and dragged that big diaper bag over into the driver’s seat. Then she opened the back door. She untied the scarf holding the soap into Ashley’s mouth, then pulled the wet bar out. “Don’t say a word!” she cautioned her daughter as she wiped Ashley’s face thoroughly with the scarf. A moment later, Ashley’s big pacifier was back in her mouth. I heard Ashley moan as it went in and she started crying bitterly all over again.

	Then it was my turn. Joanna untied the scarf, pulled the soap out, then used the scarf to wipe my face off. And all too soon my mouth was stuffed with a big pacifier as well.

	Joanna put the scarves and soap into the big diaper bag, then turned and looked at us. She didn’t seem to like what she saw. As far as I was concerned, if she didn’t like something, then it was her fault! Finally she spoke. “I guess I’m going to have to go into the store alone for a few minutes and leave you two here,” she said. “I wanted to take you with me today, but the two of you are simply too much of a mess right now. I suggest you get yourselves under control before I get back or I’ll have plenty of reason to put that soap right back into your mouths again and leave it there!”

	She closed the front door of the car, then looked in at us from the open rear door. “If I come back and see those pacifiers out of your mouths, trust me, there will be hell to pay…for both of you!” With that, she slammed the rear door closed. A moment later, we heard the door locking.

	Ashley and I were alone in the car. Our hands were still tied together and to my leg. If we spit our pacifiers out, we’d have no way to put them back in without Joanna knowing it. We were stuck there just like that, with those pink balloons bouncing around the ceiling in front of our faces. I suddenly felt my diaper filling with warm pee. Of course I said nothing. In fact, I should have expected it.

	The way our wrists were bound together, I couldn’t grab Ashley’s hand. We just had to sit there like that together. I closed my eyes, relishing the fact that the bar of soap was gone from my mouth. The bar of soap was gone, but not the foul slimy soap that had already come off of it and had literally coated my entire mouth and throat. It was even burning my nasal cavities. And as far as I could see, there wasn’t a thing in the world I could do about it.

	Ashley’s crying finally settled down…some. I felt her lean her head over against my shoulder. I leaned my head over on top of hers. With nothing else to do, I closed my eyes. I was so tired. I had gotten hardly any sleep last night, and then this had been one of the most horrific days I could ever remember. And now my mouth was…destroyed…by all that soap.

	I felt a tear slip from my eye and roll slowly down my cheek. What had I ever done to deserve this kind of life? Why did I have to be so…demented? Why was I putting up with all of this? But even in the midst of those thoughts, I remembered the excitement. The allure. The…sexual need that seemed to possess me all too often that unfortunately drove me to crave such things. Why couldn’t I have been born normal like everyone else? There was no answer to that question. I had asked that very same thing a million times in my life. It was only lately that I was learning the full consequences of having a warped brain like mine.

	Despite the horrid taste in my mouth, I actually dozed. I was that tired. But to be honest, there wasn’t much else I could do anyway. How long was Joanna gone? I honestly didn’t know. But all of a sudden I heard the front door open. I opened my eyes and blinked. Ashely picked her head up from my shoulder. I saw Joanna leaning her head in to look at us. Then she was gone again. I heard the trunk opening and the sound of things being put into it. I looked over at Ashley, but she had her eyes closed with her head laying back against the seat.

	The trunk finally closed again and Joanna got into the car. I saw her looking at us through the rear-view mirror – if she could even see us with those big balloons in the way. The car started and she pulled out. If she had bought some groceries, then we were heading home. At last!

	Except we didn’t go home. All too soon Joanna pulled off the road again, and I nearly died when I saw where we were. McDonalds. Was she going through the drive–thru? Nope! She was parking. Please just leave us in the car. Nope!

	My head was still foggy from lack of sleep as she opened the rear door. She leaned in to look us over. I saw her shake her head. She went back to the front seat and pulled her purse out. She leaned into the back seat and removed Ashley’s pacifier. “Not a word!” she cautioned. Before I knew it, she was attacking Ashley’s face with makeup. Fixing what all the tears and commotion had destroyed earlier. She leaned back as far as she could to inspect her work. “Mmm!” she grunted happily. “That lipstick stays pretty well. You might want to remember that sometime,” she said to her daughter.

	She stuck Ashley’s big pacifier back in her mouth, then turned to me. My face was attacked with several different things before she leaned back to inspect her work on me as well. All too soon, my mouth was filled with that big pacifier once again. 

	Joanna put her makeup away, then came back again. I wasn’t happy – to say the least! I wasn’t happy because she was leaning over and unbuckling our seatbelts, intending on us getting out of the car again. Once our seatbelts were unfastened, she went to work on the rope tied to my leg. I was glad to have that gone. Ashley had pulled a bit hard on it more than once. She finally attacked our bound wrists. Freedom! Hooray. I rubbed my raw wrists as Joanna stood back out of the way, waiting for us to get out of the car.

	I soooo did not want to get out of the car, I’m very sure that Ashley didn’t either because she didn’t move at all. Not even when Joanna stood back and said, “Out now. Both of you.” Get out? But Ashley, sitting next to the car door, stayed put.

	“I said out of that car now! Both of you!”

	Ashley tossed her head back hard in exasperation and hit it against the back of the seat. It’s a good thing the seat was padded or she would have hurt herself.

	“You two either get out of that car and eat here with me right now, or you can eat soap instead!”

	I was immediately even more aware of the taste of all the soap still in my mouth. I was also very aware of Ashley moving and pulling on the tether between us as she immediately got out of the car. I of course, had no choice but to follow. In truth, I wasn’t sure which would be worse, going into another place to eat dressed as totally humiliatingly as we were, or eating soap. Trust me, there were very strong arguments in favour of both sides. Unfortunately, that rope tether between us won out and the decision was taken away from me. Here we go again.

	“You two are lucky,” Joanna mumbled as she pulled her purse and that big diaper bag out of the car, then locked the car doors. “I let you eat ice–cream earlier instead of taking you to the food court for lunch. This place shouldn’t be nearly as busy now as it would have been earlier.” I guess she did have a point. I guess I was grateful too. But I would have been a lot more grateful if she hadn’t taken us there at all and had just taken us home. And speaking of home, what about all the groceries she had put into the trunk earlier. Was she just going to leave them there? I guess so.

	Joanna stood us side–by–side, like we had a choice in the matter. She had us hold hands again and she arranged the skirts of our dresses to hide that pink tether between us. “Now behave yourselves,” she told us. “And watch for cars.” She immediately turned and led us toward the entrance to McDonalds. Not someplace I wanted to go at all. But go we did. Our hands clasped between us. Our pacifiers in our mouths. Our little girl shoes with the big pink bows “proudly” displayed for all to see. Our silly babyish dresses hiding almost nothing of the huge bulky and wet diapers we were wearing underneath. Our hair pulled back into two pigtails tied with pink ribbons. Our hands holding silly baby dolls. And finally, those two pink balloons tied to our wrists. No, we weren’t conspicuous at all. Just another group of people going into McDonalds for something to eat. Ha!

	Did anybody stop what they were doing to look at us? Of course not. Did anybody pay any more attention to us than they would to anyone else? No they didn’t. Why would they? Did anyone give us even more than a passing glance? Perish the thought. It didn’t happen. Am I lying about any of that? Need you ask?

	Like she had done the last time Joanna had dragged us out to a McDonalds, she led us straight back to one of the booths instead of making us stand in line with her. I “think” that was good. She parked us in the booth together with orders to not remove those pacifiers and to behave ourselves. She dropped off that big diaper bag on her side of the table, then left us. I wasn’t sure if it was better that we were sitting there than if we were standing in line with Joanna. On the one hand, since we were sitting down at the table, people couldn’t quite see us as well. But on the other hand, Joanna wasn’t there to shield us in any way at all. And trust me, people were immediately interested in us. Too interested. Maybe they just liked our balloons. I can’t think of any other reason they would be so curious about us.

	Question. Did Joanna know that it was Saturday and that all the kids would be out of school? I only ask because there were kids there. Young and old. Some of them, very young.

	“You look funny,” one tiny, and I mean tiny, girl ran over and laughed. I don’t know much about kids, but I would probably place her to be around two or three years old. And if she was that young, why did our outfits look made for someone much younger than she was. Trust me, she was dressed far more like a grownup than we were. Of course, that wouldn’t take much. Fortunately, the pacifiers in our mouths, not to mention Joanna’s stern warnings, kept our mouths shut so we couldn’t answer her. But since we couldn’t answer her, how then were we supposed to ignore her? Fortunately, her mother called a minute later and she hurried off, but not without a lot of backwards glances that almost made her fall.

	“Let’s do it. I’ll take the pictures.”

	Huh? Who had said that? It didn’t take me long to find out. We were suddenly surrounded by a group of teenagers, one of whom was holding her phone out towards us. Had she just taken our picture already? Did my pacifier hide the fact that I wasn’t smiling?

	“Gather in with them,” the one who was taking pictures suggested. “Get on the seat behind them.”

	Hey! Did we have a choice in this matter? Evidently not. Ashley was squeezing my hand awfully hard again. Ouch! I was going to need a new hand by the time we got home. If we ever got home.

	Click! Oh man, did we have to do this? Click! “Wait, just one more.” Click. “Okay, now someone get one with me.” Not exactly what I wanted to hear.

	The girl changed places with someone else. Click. “Let me get another one.” Click. “Okay. Got it.”

	The one who owned the camera ran back and grabbed it. “Hold on a sec. Let me post this on–line. This is so funny! I wonder how many likes we’ll get?”

	Likes? I certainly didn’t like it. So that’s one less from me. I don’t know about Ashley though.

	The teenagers moved off and I felt Ashley’s pressure on my hand easing up. I could almost breathe again. Unbelievably, we were left alone after that. Left alone, but not left without all too much scrutiny. We waited for Joanna to get our food. Yes, I was hungry. Very! But I would have much rather gone without anything to eat just to get taken home again. People were taking pictures of us and posting them on–line for heaven’s sake! For that matter, how many people had taken pictures at the mall and done the same thing? If anyone ever recognized me, my entire life would be toast! As if it wasn’t already.

	Joanna. Heading for us. Hooray. Sort of. As I said, I’d much rather be getting out of there. Her hands were full carrying a tray with two bags, a wrapped up sandwich, some fries, a tall drink cup, and two tiny drink cups. I had no doubt that Ashley and I were getting “Happy Meals” again. Oh joy. So happy! Strangely, I wondered what kind of toy we were going to get this time…that we weren’t going to play with.

	The two of us watched as Joanna opened one of the bags. She took some chicken nuggets out and set them in front of Ashley along with a small bag of fries. Another plastic princess got unwrapped and set in front of her too. No surprise, I got exactly the same thing laid out for me. Joanna reached over and pulled out Ashley’s pacifier, then mine. “Don’t talk unless I ask you a question,” she said. There was still something very stern and angry in her manner. “You can stop holding hands if you want, and use them to eat.” How nice. Except that Ashley was still holding onto my hand…fairly tightly. Just not tight enough to crush it.

	Joanna opened a couple of containers of sauce to dip the nuggets in and set those in front of us. I picked up a chicken nugget, dipped it in the sauce, and stuck it in my mouth as quickly as I could. I saw Ashley doing the same. It wasn’t that I was so hungry. I wanted anything to get the taste of that damn soap out of my mouth. Trust me, the next chicken nugget went pretty quickly too. Unfortunately, after two of them, I don’t think they did anything at all for all the soap still coating my entire mouth.

	While we were doing anything we could to get something better tasting in our mouths, we watched as Joanna pulled two baby bottles from the diaper bag. Yes, we had already emptied them, but Joanna was evidently reusing them. Okay, I wasn’t happy about having to drink from one again, but I really wanted something to drink, even out of a baby bottle, if it would help wash away some of that soap slime from my mouth.

	To my horror though, I watched as Joanna removed the nipples from both bottles, then searched through her big diaper bag to find and pull out…a can of powdered baby formula. She measured some out and dumped it into each baby bottle, then closed and put the can of formula away. Why was she taking so long? I desperately needed something to drink! But now Joanna was searching for something in her purse. She pulled out a small bottle of pills. She held it up for Ashley to read the label, and I felt her hand that was still holding mine start crushing my hand again. My, that girl had a grip! We watched in horror as Joanna took one capsule out of that bottle, then right in front of us, she pulled it apart and dumped it into one of the bottles with the powder.

	“Mmm!” Ashley grunted softly, trying very hard to not say a word.

	Joanna just looked up at her with a demented smile on her face, before opening up another capsule and dumping it into the second bottle. Then she took the small cups that had come with our meals and she poured them into the bottles. I had thought it would be Coke or something, but it turned out to be nothing but plain water. Joanna put the nipples back on the bottles then started shaking them. She set one bottle in front of each of us. “We’re not leaving here until you’ve both finished those bottles!” she stated firmly.

	We were screwed. Okay, we had been screwed from the very beginning. I had no doubt that Ashley knew what those pills were, but I was guessing that they were some kind of diuretic. Something to make us keep peeing our brains out. I stared at that bottle sitting in front of me. I wanted something to drink very badly because of all the soap in my mouth, but drinking that would only make me have to pee even worse, and I was already peeing way too often. And of course, thinking about peeing too much, made me realize I needed to pee again…so I did. Ashley’s hand started crushing mine again and she levelled a nasty look at me. Hey! What could I do about it? I had to go.

	Joanna, very leisurely, began eating her chicken sandwich right in front of us. Hey, we were eating chicken too, just not very much of it. A few chicken nuggets didn’t go very far. It didn’t take us very long to eat them either, even with one hand. The fries helped fill up another few minutes. But still I didn’t touch that baby bottle on the table in front of me. I noticed that Ashley didn’t touch her bottle either.

	All too soon though, our food was gone and there was nothing left for us but those bottles…that Joanna had said we had to finish before we could leave. And there was good ol’ Joanna, sitting there still taking bites from her nice big meal. Eating so slowly and relaxed.

	Not a single care in the world. Rubbing it all in and relishing every second of it. I saw her purposely glance at me, then at the bottle in front of me. Ugh!

	I got the message and picked the thing up. I was so thirsty! But the bottle was “spiked” with some kind of drug. Maybe it was something that would make me sleep instead of make me pee too much. Sleep I could deal with since I was still exhausted. I would welcome sleep. Which of course meant that I could rule out that the drug was for that purpose. Which only left something to make me pee too much. Ugh! But I still wanted something to wash that darn soap from my mouth, so like it or not…which I didn’t, but I did…I put the nipple to my mouth and started sucking. Once again drinking from a baby bottle out in public with way too many people watching me. But hey, look at the way I was dressed. Should anyone seeing me expect anything different? Don’t answer that!

	Um…here’s an interesting fact. You can’t really get enough liquid through the nipple of a baby bottle to thoroughly rinse soap from your mouth. At least I couldn’t seem to do it, no matter how hard I tried. And trust me, try I did! I wanted that horrid soap gone! I was still trying to wash it away when I suddenly realized the bottle was empty. My mouth still tasted like soap! Okay, soap and now some rather lousy tasting baby formula all mixed together. Anybody have a toothbrush I could borrow? A toothbrush and an entire bottle of mouthwash? Strong mouthwash? Anybody? No? Ugh! Have I ever mentioned that life isn’t fair?

	My mouth still tasted like horrible soap and baby formula by the time Joanna decided we were all finished and could leave. The trash was picked up and thrown away by her, the empty baby bottles got put back into the big diaper bag, the stupid toy princesses got put into the diaper bag too, and Ashley and me had to stand up together and wait while Joanna made sure our dresses were arranged just right before we were allowed to escape…I mean follow her out of the place and head back to the car. Please let her take us home now!!!

	Nope! Ugh! Um…did she forget she had groceries in the trunk?

	 


Chapter 40.

	 

	What’s that old song? “On the road again…” We were on the road again, but not for long. No Joanna! Don’t do that. Don’t, don’t, don’t go there…. Uh–oh. If I thought I had been screwed before, it was nothing like I knew things would be now. Why did Joanna decide to stop here? Why? There wasn’t any place worse in the world for someone dressed like I was…well okay, Ashley too…than to have to go into the home improvement store. It was without a doubt, the one single place I hated having to go the most when I was dressed in any kind of silly demeaning way whatsoever. Which of course was pretty much always. It was just that things that day were just a tiny bit worse than usual. Maybe more than just a tiny bit.

	Um…no, we weren’t given the choice to stay in the car. Ashley however pretty much set the tone for how we both felt about it by acting like a two–year–old in the way she moved so reluctantly and with her shoulders so drooped like she could fall over at any moment.

	“Stand up straight and behave children. You wouldn’t want people to think you don’t know how to behave properly in public.”

	Ha! Did Joanna really just say that? I mean, just look at us! Ashley looked at me and rolled her eyes. She stood straighter, I didn’t bother. I simply wanted to go anywhere but there. And yes, we had just gotten out of the car and we were already gathering way too much attention – again. Yeah, it had to be the balloons everybody was looking at. Maybe they thought we were selling them or something.

