Just leave it up to Her.

[bookmark: _GoBack]                The tears were at the corners of his eyes, on the side of his cheek, and on the soft padding underneath where he lay.  His mouth was open and a pitched wail was emanating from his throat.  His arms and his legs fidgeted on their own, his hands balled into fists.  John was crying out for something.  It was crying reserved for creatures that can only communicate in such a way, a completely helpless and dependent call to a stronger power caused by discomfort or need.  It was the action of a baby, yet despite the very real tears that ran down his face, the very wet diaper hugging his hips, and the fact he was laying in a padded crib, John was very much a 24 year old man.
 
                “What’s wrong baby?” the woman said as she opened the door, entering a nursery any parent would be proud to own.  It had all the equipment one would expect, plus the extras that show how well-cared for babies can be; only in this nursery everything was much bigger than what you might normally expect to find.  The woman walked across the room at a relaxed pace, wearing a casual outfit to match her pace.  Even in the grey sweatpants and white tank top, she was beautiful.  Her hips swayed back and forth seductively, her wonderful butt going right to left slightly with her movements.  Her ample breasts also got in on the act, sensually moving in one sleek flow with her glowing body.  When she reached the large crib on the opposite side of the room she pressed against the wooden bars and peered at the diapered one in front of her, perfect teeth flashing a smile that her warm eyes confirmed.  “What’s the matter sweetie?” she said to the one in front of her.  Nothing in the world seemed out of the ordinary for these two adults in their mid twenties, each on one side of the bars of an adult-sized crib in an adult-sized nursery.
 
                For the moment, John’s crying had stopped.  His eyes were beginning to get puffy and the sniffles and gentle sobs were all too ready to leave his chest at a moment’s notice, but as he looked through tear-stained eyes at the beautiful woman in front of him, he felt an indescribable peace enter his body.  Why had he been crying?  Nothing should have made him react like that, and yet his unease was suddenly abated when Molly had entered the room.  “I wet my diawpos” he told her in a very baby-sounding voice.  His response seemed to shock him.  It was such an odd way to say it, why the baby accent?  It just seemed to come out of him on its own.  “Very good baby” Molly said through the bars, smiling down at John below.  Instantly he felt a warm feeling of reward come over him and a big smile came over his face.
 
                “Let mommy put this back in, it’s important baby keep this in his mouth right now” she said while reaching through the just big enough gap in the crib.  She grabbed a large sized pacifier off the crib padding and held it in front of his mouth, waiting expectantly.  John started to open his mouth and move his head to accept the object, but suddenly a small voice cried out in his mind.  Don’t put it in.  He hesitated to move, unsure of what to do next.  “Come on” Molly said again, with the slightest tinge of force in her voice, her eyes narrowing a miniscule fraction.  Don’t let her do it.  The voice was a bit louder now.  Suddenly John seemed to realize this was all a little odd.  Why am I in a crib at all?  Am I”¦am I wearing a wet diaper?  John was more confused than anything.  “What am-”, John’s mouth was suddenly filled with the rubber paci, his lips barely open to ask his question.  A calm flooded his body as the confusion went away.  His face relaxed and he began a rhythmic suck suck suck of the pacifier, a kind of blankness in his eyes.
 
                Molly let out a sigh from her nostrils.  Her smiled re-appeared.  As she lowered the side of the crib she said “I think baby’s paci must have fallen out for a while.  We’ll have to make sure that doesn’t happen again.”  She reached in and sat John up, swinging his legs over the side of the crib, they were unable to touch the floor below.  She felt inside his diaper.  “You wet like a good baby!”  John smiled and let out a little laugh from behind his pacifier.  Molly reached in a lifted him on to her waist.  John was 5’ 10”, but Molly was taller at 6’ 1”.  She had him beat in muscle and strength too, Molly had always been strong.  While John was never the strongest, he was weaker now than he’d ever been, and the fat on his body had been trimmed down too.  Largely liquid diets will do that to a man.
 
                Gently and with only minimal effort she carried him over on her hip to the large changing table against the wall.  Securing his chest, stomach, and wrists she untapped his diaper and threw it in the trash.  A few wipes, puffs of baby powder, and a leg raise later he was secure in a new thick disposable.  She reached in a drawer and grabbed a bonnet, putting it on his head.  Using a special ribbon she tied a knot around one of the pacifier’s side holes then went around the back of his bonnet and secured the other end to the adjacent pacifier hole.  She pulled it tight, the pacifier plastic pressing against his lips.  “Now baby’s paci is nice and secure.”
 
                Carrying him gently back to the crib she laid him down inside.  John was absent-mindedly sucking on the pacifier and fidgeting with his new diaper when he reached a hand out to grab Molly’s hand.  She smiled and gave it a gentle caress before putting it back and raising the crib’s side once more.  “Sweet dreams baby” she said as she reached to the side table and pressed play on a speaker.  Gentle music began playing softly as she turned and left the room.  She walked through the door and just before closing it completely took one last look at her baby boy, feeling so happy about where her hard work had taken her.  Then she shut the door and left her baby to a night of sleep and suggestion, looking forward to the day she wouldn’t even need his control paci.
 
Ch. 2
 
“I want you to suck on this pacifier.”  “What?”  John responded, with a quick laugh of disbelief.  “I want you to suck on this pacifier; I bought it just for you.”  Molly was looking at her boyfriend from one side of the couch, her hand outstretched to the other side of the leather furniture, offering up a large version of a toddler’s toy.  “You bought that today?”  If there was any question of his face’s bemused expression, his voice certainly gave confirmation.  “Actually,” Molly responded with all the confidence of her earlier statements, “I bought it from a website last week, but it arrived today.”
 
                John could hardly believe his girlfriend would do such a thing, but Molly’s confidence and words were rarely false.  He believed that she wanted him to suck on the child’s soother now in front of him just as much as he believed she bought it online last week.  He decided to play along.  “Now why would I want to suck on a pacifier?” He crossed his arms as he said it and gave a look of amused resolution.  With the same confidence she began her query, she responded “because I’ll give you a blow job if you do.”  John looked as though he was considering it for a second then smiled and popped open his mouth as wide as it could go.  Molly smiled and moved her hand towards his face.  When John went to grab the object from her hands she slapped his hand away and said “I’ll put it in your mouth”.  John defensively put his hands up as she moved it to his lips, the amused expression still on his face.  With a gentle press his lips closed around the rubber bulb.
 
                Molly’s face was only excitement, a gleam in her eye of intense joy.  As weird as all this was for John, he was really intrigued as to why his girlfriend seemed so happy he had a pacifier in his mouth.  From behind the surprisingly large blub he said in muffled words “Suh haw “˜bout that bluh jawb?”  “You have to suck on it!”  Molly’s smiled revealed stern eyes, looking into John’s own.  With a slight eye roll, John closed his lips around the rubber, kissing the large plastic guard.  A slight sucking sound formed as he gave it a quick suck.  “Now don’t you stop” Molly said as she moved in front of the seated John “because if I don’t hear that sound, I’ll stop.” 
 
                She pounced down on his pants, quickly undoing his belt then tossing it aside, his button quickly undone, zipper racing towards its end.  In about 5 seconds, John’s pants were at his ankles and Molly was on her knees.  She grasped his boxers, feeling his penis and quickly bringing it to life.  John opened his mouth slightly and let his pacifier hang slightly from his mouth while drawing a deep breath.  Immediately Molly stopped and loosened her grip on his hardening cock.  Her disapproving eyes met his and he immediately regained his tight seal on the pacifier and began rhythmically sucking once more.  She smiled and moved her mouth down while giving him a few quick pumps, his penis reaching full length as her lips kissed the head.
 