	I didn’t want to move at all, but dumb Ashley started following her mother the moment Joanna headed for the entrance. And of course where Ashley went, I had no choice but to follow. Maybe I should have turned and headed the other direction and made her follow along with me. Yeah, that would have been a great idea. Why didn’t I do it? So there I was, dressed like the biggest sissy on earth, going into the most manly store on earth. I could already feel my face blushing…and that darn cock cage shrinking again. Why did it do that?

	Follow Joanna inside. Check! Suck our pacifiers. Check! Look like total idiots. Check! Gather too much attention. Check and double check! Was there a chance any of the other guys in the store liked my shoes with the big pink bows on them and wanted a pair just like them? I seriously doubt it. Oh well.

	So where was Joanna heading this time? Hardware. Why? I already had all the hardware I needed to finish the crib. I already had everything I needed to finish the entire project. In fact that entire project was almost done. Just another day or two and I could carry it all into the house and put it together…not that I was looking forward to sleeping in a crib now. It was just another woodworking project that I had been working on.

	Joanna finally found what she was looking for. Surprisingly, she didn’t lead us up and down every aisle of the store before she found them. She had pretty much headed straight there. But then she was now looking at something she had looked at in there once before, and I remembered she had almost bought one before. So what on earth did she need with another…doorknob?

	I saw her finally select a box and grab it. I didn’t see the box very closely, but from what little I saw, it looked like every other doorknob set I had in the house. So did she want me to put a new doorknob on my new crib? Hey! With Joanna, anything was possible!

	I fully expected Joanna to take us on a slow leisurely tour of the entire monstrous store, but I was more than a bit relieved when she headed for the checkout counters instead. I was more than happy to stand aside, while what felt like the entire world scrutinized me and Ashley far too closely, while Joanna waited to pay for her doorknob. Or was it going to be my doorknob since I figured it would probably go somewhere on my crib. Not that my crib had a door at all. Maybe it would be a decoration to hang things from. Yeah, that could work! That happy thought was interrupted though when I suddenly felt Ashely peeing into my diaper. Ugh! Was she laughing at me?

	Finally, bagged up doorknob in hand, Joanna led us back to the car. Hooray. Ashley and I got fastened into the back seat, and off we went again. Where to this time, I had no idea. I just wanted to go home. So trust me, I was more than elated when Joanna actually headed home. My relief was perhaps the most heartfelt I had ever been when we actually pulled into my driveway. Um…it didn’t help seeing my neighbour across the street, Jack Thompson, out in front of his house working on his yard. No, that didn’t help matters at all. But at least we were home. Hooray! I think.

	Joanna got out of the car…and waved to Jack across the street, who stopped what he was doing and watched us. Ugh! Joanna opened the back car door and undid Ashley’s seatbelt, then mine. “Okay. We’re home,” she said. As if I didn’t notice. I just didn’t want to get out of the car with Jack over there watching me…I mean us. But once again Ashley seemed to have other ideas, and I got “pulled” out of the car, like it or not. Which I did, and I didn’t. Was my face very red as I saw Jack now standing there staring at me…I mean us. Huh! That question was like asking if my diaper made my butt look too big. Of course it did!

	I thought Joanna was heading for the front door to let us in, but she stopped and opened the trunk instead. “You two grab some bags. We’ve got to get all this stuff in.”

	Was she purposely keeping us outside and on display as long as possible? I wouldn’t doubt it for a moment. I grabbed a couple of grocery bags. I immediately felt what I figured was a package of eggs inside. Hey! Joanna was treating us like toddlers. Weren’t we too young to carry in something like eggs? We might break them. I was almost tempted to drop them just to make the point. But I did need to eat during the next week.

	With Ashley and me still holding hands, and a doll and balloon in the only free hand I had, just that one bag with the eggs in it was all I could manage. Ashley too only grabbed one bag. We turned and followed Joanna toward the front door. Jack across the street was still standing there watching us. When he saw me looking at him, he nastily flipped us the bird, then went back to his work. What a nice neighbour. But really, could I blame him? I wasn’t sure.

	Ash and I carried our little load into the house. Joanna had us set them on the kitchen counter. “Leave your pretty dolls on the table kids,” she told us. “Please keep holding hands like good children, and bring in everything else.”

	She had to be kidding! Ashley looked at me and rolled her eyes. I did not want to go back outside, especially with Jack still out there where he could watch us. Ashley started to turn to leave, but I stayed rooted in spot. Ashley was brought up short.

	“Michelle! Go bring the groceries in. And everything else we bought too. Go! Or do you really like the flavour of that soap?”

	Um…soap or behave like the total idiot I was in front of Jack…who already knew what an idiot I was. It only took me a second to decide in favour of displaying myself over and over again to Jack…and anybody else who happened to be driving past the house. Yeah, I was definitely going to have to move when this was all over. If it was ever all over. Was it too soon to put the house up for sale? I know my neighbours would all like that.

	Back out to the car we went. Grab a few bags in our free hands, then back into the house. Over and over again. Continuously holding hands like children. Continuously looking like a couple of big overgrown toddlers. Were our fat wet diapers making us waddle like toddlers too? As if it mattered.

	There were more bags of stuff to bring in than I thought there would be. Joanna had evidently done a lot more grocery shopping than I figured. Just for fun, I peed again into Ashley’s diaper about halfway though. She nearly dropped the bag she was carrying. I was very glad just then that she was carrying that bag. From the look on her face I knew she was very tempted to hit me with it. In fact, as soon as we dropped the bags on the counter, she did hit me. Hey! What was I supposed to do? I had to go. Blame Joanna…and whatever drug she had laced those last bottles with. It wasn’t like Ashley wasn’t peeing way too much too.

	Finally the groceries were in. Finally the car was closed and locked up. Finally we were allowed to stay in the house. Finally! I really just wanted to collapse. Once Joanna realized that we weren’t making any more trips out to the car, she stopped putting groceries away and headed into one of the bedrooms. She came back a minute later with a big blanket that she spread out on the floor in the living room. She pointed at it. “Get yourselves on that blanket and stay there. Don’t even think of moving off of it.” She disappeared back into the kitchen again.

	Ashley and I looked at each other, then resignedly moved over to the blanket, then onto it. She started sitting down, which meant that I had to sit down. Now what? We sat there like that waiting. Joanna came back a few minutes later with our dolls and the bag from the toy store. She pulled each of the toys out of the bag, removed all the packaging from them, and set them down on the blanket. Baby toys. Just what I always wanted – not!

	Surprisingly, she untied the balloons from our hands and let them bounce on the ceiling. “Be good kids,” she said before she walked off back to the kitchen again.

	I wasn’t the least bit interested in playing with the toys. I was sure that Ashley wasn’t either.

	And I was bone weary tired. I started laying down. Ashley got the point and joined me. The two of us laid like that, side by side, like the tether between us demanded we do. We looked at each other. I could see how tired Ashley was. I had no doubt she could see how weary I was. Was it my imagination, or did Ashley actually look cute sucking on that pacifier? Must have been the makeup job Joanna had done on her. Did I look cute too? I had no doubt that I didn’t. I had no doubt at all that the only thing I looked, was dumb! And stupid. And…well, you get the point.

	I closed my eyes and kept them closed. Joanna was treating us like babies. Didn’t babies need naps? The next thing I remember, was being woken up by someone grabbing me and pulling that diaper cover off of my bottom. I saw that Ashley was awake. Had she fallen asleep too? Little by little, Joanna undressed both of us down to just our diapers. Even those crazy shoes got unlocked and removed. I closed my eyes during most of it. A few minutes later, Joanna started changing Ashley’s big diaper, then it was my turn. A nice dry diaper. Heaven. Yeah, it was a big fat diaper, but it was still dry. Less than ten seconds after Joanna had finished taping my nice dry diaper in place, I felt it filling with pee again. Ashley! I turned angrily to her. She was laughing.

	“What’s so funny?” Joanna asked, seeing her daughter suddenly happy. Then she looked down. “Michelle! Did you wet that diaper already? I just now got it fastened on you!” Ashley burst out in a total fit of laughter at that one.

	Joanna finished us off by slipping our cupcake onesies on us. Since we were tied together at the waist, she could only pull them down like a shirt and couldn’t fasten them, but at least we were now covered from the waist up. I had a feeling that Ashley appreciated that more than I did since her breasts were no long on display.

	Once we were dressed, Joanna left us alone again. Wearing absolutely nothing but that onesie and a big and now wet diaper, I closed my eyes, hoping to continue my nap, but not for long. Joanna was back with another baby bottle for each of us. Apple juice this time. Did she drug these bottles too? Probably. But I laid there like an idiot…I mean like a baby, and started drinking. The apple juice tasted a lot better than anything else I had put in my mouth all day! The strong taste of it actually helped a bit with the taste of the soap that was still there. I had a feeling I’d still be tasting that soap a week from now.

	With the bottle done, I actually grabbed my own pacifier and stuck it back in my mouth. I closed my eyes with the intention of going back to sleep. The tether between us pulled and I saw Ashley rolling over toward me onto her side. She smiled as she stuck her own pacifier back in her mouth. I peed into her diaper again. The smile got wiped off her face and she hit me as hard as she could…before snuggling up close to me and putting her arm over top of me. I put my arm over her, and fell asleep.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Ding dong! The horrid sound of my doorbell ringing pulled me awake. That sound was something I had lived in dread of for years. I’m sure anyone with my inclinations would know very well what I’m talking about. Someone was at the door to my home…my home where I was currently dressed like a disaster. I didn’t dare move a muscle. I barely breathed for fear someone would hear me and know I was home.

	But of course, I wasn’t the only one home. Joanna was heading for the front door.

	“Is someone here?” Ashley’s sleepy voice whispered.

	I saw her holding her pacifier in her hand, but the muscles that controlled my voice were as tightly locked as the rest of the muscles in my body.

	“Ugh! I was sleeping so good,” she told me as she stuck her pacifier back in her mouth and rubbed her eyes.

	I heard voices, but couldn’t make out what was said. And then Ashley spit her pacifier out again. “Oh shit!” she exclaimed, fear very evident in her voice. She seemed to be looking around for some place to run to, but not only was there no place easy to hide, she was tied to me. Going anywhere was a major chore. “Shit, shit, shit!” she exclaimed as she looked desperately around.

	The sound of the voices became louder.

	“Shit!” Ashely exclaimed more vehemently. “We’ve got to get out of here. I can’t let her see me!”

	But it was too late. Not just Joanna came into view, but so did Amanda and her boyfriend Jimmy.

	“Ashley! What’s that pacifier doing out of your mouth! Do you want me to put the soap back in?”

	Ashley let out an eek of fear, and quickly stuck her pacifier back. But Joanna never stopped. She came right to our blanket and knelt down on top of it. “I told you to leave that in your mouth. No talking!” She immediately grabbed the ribbons still hanging from Ashley’s pacifier, sat both of us up, and tied the ribbons behind her head so Ashley couldn’t get the pacifier out again. A moment later, she was doing the same to me. Well, at least I didn’t have to hold a conversation and try to explain anything to our guests…as if I would need to explain anything.

	I looked over at Ashley, she was sitting there staring in horror at her best friend Amanda. I could only imagine how she felt.

	“Remember what I said,” Joanna told her. “You treat them like I told you.” She walked away and we were left with Amanda and Jimmy staring down at us.

	I could see Amanda taking in every inch of us…especially Ashley. Ashley suddenly pounded her fist into the blanket. There was a look of anger on her face, but there was little else she could do except sit there under her best friend’s scrutiny. All of a sudden I felt Ashley trying to move around, but to where? I was sitting there, and she was first moving this way, then that. Moving for either of us required that we do it together.

	“What the heck?” Amanda exclaimed. “Are you two tied together?”

	Of course, there was no way either of us could reply. But Ashley was still moving. She finally wound up straddling my lap where she buried her head into my chest and wrapped her arms around me, holding tightly onto me. She wasn’t moving from that position and I could hear her crying into my chest.

	“Hey Ash,” Amanda said. “It’s alright. Come on, it’s fine Ash.”

	But Ashley wasn’t coming out of her tiny place to hide for anything. She didn’t want to face her friend in the condition she was stuck in.

	“Ash,” Amanda said again as she knelt down in front of us. She reached out and put a hand on Ashley’s shoulder. “It’s alright.” Ashley only cried harder.

	“Your mom says I have to treat you like you’re really a baby,” she said softly. “She said she doesn’t want you to think of yourself as anything else for the entire weekend.”

	I don’t know what kind if reply she was expecting, but I had no doubt Ashley didn’t plan on answering anything. Neither did I for that matter.

	“Ash…please look at me. Please?”

	Ashley’s arms that were wrapped around my body suddenly moved. I felt her hands come up to my back, and grab hard, digging her nails into my flesh. I would have screamed in pain if my voice wasn’t locked up so tight. And that didn’t count that stupid oversized pacifier in my mouth. I was guessing Ashley was angry again.

	Ashley suddenly released her grip on my ripping flesh and turned her head quickly to face Amanda. “Uuuuuhhh!” she screamed in rage at her best friend.

	“Ash! It’s okay. Okay? It’s okay.”

	“Uuuuuhhh!” Ashley screamed at her again. I had no doubt that Ashley just wanted her friend to go away.

	“Ash, stop it! This is doing neither of us any good!”

	“Uuuuuuhhh!” Ashley started glaring angrily at Amanda. I had already seen these angry glaring matches that Ashley could get involved in. I would have peed just then to distract her, but oddly, I didn’t have to go. Darn.

	“Ashley, stop it. You’re being silly.”

	“Uuuhhh?” Ashley looked at her friend with disbelief.

	“Stop it. Now relax.”

	There was no reply from Ashley. But I had no doubt relaxing was something she wasn’t planning on doing.

	No words came out of Amanda’s mouth, but I saw her mouth the words, “I’m sorry Ash. I’m sorry.” She found her voice again. “Now come out of there and play with me.”

	“Uh?”

	“Yeah, play. Okay? We can play.”

	“Uh?” Ashley said again. I couldn’t believe it either.

	“Come on,” Amanda said. “Maybe it will be fun.”

	“Uuuhh?”

	“Yeah, fun.”

	The two of them stared at each other again, but I got no sense of the hostility of a few moments ago.

	“Come on Ash,” Amanda said. “What else do you have to do?” I saw Ashley roll not only her eyes, but her whole head.

	“Come on Ash,” Amanda tried again. “We can play with the toys.”

	Ashley turned and looked at me, as if she was unsure what to do. I tried to shrug.

	“You got something better to do?” Amanda asked, still trying.

	Once again Ashley rolled her eyes, and her head. But she finally climbed off of me and sat next to me.

	“Geez. You guys really are tied together. Why is it pink where it goes between you?” she asked, referring to the pink tether between us. I hope she wasn’t looking for an answer to that question.

	While Amanda looked around at the few toys on our blanket, Ashley and I sat and watched her.

	“Hey, what a cute tea set,” she exclaimed.

	Uh–oh. The tea set. I hope she wasn’t planning….

	“Hey, we can have a tea party.”

	…on having a tea party. Oh goody. I had never had a tea party in my life. I guess that winning streak had to end sometime. I looked briefly up at Jimmy, who just stood back out of the way. He looked lost. Trust me, I felt far more lost than he could ever be!

	While Amanda handed out tea cups and cakes, I saw Joanna walk over and tap Jimmy on the shoulder. “Can I borrow you for a little while?”

	I had no doubt that Jimmy was glad to do anything to get him away from us. The minute Jimmy and Joanna were down the hallway and out of sight, Amanda softly whispered, “I really am sorry, Ash. I’m sorry for everything we did. Really!”

	Ashley just looked at her for a moment, then nodded. I didn’t know what they were talking about, but again I wondered if it had anything to do with me.

	Teeeeaaa party. Some party. There was nothing about it that I could actually associate with any kind of party I had ever been to. But Amanda pretended to pour out tea for both of us. We “ate” the plastic pieces of cake. And Amanda carried on the entire conversation for us since our mouths were rather full…and not from plastic cake.

	Somewhere in the middle of the tea party, Amanda dragged over that toy with the colourful shapes on the spindles. For some unknown reason, Amanda’s attention was turned mainly to me. She “encouraged” me to remove the plastic shapes from the spindles, then put them back. “Michelle” got praised every time I did something right…so of course, due to the situation being so ridiculous, I somehow “managed” to make a lot of mistakes and put things in the wrong order. For some unknown reason, Amanda’s chiding me over it brought a small giggle out of Ashley.

	Joanna finally came back into the living room to check on us. I realized she had been gone a long time. She watched us “playing” for a few minutes, then headed into the kitchen. It wasn’t until then that I started to wonder where Jimmy was. What was he doing for her? That part worried me.

	Pour more invisible tea. Eat the plastic cakes. Play with the shapes, and spend way too much time cuddling and “loving” on those silly dolls. Jimmy finally came back from the bedroom. He talked briefly with Joanna, then went out the front door and left. I saw Amanda look up at that, wondering where he was going. He was back just five minutes later though where he disappeared back down the hallway. Ten minutes later, he went back outside again. What the heck was he doing? He was back in the house right after that and disappeared into the kitchen with Joanna. The two of them headed back down the hallway, then came back. Okay, now I was worried about what those two were up to. Um…what Joanna was up to, because whatever it was, it had been Joanna having him do it. The two of them stayed hidden in the kitchen after that.

	Finally Joanna came out of the kitchen again and came over to us. I really hoped we could stop “playing” now. “Amanda,” she said. “I’ve got to get the babies fed before we have our dinner. Are you going to help or should I do it myself?”

	“Oh, I can help,” Amanda replied, sounding a bit too eager for my taste. I saw Ashley look over at me with a worried look on her face.

	Joanna nodded. “Very well.” She turned to us. “Come on babies. Into the kitchen now. It’s dinner time.”

	Something about this didn’t sound good to me. Ashley looked at me with a worried expression on her face. I’m sure my face reflected the same fear.

	Amanda reached down and grabbed Ashley’s arm. “Come on baby,” she said. “Let’s get you to the table.

	With a sigh of resignation, Ashley stood up, which meant that I had to stand up at the same time. We got “dragged” into the kitchen since Amanda was holding Ashley’s hand all the way. Joanna was waiting there for us and we got put into our usual side–by–side seats.

	“Here Amanda,” Joanna said as she tossed a couple of baby bibs to her. “You can do the honours.”

	Amanda laughed when she saw the bibs. She tied one around each of our necks. “This is so much fun!” she declared.

	Who was she kidding? Was she that demented? And to think there were times when I had actually liked that girl. I guess you never know.

	“Give us a hand, dear,” Joanna said to Amanda.

	Amanda went over to see what Joanna needed. “You’re kidding, right?”

	“Of course not. What else do you expect them to eat?”

	Amanda’s delighted laugh wasn’t a good sound. I had no doubt at all that I wasn’t going to enjoy this dinner at all. The pressure from Ashley’s hand holding mine increased again. Fortunately, she wasn’t trying to break it this time.

	Joanna, Amanda, and Jimmy, all came back to the table with their hands loaded with jars of baby food. Lots of jars.

	“You two keep your hands away from the table,” Joanna cautioned us. “And when I untie those pacifiers from your mouths, you had better not make a sound…at least nothing intelligible anyway. Got that? One wrong grownup word and you both will be eating soap for the next couple of hours!” She stopped and looked at us. “In fact….”

	She left the kitchen. She was back a few minutes later and I saw her set those two bars of soap that had been in our mouths on the table. The soap was still wrapped up in the scarves she had used earlier to hold them in.

	I saw Amanda staring wide–eyed at the soap and scarves. “Really?” she asked.

	“Really!” Joanna confirmed. “One wrong move from either of you,” she said to us, “and this is what you both get!”

	Ashley’s eyes were on the soap, and her hand was trying to crush mine again. I had no doubt at all that Joanna would carry through with that threat at the least sign of trouble. I quickly resigned myself to eat whatever baby food they stuck in front of me – silently!

	“Do you want to feed Ashley or Michelle?” Joanna asked Amanda.

	“Feed them?”

	“Of course,” Joanna replied with a smile.

	“Uh…I’ll take Ashley.”

	Joanna nodded and pulled a chair over close to me. She pulled half of the baby food jars close to her where she could reach them.

	“Uh…mind if I watch TV or something?” Jimmy asked. I had no doubt he wanted to bail, on this disturbing scene. I absolutely couldn’t blame him. I wanted to bail too. I just didn’t have that option.

	“Sure. Go ahead,” Joanna told him. I noticed that Jimmy was quick to disappear. Joanna turned her attention back to me…and all those jars of baby food. And then I saw the tiny spoon in her hand. Oh shit! This was going to take forever!

	Joanna got up from her seat and worked her way behind us. She untied Ashley’s gag…I mean pacifier. “Now remember you two, no adult words, and no other sounds I wouldn’t want to hear. If you say anything at all, it had better be something a baby might utter and nothing else. Otherwise, just be good and eat your dinner for us. Amanda has been so kind to come over and not only play with you two, but she’s helping to take care of you now as well. So be good!”

	I had already gotten that point when she had brought out the soap. I didn’t need a second reminder.

	I saw Ashley stretching her mouth as Joanna worked on untying my gag…I mean pacifier. Finally mine was gone too. Such a relief. Joanna sat down, opened one of the jars of baby food, stuck that tiny spoon into it, and my torture…I mean dinner…began. The only thing I’ll say about it, is that at least those jars of baby food tasted better than that baby cereal she had made for us earlier that morning. There was one other good thing about it. Since she was opening the jars right in front of us and then feeding us directly from them, I was sure that the food wasn’t “doctored” with anything else like our breakfast had been. At least…I hoped it wasn’t.

	I sat quietly and accepted spoonful after spoonful of pureed mush. Each spoonful not giving me enough to really swallow. Some of the jars I was able to read the label to see what it was. That actually helped me figure out what it was that I was trying to taste. Some, where I couldn’t read the label, I could almost guess what it was. And then there were others that I simply had no idea what she was shoving in my mouth at all.

	Joanna sat quietly and fed me. But Amanda was far more vocal in her treatment of Ashley. Joanna had told her to treat us both like babies, and Amanda seemed to be eating the situation up. Despite the fact that I saw Ashley opening her mouth to easily take every spoonful of food that Amanda was trying to feed her, Amanda was making all kinds of noises and saying all kinds of babyish encouraging things to keep her eating. I almost felt for Ashley just then. Almost.

	Oh how happy I was when dinner was over! Except that I didn’t exactly feel like I had eaten much at all. If Joanna was going to keep feeding us like that all weekend, I was going to lose some weight! Joanna removed my bib for me and used it to wipe my face off while Amanda was still feeding Ashley and telling her what a good “baby” she was. Yeah, there was no doubt at all that there was a hidden demented and cruel streak in Amanda.

	Joanna waited until Ashley was done eating and Amanda had untied her bib. “I’m going to leave those pacifiers out for a little while,” she said, “but remember, no adult sounds out of either of you. Not even whispering between you! Got that?” She pointed to the soap. “And I’ve got your punishment right there if I need it!” Trust me, I got the point. No sounds at all! Even as lousy as that baby food had tasted, all of it was far, far better than the soap!

	Joanna got us up from the table. “Back to your blanket,” she ordered. “Since we don’t have a playpen for you two, that’s going to have to do. I suggest you get used to it since you’ll be spending most of the rest of the weekend on that blanket.”

	Most of the weekend? I almost couldn’t imagine that. It was such a tiny place to be banished too. And there were two of us that had to share that blanket. But, there was one very good point about it, it sounded like we wouldn’t be leaving the house at all tomorrow. Hooray! For that much, I would gladly confine myself to the blanket on the floor. At least it was soft. I could have done without the kiddie toys taking up part of it, but I was more than willing to overlook them to just stay home!

	While Ashley and I sat ourselves down on the blanket again, Joanna turned the TV from the show that Jimmy had been watching, back to the infantile cartoons again. Oh joy! Stimulating and totally engrossing entertainment at its finest. Jimmy left for the kitchen. I guess he and Amanda were staying for dinner with Joanna. They had simply fed the babies first.

	Five minutes into the TV program that Ashley and I were “avidly” watching, both Joanna and Amanda came back – with baby bottles in their hands. Ugh! And worse, whatever was in the bottles was white. I had no doubt it was more of that miserable baby formula. Had Joanna spiked it with those darn pills to keep us peeing again? Even as I wondered that, I felt my diaper filling with pee from Ashley. Yeah, no doubt I’d be doing the same thing back to her very shortly.

	With nothing better to do, we sat there like idiot babies drinking our bottles while we watched cartoons created from nothing more than geometric shapes, dance across the screen. Everyone else was in the kitchen eating grownup food. My stomach growled. I wasn’t sure if it was from hunger, distress over what we had been forced to eat, from all the soap that had gone into it earlier, or from something that Joanna might have put in those bottles of formula we were drinking. I couldn’t be sure about any of it. I only knew my stomach wasn’t happy. To relieve part of the problem, I went ahead and peed into Ashley’s diaper again. Without even looking at me, her hand lashed out and punched me. What a friend!

	When my bottle was done, I tossed it off to the side. It rolled off of the blanket. I didn’t bother going after it. Didn’t babies throw stuff out of their playpens and cribs all the time? Let Joanna deal with it, I was too busy letting my brain be diminished down to the level of a toddler as I watched the simplistic shapes move across the TV screen. Riveting!

	My bored stare…I mean my rapt fascination with the TV show was briefly interrupted when Joanna showed up and quickly shoved a pacifier in Ashley’s mouth, then my mouth. It mostly caught me by surprise because it wasn’t the super big pacifier we had been sucking on all day. This was one of the smaller ones made for real babies. Much more comfortable! But it still plugged our mouths! Ugh!

	Amanda was back a little while later to say goodbye. With those pacifiers in, even as small as they were, neither Ashley nor I made a sound…or maybe it was the threat of the soap that kept us quiet. Just before leaving, Amanda once again mouthed the words that she was sorry. We watched from our blanket as she and Jimmy left. The minute the door was closed behind them, I could almost feel the relief washing through Ashley. But I had no doubt that Ash was even more worried about something than I was. What would happen when Amanda told a few of her friends, and then they told more people, and so on? Who in the entire world wouldn’t know about us soon? That was a very troubling thought, I’m sure, for both of us.

	All evening long we stayed on that blanket watching kiddie TV while Joanna laid back on the couch and read a book. Ashley peed into my diaper a few times, and I returned the favour a little while later by peeing into hers. Each time I did, Ashley was kind enough to punch me in the arm or back or chest. It didn’t matter, she simply lashed out and hit me, usually not bothering to even look at me.

	One of the mindless shows ended and Joanna finally turned the TV off. Now what?

	“Come on kids,” Joanna said. “Time to get you two changed and into bed.”

	Bed! Such a lovely word. I was still so tired I couldn’t wait. Even if I had to sleep connected to Ashley.

	“Grab your dolls and let’s go.”

	Grab our dolls? What for? But I noticed Ashley picking up her doll as she prepared to get to her feet. She pulled me off balance as I was trying to pick my doll up, which pulled her back down to her bottom again. She didn’t mind though. She punched me in the arm again. I retrieved my doll, and this time we coordinated our efforts to get to our feet. We followed Joanna back to the master bedroom where…huh?

	I looked around. Something was different, and it didn’t take much to figure out what. The nice big bed that was supposed to be living in that room was gone, and in its place was the new mattress, all made up with the pretty new sheets, and laying on the floor. I turned to look into the master bedroom, but the door was closed. Joanna had switched the beds around. That was going to be great for me once Joanna left and I would be moving back there again. Hooray! But in the meantime, for tonight at least, it looked like Ashley and I were going to be stuck using the little mattress. I heard Ashley make a very soft, but very frustrated sound behind her pacifier. Like me, she wasn’t going to dare say anything else.

	In short order, Ashley and I were both changed (thankfully) and made to lie in the bed on the floor. “I’ll be right back kids with your bottles,” Joanna told us.

	Oh joy. I couldn’t… Oh shit! My diaper was filling with pee again. I heard Ashley giggle a little. She had done it to me again. As soon as Joanna had finished getting me into a dry diaper, she had wet it again – on purpose! I could just kill her!

	Joanna was back a few minutes later with two bottles of formula for us. She noticed my now wet diaper right away. “Michelle! You’ve wet yourself already? I just put that diaper on you. This is starting to become a habit with you young lady!”

	Yes, Ashley was giggling. Funny, I couldn’t find any reason at all to giggle about it.

	Joanna pulled our small pacifiers out and handed each of us a bottle to drink. “Finish those bottles and be good,” she told us. “I’ll check on you in a little bit.” Then she walked out. We were alone. Not that it mattered. I dared not say anything for fear that Joanna would be standing right near the door just to listen for us.

	Ashley and I laid side by side drinking our bottles like…well, you know. It wasn’t until after I had been drinking a while that I started to wonder if Joanna had put that drug in our formula again to make us pee too much. I looked down at my bottle. Half gone. Too late now. Not that I could really do anything about it anyway. I decided to try not to care about it while I finished drinking.

	Just before my bottle ran out, I peed into Ashley’s diaper. She was so pleased by it that she elbowed me as hard as she could. Ouch! With my bottle done, I tossed it aside onto the floor and closed my eyes. Sleep. Last night had been miserable…waking up far too often because I needed to pee, and then waking up even more often every time Ashley peed into my diaper. It had been a nightmare. What would tonight be like? I had no doubt it would be even worse.

	I felt Ashley rolling over onto her side. I stayed put. A moment later, I almost hit the ceiling – literally. She had stuck her wet tongue right into my ear. Darn that girl! And she was laughing about it! Shit! She could have given me a heart attack doing that. As I was trying to recover my wits, I felt her snuggle up close to me to go to sleep. Or was she just trying to get closer to me to hit me again in case I did anything to upset her. More likely, that was the case.

	“What good babies,” Joanna’s voice suddenly came as she walked into the room. Ashley rolled over onto her back as she came in. “Sit up kids,” she ordered. With a bit of effort, we managed to get into a sitting position. I wasn’t surprised in the least when Joanna stuck those big pacifiers back in our mouths again and tied them in place. Hey, one good point about that. Ashley couldn’t stick her wet tongue into my ear!

	Joanna pulled the covers over us, then she kissed Ashley goodnight. She came around to my side of the bed and did the same to me. She picked up our discarded bottles from the floor and turned out the light. “Goodnight kids,” she said. “See you in the morning.”

	She walked out and Ashley and I were left alone in the mostly dark room. Alone with oversized pacifiers tied into our mouths. Alone, but tied closely together. My thoughts turned to tomorrow. I remembered Joanna saying we would be spending the day on that blanket. After the day we had been through today, it sure sounded good to me. Even if I was stuck with that big pacifier tied into my mouth. I just hoped that I wouldn’t get anymore soap stuck in my mouth instead!

	Tomorrow we would be staying home. That thought alone was a big relief. But how was I supposed to know that things tomorrow weren’t going to be quite what Joanna had said they would. And because of it, all hell was going to break loose, and everything was going to change.

	 


Chapter 41.

	 

	Unbelievable! Not only unbelievable, but bizarre! It was the only way I could think about it. It was the middle of the night. I had no doubt at all that Joanna was sleeping peacefully across the hall. Ashley and I had barely slept a wink! Between all the times I had to pee, which went into her diaper, and all the times she had to pee, which went into my diaper, I had been awake most of the night, and I know for a fact that Ashley was too. But that wasn’t the bizarre part! Not by a long shot! Ashley had rolled over directly on top of me, and was now trying to hump my big fat diaper! That was the bizarre part! While her mother was sleeping right across the hall, Ashley was trying to get her jollies by humping me.

	I could have screamed! Screaming wouldn’t do me much good though with that big pacifier gag tied into my mouth. Ugh! And worse, I certainly couldn’t get anything out of it, because Joanna, in her infinite wisdom, had not deemed it necessary to remove my chastity device. So while Ashley was trying vainly to get some kind of satisfaction from above, I was certainly denied any chance of even a taste of happiness as I laid there below her. Frustration! But I can certainly tell you that Ashley was giving it a real good go. I can also tell you that she didn’t seem to be getting anywhere. Those diapers we were wearing were simply way too thick.

	She finally pounded her fists against my shoulders in frustration and rolled off me. Whew! A little while later, I was just falling asleep again when I felt that warm wetness flooding my diaper. Yeah, it was going to be a long night. A long and impossible night. I drifted off to sleep, until I woke up needing to pee. Trust me, I had no reason in the world to hold back. Once again Ashley showed her appreciation by hitting me. Sleep tight Ashley.

	––––– o0o –––––

	Misery. Total misery. I barely even noticed anymore when Ashley peed into my diaper. I was simply too tired to care. But in truth, she seemed to be peeing a lot more often, but in much smaller amounts. Sometimes I barely noticed she was doing it. At least she was no longer hitting me every time I peed into her diaper. The worst part though had been a few hours ago when I suddenly couldn’t hold back from messing into my diaper again. And I can tell you that it all came out in a rather nasty soupy mess. I did my best to ignore that too. Just like the rest of my situation, there wasn’t anything I could do about it.

	“Good morning babies,” Joanna’s way too cheerful voice rang.

	Ugh! Please let me sleep another century or two. Please just let me sleep – period! No luck.

	Joanna came over to our little mattress on the floor. She leaned over and kissed my cheek. Then she leaned across me and kissed Ashley’s cheek. She backed up a bit, then shook Ashley.

	“Ashley! Wake up!”

	“Uhhh?”

	It was only then that I realized that Ashley had still been sleeping. Joanna leaned over me again and kissed her cheek. “Good morning Ash,” Joanna said as she stood up.

	“Uhhhh!” Ashley mumbled, then she wrapped an arm over my body again and cuddled into me, her head buried into my side like she wanted to go back to sleep. Unfortunately, Joanna had other ideas.

	Joanna moved down to the foot of our mattress and pulled my onesie up and out of the way. Then she started removing my diaper. “Oh my!” she exclaimed softly as she noticed the mess there. “I was afraid this would happen after all that soap you ate yesterday.” She used my overly saturated diaper to wipe my back end off.