                It didn’t take Molly long to begin aggressively working John’s cock with her mouth.  It was one of the best blow jobs he had ever received, an act that was normally a rare treat from Molly.  She continued bobing her head up and down, up and down.  John continued to suck suck suck on his pacifier, soon they were in a pattern together.  As her lips reached his little head, his fulfilled their babyish end of the bargain.  Soon he was fighting the urge to cum, but a few sustained minutes of Molly’s blowjob was all he could take.  He quickly exploded into her mouth and laid his head back on the couch, still giving a habitual tug on the pacifier as Molly licked him clean and swallowed.  Molly came up to lay beside him, her head resting on his chest.
 
                After a few moments, John reached up and removed the pacifier.  “So what was that all about?” he asked.  “What, not even a thank you?” Molly responded.  “I mean, that was awesome.  Very much thank you”¦I was just curious as to why you had me suck on this as you were sucking on me.”  “Well, to be honest I think you look cute with your little paci in your mouth.”  Molly was smiling, but John’s face was one of confusion.  “Really?  You think it’s attractive when I suck on this?”  “Yeah!  In fact, from now on I will give you a blow job whenever you want one”¦but you have to suck on your new pacifier as a signal to me that you want a blow job.”  John thought about it for a moment not knowing what had gotten into his girlfriend.  She had never shown much interest in blow jobs before, now all of a sudden he had an unlimited supply, and all he had to do was suck on this stupid pacifier?
 
                In the week that followed, John tested out this newfound dynamic in their relationship.  As they were casually watching TV he would put the pacifier in his mouth, after a few minutes Molly would notice”¦and immediately take off his pants.  He was starting to love this new routine and what was the most unlikely sex toy ever invented.  John was even willing to work with her a bit on it too; after all he didn’t want her thinking of him as a selfish lover.  When they were watching a movie after dinner and he put the pacifier in shortly after it started, she asked that he give her jaw a while to recover and her food to digest.  When he went to take it out she encouraged him to leave it in for the movie”¦since he “looked so cute” with it in.  Sure enough, by the time the credits were rolling, she was once again on her knees.
             
                One evening while in bed, John returned the favor and displayed his own oral skills.  Afterward, she told him she could tell his time spent sucking on “his paci” was definitely showing when he worked on her clit.  A good side effect he thought, popping it back in and getting in position to receive his own oral pleasure for the night.  “Babe I’m pretty tired, why don’t you just leave that in and in the morning I’ll wake you up with a nice surprise.”  That had been enough to give him his first full night sucking on his paci.  In the morning, he’d never woken up to a better alarm clock.
 
Ch 3
 
                It had been three weeks since John had started regularly sucking on his pacifier, and he had begun carrying it around with him all the time.  He would catch himself sucking on it at random times throughout the day, like when he was driving home from work.  He found himself enjoying it as a relaxing break from the stresses of the day, always feeling the promise of something good just around the corner when it was in his mouth.  On nights when Molly was staying at her own apartment even, he would quietly suck it to himself when watching TV or making dinner.  It was a curious habit, but one he didn’t seem to mind.
 
                Even when he was with Molly, the expectation level on the blow job was changing.  Instead of an immediate event, now his reward would come later at maybe the end of the night or after whatever they were doing was finished.  With all the sexual intimacy, their relationship had really grown closer over the past few weeks, but their relationship dynamic was changing as well.  He found himself falling into the groove of obeying commands from her, little orders that crafted their time together.  If they were making dinner for example and she asked for the salt, it was no longer “hey babe can you please hand me the salt?” but more likely a simple holding out of her hand and the inherent command present in the word “salt”.  Choices of meals, choices of TV and movies, choices of where they went on dates all seemed to be less discussions of what they were both thinking and more her explaining to him what they would be doing that evening.  Still, it wasn’t forced or anything, just a subtle march towards the inevitability of how their relationship would be; she was dominant and he was submissive, even if they didn’t know to put it in those terms or realize it on a conscious level.
 
                John had taken to his role without incident until one day the issue of what their weekend plans would be caused a disagreement between them.  It had been a Thursday night, and Molly had announced over dinner that they would be going to a concert the following weekend that John disagreed with.  “I hate that band” he had stated flatly before taking a swallow of the milk Molly had poured for him (“you can have a beer after dinner, John”).  “Well I really like them and they haven’t come to the city in a long time.  I’m sure you’ll like a few of their songs.  I got us good tickets.”  “Molly, you’re not hearing me I really hate that band.  Besides, I thought you could come with me to the golf course.  You’ve been saying you want to learn.”  Molly’s expression was annoyed; she reached for the pacifier that was beside John’s nearly-empty plate and moved to bring it to his lips.  “Here, you’re almost done anyway.  I think you need to use this and think about it for a while.”  John was annoyed, but he also wanted to be firm.  He really didn’t like that band!  He snatched the pacifier out of her hands and put it back on the table.  “Molly, I’m serious, I don’t wanna go!”
 
                Molly’s expression had been shocked when he grabbed the pacifier from her hand, but by the time the word “go” had come from his lips, anger had replaced any surprise.  “Pick up your paci and put it in your mouth.  I’m sure once you’ve thought about this you’ll be happy we are going.”  “No!”  John said, in a voice that sounded less confident than he had intended.  Molly stood up and slowly walked over to John’s side of the table.  She bent down over the seated John, really magnifying the small height difference between the two and making John feel very small.  “Pick up your pacifier and put it in your mouth, NOW!” she commanded.  “M-molly calm down, I’m just trying to sa-”  Whatever John was trying to say, Molly was not interested.  She reached across his plate, grabbed his pacifier, and then grabbed his left forearm.  With a yank he was on his feet, moving behind her towards the living room, struggling to get his feet up to Molly’s pace.
 
                With one fluid motion she sat on the couch and pulled his arm, his already off-balance stance thrown off.  A second after she landed in a seated position on the couch, John’s crotch landed across her thighs, his body facing the floor.  John was too shocked to react, but he spun his head around, looking up at Molly’s stern face staring back at him.  “Don’t move, you’re about to learn how I deal with little hissy fits.”  In shock, John didn’t move when she reached between her legs and unbuttoned his pants.  He didn’t move when she pulled down his pants and boxers so that his ass was exposed.  Thanks to her strong hand securing his back, he didn’t move when she landed the first *SMACK*, right on his left cheek.  After 15 blows, he didn’t even try to get anway anymore.  She wanted him to cry for 30 seconds before she stopped, and thankfully he didn’t make her wait that long.
 
                A few heaving sobs after it was over, she gently positioned his face so that his tear-filled eyes were looking into her own.  His face was a canvas of fear and confusion.  Hers was calm resolution, with stern eyes asserting who was now in control just as much as her hand had done minutes earlier.  He didn’t see it coming, but her left hand had reached his gaping mouth and inserted the object that had started this whole dispute.  His sobs were now muffled by his paci, fulfilling its name and quieting the helpless boy draped over her lap.  “From now on, I want you to have your paci in your mouth at all times.  When I want us to talk, I’ll reach over and remove it.  I don’t want to have to spank you anymore than I have to, so from now on it’s best if you quietly obey.  I know this is a little sudden, but I’ve known for a long time this is the type of relationship that I want.  I hope that you can accept these changes, but I know you’ll be my wonderful and sweet boy, baby.”
 
                Molly was smiling by the end of her announcement.  She knew the second she put in the pacifier that John was going to accept his new role in the relationship, or in her view his newly clarified role in the relationship.  It was only a matter of time until such an overt display of her power was necessary, and they had both passed the test.  If he hadn’t given his acceptance by sucking on a pacifier every day for the past three weeks, the erection pressing into her leg had certainly given it for him.  And to think, all it had really cost her was a few weeks worth of blow jobs. 
 
                As she was talking to him and he was soothing himself by his paci, John’s tears changed.  Now they were tears of acceptance of his truth, a fact known to him the moment he had felt a rushing sense of calm when she had inserted the pacifier.  His pacifier.  In spite of the pain on his butt, in a very strange way he was glad she had done this for them.  There was now no more tension about their relationship.  Any awkward feelings about decisions and power were a thing of the past.  He was firmly hers to play with and he knew deep down that’s what he wanted.  He could trust her, and because of that he felt so relieved.