	After me, it was Ashley’s turn. Ashley groaned as her mother forced her to lay on her back and began removing her diaper. “You too?” Joanna exclaimed once she had her diaper open. I guess Ashley had the same problem I did. But then Joanna did treat us alike all day yesterday, including the punishments that weren’t deserved as well. “Shower time,” Joanna finally declared once Ashley was wiped off as well.

	Ashley groaned again. I could only agree. It was a moment or two before I could find the strength to even try to sit up. And since I was trying to sit up, Ashley was more or less forced to go along with it. Once we were on our feet, Joanna pulled those cupcake onesies off of us, leaving us both totally naked, except for the rope tether tied between us, and of course the tubes that went up inside both of us that became part of that tether. Joanna pulled the pink bows out of Ashley’s hair, then thankfully, she removed the two pink bows from my hair. Unbelievably, she even removed our tied in oversized pacifiers. We were sent into the shower with orders to not touch the tubes, but to wash ourselves as best we could, including our hair this time.

	The shower felt good. Relaxing. It would have been far better though if I…we…had been allowed to just stand there and sleep under the nice warm water. In fact, since Ashley was just standing there with her eyes closed and not moving, I wondered if she really might be asleep. At Joanna’s prompting to get moving, I started trying to wash her and me. “I hate you,” she mumbled, still with her eyes closed, and still not moving. I nearly laughed. It was a few minutes into my washing job on both of us before she came awake enough to help even a little.

	A little while later, we stepped out of the shower. Joanna herself started drying us off…Ashley first of course. Ashley just stood there with her eyes closed like she was still asleep.

	Joanna was finally working her way down my legs when she suddenly screamed. “Ashley! What are you doing?”

	Huh? I looked down. Joanna was backing away from us and her arm was all wet.

	“You just peed all over me!” Joanna yelled. At least she blamed Ashley and not me.

	Ashley merely blinked a few times as if she couldn’t believe it. But she made no other sound, not even an apology. Not that I’d ever expect to hear any kind of apology out of her.

	As soon as I had shaved and we brushed our teeth, Joanna stuck the small “normal” baby sized pacifiers in our mouths. Oh well, at least my mouth had been empty for a little while. I was so tired of something being stuck in it. I can tell you for a fact that I certainly wasn’t “sucking” on anything. Drooling…now that was a different subject.

	With barely towelled off wet hair, we were led back out to the bedroom where Joanna had us lay down while she diapered us. I could have just stayed there and slept for the rest of the day. No luck there either. Joanna had us stand up, then she spent a long time brushing out our hair. Well, Ashley’s hair more than mine. I didn’t have nearly as much hair as she had. Two pigtails for each of us again. And of course, the pink bows got put back for each of us. Wonderful. As if I cared anymore.

	Joanna slipped the cupcake onesies over us again, then had us sit on the mattress while she stuck the frilly socks on our feet and locked those same silly shoes with the big pink bows back on us again.

	“Okay kids,” Joanna said. “Out to the table. Breakfast time.”

	“Mmm!” I groaned softly. I didn’t hear any sound out of Ashley, but I felt a tiny bit of pee leaking into my nice fresh diaper. But only a tiny bit. Of course, she had just peed all over her mother a little while ago.

	The two of us sat at the table while Joanna cooked up a batch of baby cereal breakfast again. Ashley didn’t watch. She leaned her head on my shoulder and closed her eyes. Her body almost totally limp. I was more interested in watching to see what drug Joanna was going to spike our breakfast with this time. Oddly, I didn’t notice her put anything “extra” in it. But I was so tired that I knew that didn’t mean she didn’t do something to it.

	Two bowls of something called cereal, but that tasted horrible. Two miniscule baby spoons to eat it with. Ashley roused herself enough to start eating. Tiny spoonful after tiny spoonful. I was hungry. Ash and I had eaten very little yesterday. Even though this stuff tasted lousy, it was still something I could put into my stomach – and damn the consequences of what it did to me later. It took us so long to eat with those tiny spoons, that Joanna had plenty of time to fry herself and egg, fix toast, and eat it all right in front of us. She was cleaning up the kitchen afterwards by the time we both finished.

	Ash and I were taken into the living room to spend some more “quality” time on that blanket. The blanket that Joanna had said yesterday that we’d be spending most of the day on. That part I was happy about. In fact, the moment we reached the blanket I had thoughts of going back to sleep. Before we could get ourselves down though, I felt another small bit of pee leaking into my diaper from Ashley. What the heck was she up to now? We laid down together, and Joanna showed up all too soon with two baby bottles. More baby formula to drink. Oh goody. And I had no doubt that Joanna had indeed doctored it with more of those pills to make us keep peeing…as if Ashley needed anything more.

	We laid on our backs and drank our bottles, then tossed them off to the side, and promptly fell asleep. We were woken up all too soon however when Joanna hovered over us and stuck those small pacifiers back into our mouths. Did Ashley even wake up when Joanna shoved one in her mouth? I’m sure she did, but she never opened her eyes or moved. As soon as Joanna left though, she did roll over onto her side again and cuddle up into me.

	With my bottle and breakfast done, I went ahead and peed into Ashley’s diaper. “I hate you,” she mumbled softly around the pacifier in her mouth. Her breathing slowed, and I had no doubt she fell soundly asleep. It seemed like a great idea to me. I closed my eyes again. Sleep!

	––––– o0o –––––

	“Okay kids, time to get up!” Joanna’s all too loud voice came. “Ashley! Michelle! Wake up, and get up!”

	Huh? What the heck was going on?

	I looked up to see that Joanna had changed her blouse and was now wearing her coat. That didn’t bode well.

	“Get up you two!” Joanna said. “You can sleep in the car if you want.”

	The car? That really didn’t sound good. What happened to spending the day on our blanket? Ashley and I stumbled to our feet. I know my brain was still fogged by sleep…or the lack thereof…or both. Somehow, Ashley’s hand automatically found mine. Joanna changed our tiny pacifiers for those big ones that she just had to tie behind our heads again. Ugh! And we were forced to march…I mean walk…outside and get into her car.

	I immediately noticed those two pink balloons were in the backseat, but were anchored down to the floor by the big diaper bag so they wouldn’t be in the way while Joanna was driving. Joanna got into the front seat, and we left. Where were we going? I didn’t have a clue.

	“You can sleep if you want,” Joanna told us. “It’s going to be a while.”

	Sleep? I was more worried about where we were going. But after watching her drive through town for a while, I felt Ashley’s head sink down onto my shoulder, and I laid my head on top of her head. Sleep did indeed catch up to me, but not before I again felt a tiny bit of pee leaking from Ashley into my diaper. What the heck? I tossed it off and ignored it. At least it was only a little bit and not the usual flood I got from her.

	Yes, it is entirely possible to fall asleep like that. And sleep soundly. I think. Not that I actually got the chance to sleep soundly. I woke up once when I felt Ashley again releasing a tiny bit of pee into my diaper. What was that girl doing? She still looked sound asleep. I retaliated a while later by peeing into her diaper. She moved around, semi waking up, then dug her nails briefly into my arm…ouch…before going back to sleep again. I noticed at that time that Joanna was now on the interstate. Where the heck were we going? I worried about that as I fell asleep again.

	Six more times I was slightly stirred from my sleep by Ashley letting a bit of pee into my diaper. Twice I retaliated by peeing again into hers. Yeah. That “formula” that Joanna was forcing on us was really doing a number on both of us.

	Ashley finally stirred, waking me as she picked her head up. I looked around. Where the heck were we? We weren’t on the interstate anymore. A minute later, Ashley started going berserk. “Mmmm!” she moaned loudly around that all too big pacifier tied into her mouth. “Mmmm!

	Mmmm!” she seemed to scream in total distress. She started kicking the back of the seat in front of her. “Mmmm!”

	“Settle down Ashley!” Joanna yelled. “We’re almost there and there’s nothing you can do about it!”

	Almost there? Where?

	“Mmmm!” Ashley screamed again, and I mean screamed! Her hand holding mine was trying desperately to crush my hand, and she wasn’t easing up on that grip at all. “Mmmm!” she said again and began rocking back and forth. Total rage! What was up with her…and more importantly, where the heck were we?

	Before long, I started to see houses pass by out the window. Lots of houses, and I got a tiny bit of a suspicion as to where Joanna was taking us. The question was, why?

	“Mmm Mmmmmmm!” Ashely screamed in total rage as Joanna finally pulled the car into the driveway of one of the houses.

	“We’re here,” she announced.

	“Mmmmmmm!” Yeah. Ashely certainly wasn’t happy in the least.

	I was guessing we were sitting out in front of Joanna’s house. The one place that Ashly had been very determined to never go again. From where I sat, the house looked very nice. Not fancy, but nice. All the houses I could see looked nice. What was Ashly’s problem with it? Although in truth, I knew the answer to that one. It had nothing at all to do with the house. The problem was with her mother.

	“You two wait here,” Joanna told us. I’ll be back for you in a few minutes.

	We sat there and watched as Joanna got out of the car, then came around and opened the back door on the other side and pulled out that big diaper bag and the balloons. She carried them to the front door of the house, let herself in and disappeared. At least Ashley wasn’t trying to scream anymore, but her hand was still holding mine more than a bit too firmly. She wasn’t happy to be here at all, and I’m not too sure how I felt about it either.

	Joanna came back outside, but instead of opening the door for us to get out, she went to the trunk instead. Once the trunk was closed, I saw her dragging her suitcase toward the house. She disappeared inside and this time she seemed to be gone longer. She finally came out again and opened the door next to Ashley. “Okay kids, we’re here.” As if we hadn’t noticed.

	“Out!” she ordered when Ashley didn’t move.

	Still Ashley didn’t move. “Do you like eating soap that much?” Joanna asked.

	“Mmmm!” Ashley grunted angrily. But at least she started getting out…which of course meant that I had to go at the same time. Once out of the car, I looked around. At least I didn’t see any neighbours. Joanna led us in through the front door. The living room appeared to be…nice. There were a lot more things in it than mine, but then, I never bothered to collect that much stuff. I was sure that Joanna had lived there for a very long time. There was a TV in one corner, a fireplace along one wall, and on another wall…a blanket laid out on the floor. Or was it several blankets, because they looked thick.

	“Okay kids,” Joanna said. “Since I don’t have a playpen either, I’ve set up a blanket for you.

	Now get yourselves onto it and stay there.”

	“Mmmmm!” Ashley complained angrily. I kind of felt the same way.

	“Go!” Joanna ordered. “And stop complaining. It’s not going to do you any good, and if you keep it up, you know I’ve got that soap handy to use at any time.”

	“Mmmm!” Ashley complained again, but not as loudly. She headed for the blanket and I of course had no choice but to follow. I was right, the thickness under us was more than just one blanket. Nice and thick…and soft. Far more comfortable than just one blanket. We knelt down on it and a few minutes later, Joanna delivered all of our toys that we had “not” wanted so badly – the tea set, the stacking shapes, the dolls, and of course, she set the balloons bobbing on the ceiling above us. How could we ever want for more?

	The only question was, we had all that at my house. Why the heck did Joanna deem it necessary to drive us all the way here? It made no sense!

	Joanna turned her TV on and set the channel to our “favourite” little kids TV channel. Oh joy! Ashley and I immediately turned our attention to it, then away from it. Ashley laid down, and I followed. Yeah, another nap, this time laying down, wouldn’t hurt at all. Thirty seconds later, I felt my diaper filling with Ashley’s pee. It was the most she had peed at one time all morning. I of course, thanked her by peeing back into her diaper. She thanked me by hitting me again.

	I was just closing my eyes when I heard Joanna talking to someone on the telephone. I heard her say, “Yes, I’ve got them right here.” I didn’t want to think about the implications of that sentence. It could only mean one thing – something very bad! And I’d swear, I heard Joanna say the same thing, several other times. Had she phoned someone else? I was very fearful that we were about to get visitors. At least they’d be people I didn’t know. As for Ashley not knowing them, that might be a different story.

	With nothing better to do…Ash and I had both seen that cartoon on TV already…I closed my eyes again and tried to go to sleep, while knowing that Joanna was about to bring the world into her house, instead of doing like the had done the day before and taken us out into that world.

	––––– o0o –––––

	I got woken up by the feel of Joanna removing my diaper. Oh good! I turned my head and noticed Ashley was already awake. I had slept through her getting her diaper changed? Excellent! Two minutes later, I had a nice fresh diaper hugging my body…and Ashley again peed into it the moment Joanna turned her back. This time I was tempted to hit her.

	Joanna was gone for a few minutes, then came back with two baby bottles full of formula. There was no resistance from either of us as she removed our big pacifiers and handed the bottles to us. We simply laid there and drank them down.

	Before we were done though, Joanna was back and she started dressing us. First Ashley got that same panty cover put over her diaper, then me. “Michelle! You wet yourself already? Again! Every time I get a fresh diaper on you, it’s like you can’t wait to wet it. Goodness!” Yes, Ashley was laughing. I fixed it by peeing into her diaper. She fixed me by punching me again.

	“Children! Behave!” Joanna admonished. To which Ashley only laughed.

	Item by item, Joanna redressed us into the outfits we had worn the day before. The diaper covers, the matching dress, the bows in our hair, makeup, the big pacifiers tied into our mouths, and yes, of course the shoes and socks were already locked onto our feet. And…she took those darn pink balloons and tied them to our free wrists…and then stuffed one of the dolls in those same hands. Picture of an idiot. Make that picture of two idiots. Joanna must have thought so too since she grabbed her phone and took several pictures of us sitting there like idiot babies.

	And then the doorbell rang…and I felt my diaper getting peed into again. “Mmmmm!” Ashley grunted softly. She was clearly frightened.

	Joanna opened the door and let a woman in. No I didn’t know her. I saw Ashley looking at her, but I couldn’t tell if she knew the woman or not.

	“Oh how adorable!” the woman exclaimed as she came over and “examined” us.

	“Aren’t they?” Joanna agreed.

	Okay, the only good thing about this situation was the fact that with that big pacifier stuck in my mouth, there was no way I could be even tempted to say anything at all. We sat there while they sat on the couch and talked…until the doorbell rang again. I felt Ashley squeezing my hand again. Joanna went to the door, and now there were two strange women looking us over. So much fun! Five minutes later, those two women became three. How many more was Joanna going to invite in to ogle us? I could just picture her entire house crowded full of people. But fortunately, after a while, I got the impression that those three were all that were coming.

	At times they paid attention to us, at times they didn’t. They went to the kitchen for coffee, ignoring us – thankfully, but after a while, they moved out to the living room again. After which, Joanna decided to show off how well Ashley and I drank from those stupid baby bottles. Just what we didn’t need.

	I’d guess their visit lasted a little more than an hour before all three women left. Why had Joanna invited them in? Just to humiliate us? I was fairly certain that was the case, but I couldn’t be sure. After the day before though, for me, it had been an easy thing to put up with. I still didn’t know if Ashley knew any of those women or not.

	A little while later, Joanna got us up from that blanket, took us into the kitchen, and fed us our lunch. First Ashley, then me. More jars of baby food. So good! Not! But as hungry as I was, I ate every spoonful as fast as Joanna could hold that tiny spoon out toward my mouth. When she was done, I was still just as hungry as when she had started. Joanna used our bibs to wipe our mouths off, then tied those big pacifiers back into our mouths, and took us back to that blanket on the floor of the living room. Ash and I sat there and watched TV for a little while, while Joanna ate her own lunch in the kitchen.

	A little while later, Joanna was back. Not with another baby bottle, but to sit in one of the chairs and look at us. That’s all she did, was to sit there and watch us…and all we were doing was sitting on that blanket like a couple of idiots. There was no look of delight on Joanna’s face. No smile of any kind. I kept waiting for her to say something, but she didn’t say a single word.

	Finally, she got up from the chair and turned the TV off. There was a strange look on her face, as if she looked troubled. Why should she look troubled, we were the ones in such an embarrassing position?

	“Lay down babies,” she said as she knelt down in front of us. I was guessing we were about to get an explanation as to why we were there at her house. But she didn’t say anything. Instead, once we were laying down, she climbed over me, and then knelt down right on top of Ashley. She grabbed one of Ashley’s hands, pulled it up to her mouth, the kissed it. She leaned down and kissed her daughters cheek. “Love you baby,” she said.

	I could see she was doing something, but I couldn’t see what. Still laying on top of her daughter, Joanna was moving, reaching. Doing something I couldn’t see. But all of a sudden I heard a metallic rattle, and Ashley went berserk! And I mean berserk! She went crazy, trying to wiggle around, buck her mother off. She was screaming to high heaven behind that pacifier tied into her mouth.

	Joanna was now struggling with her again, but now she was moving around and grabbing Ashley’s other arm. Now I could see a little more and I saw a length of chain fastened around Ashley’s wrist. The chain disappeared behind the edge of the blanket. Joanna must have had it hidden there the whole time. Joanna struggled hard with Ashley’s other hand. Ashley fought her as hard as she could, but with her one hand now chained out of the way, Joanna had more strength and leverage. In moments, I saw Joanna wrap that chain around Ashley’s other hand and fasten it there with a lock.

	Ashley’s hands where now stretched out over her head, with the chains leading to the floor under the blanket. She pulled, she screamed, she bucked wildly, but she couldn’t pull herself free.

	Joanna got off of Ashley. “I’m sorry Michelle,” she said to me, “but what happens to one this weekend, happens to the other. For your sake, you better go along with this willingly. And believe me, this is just another exercise in trust. So give my your hands.”

	I looked at her. Trust? What the heck kind of trust games was she playing. We had done exercises like this a number of times with rope, but chains brought things to a whole different level.

	“Michelle!” she ordered.

	“Slowly, I held out my wrist. She grabbed it, and I soon had a chained wrapped around it a couple of time, then it was locked in place with a padlock. My other wrist soon followed.

	Ashley and I were chained to the floor, our arms stretched out above us, and there was nothing we could do about it.

	Ashley was crying her eyes out. She was still going crazy. I had never seen her in such distress. I couldn’t imagine her being in such distress. But she was.

	Joanna went back to that chair she had watched us from before, and she sat…and watched again. Why?

	“Relax Ash,” Joanna finally said. “Trust.”

	Trust what? Ashley was still fighting the chains. She was still crying bitterly.

	“Relax Ash,” Joanna said again, much more lovingly. “Just lay there and relax. You’re not getting hurt, and I’m not going to let anything hurt you. Just trust.”

	But Ashley couldn’t relax. She pulled, yanking again and again at those chains. And she cried, and cried. She was in a state for sure. And Joanna just sat there and watched.

	Finally, Ashley stopped trying to pull the chains out of the floor. She laid there next to me making the most awful sounds behind that big pacifier. “Mmmmm! Mmmmm!” Over and over again she made that sound. She was staring at the ceiling. I was afraid she would have a heart attack. But she just kept laying there making that same distressful sound. And Joanna just sat there and watched her. Cruel! What the heck kind of game was Joanna playing?

	I don’t know how long Joanna kept us there like that, but it was a very long time. Not minutes, but hours. At one point, Joanna got up, went to the bathroom, then came back to watch us again.

	Finally, I saw her glance at the clock. Then she got up from her chair and came back to us. She knelt down over top of Ashley. She bent down and kissed her face. “All over baby,” she said lovingly. “All over.” She removed the lock from one of Ashley’s chains and unfastened it from her wrist. Then she did the other wrist. Ashley was crying bitterly again. Joanna leaned down and kissed her face again, and I don’t even think Ashley noticed. Finally Joanna came over and unfasted my wrists. Then she went back to her chair…to sit and watch us again.

	Ashley was still crying. She was rubbing her wrists over and over again…and crying.

	“Trust, Ashley,” I heard Joanna say softly. I’m not even sure Ashley heard her.

	I rolled onto my side and put my arm over her. Trying to comfort her. Ashley cried harder for a moment, then rolled toward me and did her best to curl up into my body. She laid there like that for a long time, just crying. She was so distressed. I had to wonder again what kind of weird cruel game that Joanna had been playing.

	Ashley and I laid like that together for a very long time. Finally, I felt her head turn itself up to look at me. I looked down at her. Our eyes locked for a moment, then she curled into my body again. I held her. She wasn’t crying now, but she was still distressed.

	I heard Joanna moving around the living room. Doing something. I didn’t bother looking. Eventually, she came over to us. “Okay kids,” she said. “We’re done here now. Time to go home.”

	Ashley and I both looked up at her. Joanna held out her hand toward Ashley, and Ashley finally put her hand in her mother’s. Joanna pulled her to her feet…which meant that I had to get up too. Five minutes later, Ashley and I were again fastened into the back seat of her car. Joanna packed her suitcase, the big diaper bag, and the balloons into it again, and we were off. Hopefully towards home. Several hours away.

	Why? Why had it been necessary for us to go all the way up to her house? Why had Joanna used the chains on Ashley? The chains had been far worse for her daughter than any of the rope she had used before. And why, why, why was Joanna doing such cruel things to her daughter – purposely? It made no sense. I could tell Joanna loved her daughter – greatly! But that didn’t explain at all the way she was treating her. Why? Why? Why?

	––––– o0o –––––

	Home! Joanna led us into the house, and for some unknown reason, Ashley and I headed straight for that blanket on the floor. She knelt down on it, and stayed there. Joanna brought everything in, checking on us once in a while. It wasn’t long before those dumb toys we weren’t going to touch were spread out around us.

	Finally Joanna stood over us and held her hand out toward Ashley again. “Come on kids,” she said. “Time to get changed. Time to get out of those diapers.”

	I saw Ashley again reach up to take her mother’s hand. Ashley and I got to our feet, and Joanna led us back to our bedroom. It still seemed strange to see that mattress there on the floor instead of the big bed that should have been there.

	Joanna undressed us. She removed everything except our diapers, and those too big pacifiers. She laid us back on the bed and removed Ashley’s diaper. But this time, I saw her pull that catheter tube out of her. Did that mean she was going to remove mine too? I could only hope. Joanna disappeared into the bathroom, then came back and washed Ashley thoroughly. She left her naked to dry in the air while she attacked my diaper. Like she had done with Ashley, she removed the tube, pulling it right out from me…right through the chastity device. That alone was a big relief. Then she cleaned me as best she could.

	“Stand up guys,” Joanna said.

	It sounded strange for her to call us guys. But Ash and I stood up. Joanna started removing the rope that had bound us together all weekend. It took some time, but eventually we were both free from each other.

	“Don’t go anywhere,” Joanna told us. “We’re not done here yet. Not by a long shot.” I saw Ashley rolling her eyes to that one.

	“Ash,” Joanna said. “Lay down on the bed.”

	I watched as Ashley laid down. I had a feeling that I was soon going to be lying next to her. But Joanna seemed to have other ideas. She came over to me and untied the pacifier from my mouth. “Get down there between her legs and put that mouth of yours to work,” she ordered.

	I wasn’t sure if I should be surprised or not. I saw Ashley looking at me with a totally surprised look on her face, but there was no hesitation in her as to opening her legs for me. I got down between them, and got busy. Ashley was soon going crazy again, but this time, in a good way.

	Joanna made me stay there, working on her, until Ashley had three orgasms. Finally, she let me up. She got down between Ashley’s legs, but for a different purpose. Ashley was soon swaddled in another of those big diapers again. “You can get up now Ash,” Joanna told her.

	While Ashley was getting to her feet. Joanna pulled me into the bathroom and let me wash my face. That felt good.

	“Come along now Michael,” she said when I was done. “Your turn.”

	My turn? I could only hope I knew what she was talking about. She led me back into the other room…the room where my “sexy” board was hanging from the ceiling. She finally removed my chastity device. Heaven! I stared up longingly at my board hanging from the ceiling, and I started to get hard just looking at the thing. Joanna grabbed the rope from the floor and bound my hands firmly behind my back. I was raging hard by the time she finished.

	She turned to Ashley. “Don’t let him touch anything,” she told her daughter. “I’ll be right back.”

	She disappeared for a few minutes. I looked from Ashley, to the board. But my thoughts were just as much on some sexual relief as they were on Ashley. Maybe more so. Had I come that far downhill that I found that stupid piece of wood to be so sexy? But it had been several weeks now since I had been allowed any relief. I couldn’t wait to get my penis into that stupid little hole and pump away. I really couldn’t wait!

	“Okay Michael,” Joanna said as she finally came back into the room with a baby bottle in her hands. I was guessing the bottle held water. She stuck the bottle into the back of the board. “Start drinking,” Joanna told me.

	I moved to the board, my hard cock pushing the board away from me a little. I grabbed that nipple in my mouth and started sucking the water, and the moment I did, I started trying to find that darn hole with my cock. It had to be there somewhere!

	“Ash,” Joanna said. “Maybe you better get us another bottle. He could be here a while trying to find his hole.”

	Ashley laughed behind her pacifier and took off.

	Where was that stupid hole? I knew it was there somewhere. I felt it every once in a while, but every time I tried to get myself into it, the darn board moved away. Maddening! Finally, I found it. I carefully started pumping away…just as that baby bottle emptied.

	“Out of there Michael!” Joanna ordered sternly. I heard Ashley laughing. I reluctantly pulled myself away from the board while Joanna changed the bottle out. Then I went back to work, sucking on the next bottle and trying to get myself into that stupid hole again.

	“Better prepare another bottle,” Joanna told Ashley. I heard her laugh again.

	I found the hole! I found it! Carefully I started pumping away. But it took me no time at all. My need was so great that I came quickly. Ashley hadn’t even come back again.

	“Finish that bottle,” Joanna told me. “You can stay in your little hole till you finish your bottle.”

	And I did. With great relief. That little hole still felt so good for my cock to be in. I didn’t remove it until there was nothing at all left in that baby bottle. What I had shot into the jar attached to my board, got poured into the water that Ashley had filled the next bottle with. I got to “enjoy” that third bottle while Joanna replaced my chastity device and diapered me again. Two minutes later, I peed into that fresh diaper – a lot!

	––––– o0o –––––

	Dinner that night was much easier to eat for both Ashley and I since we weren’t connected at the waist anymore. It tasted a lot better too. Joanna had cooked us a very good, and much needed meal. But she said nothing at all during any of it about what had happened all weekend, and especially not about what had happened up at her house.

	After dinner, Joanna didn’t even make us keep those darn pacifiers in our mouths. She let us watch TV or do whatever we wanted. Surprisingly, Ash and I said nothing to each other all evening.

	I kept waiting for Joanna to go home. I was sure she had to go to work tomorrow morning, but she didn’t. She stayed and watched TV with us until nine o’clock. “Okay, you two,” she finally said. “I think it’s bedtime for both of you.” “Are you going home now?” I finally asked.

	“Not tonight,” she said. “I’ve done enough driving today. “I’ll leave very early tomorrow morning and go straight to work.” Oh. That explained it. I think.

	Ashley and I headed for the little mattress on the floor where we laid down together…much as we had lain together all weekend. Joanna pulled a blanket over top of us, then she kissed her daughter goodnight. She came over and kissed me. “Michael, your work clothes are in Ashley’s closet so you don’t need to get into the other room.” They were? And I didn’t need to go in there? Why?

	She turned the light off in our room and left us. I saw her walk back up the hallway to the bathroom. She was back a little while later. I saw her go straight into her bedroom. Surprisingly, she didn’t close the door behind her.

	Ashley and I laid there next to each other. Since it was only a full size mattress, we had no choice but to be close together. Ashley rolled over on her side to face me. I rolled over towards her…and was surprised when her head reached up and kissed my lips. Then she was gone again.

	We laid like that for a little while. I did my best to try to go to sleep, but there were too many strange things on my mind. Things that had happened earlier that day. I could tell Ashley wasn’t sleeping either, although like me, she was trying.

	She suddenly moved in closer to me. Right up against me. Cuddling as close as she could. “Hold me,” she whispered.

	Surprised, I rolled onto my side facing her. I put one arm over her body and the other arm under her head as she wormed her way right up next to me and snuggled her head into my neck right beneath my head. I felt her take a deep breath, then I felt her blowing it out against me in one very long controlled breath.

	“Mmm!” she grunted softly. I’ve been holding that forever.” I realized she had just wet herself.

	Her head tilted up a little. “I haven’t been holding back at all today,” she said, “so I don’t know why I bothered to hold back then. Between being so tired and having to pee so much, I haven’t bothered even trying to hold back. I’ve just let my body go limp and relaxed down there and left it that way, letting it pee whenever. It was sure a lot easier.” Her head tilted back down again into my neck and she was silent for a moment. “It doesn’t ever do any good to hold it back, does it?” she said into my neck. “No matter how I try, in the end, I still have to let it out sometime. And I’m always stuck doing it in my diapers. I don’t want to do it at all that way, but now, thanks to Mom, I’ve got no choice. I’m stuck. She’s making me pee myself like a baby, day in and day out. Every day. Every night. I don’t want to do it, but in the end, there’s no choice. Holding back, never works.”

	“No,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “As much as it…humiliates me, because it is humiliating, I don’t like doing it either. I fight it sometimes, but more often I don’t bother anymore. It’s…inevitable. Sometimes I don’t even think about it.”

	I felt her head nodding, then she was silent. I laid there holding her, her soft nearly naked body snuggled up against mine. I felt her breathing slow and deepen, as if she had fallen asleep. But her head suddenly tilted up a bit, then went back down. “Hold me,” she whispered. “Tighter.”

	I held her more firmly as she seemed to try to snuggle her body even closer up against mine. I now noticed a definite tenseness in her body that hadn’t been there before. I felt her head tilting up again.

	“Mike?”

	“Yeah?”

	“If I tell you something personal, will you promise to not tell anyone else? And I mean don’t tell anybody. Not even my mother. Especially not my mother.”

	That surprised me. “Okay. You know I won’t. Not if you don’t want me to.”

	Her head tilted back down into my neck again. She said nothing more, but I continued to hold her. I was pretty sure she had decided not to tell me whatever it was she had been thinking about, so I closed my eyes and decided to try to sleep, but her head tilted up, then went back down again. Her body seemed even tenser somehow. I realized she was wrestling with something in her mind. I just continued to hold her. When she spoke, her head stayed buried in my neck. Her voice was soft but clear. And what she said wasn’t anything I ever expected to hear.

	“Years ago. When I was fourteen. I was at my friend’s house playing. We heard her older sister talking about a party she was going to that night. I got the idea in my head that the two of us should sneak out that night and go too. The two of us talked about it and planned what we would do for a while, but in the end she decided she wasn’t going do it.” I felt Ashley shaking her head. “I already knew she wouldn’t go. Her parents would never let her.

	I’m not even sure her parents knew her sister was going to that party.” Her head tilted up again, then went back down.

	“I had never been to a party with a bunch of older kids like that, and I wanted to go, so I snuck out of the house that night. Believe me, it wasn’t the first time I’d done something like that. But I knew that more than likely my mother and father would never know, and even if they did somehow find out, what were they going to do to me? Not much…if anything.”

	She stopped talking for a while. I can’t tell you how intently I was listening to the…silence.

	“I knew where the party was, and I walked there. By the time I got there, the place was crowded. It was mostly people…kids…that had been out of high school for a while, but I did notice some of the older high school kids there too. My friend’s sister was there with some of her friends.”

	Again she paused, and again I mentally willed her to keep going.

	“The party was…wild. Loud music, and so much drinking. I remember being surprised by all the smoke filling the house. And it had a funny smell to it. I kept expecting someone to see me and throw me out for being too young, but nobody did. Nobody even stopped me from grabbing a glass of beer.”

	Her head tilted up again. Then went back down. “I got drunk. Very drunk. I don’t even remember most of that party. But I do remember sitting on this couch with a bunch of guys who all seemed…interested in me. I think one of them asked if I wanted to go somewhere with them.”

	Her head tilted up again. “I must have said yes.”

	Her head tilted back down. I felt her taking some big breaths. Finally she spoke again.

	“They took me out to this van, and we all got in. But the moment we got away from that party, two of them suddenly grabbed me and wrestled my arms behind my back. They used tape to keep them there, then more tape on my ankles, and even tape over my mouth. They pushed me down to the floor of the van and they kept their feet on me to keep me there.”

	Her head tilted up again. “I can’t tell you how scared I was.”

	Her head tilted back down. “I don’t have any idea how long we drove, but I remember it being a very long time. We finally got somewhere, but I had no idea where it was. Two of them carried me inside. Then they carried me down some stairs. They dropped me onto the cement floor, then left me there. When they went back upstairs, they turned the lights out.” I felt her shaking her head. “I cried so hard. I was so scared. I tried to get free, but I couldn’t.

	The tape was too strong. All I could do was lay there, totally helpless, and cry.” I heard her sniffle a little, and realized she was crying.

	“I remember having to pee, and having no choice but to wet myself. I had to lay there like that for…ever! I kept waiting for them to come back, but it was like they had forgotten I was there. I don’t know how many times I pissed in my pants before the light came on and all three of them came back down those stairs. I remember them standing over me, and one of them kicking me in the side…then laughing. They left again, and the light was turned back off. I started crying all over again.”

	She sniffled again. I heard her crying softly for a few moments. Then she continued.

	“When they came back, it was with a lot of stuff. And a lot of it was chains. They left me there like that while they worked all around me.”

	I felt her head tilting up again. “I saw them fasten chains to the walls all over the place.”

	Her head tilted back down again. “One of the things they had brought in was a small bed. They set that up with the end right up against the wall.”

	She suddenly let out a loud sob as her crying got far worse. She didn’t speak again until a few minutes later, and I realized she was still trying to get her crying under control. “When they were done, they came for me. They took the tape off and stripped me naked. I tried to fight them, but I was so weak…and there were three of them. All they did was laugh at my efforts.” She cried for a few moments. When she spoke again, I could barely hear her.

	“They carried me over to the bed and attached chains to each of my wrists. They attached chains to my ankles and spread me wide open on the bed. I got raped by them, and every one of them laughed. And when I say raped, they weren’t exactly gentle.”

	I felt her breathing coming in gasps as she paused again. I could tell she was trying to control herself, but I had no doubt that the effort had to be enormous.