Ch 4
 
                “Oh the concert a couple weeks ago was great”¦yeah, you should totally go with what’s-his-name next time they’re in town”¦hahaha”¦right now just relaxing over at John’s”¦yeah getting ready to eat dinner”¦hold on a second.”  “Hey baby?”  Molly called into the kitchen from the other room, her cell phone temporarily on mute.  John took out his pacifier while still looking down at the pot in front of him.  His right hand maintained a steady rhythmic stir of the pasta below.  “Yeah” he called back.  “How much longer until dinner is ready?”  “Just a few more minutes.”  “Ok.”  Their conversation over, John popped his constant companion back in his mouth.
 
                As he moved to drain the pasta, he heard Molly finishing her conversation on the phone.  She had been talking to her friend a lot lately, which was surprising to him considering he didn’t even know about this friend until a couple of weeks ago.  The day after Molly had corrected his bad behavior and embarked them down a new stage in their relationship they had been in the car when suddenly Molly had gotten a phone call.  She immediately turned the music off and started in a conversation where it honestly sounded like she was talking to a new acquaintance or maybe even a work colleague, but after she had hung up she casually stated it had been her friend Allison.  “I’ve never mentioned her before?  That’s strange; Allison and I have been friends for a while now.  It’s probably because she lives a couple hours away.  I never get to see her that often.”  Whatever had sparked that initial conversation however, they seemed to want to keep it going.  They had talked on the phone practically every day since.
 
                After setting the table, John walked in to the den to find Molly reading a book on the sofa.  He walked next to her armrest then got down on his knees, his head at an equal level with Molly’s.  Patiently, he waited while she finished her current paragraph.  When she was done she inserted a bookmark and then shifted her gaze towards John, a small smile coming over her face when she made eye contact.  She gently reached over and removed his pacifier, asking him “Is dinner ready?” “Yes Molly.”  “Good!  Let’s eat.”
 
                She stood up and began walking around him towards the kitchen, touching his shoulder as she passed him by.  John then stood up and walked behind her towards the kitchen table, ready with food and drink.  John sat down as Molly did and then watched as she began to eat.  His eyes made a quick glance at the pacifier she had placed next to her plate, it having never been returned to him.  They talked about their respective days, the comings and goings in Washington, and can you believe this weather?  Molly usually dictated the conversation between mouthfuls, so it was a bit surprising when John asked, “How was your conversation with Allison?”  Molly swallowed her food then took a sip from her glass of wine before answering.  “She is good.  Actually, she might even be coming for a visit sometime soon.”  That was a surprise.  Apparently Allison’s visits were rare, and John had never even seen a picture of her.  “Well that’s exciting.  It will be nice to finally meet her.”  Molly gave a curious smile to her plate before saying “I’m sure you’ll like her” and taking another bite.
 
                “Well” Molly said, putting her fork down on her plate, “I’m full.  I’m sure you’re hungry too.”  John gave her a nod.  Molly stood up and moved her chair so that she was next to John.  “Okie Dokie” she said as she picked up an item of cloth next to John’s plate.  Gently she held it up to his chest then reached around his neck, bringing a piece of string along with her hand.  She leaned in close to see the back of his neck where she firmly tied the two pieces of string together.  She gave him a quick peck on the cheek before sitting back in her seat.  His bib now firmly secured, she reached over and began cutting his meat, making a small bite sized portion before gently leading it to his mouth on his fork.
 
                This latest display of her power over him and his newest humiliation was a result of her desire to cement his status under her.  “If I eat first, then it reaffirms your place” was the phrase she had used when announcing the new dinner time policy.  As he was already doing the majority of the cooking by himself, it seemed to be the perfect insult.  The cook eats last?  Of course, that wasn’t all that policy entailed.  Upon spilling a spoonful of soup onto his shirt one night about two weeks ago she overnighted a bib so large it could only be for an adult, yet it was still embroidered with the phrase “Mommy’s Messy Eater”.  She had thought that was so cute, and the ever-present threat of a spanking had made him reluctantly accept her new changes.  “Where do you even find these things?”  John had asked the first time she had made him wear it.  “You know you can find anything on the internet” had been her full response.
 
                She fed him in relative silence, which John was thankful she was doing.  Sometimes she would crack little jokes at him like saying “here comes the airplane” or talking about “what a good boy you are, keeping your shirt nice and clean”, even saying the occasional “Mommy’s little baby’s gonna grow up nice and strong!”  Molly really could tease with the best of them and John could tell she enjoyed doing it.  Nights like this where she kept her teasing to a minimum were a welcome break.
 
                As he finished his last bite, she let him finish his glass of water before popping his pacifier back into his expectant mouth.  She put her chair back then told him with a sly smile “once you’ve finished, come back to the bedroom”¦I’ve got dessert waiting for you.”  John smiled from behind his paci.  She seemed like she was in a good mood today.  As he did the dishes he hoped she would give him another blow job tonight after he had eaten her out, it had been a good week since his last one.  He shut the dishwasher and sucked on his paci even harder in anticipation as he walked down the hall towards his bedroom, hoping the growing erection in his pants would receive some attention tonight.
 
Ch 5
 
                Her legs felt so good.  Freshly shaved and tan from time spent by the pool, her skin was so soft with just enough fat covering the toned muscles underneath that John ached to feel and massage this part of his wonderful girlfriend.  He could feel his naked erection pressing against her inner thigh, dying to feel that pressure and work its way just a little to the north”¦SLAM.  Molly’s equally smooth left hand came crashing down onto John’s naked ass, destroying any daydreams of sex.  “What have I told you about that?” she said in a domineering tone.  Molly had been strangely on edge the past couple of days.  She had been riding John for the littlest infractions, doling out punishments on a whim.  This was his second spanking in three days, his butt barely recovered from the first.
 
                “It’s not going to take long to make you cry this time is it you little baby?”  There she was, using that term again.  It had been her new phrase of choice for him as of late in all manner of situation.  From the derogatory context as she had just used it to a sweet and gentle tone during intimacy; “come on you little baby, I know you can give it to me harder than that”.  That night, four days ago, he had given it to her harder than he had in a long time.  Taking a week and a half off from sex will certainly give a man a drive.  That was the night she had announced Allison was coming for a visit that upcoming weekend.  It was a three day weekend and more than enough time to get good and caught up, Molly had said.
 
                She hadn’t come over once to his place, which was odd.  Despite having what he thought was a great house, one certainly better than his apartment, she normally always wanted to be at his place.  That had been a perfectly fine arrangement, with the occasional night spent at Molly’s sprinkled here and there.  But this week, it had been 100% Molly’s and the week had been filled with preparation for Allison’s visit.  John had cleaned the pool, cut the grass, and helped with some general house cleaning while Molly had doubled her already generous cleaning efforts.  The house was truly in tip top shape.
 
                So when John had been careless enough to forget to clean the gutters before Thursday, Molly had been quick to put him in his current position, across her knee and closely examining the fine level of detail Molly had taken to clean her couch cushions.  “I told you I didn’t want any trash outside on the street when Allison came.  What day to they collect the trash!”  *SMACK* “Thursday!”  John’s voice was strained in his response.  His already sore butt was not holding up well to this latest onslaught.  “Now when you clean the gutters, you’ll have to leave the bags outside for the whole world to see for a week!”  *SMACK* The spanking only lasted a few more minutes before John was thoroughly red assed and crying.  Molly thankfully seemed to be in a much calmer mood after the spanking however, her stress seemingly expelled through her palm.
 
                As she rubbed in a soothing cream, stroked his head and cooed at him.  “Now now baby I know this has been a hectic week”¦but I just want everything to be perfect for when Allison comes, you know that.”  The cream did wonders for the burning sensation and helped to heal the skin quickly.  By tomorrow, it was likely there would be no physical sign he had ever been spanked, with the exception of a little soreness perhaps.  “I just know you’re gonna love her”¦and I’m absolutely positive she’s going to love you.”  Molly was talking to the room now, her hand rubbing at cream that had already been rubbed in.  “You’ve been such a good boyfriend, and you’ve taken to your place so well”¦I hope you don’t think of me as some mean domme chick.  I just want to be your sweet loving m”¦” She trailed off, her controlled personality coming back into her.  “The point is, I love where our relationship is and I know you do too.  If you trust me we can really take this to the next level.  Do you trust me John?”  John had stopped crying now and he turned to look at her, drying his eyes with his knuckles before he spoke.  “Of course I trust you Molly, I love you.”  Molly’s face broke into a big smile, the smallest of tears forming in her eyes.  She grabbed his pacifier off the couch and held it up to his lips, saying as she pushed it in, “here’s your paci baby”¦now stand up, I’ve got a treat for you.”
 
                John stood up looking at Molly, waiting on her to make a move or give instruction.  She positioned him in directly in front of her, his shorts and boxers still around his ankles.  She used her right and to reach to his crotch and gently cupped his balls, gingerly massaging them before putting her fingertips on the head of his penis as it began to expand.  She leaned in and kissed it, beckoning it to grow larger.  “Now remember what I told you baby” she said in her most sensual voice “that very first time I gave you your paci”.  John remembered.  It seemed so long ago, and he figured it had been over two months.  It was just so routine now; he hardly needed to be reminded to suck on it.  He had accepted it as his own.
 
                She ran her lips over his now full erection, taking his head into her mouth and letting it probe the inside of her cheek before letting it back out into the air with a slight *pop* sound.  She smiled and gave a sensual giggle and began slowly pumping him with her hand.  “Now baby, when Allison’s around I want you to act normally ok.”  She gave him a quick suck, continuing to jack him at an even and moderated pace.  “Well, normal for us that is” another sensual giggle.  John felt a little lighter in his knees and his breathing deepened, yet he felt a little alarm inside him.  They had developed a very different routine for normal when they were behind closed doors, what did she mean?
 
                “I want you to know you can trust Allison, ok?  Even though you’ve never met, Allison would never do anything to hurt us”¦she just wants what’s best for our relationship.”  Her warm and wet mouth again went over the head of his penis”¦and then invited the rest of him to join as well.  She gave three steady and strong full length strokes.  Then a fourth.  Then a fifth.  She slowly backed off, running her tongue all over his shaft before quickly circling his head multiple times as her lips ended it with a kiss and her masturbation resumed, her saliva acting as a well-coated lube.  Without missing a beat she continued, “Are you gonna be a good boy and obey Allison?”  Those warm and loving eyes were looking up at John’s, her lips giving a cute little pout that begged him to agree.  John had had his eyes closed, lost in the sensation, but now he looked down to meet that face before him, right next to his cock, currently being well-worked by her soft and sweet hands.  The same hands that minutes before had given him such pain in the spanking that reminded him once again of the depths of her control over him now, stroke by stroke, were giving him so much pleasure.  He looked into those puppy dog eyes and could only find emotions of lust and love.  He moaned into his pacifier as he nodded in the affirmative.
 
Her pace quickened immediately as she said “good boy”.  It only stopped for a moment as she blew him a few times more before reverting back to her position, looking up at him and his lustful eyes.  “Do you promise to have an open mind about things Allison and I suggest?  To know that no matter what, you’re going to experience lots and lots of pleasure?”  Her voice was impossibly sexy to him, emphasizing all the right words and causing him to imagine what could possibly be more pleasurable that right here, right now.  He was nodding away, his orgasm so close.  “I want you to be comfortable being yourself this weekend baby, because if you are Allison and I are gonna make you feel soooo good.”  He was almost there now, knees so weak he could barely stand, his whole body focused around his crotch at Molly’s head.  “Cum for me”  she said before plunging his cock into her mouth.  She moved her lips up and down at a lightning speed, the warmth of her mouth feeling so much better than the cold room temperature air that had surrounded it moments before.  John could feel it start, the first drops flowing.  It only seemed to encourage her, hungrily flicking her tongue across his head.  He exploded for what felt like twenty seconds, an orgasm that was one in a thousand.  She gently guided him to sitting on her lap, holding him close to her as she swallowed it up.  “We’re gonna have a great weekend.”  

Ch 6
 
                John tapped his foot against the rug as he tried to watch TV, switching back and forth between a baseball game and the news.  Molly’s nerves were rubbing off on him.  She kept looking out the window every few minutes, staring down her driveway and the road beyond before pacing back into the kitchen to examine a glass she’d already cleaned.  It was 11:45 and Allison was due for lunch.  She had taken the morning to drive down and stay at Molly’s house for the weekend.  “First time seeing her in quite a while,” Molly had insisted.  Still, John thought it was a bit unusual just how nervous she had been for this visit.
 
                Finally, Molly gave an excited “she’s here!” while staring out the window.  Sure enough, a white SUV was pulling into the driveway.  John quickly removed his pacifier, placing it into his pocket.  A nervous tension still remained over him, even though Molly seemed nothing but joyous at her friend’s arrival.  Molly hurried out the door as soon as the car came to a stop, giving a big “Allison!” as the driver’s door opened.  John declined to match her pace and hung back near the door, waiting to see who this mysterious friend was for the first time.
 
                The first thing to appear was a foot, accessorized by a black high heeled shoe and connected to a well-tanned and muscular leg.  Following this stepped a woman in her mid to late twenties, athletic build, wearing a black sundress that stopped around her mid-thigh.  Her hair was long, wavy, and black.  Her eyes were blocked by sunglasses, but a big smile was on her face giving her a sense of warmth and friendship.  “Molly!” she returned back, embracing her friend in a deep hug.  “It’s so good to finally see you in person”¦again.”  She gave a small chuckle while backing up to look at her friend.  By this time, John was arriving at her car with a smile on his face.  Before he had a chance to speak she said, “Oooh and this must be the John I’ve been hearing so much about!”  “All good things I’m sure” John said back, extending a hand.  “Oh more than just good, come on I get a hug!” she said, playfully brushing his outstretched hand aside and coming in for a hug. 
 
                Allison was taller than he was as well.  While Molly was a few inches taller than he also, she was normally the exception to the rule.  It was a bit surprising that Allison had turned out to be equally tall, but then again maybe that’s how she and Molly had initially started up a conversation.
 
                After they broke from their embrace, John offered to get her bags from the car.  “Oh thank you John, I’ll pop open the back.”  Inside were three large suitcases.  John knew from experience with Molly that she could take more than was necessary of items from her, but these suitcases were massive!  A bit shocking for a three day stay.  “Oh, I’ll get this one” Allison quickly said, grabbing the one farthest to the right.  “Are you sure?” John interjected.  It looked to be pretty heavy.  “It’s fine! It’s got wheels, see?” Allison extended the handle and waited on John to remove the rest of her bags.  With great effort John secured the other two heavy bags and together they all moved toward the house.
 
                Putting the bags in the guest bedroom, Molly began to give Allison the grand tour.  It wasn’t necessarily a large house, but it certainly had enough space to warrant getting her acclimated.  Coming from the hallway leading to the bedrooms into the den, Molly showed off the kitchen and the backyard.  “I cannot wait to lay out by that pool!”  When they got to the far side of the house however, Allison tried opening a door only to find it locked.  “Oh that’s just a storage room.  I’ve been meaning to clean it out forever but just haven’t had a chance.”  As he thought about it, John had never seen the inside of that room either.  It was just down a short hall from the den, next to a bathroom.  John speculated it had to be a third bedroom.  “Oh!” Allison exclaimed with a little excitement in her voice, her eyes flashing a look almost of”¦understanding?  ”That’s certainly ok, I know how that goes.”  “Say why don’t we have some drinks by the pool before lunch?” Molly suggested, quickly leading them toward the patio in the backyard.
 