	“Before they left me there again, they dragged me off that bed and chained me sitting up against the wall. My hands were held right to the wall so I couldn’t move them. One of them stuffed my own wet panties in my mouth and another one wrapped tape around my head so I couldn’t get them out. Then they left me again…in the darkness. With my hands fastened to the wall where they were, I couldn’t stand, I couldn’t lay down, I had to sit right there. Naked. Cold. … Afraid.”

	Her crying intensified and I felt her body curling up into itself. I did my best to keep holding her tightly, letting her cry it out. I had no doubt I would have cried even worse if it had been me.

	After a while, she calmed down and started speaking again. “In the time I was there, they raped my vagina…they raped my ass…and then they started teaching me to suck their cocks. One of them put me on that bed on my hands and knees, and he stuck something up into my vagina with a rope going up through my legs and over my back. He made me open my mouth and start sucking him off. And every time he felt my teeth, or I slowed down and didn’t do what he wanted, he yanked hard on that cord and it was like needles being driven right into me. I can’t tell you how much it hurt. But it only took him a few times doing that to me before I tried a lot harder. Trust me.” She breathed heavy for a moment. “Damn. That thing hurt so much I can still feel it now.” I felt her body shudder.

	She was silent for a few moments. Just breathing. Then she continued. “If I was good for them, if I did everything they wanted, they fed me…a little. It was never much. Most of the time I was starving. They gave me water once in a while too. And then they chained me back to the wall again somewhere. Sometimes I was stuck standing. Sometimes sitting down. A few times they left me standing, then took one of my legs and chained that high up on the wall too…and left me there like that on only one leg. Once, one of the guys raped me right there like that, then left me again.”

	My mind was going crazy trying to picture everything she had told me. It was…beyond horrible.

	“When they kept me chained up like that,” she continued, “I had no choice but to wet…and mess myself, right where I was. I can’t tell you how miserable that was. I think the worst was when I was forced to sit in it.”

	It was a few moments before she spoke again.

	“Eventually, they got me to the point where I was doing everything they wanted, much more willingly. When they did, they stopped chaining me right up against the wall, but they gave me more room so I could stand or sit or even lay down. I can’t tell you how much of a relief that was. And they even gave me a bucket where I could relieve myself in, even though I had to do it in the pitch dark where I couldn’t see. But the moment I did anything at all that they weren’t happy with, I got chained right back to the wall again…and I didn’t get fed either.” She took a big breath. “I learned real quick to do whatever they wanted.” I could only imagine.

	“I didn’t know how long I had been there. I didn’t know what day it was. I didn’t know what time it was. I didn’t even know if it was day or night. I only knew to wait for the light to come on and for one or more of them to come down and do whatever he wanted with me.”

	Again I heard her taking deep breaths.

	“And then one day the light came on, and the police came down the stairs instead. I heard them talking to me, but my head was so messed up, I couldn’t answer. I couldn’t even look at them clearly. It was a while before they could get the chains off me. They wrapped a blanket around me, and a little while later these ambulance guys showed up. I remember someone picking me up and carrying me up the stairs. They put me in the ambulance and a little while later, I was in the hospital. My head was still so messed up I couldn’t talk to anyone. I don’t even think I understood what anyone said to me.” I felt her taking deep breaths again.

	“I remember waking up in the hospital a long time later, and seeing my mother and father right there with me. I don’t think it was until then that I realized I was finally out of that place. I was finally free. I had finally been rescued.” She was silent for a few moments again.

	“Mike,” she finally said. “I couldn’t tell them what happened. They kept asking me lots of questions about it, but I couldn’t tell them. I couldn’t talk about it at all, because…well…I just couldn’t take it. My mom and dad were even worse about trying to get me to talk about it than the police were. But I couldn’t tell them. I couldn’t tell my mom and dad, and I could never even tell the police. I just…couldn’t! So I never told anyone…until now. Until what I just told…you.”

	She sighed deeply. “Mom and Dad sent me to this therapist…for years! But I refused to tell her either. I…couldn’t. I just…couldn’t! You have no idea what dredging up those memories does to me…even now. It’s all just….” 

	She was silent again for a while. Then I felt her tilt her head up again. “So Mike, please don’t tell anyone. Please. Not anyone. Not even my mother. Please? And Mike, for my sake, please don’t even mention it to me again. It’s just…too hard for me to deal with.”

	It was the wrong thing to say. Absolutely the wrong thing. But…. “I told you I wouldn’t tell anyone,” I said. “I promised I wouldn’t. So I won’t. I won’t even bring it up to you.”

	Her head tilted back down again. “Thanks.”

	She buried her head in my chest again, and I held her tightly, as if my holding her would help ease the pain and memories that had to be driving her nearly insane. Oddly, it seemed like no time before I realized she had fallen asleep.

	I nearly missed hearing it. But the quiet sound reached my one ear that wasn’t on the pillow. And that sound didn’t come from this room. Ashley seemed to be firmly asleep. I carefully extracted my arm out from under her. She rolled over away from me, still sleeping.

	I got up out of bed and left the room. That sound. The source of it was right where I guessed I’d find it. Joanna was sitting in the hallway just a short distance away, her knees were drawn up to her chest, and her head was down on top of them. And she was crying. I knelt down and her head moved over to my shoulder. I held her while she softly cried.

	“She’s never told me any of that before,” she softly sobbed. “She never told anyone any of that.”

	I held her like that for a few moments more, then I pulled her to her feet. “Come on,” I said, my voice just a whisper. “Let’s put you to bed.”

	She nodded. I led her to her bedroom and pulled the covers over her myself. I was about to leave when I felt her grab me. She pulled me close, then pulled my head down to hers…and kissed me. “Thanks Mike,” she said. “She finally trusted someone enough, and told them. And I’m glad it was you.”

	She kissed me again, then laid there looking into my eyes. I nodded. “Good night.”

	I went back to bed with Ashley and carefully climbed back in. I snuggled up against her and put my arm over top of her. If she woke up and needed me, I’d be there for her.

	She had endured a horror the likes of which few people can imagine. She had told me all about it, but I knew what little she had told me could never come close to everything she had been forced to endure. She had dredged those memories up, and for some unknown reason, she had entrusted them with me. Horrors that were unimaginable. I would be there if she woke up…and needed me.

	 


Chapter 42.

	 

	Joanna was gone when we woke up. Although to be honest, I had to check to be sure. Of course, when I did check, I not only discovered that she wasn’t there, I discovered what had happened to that new door knob system she had bought. It was now installed on the door to the bedroom where she had slept. I also discovered the big difference between that doorknob and all the rest of them inside my house. This one locked! And it was locked, needing a key to get in. Another lock in my life. At least for once it wasn’t one that was attached to me. It seemed that Joanna was making good and sure that Ashley and I were going to share that crib together once it was finished.

	It felt good to shower and shave normally. Well, not quite normally. I had to remove that darn pink nail polish from my fingers first, and I was still diapered while I shaved, but otherwise, it was normal for the past few weeks.

	A pink diaper, pantyhose, a locked on onesie, my regular pants and shirt, and of course my black high heels. Ready for work. So normal. Just like everyone else in the world. Somehow, I didn’t think that anymore. I dropped Ashly off at work with the promise to see her later to change her, and I headed for my office. That darn lockbox didn’t unlock until I was pulling into the parking lot, and I was soon wearing socks and my regular male shoes. Totally normally dressed – if you didn’t count my diaper, pantyhose, and of course that locked on onesie that would prevent me from removing those items. So normal. Ugh! I had to find a way out of this life. But the danger…the allure…the…fun?

	Joanna phoned me about ten thirty that morning. “Hi Mike.”

	“Hey Joanna,” I replied. “I guess you managed to leave early enough this morning?”

	“Yes. I drove straight to work from your house.”

	“I noticed you locked the other bedroom so I can’t get in.”

	“You should have everything you need for the week in Ashley’s closet.”

	“Yeah. I found it there already.”

	“Mike….”

	“Yes?”

	“I know that was a difficult weekend for you, but I wanted to thank you. Everything I was hoping for finally happened last night. It was…the second–best outcome for me. But I’m so glad Ashley finally told someone what happened.”

	“What she went through had to be horrible.”

	“I think that would be putting it mildly. But she never told anyone any of that before. Not the police, not even the therapist we sent her to for years. And she especially never told me or her father. But Mike, she finally trusted you enough to tell you.”

	“I kind of figured it out last night after she fell asleep. You put both of us through everything together. Every last detail. We both shared some pretty miserable times, and I’m guessing the chains were the worst of it for Ashley.”

	“That was an educated guess on my part. I knew what the police had found. They told us about all the chains where they found her. They had questioned those men they caught and they admitted everything. But Ashley was so traumatized that she never said a single word to the police, and she never wanted to hear what the police had come up with. She refused to talk to anyone at all about what happened to her.

	“And Mike, there was one more thing I did with Ashley and you. Do you remember one single time since I put that chastity device on you, when you and Ashley were together and could possibly have any kind of regular intercourse? There wasn’t a single chance of it. I kept you two together, but I made sure you were someone who couldn’t rape her, even though I know she wanted sex with you badly. I made you safe for her, even though it wasn’t what she thought she wanted. And in the end, she trusted you. You were in the same position she was. You were put through all of it together and shared every experience. And finally, she trusted you. I’m so happy she did that. I also know that I’m very lucky to have heard most of it.”

	So you were setting her up to trust me all the time.”

	“For a long time now,” she said. “Ever since I bought that chastity device for you. Like I said, it was the second best outcome I could think of. I would have rather she told me, but I also knew it wasn’t likely going to happen. At least she told you. And I was hoping that if she told you, then you would be decent enough to let me know about it. I simply got…lucky to hear what I did. And now that she’s done that, maybe she can find the strength to tell someone else, and the real healing can start.”

	“Does she need it?”

	“Mike. Look what she went through and you tell me. She kept all that bottled inside for all these years. She still doesn’t want anyone else to know.”

	“Yeah. I see your point.”

	“So anyway Mike, I just wanted to say thanks. I had to get pretty drastic this weekend since it was obvious she hadn’t talked to you about it yet, but it finally worked. She finally broke the silence.”

	“So what’s next?” I asked. “Are we done here?”

	“Not unless you want it to be…and I hope you don’t. I’m rather enjoying myself, and I have no doubt at all that you are too. Am I right?”

	I didn’t answer. I hated it when she knew me better than I knew myself.

	––––– o0o –––––

	That evening, I once again met Ashley after I got off from work and changed her diaper. When I was done with her though, she made me get in the back seat and she unlocked my onesie. I just knew I was going to wind up in her used diaper again, but strangely, I didn’t. She put another of those pink diapers on me instead, then locked me up again. Joy!

	I went home and happily went out to my workshop to put the final finish on that baby crib I was building. Tomorrow the thing would be ready. Tomorrow, Ashley and I would start sleeping together – in a baby crib.

	That night, once again, Ashley cuddled into me as we fell asleep on that little bed together. Her body felt nice next to mine. Soft. Warm. Precious.

	––––– o0o –––––

	On Tuesday after work, Ashley again changed me into one of those pink diapers after I changed hers. Two days in a row! I don’t know what had gotten into her, but I was very grateful. I rushed home afterwards, had a quick bite to eat, and went out to my shop. An hour later, that baby crib was put together in our bedroom and the entire thing was ready for us to climb into.

	That night, the first time Ashley walked into the bedroom and saw it, she stopped right there, and sat on the floor. I had raised the back side rail leaving only the one side nearest the door down – the side I usually slept on.

	“I’m not sleeping in that thing!” Ashley declared from the floor.

	“Where else are you going to sleep? We can’t get in the other bedroom.”

	“I’ll sleep on the couch, but I’m not sleeping in that thing.”

	I had an idea. “Suppose I do this,” I suggested. I went around to the other side of the bed and lowered the back rail. Now it looked more like a regular bed with just a headboard and footboard…if you didn’t count the jail–like bars sticking down underneath.

	Ashley looked at it for a minute and considered it. She got to her feet. “Maybe!” she declared.

	But once we were both ready for bed, she did indeed join me in that new crib. A crib that didn’t look or feel so much like a crib anymore with those side rails both all the way down.

	Ashley and I had taken another step backwards together. We had gone from sleeping in a bed…to a crib. We just didn’t want to think of it as such.

	––––– o0o –––––

	It was Thursday when it happened. It was Thursday when my entire world fell apart. And it didn’t happen in any way that I ever expected.

	I had dropped Ashley off early for work like I did every day she worked, and had gone into my office, happily wearing my male shoes and socks again. My morning started out totally normal…until I got a visitor.

	“Is it Mike?”

	I looked up to see a guy standing in the doorway to by office. I “sort–of” recognized him as one of the new guys in the bank. I thought he worked down in accounting, but I wasn’t sure. “Can I help you?”

	He came in looking very excited. “It is you, isn’t it!”

	“What?”

	He pulled some folded papers from his picket and stared at them, then at me. “It’s you!

	Definitely you!”

	“What are you talking about?”

	“You’re Mister Mike.”

	“Uh…that’s what some people call me. What’s this all about?”

	“Man,” he said. “I’m such a big fan.”

	Huh? “A fan? Of what?”

	“You. Your website…or the one you used to have.”

	“Website?”

	“Yeah. The Domination of Mister Mike?”

	“The what?”

	“Look!” he said. “I downloaded tons of pictures. You were absolutely my favourite!” he said as he walked over closer. “Do you still have to wear only women’s shoes everywhere?” “What?” I was panicking now. Totally panicking.

	He showed me the pictures, and I nearly had a heart attack! There was me! Including my face. Curtseying while wearing my maids dress. The picture showed my entire face – perfectly! Pacifier and all!

	“Do you still get your shoes and that maid’s dress locked onto you so you can’t get them off?” he asked.

	This guy knew way too much about me! “This was on the internet?”

	“Yeah. Of course.”

	“Where?”

	“You mean you didn’t know?”

	I was getting angry now. Very angry! “No!”

	“It was on Tumbler. Where they’ve got lots of pictures. So what happened to your site?”

	I got up from my desk, fuming! Ashley! I was going to kill her! Leaving the guy behind, I stormed out into the hallway. I didn’t know where to go, or what to do. I was both angry and panicking. Someone knew. Lots of people knew. None of that stuff was supposed to get posted where it showed my face. And now there was a website? On Tumbler? And it was perfectly clear that that guy knew a lot more about me than he should. And he worked at the bank with me. My bank! What the heck was I going to do?

	I got to the end of the hallway and turned around. I needed to do something, but what? At the other end of the hall, I saw that guy getting into the elevator. At least he was gone from my office. I headed back there…and grabbed my coat. I was too upset to stay at work. My secret was out. My long held secret was out and there wasn’t anything I could think of to do about it. All because of…Ashley!

	I headed straight for my bosses office. I stuck my head in the door. “I’ve got to go,” I told her. “Um…I’ve got…an emergency to take care of.” I didn’t wait for an answer from her, I turned and hurried for the elevator. Once in my car, I threw those heels out of the way, keeping my male shoes on. I headed…where? I was just driving around for a few minutes. I finally decided to go straight home.

	What the heck was I going to do? Ashley had posted me…including my face…all over the internet. And on a site like that, where people regularly posted and reposted everyone’s pictures, those images of me had to be everywhere. What was I going to do? And now some new guy, at the bank where I worked, had recognized me.

	What was I going to do?

	I was scared. I was angry beyond belief. I was totally panicked. And I wanted to kill Ashley. No! Make that Ashley and Joanna, because I now remembered that there was something they both had been purposely keeping from me. Something I already knew had been something major. Well, now I knew what that something was. They had both slandered me. Damaged me. Insulted me…in ways that weren’t acceptable – even in a relationship of the kind we had been living.

	I finally grabbed my cell phone and dialled Joanna’s number. She didn’t answer. I texted her instead: You ruined me! You didn’t tell me about the Tumbler site on the internet! One of the new men at the bank recognized me today and showed me one of the pictures showing my entire face! I hate you! I hate Ashley! Get out of my life!

	I sent the text. What the hell was I going to do? That guy…knew! How long before he told anyone? Would he tell anyone? And if he knew, how many more people would soon know? I wasn’t sure he would really tell anyone else at the bank, that might raise some embarrassing questions about him, but that didn’t mean that he wouldn’t tell anyone either. And if he was such a “fan,” then I really didn’t want anyone like him trying to hang around me either. That could have possible unpleasant consequences for me too. So what the hell was I going to do?

	Quit my job and find a new one. It was the only solution. And not just that, but move! I had known from the start that I would eventually have to move. My neighbours were going to be thrilled. Find a new job, someplace far away! It was my only choice.

	But until then….

	Joanna hadn’t called or texted me back yet. I sent her another text…and I added Ashley’s name to the send list. I want both of you out of my life immediately! I’m staying away from my house until Sunday afternoon. I expect all of Ashley’s things gone from my house, especially her, by then. Otherwise, I’ll call the police and have her evicted! You lied to me. You cheated me. Now get out!

	Five minutes after I sent that text, my cell phone rang. Joanna. Finally.

	“Mike? What’s going on?”