                John, beer in hand, worked the Margarita machine at the wet bar while the girls utilized the deck chairs to catch up.  By the time he came by with two icy drinks, they were laughing and carrying on like no time had passed between them.  John motioned to sit down, but was quickly reminded by Molly that the chicken needed to be put in the oven 15 minutes before they were to eat.  “Sure, I’ll just go make sure that’s ready then” John said, changing course for the door.  “Thanks baby!” Molly called after him before exchanging a sly look with Allison.
 
                John and Molly had already prepared most of the meal, so all there was to do was pop the chicken in the oven and set the table.  John got the table ready with about five minutes left on the chicken, absent-mindedly hanging out in the kitchen and considering the woman who was to be their guest for the next few days.  She was certainly attractive; there was no denying that about her.  Birds of a feather.  Something about her personality and demeanor just screamed out a warm and welcoming person too.  If first impressions were worth anything, Molly was right, she did seem like a trust-worthy and fun person.  My God.  A threesome?  Was that what Molly had been hinting at yesterday?  She was encouraging him to just be as they normally were and relax and he would have fun”¦well, he’d certainly be interested in that kind of fun.
 
                His thoughts were interrupted by the timer going off.  After preparing the table with the food, he walked outside and over to the girls.  Molly gave him a warm smile and Allison, while also smiling, had a strange look of excitement on her face when she saw him.  He popped out his paci and announced that lunch was ready.  Then it hit him.  Oh my God”¦I just walked out here sucking on a pacifier.  He must have taken it out of his pocket when he was standing in the kitchen!  This recent habit was now causing his face to turn red.  He quickly tried to put it in his pocket, but the damage was done.  “It’s ok baby, you can keep sucking on your paci until we’re ready to eat.”  Molly might as well have stabbed him with a knife.  He glanced at Allison, but she wasn’t laughing, just smiling at him.  “Yeah John, there’s no need for you to be embarrassed in front of me.  Your Molly’s told me all about your little habit.”
 
                The two were looking at him with warmth and love in their eyes yes, but inside John was mortified.  How much had Molly told her about them?  Old friend or not, he wasn’t comfortable with this.  He needed to diffuse the scene somehow.  He was stressed.   He didn’t like this.  He wanted to go back in the house and hide, but that was childish.  He wanted”¦he wanted his paci.  Slowly, as if on autopilot, he raised his hand back to his face and slipped the rubber between his lips.  Maybe if he played it off he was still ok?  “Good boy” Molly said to him, standing up.  “Yeah John, that’s totally cool!” Allison gave him a warm smile.  In spite of himself, he felt better.  It was like a weight off his shoulders that he could have his paci this weekend out in the open.  Maybe Molly was right about him being able to be himself.
 
                The girls refilled their drinks and headed inside, John leading the way.  “Oh wow something smells delicious!” Allison said.  “You can thank John here” Molly said, giving him a little squeeze.  “Thank you John” Allison said.  John did take a little pride in his cooking, and this was sure to be a good meal.  They each sat down, John at the head of the table with Molly and Allison on either side.  They began filling their plates and just as John was putting a piece of chicken down Molly asked, “Baby, where’s your bib?”  He nearly dropped the plate.  It was bad enough he had revealed his pacifier (why did he still have that in!) now she was seriously asking him about the bib!  Before he could put down the chicken, take out his pacifier, and answer, Allison spoke up.  “I’ll get it Molly, where do you keep it?”  “Oh it’s just right there in that first drawer on the left.”  Allison was up and moving as he put down the chicken.  He looked with desperate eyes to Molly, but she gave him a determined look and patted his left forearm. 
 
                John heard a drawer open followed by an “awwwww” from Allison.  He turned to look at her; she had the cutest face of understanding as she held up the large white bib.  “Mommy’s Messy Eater, that’s SO cute.”  The humiliation John felt at that moment rivaled anything in his life up to that time.  She closed the drawer and began walking towards him, her hands outstretched holding this oversized baby item.  “Here you go you little messy eater!”  John reached to take the bib from her, but she moved it out of his reach.  With a look and voice of mixed authority and amusement she said, “It’s ok John, I’ll put it on you.”  She turned him to face his plate, and then proceeded to slowly lower it past his red face, pulling it tight and tying the strings in a knot behind his neck.
 
                 ”There we go” she announced as she finished.  “He does just look so cute with it on, doesn’t he?”  Molly said.  “Oh absolutely” Allison said in agreement.  “I do have one thing to ask you though Molly, just one request.”  “Anything” Molly responded.  “Do you mind if I’m the one who feeds him?”  “Of course Allison, go right ahead!”  Just when he thought it couldn’t get any worse, a woman he’d known for an hour would now be feeding him his lunch like he was a helpless baby.
 
                She moved her chair closer to his and adjusted their plates so accommodate her new position.  She reached over and gently grabbed the plastic guard of his pacifier, a device he’d be sucking on extra hard ever since he’d first heard the word “bib”.  His last uncontrolled suck pulled it out of her hands, and she temporarily moved her hand back a few inches.  “It’s ok John, I promise to give it back after lunch.”  The girls both laughed and she grabbed it, pulling it from his mouth as he opened up to her.  Unfortunately the combination of his increased sucking and hunger had given him a very watery mouth.  A long trail of saliva stretched from his bottom lip to the pacifier, now inches from his face.  “Whoops!” Allison exclaimed, expertly grabbing the bottom of the bib and bringing it to the pacifier before wiping it off.  “Good thing we got your bib on you!”  She said with a smile, dabbing the corner of his mouth with the bib.
 
                Feeling to embarrassed to speak, John felt very helpless and small indeed as Allison cut his chicken and fed him his meal in between bites of her own.  She and Molly seemed to only talk to each other, with only little comments like directed at John.  “Here comes a big boy bite!”  Allison said with a laugh as she pushed yet another mouthful down his throat.  It was almost too much to take, but John fought back tears of frustration, knowing that would only make things worse.


Ch 7
 
                Allison entered the door to Molly’s home shortly before noon.  It was 1:24 when they had finished eating lunch.  That was all the time John had to enjoy his status as an equal to his girlfriend’s old friend.  The unique relationship he had developed with Molly had seemingly been extended, with her avid blessing, to Allison.  With every bite he took, every word of encouragement she uttered, and every shameful eye contact John had made during lunch, he sunk further and further beneath her.  When he had finished being fed, he was actually happy when Allison put his pacifier back into his mouth.  At least now he wouldn’t have to speak or be a part of any more active humiliations.  Instead, he sat there as Molly and Allison talked, eating their own meals.
 
                After lunch, the girls brought him into the den, each gently holding an arm as they guided him to the couch, flanking him on both sides as they sat down.  “John” Molly began.  “As you can probably guess, I’ve been talking to Allison about our relationship for weeks now.  She’s so envious of what we have, and has been such a great friend to talk to.”  Allison was nodding her head and smiling, agreeing with Molly’s words.  “It’s true,” she said, “You are just as cute as Molly has been telling me.  I’m so happy to be able to see you in person finally!”  John became aware of just how soft her hands were on his arm, feeling the weight on both sides as the girls held him.
 
                “It hasn’t been just a one-way street though,” Molly continued.  “Allison has given me some wonderful ideas of ways to improve our relationship.  Some of them I don’t even think I would have realized”¦” “Oh you’re making me out into too much” Allison interjected, “I just know from hearing about your relationship how special it is and I know from experience just how much more”¦intimate it can become.”  John wondered where this was heading.  He felt so powerless, almost like he was in an out of body experience with these girls.  He just sat there feeling the pressure of embarrassment driving his silence as he continued to focus on his pacifier.
 
                “Actually John, Allison is a relationship psychiatrist,” Molly seemed very excited by this fact.  “She has been telling me what all she’s done for couples she’s helped in the past and I really think it would be great if she could do the same for us.”  Allison just nodded and smiled.  “This weekend she’s not just up here to see us and have a good time”¦she’s also here to help us deepen our own relationship.”  John was now starting to get a little pissed at what she was saying.  Why the false pretense?  He moved to take out his pacifier when Molly stood up from the couch.  She leaned over him slightly and held her hand gently in front of his mouth, keeping the paci in place.  That wasn’t what stopped his motion to the object in his mouth however, instead the feeling of her hand on his crotch had halted his motion.
 
                “Shhhh” Molly said as she slowly backed away, moving towards her entertainment center on the opposite wall.  “Why don’t you lie down on the couch and relax John” Allison had straightened up and was making room for him to be able to fully extend.  Molly gave him a loving nod of instruction to obey Allison’s command.  John didn’t know what these two were up to, but he remembered Molly’s earlier words.  ”Do you promise to have an open mind about things Allison and I suggest?  To know that no matter what, you’re going to experience lots and lots of pleasure?”
 
                John extended himself on the couch, looking up at the ceiling with anticipation.  He couldn’t quite lay down all the way with Allison also on the couch, until she encouraged him to put his head on her legs.  “It’s ok, trust me” she said with a smile.  Gently he eased his head into her lap, a general unease throughout his body.  It felt comfortable to have his head there though, her comfortable legs wrapped in her dress touching the back of his head gave him a mild sexual rush.  He suddenly processed he could look up and see her breasts.  They seemed larger than he originally noticed.
 
                Allison smiled down at him and asked if he was comfortable.  He nodded in affirmation.  Allison then looked up at Molly and gave a little nod of her head, at which point Molly pressed the play button on her speaker systems.  A gentle sound of music crept into the room, faint but active.  Molly left the room and John heard what seemed to be the door to her room shut.  His awkward feelings started to rise but then Allison exhaled deeply and gently stroked his arm.  She began talking to him softly, recounting the things Molly had said.  ”You can trust me John, I’m only here to help”¦I just want you to relax and breathe in deeeep from your nose”¦just a niiiice feeling of relaxation washing over you”¦feel the comfort of my lap and know that I’ve got your head niiice and secure”¦niiice and secure”¦” 
 
                The music seemed to be louder now, playing such a rhythmic and gentle tune John thought it meshed with Allison’s kind words so well.  He really did find himself beginning to relax, and that was such a better feeling than the anxiety and stress of embarrassment he had felt just a few minutes before.  Allison really was turning out to be a nice woman.  She had accepted his relationship with Molly and he really was beginning to think Molly was right about her.  She had really put him at ease as he listened to her beautiful music and gentle words.  Oh shoot what had she just said?  It was all so in tune with the music and rhythmic it seemed to blend together and he lost focus on what she was saying.  Plus, he was feeling tired after lunch.  Just focus on your paci.  Had he thought that or did he remember her telling that to him?  It had to have been about ten minutes so far of this relaxation thing, right?  Felt like he had just laid down.  Allison really could relax him.  She was so good.  Smart too.  He could trust her.  Obey her just like Molly.  They loved him.  They knew what was best.  Strong relationship.  Accept it.  Don’t feel embarrassed.  The paci would calm him.  The paci made him obey.  The paci was for babies.  The paci”¦the paci”¦the paci.
 
                John came to in a snap.  He had been snapped into place by the horrible feeling of a void being created in his mouth.  From his perspective of Allison’s lap he saw his pacifier being lifted away from his head.  Panic then fear then anger flowed through him in a second.  He moved his hand up to reach for the object before feeling a wave a fear which caused him to retract his hand.  What had happened?  He suddenly realized the music had stopped and Molly was in the room, arms crossed and staring at him with an angry look.  Allison looked as though she was surprised by also stern, and she was holding the pacifier above him.  He wanted it.
 
                “John, are you serious?”  Molly looked more angry than she actually sounded.  John was confused, “Wha”¦” he started to say before Molly cut him off.  “You PISSED my couch.”  John sat up, regrettably leaving Allison’s comfortable lap.  He saw his shorts, a large wet spot had formed at his crotch, he felt wetness underneath him as well.  Oh my God.
 
                He stood up, feeling an embarrassment washing over him of ridiculous proportions and he didn’t know what to say.  “You fell asleep on the couch before Molly could even talk to you about your thoughts on our relationship, and then you suddenly piss yourself?  How do you explain this?”  John stammered for words.  What the fuck had happened?  “I”¦I don’t know, I don’t even remember falling asleep.”  “It’s ok Molly, we can get his cleaned up” Allison had stood up as well and was attempting to calm her friend.  “I thought he looked very cute when he was sleeping, but I’m afraid I had to wake him after realizing he had a little accident.”  John couldn’t believe it.  He had actually pissed himself, when was the last time he’d done that?  “Look Molly”¦” he started as she approached the couch with paper towels.  Allison interrupted him “Molly listen I will clean this up, why don’t you don’t get John cleaned up?”  Molly rolled her eyes then said “thank you, I’m so sorry” as she handed the towels over.  She grabbed John’s forearm and began dragging him to her room.  They were almost clear of the den when Allison said “Hold on”.  Molly and John spun around to face her.  She stopped the pat-down she had began doing with the towels and looked at John.  His eyes met hers with shame and he moved them down”¦where he noticed with a surge of longing that she had placed his pacifier on the dry seat of the couch. 
 
                “John, I have to say this is unusual behavior for an adult man.”  Shame flowed through him as he felt his face turning red.  “Tell me, do you have these accidents often?”  “No” he responded quickly.  She narrowed her eyes and looked as though she was contemplating the situation.  “John, though I am a psychiatrist I did go to medical school.  This is not a usual occurrence.  We can’t rule out the possibility that this will happen again”¦” John didn’t know what to say.  Molly gave out a sigh and said in an annoyed voice, “great, so you mean my couch may not be safe anymore?  What about my bed?”  “Molly I’m-” John started to respond before Allison loudly cut him off.  “Actually” then, lowering her voice, “actually, I think I have something for you that will make it so we don’t have to worry.  We can monitor it over the weekend in case there’s anymore accidents.  By the time I leave on Monday we’ll know if this is just an isolated incident or potentially something more serious.  Come to my room after you get cleaned up.”  Her reassuring tone did nothing to reassure John as Molly whisked him into her bathroom. 
 
                “Ugh it’s on your shirt too,” she said as she lifted it over his head then began unbuckling his belt.  She stopped to turn the water on in her shower as John just stood there waiting, feeling somehow even more deeply humiliated than at lunch.  She unbuttoned his shorts and dropped them to his feet along with his boxers.  “Get in” she said as she put him in the shower.  For some reason she fought his protests when he tried to stop her from scrubbing his body with soap.  “You’ll get wet!”  “I can change my own clothes thank you”¦that’s more than I can say for my couch cushions.”  This reminder ended his protests.  “I thought I told you to do something about your ridiculous bush!” she said as she scrubbed his crotch.  He didn’t recall her ever vocalizing that before, he didn’t even know she was bothered by it”¦
 
                “Since apparently I have to make sure my boyfriend can keep himself clean, I’ll take care of that too.”  She reached over and grabbed a small bottle of shampoo from the corner.  It was all by itself and not in the normal shampoo rack.  She popped it open and vigorously scrubbed his public region, from the top of his thighs to his balls, applying liberal amounts of the oddly thick shampoo.  She rinsed off her hand and waited there, holding his crotch away from the water.  “Wait” was all she said.  After about two minutes of standing in the shower, she turned and moved his crotch into the stream of warm water.  She once again vigorously scrubbed the areas, this time with a washcloth.  John couldn’t believe his eyes as clumps of his hair began coming off his body, sticking to the washcloth or being effortlessly removed by the water.  “It’s a hair removal cream, and it will finally get your clean like I want.  It was all I could do not to say anything yesterday during your blowjob.”
 