	“You ruined me! Or Ashley did. Either way, I want you gone! You didn’t tell me about the website. That was supposed to be illegal! Now someone at work knows. He recognized me and showed me one of the pictures he downloaded from the internet. One of many! You cheated me! Now get out of my life!”

	“Mike, calm down. I’m sorry. Yes, we knew but…”

	“Just get out! I’m leaving. I won’t be back till Sunday. Just get Ashley and all her junk out of here!”

	I disconnected the call. Ten seconds later, the phone rang again. Joanna. “Mike… Please calm down. Let’s talk about this.”

	“No!” I hung up again and headed to my bedroom to pack. Darn! I couldn’t even get into the one bedroom!

	My cell phone rang again. Ashley. “Mike, what’s happening?”

	“You cheated! You ruined me. You posted pictures of me all over the internet – including my face! Now one of the guys at work has seen them and he showed me one of the pictures he downloaded. One of a lot! You weren’t supposed to do that!” “I’m sorry!” she started crying.

	“I want you gone. Out! By Sunday. I’m leaving now. I’ll be back Sunday afternoon. Just get out!”

	I hung up the phone again. And it immediately rang. Joanna. I cancelled the call. There was nothing else to say. It rang again, and I cancelled it. It immediately rang once more, and I cancelled it. Joanna, and Ashley. I finally turned the thing completely off.

	Now what was I going to do? First things first. I got undressed…completely. I had to take scissors and cut that onesie all up to get it off. Once that was gone, the pantyhose and that pink diaper soon followed. Once again I pulled at that darn chastity device, but I couldn’t get it off. Ugh! Being unable to remove it only made me angrier than I already was.

	I didn’t bother with any underwear, I just got dressed. All male. All normal. I had to pack. I grabbed what clothes I could that were in Ashley’s closet. If I needed anything else, I would buy them…like new underwear. I threw it all in my car and removed my high heels and that darn locking canister. The canister I left on the kitchen counter. The heels I threw in my bedroom closet.

	On a whim, I disconnected all the components of my computer and threw them in my car too. I had job hunting to do.

	The last thing I did was to leave a note on the kitchen counter telling Joanna to leave me all the keys – especially to my chastity device. Then I deposited the one and only key I had on top of that note – the key to Ashley’s onesie.

	I got in the car, and I left. I checked into a hotel on the other side of town. I turned my cell phone on to call my boss. When I did, I noticed dozens of messages and missed phone calls.

	All of them from Joanna and Ashley. I ignored them all and called my boss, telling her I wouldn’t be in until next week.

	I sat in my room and fumed! Totally angry. Totally panicked.

	What was I going to do? Someone noticed me. And not only from that website, how about anyone else over the last few months who had seen me and taken pictures. Would I forever be known as a pervert? Was it even possible for me to get another job?

	What the hell was I going to do?

	 


Chapter 43.

	 

	What was I going to do? That question constantly ran through my head. In the back of my mind I already knew the answer – one I had come up with earlier. It was the only solution I had. I had to find another job somewhere else…and move. In the meantime, I would stay at the hotel, and stay away from my home. Hopefully, by Sunday afternoon, Ashley would be gone, and I would never see her, or her mother, again. I had been a fool to do what I had with them. A big fool. The story of my life.

	Once ensconced in my hotel room, it was a while before I could start to think clearly…or even somewhat clearly, because I knew I was still too angry to do much better. I finally headed back out to my car and went shopping. I needed some clothes. I hadn’t been able to get at many of them that were in the other room of the house. For that matter, I now remembered that Joanna had some of my things at her house too – like all my shoes! I had forgotten to tell her to bring them back. Oh well. Good if she did. If not, I’d buy new ones. But at the top of my list of clothes to buy, was some new underwear!

	I headed to Walmart where I usually bought things like that. I searched the racks and picked out several packages.

	One of the store workers was straightening up the shelves nearby. “Looks like you need them,” she said. “Some new pants too.” Huh? “What do you mean?” I asked.

	She smiled and nodded down toward my crotch. I looked and nearly died. I had wet myself a little bit, and I hadn’t even realized it. It wasn’t that much, but she had noticed. Red faced, I carried the underwear straight up to the self–serve checkout counters and bought them. Then I hurried straight back to my car and straight back to the hotel to change. Darn it. I had gotten so used to wearing and using those stupid diapers that I had leaked a little and never even realized it. I had to be more careful from now on.

	Clean new underwear. Men’s underwear! And a clean pair of pants. I felt much better and much more confident. I headed out to another store to buy some jeans for myself and another pair of casual shoes. It was the first time I had shopped for clothes in a while. I wound up buying myself a number of new things. Good for me! I was getting ready to start my life over again. The new clothes made me feel much better about things.

	Back at the hotel, I set my computer up on the desk and pulled up my old resume. I spent the next hour updating it. Then I started job hunting. I searched all the available bank jobs and job sites for several hours, but one thing quickly became clear to me. I wanted a new job as soon as possible so I could get away from there. I needed more help than just going to the web sites myself and submitting my resume. In the morning, I was going to have to hire an agent. Someone who I would have to pay to find me a good job…hopefully a better job than the one I had now. But it would be worth it…I hoped.

	––––– o0o –––––

	No! No, no, no, no, no! What was wrong with me? I wanted to punch myself I was so mad – at myself. I got out of bed early Friday morning and stared down at the mattress. At some point during the night, I had wet the bed. And it was a hotel bed! Not my own. How embarrassing! What the heck was I supposed to do about it? I stripped the bed so it could dry out. Fortunately, there was a lot of padding on it and the mattress itself wasn’t too bad. But all that pea–soaked bedding!

	Not wanting to be associated with it, I packed my bags. I took my computer apart and carried it all out to the car. I loaded all my stuff into the car. I cancelled the rest of my stay at that hotel, and I that early in the day, I moved to another hotel a few blocks away. It took me an hour to get checked in, get everything up to my new room, and get my computer setup again. Why did I have to do something like that? It was…so embarrassing! Ugh!

	Once I was ready, I phoned an employment agency I had decided on the night before. They asked me how soon I could come in to talk. I told them immediately. They said come over. The drive wasn’t far. Wearing the same suit jacket and tie I had worn to work the day before…although with different pants, I met one of their employment agents. I was able to email him a copy of my resume I had updated the night before. While I sat quietly and waited, he read through it. When he was finished, he looked up at me. “Mr. Hammond,” he said. “Why are you looking to go back into exactly the same kind of position you’re already in.

	You should be looking to move up the ladder, not stay in the same place.”

	“I should? That would be nice, but I’m really just anxious to get away from here.”

	“Why?”

	There was no way I was going to tell him the truth. “I just decided I needed to try somewhere else. Someplace different. Maybe get more experience or something. I just decided I needed a change.”

	He looked at me and nodded. “Many people get to that point. Buy my point, is that with all your experience, you need to be starting to climb the management ladder, not stay in the same old job. In fact,” he said as he turned to his computer. I waited while he clicked a few times with his mouse and read through a few things. “There’s a bank here that has an opening for an assistant mortgage department manager. From everything I can see, you’re more than qualified for the job.”

	“How about the pay?” I asked.

	“They don’t say,” he said, “you’d have to negotiate that with them personally. But if I were you, I would insist on starting with more than you’re making now, with guaranteed raises for the future.”

	“You’re sure?” I asked. “It sounds too good to be true.”

	“Can I send them your resume?”

	“Yes. Certainly!”

	The bank he had talked about wasn’t nearly as far away as I wanted to be. It was in the same city no less. But I left his office with the knowledge that my job hunt was already underway.

	There was no way of knowing how long it would be before that bank called me. It could be weeks, if ever, or it could be that day. In the meantime, I had given the agent permission to submit my resume wherever he could. He seemed sure I would find a new and better position soon. I could only hope he was right.

	Unfortunately, as soon as I left his office, I had to turn my cell phone back on. What if that bank decided to call me? I had to be available to take their call. When I did, I was quick to notice even more attempted calls and texts from Joanna and Ashley. I deleted every one of them.

	Before going back to the hotel, I stopped at a pharmacy and bought myself some cheap adult incontinence pants that I could wear to bed. I also picked up a package of protective pads I could put down on the bed underneath me in case they leaked too. I didn’t want to have to change hotels again.

	Once back at the hotel, I got on the internet and went searching for all those pictures of me that were supposed to be out there. The site had been called The Domination of Mister Mike…according to that guy at work. It was the same title that had been on the agreement Ashley, Joanna, and I had signed. I hadn’t been to any of those kinds of sites since the agreement had started. Why would I? I hadn’t needed that kind of stimulation. I’d had too much of it in my own personal life for me to try to deal with anymore. But now that it was over, I went looking. And I found…nothing. I had no doubt that it had been out there…that it was still out there in many places. But finding it now was proving to be impossible. Obviously, Joanna had found out about the site and had made sure that Ashley had taken it down. And now finding wherever else someone had posted those pictures was going to take days…or weeks. I soon gave up. Besides, if I did find any, what the heck could I do about it? Nothing!

	My cell phone rang more than a few times. I was quick to check the caller ID. Every call was from either Ashley or Joanna. I cancelled every one of them. Then late Friday afternoon I got a call from that new bank asking if I could come in next week for an interview. I told them I would. I’d have to arrange for a little more time off from my current bank next week, but in truth, I needed to leave there and I didn’t care what they thought about it. I had to protect myself…and what little reputation I might have left.

	Saturday morning, when I got up, I was happy to see that the incontinence underwear I had worn to bed was still dry…although in truth, I had gotten up four times during the night to go to the bathroom because I was so worried about peeing the bed again.

	When I shaved that morning I did something new too. Something I had never done before. I didn’t shave the area above and below my mouth. If someone recognized me from the internet, I figured a little bit of a beard might help disguise me better. I hoped anyway. It was going to take weeks for that beard to truly grow in, but I had to start somewhere.

	All day long I thought about Joanna and Ashley. I was hoping they were at my house that day moving all her stuff out. At least, they better be! I was being overly generous to give them Sunday morning to do it all too. But if they weren’t gone, then…well, I wasn’t really sure if I would call the police or not, but I would do something.

	Thursday night I had slept in that bed in the other hotel and wet it. Friday night I had slept in a different hotel bed and I didn’t wet it…but I had been so cautious that I had gotten up throughout the night to go to the bathroom. But both nights I had gone to bed…missing the feel of a warm soft body cuddled up next to me. A body that had ultimately betrayed me. A body that had somehow come to trust me enough with her unbelievable secrets from her past. A body that had ultimately proved…that she herself was the one who couldn’t be trusted.

	Betrayed! It was my mental word for the day.

	Twice that day I got phone calls from Joanna. Once that day I got one from Ashley. The last one came late in the afternoon. Then none. Still, I refused to answer. I had been – betrayed. ––––– o0o –––––

	Sunday morning, those darn incontinence pants had a little bit of pee inside them. Ugh! At least they hadn’t leaked. I had slept a bit better though, even though all night long I had been thinking…or dreaming…about Ashley…and how she had felt curled up against me. As I shaved my face Sunday morning, not shaving where I wanted that beard to grow, I still thought about Ashley, but now I thought about all the turmoil and trouble she had brought me. As I had done the night before, I spent much of the day killing enemy soldiers on my computer. Every last one of them was named Ashley. No, that’s not quite correct. Some of them were named Joanna.

	Sunday afternoon, I packed everything up into the car and checked out of the hotel. I drove home, hoping my wishes had been heeded and that they would be gone. The driveway was certainly empty. I drove into the garage and closed the door behind me. I went into the kitchen. The first thing I noticed was the pile of keys on the counter…on top of a note. The note was simple and short: We’re very sorry Michael. Please call us! Yeah right! Not gonna’ happen.

	I walked around the house. No sign of Ashley in the kitchen or the living room. Both bedroom doors were open. My “sexy” board was still hanging from the ceiling in the one bedroom and the big bed was still there. The doorknob that was supposed to be on the door for that room was laying on the dresser. I looked around the room. No sign of either of them.

	I went into the master bedroom and looked around. The crib was there with the bed made and the both rails up. The shelves held tons of diapers, both the pink and also the very thick ones. It didn’t look like they had taken any of them.

	I saw some of my old shoes placed neatly next to the closet door. I went into the closet and looked carefully. Nothing left of Ashley’s things, but I did notice that “baby” outfit that I had worn last week with Ashley hung up on a hanger in there. Only the one though. Ashley’s matching outfit wasn’t there.

	The master bathroom was just as clear of them as the rest of the house. The bottom line…it was clear that they were gone. Finally! I should never have allowed Ashley into my life in the first place. For that matter, I should have never done what I had to cause the entire mess in the first place…worn those darn women’s boots into Arby’s that night…that fateful night that had changed my life.

	I grabbed all those keys from the kitchen and took them back to the bathroom in the master bedroom, and I finally removed that darn chastity device. I massaged myself, but there was no joy in it, and in truth, as much as I considered masturbating, I had no desire whatsoever. Finally free of the thing, I pulled my new underwear and pants up. Without that chastity device that had covered my cock for so long, everything felt different. Weird! I convinced myself it felt good though. Comfortable. Strangely, I had to tell myself that it did.

	That done, I started a load of wash. I had things that needed cleaning…some of it badly. While that was underway, I set about the task of putting the house in order again. Moving the big bed back to my bedroom. Taking down that embarrassing “sexy” board. Taking apart the crib. The mattress I leaned up against the wall in the smaller bedroom. I wasn’t sure if I was going to get a bedframe for the thing or not.

	The crib, along with my dumb sexy board, I hid out in my workshop where hopefully nobody would ever see them. I knew I was eventually going to have to get rid of them, but for some reason, I held onto them. Maybe it was because I had put so much time into building that crib. It had been an interesting project. I just hadn’t gotten to sleep in the thing much…or properly – with the rails up. I chased those thought from my mind. No more! No more! Never again! Yeah right. I knew myself better than that. But from now on, I knew I was going to be far more careful with my secret life than I had ever been.

	My life was changing now. My life had to change now. Because of Ashley…and Joanna. Because in the end, Ashley had proven she couldn’t be trusted. And because of that, she had betrayed me. Ruined me. Hurt me. It was time to change my life. Time to make it better. A new job. A new house. Maybe I’d try to do something else. Take up a hobby or try to meet some new friends. Not hang out alone in my house all the time by myself.

	But could I? I knew myself and my wants pretty well. Change didn’t come easily.

	But it was time to try.

	Ashley. Warm soft body cuddled into mine. Kidnapped and tortured beyond reason. Hurting. Vulnerable. Untrusting. Damaged. Uncaring. Cruel. I missed her.

	 


Chapter 44.

	 

	I got the job! I had really wanted to move somewhere else – to an entirely new city. Someplace far, far away. But I got the job, with a different bank, working on the other side of my same town. I put in my two weeks’ notice, and soon started driving across town to my new bank. My new job. My new office. Assistant manager in charge of all mortgages. It was a big promotion for me. And the best part, a lot more money!

	My new beard had grown in and I thought it made me look good. More masculine. Just what I really didn’t want. But hey, I needed it to hide who I used to be.

	As soon as I had landed the job, I put my house up for sale. Yes, I have no doubt that all the neighbours were extremely happy about that. I expected to hear something about it, or about Ashley, from Chris next door, but he never showed up. I never saw him. Good! I didn’t need his kind of complication in my life, and I’d just as soon never hear about Ashley again.

	Through the new bank where I worked I learned about an older house that had gone into foreclosure when the elderly owner had died. I scouted it out. It was a lot bigger than I wanted, and quite a fixer–upper project. It had two stories, four bedrooms, two and a half bathrooms, and a leaky roof. Basically, the entire place was old and worn out. But hey, I lived alone. If I could fix it up, I could sell it in a few years and probably make a lot of money on it. I wasn’t that great at that kind of carpentry…yet, but I had no doubt I could learn to do the work, and I would probably enjoy it. My first job to tackle though was going to be a big new workshop out in the backyard. I hadn’t even bought the house yet, and I was already looking forward to that project.

	The price on the house was cheap. Very cheap. I put out the word at the bank that I would top any offer that came in for it. Two hours later, I got a phone call telling me the house was mine if I wanted it…for the price of what had been remaining of the current mortgage…plus more than a few administrative fees. Overall, it was a major bargain. I now had two houses to pay for. I really hoped my old house would sell – fast!

	My life was transitioning. A new beard to give me a new look. A new job with more money. And a new house…well a different house. Much bigger. It just needed a lot of work.

	And at the same time, my life wasn’t transitioning. Even though I had moved most of my “toys” to a storage unit in town while I was trying to sell my old house, my daily thoughts and the websites I visited were still the same old ones I had gone to day in and day out before I met Ashley. And more often than I liked, I still thought about that warm soft cuddly body curled up next to me in bed. I was pretty sure I would never forget Ashley…or her mother…for as long as I lived. Even though I really wanted to forget them.

	The big changes in my life were taking place…while all the little things I wished I could change didn’t.

	My old house finally sold a month after I put it on the market. I didn’t make any money on it, but I didn’t lose any either. I was mostly just glad that I would be out from under it and wouldn’t have to pay on two houses at the same time. I was also glad because it sold just before I was ready to move into my new…older house.