                She shut the water off and began to dry him off.  Paying special attention to his crotch, every last stray hair was removed from the areas the cream had touched.  Once she had him dry, she whisked him to her room.  Standing there naked on the carpet, he went for his bag.  “Ah ah ah!” Molly said, handing him a robe instead as she grabbed a new shirt.  “Molly, I have to get dressed.” John protested.  “We have to see what Allison says to do about your problem before anything” Molly countered.  John was just about to say something when he noticed the clock on her bedside table.  “It’s 4:30!?” He said in shock.  “Yeah, you took a nice nap.  I can’t believe Allison was kind enough to let you sleep for so long on her lap.  I thought you two were in there discussing our relationship!”  John was stunned.  He could have sworn he had only dozed off for fifteen minutes, tops.
 
                “Come on” Molly said, putting the robe on John and pushing him towards the door.  They walked across the den towards Allison’s room, Molly sure to lead them by the couch.  The dark spot was lighter, but still there was a noticeable dampness.  However that was only half of what John was looking for, disappointingly realizing his pacifier was missing.  When they got to Allison’s room, the door was closed.  Molly knocked and Allison said “coming” in a pleasant tone.  She was wearing her trademark smile when she opened the door, but then quickly embraced a look of professional concern when she moved to allow them into the room.
 
                As the two entered, John saw she hadn’t had time to do much unpacking.  The suitcase she had insisted on carrying was laying on her bed though.  In addition to the humiliation of having pissed himself, John now felt awkward standing in her room with nothing but a robe around his body.  “John” Allison began, “I know that you have only wet once, however Molly has made it clear she doesn’t want anymore risk of accidents and I happen to have something which will alleviate her concern.”  She walked over to her bed and unzipped her suitcase.  As she opened the top, John tired to look in, but couldn’t see from this angle.  Allison removed what looked to be a folded pad of sorts then paused as she looked down into the bag below.  She extended her hand into the bag and removed a white object before turning and holding it as if on display in front of her.  It was a large and fluffy diaper.
 
                In spite of the humiliation he felt at the moment, John immediately scoffed at them and rolled his eyes.  “A diaper, really?”  “It will only be worn as protection against another accident.  You don’t have to use it unless you have developed some sort of control issue” Allison said.  “It’s perfect” Molly seconded.  “I am not wearing that!” John was getting angry now; he had had almost more than he could handle today.  As if not hearing him, Allison began unfolding the apparent changing pad on the bed.  Molly touched his arm and started to corral him towards the bed.  He jerked his hand away and said “Molly, I am not going to have an accident.  I am not going to wear a diaper.”  Molly’s eyes narrowed and her voice grew.  She put her hands on her hips and started into him.  “You pissed my fucking couch, you are gonna wear whatever Allison tells you to wear!”
 
                The emotions were growing to be too much for John.  He was so angry, embarrassed, humiliated, and stressed out the he felt himself beginning to lose it.  His voice was filled with stress and strain as he said “Now listen to me, I”¦I”¦I”¦” but he had seen it.  Allison had produced the pacifier from somewhere and was walking towards him.  “Shhhhh” she said in a soothing tone before saying “open” as she held up his mouth’s missing companion.  Without hesitation John opened his mouth and accepted this wonderful gift, his mind emptying of all his previous thoughts.
 
                As he began his rhythmic sucking his face relaxed and his body relaxed the tension.  Allison stood in front of him with a smile on her face, watching in his now blank eyes leading to a mind she knew was lost in the joyful loop of sucking his pacifier.  “Good boy” she said to him.  Molly raised her hands to cover her mouth, an expression of shock and wonder watching what was unfolding in front of her.  “Allison”¦” she said, “You only had one session.”  “I know” Allison responded “but you have been doing a great job reinforcing his control object the last few months.  It was the easiest time programming him around it.”  John was lazily looking back and forth at them, focusing on his paci.
 
                “I want him to remember this as a good event” Allison said.  “It’s important he learn to love everything about his diapers, to embrace them fully.  If we leave him like this he probably won’t remember the experience anymore than he will remember this conversation, on a subconscious level, at best.”  “Well how do we get him to both put on his diaper and remember it, much less like it?”  “I’m going to give him some commands.  Right now, with his paci in his mouth, he’ll obey us completely, but we need him to still feel like he’s accepting this on his own.”
 
                Allison looked at Molly who nodded in agreement.  Then she turned back to John.  “John.  Good boy.  I want you to listen to me.  I am going to take out your pacifier, but I’m going to give it right back.”  John looked nervous as she said she was going to the paci out, but was somewhat relieved when she said she would put it right back in.  “When I put it back in, you’re going to feel so relaxed and wonderful.  You’re going to want to obey me and Molly.  You’ll understand that we just want what’s best for you.  You’ll understand that we love you.  You’ll understand that obeying us is fun.  You’ll want to go along with whatever we suggest.  You will also be fully awake and aware like normal, with only the feelings of relief and obedience I just mentioned.”  There was no obvious look of comprehension from John.
 
                Allison held her hand up to the pacifier.  She said “out” and took the pacifier from his mouth.  Immediately a worried look appeared on his face, then dawning comprehension.  But it was only for a second.  Almost has quickly as she had taken it from him, she said “open” and put the pacifier back in his mouth.  He immediately gained a look of relief on his face, but he didn’t have the blank gaze he had shown moments before.
 
                John felt relieved.  It had been too much for him, the diaper, the two of them telling him what to do, but now that Allison had given him his paci back, he felt so much better.  Why was he so worried a few seconds before?  They were just trying to help, and it was his fault he had had an accident before.  With the diaper on, he would be fine, it’s not like he would be having another accident today, or ever.  “Are you ready for your diaper?” Allison asked him with a smile?  He nodded in agreement.  Molly came behind him and removed his robe, letting the coolness wash over his naked and hairless genetals.  He felt no anxiety about this at all, and he just felt so much better than he did when he had woken up from his nap.
 
                With a gentle hand on his back, Molly guided him towards Allison.  Allison took his hand and led him to the bed, then turned him around and laid him on the bed.  His head and shoulders were on the comforter instead of the mat, but the rest of his body fit perfectly.  He happily sucked his paci as he looked down and observed his body lying on the mat, his wonderful girlfriend and her friend standing over him, beaming.  He couldn’t say why for Allison, but he felt she loved him too.  He was so happy he was keeping an open mind and going along with them, just like Molly had suggested he do.
 
                “Ok, let’s get your into this wonderful and comfy diaper.  It’s going to feel so good.”  Allison comforted him as she raised him up just a little, sliding the back of the diaper underneath his body then resting his butt onto the new softness below.  “Can you hand me the powder Molly?”  Allison asked.  Molly reached into Allison’s suitcase and retrieved a bottle of Johnson’s baby powder, handing it to Allison.  A small puff of white came into the air as Allison opened it, causing giggles from the girls.  John smiled behind his paci.  “Here ya go baby” Allison said soothingly as she sprinkled it over his crotch.  “Lift up your legs baby” Molly said as she grabbed near his knees, gliding his legs into the air.  John felt more powder go on his butt.  It smelled so good.
 