	The Friday after my house sold, I came home from work, intent on starting to pack some of my things up to move them to my new house. As I drove up to the house, I was startled to see Joanna’s car in the driveway. I was also startled to see Ashley sitting on my front porch. What was she doing there? I pulled around her car and pulled into my garage like I always did. By the time I got out of my car, Ashley was standing at the entrance to the garage. She looked…sad.

	“What are you doing here?” I asked.

	She shrugged. “You never returned our phone calls,” she said.

	“Why should I?” I could see my comment had hurt her.

	She looked down at the garage floor, then up at me. “I just wanted to say…I’m sorry. That’s all.”

	“Yeah well, I’m sorry too. What you did to me wasn’t right.”

	“I know. I shouldn’t have. I’m sorry.”

	I shook my head and gave in – somewhat. “Want to come in? I’ve been really enjoying sitting out on the back porch lately.”

	She nodded. I could see she looked much happier. “I like your beard,” she said, her voice sounding much happier than it had before.

	“Me too,” I told her. “Actually, I’m trying to disguise myself a little bit so nobody recognizes me again.”

	“You’re still worried about that?”

	“Wouldn’t you be? She didn’t reply.

	I led her through the house and out to the porch. I had a swing out there and I sat on one side of the seat while she sat on the other.

	“You sold your house,” she said.

	“I have to get away. I changed jobs. Moved to another bank. Actually, I took a job as the assistant mortgage manager for my new bank. It’s…more money. More responsibility. But in the process, I also bought a new house. I’ve got to get away from here. And you know the neighbours are pretty happy about it.”

	I could see her smile. “I’m sure they are,” she said. “Mike, why didn’t you at least return my calls? Why didn’t you at least answer any of our calls?”

	“I was mad. Angry. Panicked like you wouldn’t believe. Everything we did together…you, me, and your mother, I should have never done. I should have never even considered it. That was a big mistake. And then when that guy showed me one of the pictures he had downloaded from that website you built, it all just sent me over the edge. So now I’m kind of starting again…in a new place.”

	I saw her nod, then she looked at me. “I miss you Mike. I didn’t think I’d ever say that about anyone, but I miss you.”

	“You miss me? How could you miss me? You did everything possible to hurt me.”

	I could see that my comment upset her. “That was…before. Not after.”

	“Not after what?”

	“My mother!”

	“Your mother? She was there the whole time! And her only real purpose was to try to get you to trust me enough to tell me about when you were kidnapped! That’s it! And she’s just as much to blame as you are for not telling me when she found out what you did! You both betrayed me! Both of you!”

	She started to cry a little. “Damn it Mike! We were together through so much stuff. So many horrible situations. And in the end, I not only trusted you, I loved you!”

	“You loved me? You had a funny way of showing it…putting all that stuff out on the internet for the entire world to see. You broke your promise! You proved you can’t be trusted!”

	She was really crying now. She jumped up from the swing. “I hate you!” she screamed. Then she ran back through the house and out the door, still crying.

	Why had she come? To apologize? How could anyone ever apologize for what she had done to me? Good riddance!

	––––– o0o –––––

	Saturday morning, I was in the process of packing some of my stuff so I could move it to my new house, when my cell phone rang. My mother. I had told her already that Ashley and I had broken up…something she could never seem to understand. I answered her call. “Hi Mom.”

	“Mike. How are you?”

	“Doing good. I’m just starting to move a few things to my new house,” I told her.

	“That’s nice Mike,” she said, but I could tell there was something else bothering her. “Mike,” she said, “have you heard about Ashley?”

	“Ashley? What about her?”

	“I had called her mother last night…you know we’ve become real good friends…despite the sad fact that you and Ashley aren’t together anymore. Anyway, she was with Ashley in the hospital. Mike, Ashley tried to commit suicide last night. She drove her car straight into a tree, trying to kill herself!”

	“She did what? Is she okay?”

	“She’s in the hospital,” my mother replied.

	“Where is she?”

	“In the hospital. I just told you.”

	“No. Which hospital?”

	“I think it’s the one there. Where she works.”

	I was surprised to hear that she was still working there. She was supposed to go home with her mother. “I gotta’ go Mom!” I said quickly.

	I hung up my cell phone and jumped in my car. I drove straight to the hospital. It wasn’t difficult to find out what room she was in. As soon as I had that information, I headed upstairs in the elevator. I walked the halls, thinking only about Ashley…and the fact that she had tried to kill herself…by driving into a tree. How was she? Was she seriously hurt? If she was in the hospital, then she had to be. I found her room and stopped in the doorway. Ashley was in the bed sleeping, and Joanna was sitting in a chair next to her bed. Joanna saw me and came over.

	“Are you going to slap me again?” I asked, with a somewhat determined tone to my voice.

	She looked down. “No Mike. I’m sorry. I’m sorry for so many things.”

	“How’s Ashley?” I asked. “My mother just told me she was here. She said she tried to kill herself by driving into a tree.”

	Joanna nodded. “She was…upset again.”

	“Because of me?”

	It was a moment before she answered. “Yes.”

	I nodded. When I looked over at Ashley, I saw that she was awake, watching us. “Can you leave us for a while?” I asked Joanna. “Leave us alone?” She looked back at Ashley, then at me.

	“I won’t hurt her. I promise. At least, I’ll try not to.” I could see her trying to come to a decision.

	“Please,” I said. “I’d rather talk to her alone.”

	Finally she nodded. “I’ll be right out here.”

	She left, but I closed the door behind her so Ash and I could be alone. I went over and sat in the chair by her bed. She didn’t say anything, she just watched me. She didn’t look that bad. I saw some bad bruising on her head and arms, but that’s all I could see.

	“Why did you come?” she asked.

	“To see you.”

	“Why?”

	“I was worried about you?”

	“Why? Why should you be? You were perfectly clear about how you felt about what I did.”

	I nodded. “You know how upset I was about it.”

	She looked away for a moment, then turned her head back to me. “So why the hell did you bother coming here now?”

	I shook my head. “I really don’t know. I just…had to.”

	“Stupid!” she muttered. “Go away!” She turned her head away from me.

	I sat there looking at her for a while. Not moving. Finally, I asked. “You loved me?”

	Her head turned back. “I told you I did.”

	“Why would you ever love me? You know what I am. You know the dumb things that go through my head. Nobody should ever love me.”

	“How the heck should I know why?” she replied. “So don’t make it worse than it already is!”

	It didn’t make sense. “I can’t figure it out,” I said. “I can’t understand why or how you could ever love me. Especially not after all the things you made me do…or all the things your mother made us do.”

	“I said I don’t know why,” she insisted. “I just…do. Somewhere in all that mess we went through together. I started…feeling for you. You were always there trying to help me…comfort me. Even in the worst of it. You were always there for me. Holding me. Helping me.”

	We were silent for a moment. Then I said, “I miss you.”

	She seemed surprised. “You miss me?”

	I tried to laugh, but it didn’t really work. “Yeah. Believe it or not, I do. You want to know when I miss you the most? It’s at night when I’m in bed. I miss your soft body cuddling up close to me. There are so many times I want to reach out at night and put my arm around you…to hold you. But you’re not there.”

	“No. You chased me away.”

	I nodded. “I did. I was angry. Very angry.”

	“Yeah,” she said. “I get that. I probably deserved it. But I can’t tell you how much you hurt me when you sent me away.” “I guess we hurt each other,” I said.

	She nodded.

	“So how come you’re here and not up living with your mother?”

	“I live there sometimes too. She took me back home with her at first, but I pleaded with her and she finally let me move down here and stay with Amanda whenever I have to work. The days I don’t have to work though, she makes me go home up there with her. She bought a new car and she’s letting me use her old one so I can get around.” She chuckled. “I guess I screwed that deal up now too.” I tried to laugh. “You think?”

	I saw her face turn serious. “Mom told me that she overheard what I told you that night…about what happened to me.”

	“She did?”

	“Yeah. Would you believe I’m back in therapy again? This time though, I told my therapist what had happened. I don’t think there’s anything in the world she can do for me, but Mom is making me go. For now, I have to live by her rules. She’s not giving me much choice.” I nodded. “Is she still paying most of your expenses?” I asked.

	“Something like that.”

	We were silent together for a moment. Then I asked. “So how badly did you injure yourself this time?”

	“Believe it or not, not that bad. I’m bruised up and I’ve got a little concussion, but the airbag in the car stopped me from getting really hurt.” She laughed a little. “When I did it, I didn’t even think about the airbag.”

	“You planned on trying to kill yourself?”

	She shook her head. “Not really. I was just so upset when I left you yesterday that…it just kind of happened. Between having to relive with my therapist what happened to me when I was younger, and then yesterday when you rejected me like that…I suddenly couldn’t take it. I saw a tree and….”

	“So how long are you going to be in here?”

	“I’m supposed to get out tomorrow morning,” she said. “There’s really nothing much wrong with me. The doctors just want to be careful, that’s all.”

	I nodded, and paused to consider a few things. “You know,” I said, “I could really use some help moving my stuff and setting up my new house.”

	“Are you asking me?”

	“Yes!”

	“Me?”

	“That’s what I said.”

	“Why?”

	I thought about that. “Did you miss the part where I mentioned that I miss you?”

	“No. But that doesn’t mean….”

	“Look,” I said. “I don’t know what it means either. But I bought a big house that need a lot of work. It’s a real fixer–upper. I figure with a house that big, if there are times when we’re not getting along so much, at least there’s room where we can spread out a little and get away from each other if we need to. You said you love me, although for the life of me I can’t understand why you would. I don’t think I really know what love is. I’ve never really experienced it, but I do know that I miss you. I miss having you around. I miss holding you.

	I miss a lot of things about you. I even think I miss how much of a pain in the ass you can be sometimes – although the jury’s still out about that one.

	“But I figure, maybe we can give it a little try…a try of a different kind than what we did before. The last time, you learned to trust me. Now this time, maybe I can learn to trust you…and you can learn to trust me…again.”

	Her hand reached out toward me and I held it. “I’d like very much to help you learn to trust me,” she said. “And…I want so much to learn to trust you too.”

	I leaned over and kissed her. “Good! That’s settled. Now I’ve got a lot of work to do. I’ve got to get moved into a new house.” I kissed her again, longer this time. “See you later,” I said.

	I walked away from her and opened the door. Joanna was standing, waiting, leaning against the wall on the other side of the hallway. There was a look of uncertainty on her face. “When they release her tomorrow morning,” I said, “I’ll be here to take her home with me. She won’t be going up there to your house. I’ll be taking care of her from now on. So if you can bring a few of her things down, I’d appreciate it.”

	“Michael?” Joanna said, “What are you saying?”

	“I’m saying, Ashley and I are back together again. Not with you, just us. You said many times that what you did with us before was all about trust. Well maybe, that’s what this is too, although I really think it’s about something much more. Trust…and love. We’re going to give it a try – together.”

	She moved in quickly and hugged me. “I’m so glad Michael,” she said.

	“Yeah well, we’ll see. I missed her. She says she loves me. We’re going to see what it all means.”

	 


Chapter 45 – Epilogue.

	 

	The tiny lock clicked shut. A few minutes later, the second lock clicked shut. A minute after that, the third lock clicked shut. The third lock wasn’t on me though. The third lock was on Ashley, locking her onesie on her, securing that big thick diaper so she couldn’t get it off. My locks were on my onesie that matched hers, and of course, the darn cock lock under my big thick diaper.

	Ashley moved into me, reaching up around my neck and kissing my lips. “I like kissing you much better without the beard,” she said. I had just shaved it a little while earlier. She rubbed her breasts, her body, and especially her diaper clad groin against mine. She kissed my lips again – passionately. “I really wish we had time to do it again,” she said.

	“Me too!” I replied…even though we had both made love four times the night before. Now…there was simply no time left. We had to leave.

	With a sigh, we separated and finished getting dressed. Hiding everything “weird” that we were wearing. Hoping that nobody would notice that our butts were suddenly far bigger than they had been before. I was also hoping nobody would notice either of us walking funny. But now that those locks were in place, we had little choice. Well, we could have unlocked each other, but we weren’t going to do that.

	Finally ready, we picked up our small travel bags and left the room. Fifteen minutes later, we were heading down the gangplank of the cruise ship we had been on for the last seven days. Seven days of luxury, fun, and of course, sex. The cruise around the Caribbean had been our honeymoon. Ashley’s and my gift to each other. It had been marvellous, fun, exciting, and of course…full of wild passionate love. Perfection.

	It took us a while to find our luggage, but once we did we stopped and looked at each other.

	“Ready?” she asked.

	It was a moment before I nodded. “Yeah. Let’s do this.”

	Together, we dragged our luggage out to the parking lot, where we found Joanna waiting for us. She ran to us, kissed Ashley, then she kissed me.

	“The car is over this way,” she said excitedly. “Did you have a good time?” she asked as we slowly headed in the direction of the car.

	“Great!” Ashley replied. “It was like the best thing I could ever imagine.” “Michael?” Joanna asked.

	“It was fantastic,” I told her. “We didn’t want to leave.” “Maybe you can do it again next year,” Joanna suggested.

	“We’ll definitely have to consider it,” I told her.

	Ashley and I had gotten married a week earlier. It was a small but very nice wedding. Nothing at all strange about either of us. Ashley’s father had even shown up and walked her down the aisle. My mother had cried her eyes out. Joanna did too. Ashley and me? Well, we had simply said our vows, kissed, and then moved on to the small get–together party, mostly attended by Ashley’s friends. It hadn’t lasted long because Ashley and I had to catch a flight so we could get to our cruise ship.

	But now Joanna had met us at the terminal and she was going to drive us home. A two day drive.

	We reached Joanna’s new little SUV and put our luggage in the back. Joanna stopped us right there and held her hand out. “Keys!” she said.

	Ashley and I turned over the three keys to the locks we were wearing.

	“Ashley, is he locked up properly?”

	“Yes, Mamma,” she sighed. “So am I.”

	“Good! Now get those clothes off that you’re wearing.”

	“Now?” Ashley exclaimed. “Here in the parking lot?”

	“Right now! Get them off! Everything you can take off.”

	Right there in the parking lot, with countless people around trying to get to their cars, Joanna made sure we stripped down to our childish, matching, locked–on onesies that covered our hugely diapered butts. Right there in the parking lot, she shoved a pacifier into each of our mouths, the signal that neither of us was allowed to say another word – about anything. And right there in the parking lot, in full view of everyone around, Joanna dressed both of us in those matching baby outfits she had bought for us – the diaper cover that covered too little, the matching dress, the locked on shoes with the big pink bows, even some makeup and some bows in our hair. All of it done right where everyone could see. Embarrassing! Fortunately, by the time she finally finished, the parking lot had pretty much cleared out.

	Ashley and I were put into the back seat together, and Joanna started the long trip home.

	“Oh,” she said, “I can’t wait to get you back and let you see what I did with your nursery. You’re going to love it!”

	Our nursery. Actually, it was our master bedroom in our new house. And no, Joanna didn’t move in with us…exactly. We just decided to bring her down for some fun several times a month. After several months of living together, Ash and I found ourselves talking frequently about what we had been through before at Joanna’s hands. And, we found ourselves laughing about it all, and strangely, missing it all. It wasn’t long before we started playing our own games of domination again. Mostly Ashley dominating me, but once in a while, Ashley discovered that she liked to be pushed around too. That was a totally new experience for me. But eventually, we always seemed to come back to what her mother had done to us.

	And so, believe it or not, we decided to ask Joanna if she would come down for a weekend and “play” with us. Joanna had been thrilled. I think she was more excited about it than we were. But the three of us had a great time that weekend, and we wound up bringing her down every couple of weeks. We even fixed up her own room for her, letting her decorate it however she wanted. Not surprising, it was right across the hall from our master bedroom.

	So now Ashley and I were married. Officially! Believe it or not. I had taken two weeks off from work and so did Ashley. The first week had been for our cruise. The second week…was for Joanna! A whole week of her pushing our buttons. I can’t tell you how many times Ash and I “mentioned” it to each other while we were cruising around the Caribbean.

	Before we left, Joanna had given both Ashley and me strict instructions for when we left the trip. We both were to be diapered and locked up – me more than Ashley. And now that Joanna was with us again, she was fully in charge and we were to have no say as to anything. It was a two day trip home. That meant that Ashley and I were going to have to put up with going into restaurants dressed the way we were. We were going to have to pump gas the way we were. And we were going to have to go into the hotel at night the way we were. I wasn’t…and was…looking forward to all of it.

	And worse, we knew that Joanna’s plan for us before we left home was that once we got to the hotel that first night, Joanna was supposed to put those catheters back in each of us and tie us together again so we would be peeing into each other’s diapers, not just for a few days, but for the rest of the week! That was the plan when we left home. But we weren’t in charge, Joanna was. Whatever she wanted to do to us, she would. And we both knew how inventive she could get. I had no doubt at all that Joanna would come up with yet another new twist to make things more interesting for us.

	As Joanna entered the highway heading home, Ashley reached over and grabbed my hand and squeezed. I squeezed her hand back.

	Let the games begin.

	The End!

	Karen Singer.
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