                “Ok sweetie almost done.”  Allison pulled the front of the diaper up over his crotch.  It fit perfectly for a man of his size.  She taped one side, then the other.  John felt glad he had done what the girls had wanted.  “Naow no affidnets Mowwy” he said to his girlfriend from behind the tongue-pressing paci.  The girls let out a small giggle before Molly responded, “That’s exactly right baby, I’m so glad Allison had something that could protect us from accidents.  Tell her thank you for giving you a diaper.”  “Fank you “˜or my diawper Awison.” “You’re so very welcome John,” Allison replied.  “You’re being such a good boy for us.  We love it when you’re a good boy for us.”  Allison gave a look to Molly.  Molly bent toward John, her legs pressing his left knee as she dropped her hand on John’s diapered crotch, rubbing and pressing the thick material above his penis.  “Doesn’t it feel good baby?”  Allison ran her hand up and down John’s naked thigh, smiling and nodding as she looked down at him.  John was looking down at his body and saw their hands touching him.  Through the thick and comfy diaper he could feel just a little pleasurable pressure from Molly.  He felt warm inside and so glad he was making his girlfriend happy.  He was so glad he obeyed.  “It feews gate” he said, overjoyed at the smiles on the faces of the two beautiful women looking down at him.

Ch. 8
               The girls were excited to say the least about the progress John was making.  Allison had only been here for an afternoon and already they had him wearing diapers.  A lot of their success was riding on the pacifier that John had taken to so strongly however, which would only get them so far.  “We simply have to get him to a place where he willingly embraces this lifestyle without the aid of his pacifier.  To some extent he will always need it, but it can’t become our only method of control.”  Allison was explaining the next steps to Molly in the kitchen, while John sat on the floor of the den in nothing but a diaper and t-shirt watching TV, sucking his pacifier contentedly.
               “I fully agree,” Molly was saying, “but how are we going to get him to that point?  You saw how he was reacting without that crucial little aid.”  To this Allison just smiled.  “Well Molly, he is your boyfriend after all…we’ll need to help him out with a little simulation only a woman can provide.”  Now it was Molly’s turn to smile as Allison continued.  “Trust me; a little sex goes a long way.  Plus, you have to keep in mind we can give him both positive and negative reinforcement in a variety of ways...if he starts becoming a problem, I’ve got a solution.”
               Molly liked the sound of that.  Allison was a true God-send.  She would never have gotten this far without her, and Allison was only too happy to help even more.  “Allison, tell me…how much experience do you have with this sort of thing?”  Allison sat back and took a sip from her drink.  “What, hypnotizing patients?  Or ensuring women are the ones wearing the pants in their relationship while their men wear the diapers?”  They each had a quick laugh before she continued.  “My interest in this really started in college.  I was majoring in psychology and taking a class on human sexual behavior and they started talking about fetishes in one little chapter of the book.  I found I couldn’t get it out of my head!  It was so interesting to me how sexualized objects or behaviors could become that we don’t traditionally think of as being sexual…well, that lead to come experimentation with my boyfriend at the time and he turned out to be quite submissive.  We started out small, you know - hand cuffs, spankings, some dirty talk about him being a bad boy.  But this was a fire that had been awakened in me, one that was only growing.  The more advanced classes I took the more elaborate I got inside his head.  We both had a lot of fun, thought a lot about getting married, but eventually it ended for reasons outside of the sex.  Only problem was, now I have these very kinky desires and no outlet to channel them!  Or so I thought.  By the time I got to medical school I had discovered some of the darker places on the internet and found there were more than enough men willing to delve into my little curiosities.  Being a dominatrix became a little hobby of mine.  I learned more about how vast the human psyche can fetishize things from those men than from any textbook, let me tell you.”  She took a long sip from her drink and looked at Molly.  “Learned a lot about what women like too.”
               Molly blushed a little, but quickly remembered that was stupid.  They were joined at the hip on this one, and there was no need for embarrassment or secrets.  “Eventually I graduated and started really focusing on my psychiatry work.  I can’t say everyone would consider some of the things I’ve done ethical, but I’m a firm believer that I can’t make a man do anything he doesn’t want to do…only open the door in his mind to some things he might not immediately be comfortable with and let him know it’s ok.  Or to take things he already likes and show him how similar that is to something else the he might never have found similar at all.”  She finished her drink.  “And that my dear is how I got into doing what I do.”
               “Why adult babies?” Molly asked.  “I mean, why do you have such an interest in fostering these types of relationships?  I wasn’t comfortable with some suggestions you mentioned when we first started talking over the internet and phone, but eventually I came to see what you were saying.  I mean come on, he does look adorable sucking on that thing.  But still, I don’t think I ever would have envisioned going this route when I first logged on to those femdom sites unless you got me hooked on the idea.  How did you originally go that route?”
               “I told you, Molly.  I met a lot of interesting men over the years, doing what I did.  I never had sex with 99% of them so when a guy comes to me and says ‘I wanna wear this diaper’, I’m all for it.  I’m thinking it just makes the no sex part easier for me.  But anyways as this guy, who was a little older than me, lays there in my arms sucking a bottle and I’m telling him what a cute little boy he is it all of a sudden just clicks.  I realized I was enjoying myself.  Call it an intuition or natural instinct or whatever, but this guy started my love affair with treating men like the little boys that deep down inside they all still are!  It was all more research and counseling couples who were into it after that until I got to where I am today, the famous (or infamous) advocate for abdl relationships that I am.  Go figure.  I’m just glad I can talk to enough women out there like you who I can help.”
               “Well that’s quite something” Molly said.  What an interesting woman.  A woman Molly was very thankful to have met, no doubt.  They sat there in silence for a minute or two before a loud noise from the TV brought them back down to earth.  “I think it’s time we go and check up on the baby.”  “Agreed,” Allison said, and they were on their way.
               When they arrived in the den, John was propped up with his back against the couch.  His legs were spread out on the ground in a V formation, no doubt encouraged by the thickness of the diaper between them.  “Hello Molly.  Hello Allison.”  John was looking up at them, looking quite content.  The two women sat above him on the couch, one on each side.  Molly grabbed the remote and turned the channel to something designed for the fairer sex.  “Heyyy,” John started to say before a stern look from Molly quieted him up.  “Come here John, sit up here with us.”  Molly patted the seat in between them.  John got up to his knees then moved to get up, slightly strained by the white padding that surrounded his crotch.  “Ok, I just have to go to the bathroom first,” John said as he started across the room.
               “JOHN!” Molly yelled, looking cross.  “I said sit up here with us.  I didn’t ask if you had to go to the bathroom.”  “But…” John started, but the look from Molly already had his head slightly drooping.  The glance to Allison revealed he had no ally there either.  Sheepishly he walked over and plopped down between the two women.  “Can I please go to the bathroom?” John asked.  “We have to do something first, John.” Allison was speaking to him now.  “Now John, I’m going to hold on to your pacifier for a little bit, but I want you to remember how good it feels to obey us, ok?”  John looked a little apprehensive at this.  He liked his pacifier and didn’t want it removed.
               But Allison’s hand was already moving towards it.  With a quick tug she popped it out of his mouth, placing it in her lap.  Almost immediately John developed a confused look on his face.  It was like he had woken up from a dream or something.  He looked over at Allison, she was holding his pacifier in her lap, a fact that brought a jolt of desire surging through his body when he saw it, but he resisted any movement to grab it.  He looked at her face and found her smiling.  He felt himself blush a little.  Man, she was so hot.  He saw some dumb show on Bravo was on, of course it was with Molly and her friend here.  It was strange; he could have sworn they were watching the game a minute ago…
               Why was it so chilly in here?  What’s tha- A diaper.  John’s eyes widened when he looked down and found he was wearing a diaper.  Ok, what the HELL is going on?  He was wearing a diaper and a t-shirt sitting on the couch next to his girlfriend and her friend.  He was shocked as he looked up at Molly.  She seemed like this was all normal, she even had a little smile on her face.  WHAT THE FUCK WAS GOING ON?
               “What the fuck?” he asked.  “What’s the matter?” was Molly’s quick response.  “I’m wearing a diaper,” he stated, feeling embarrassment rising, but honestly more of a curiosity at how the hell he had ended up here than anything else.  “Of course you are sweetie,” Molly said in a sweetheart tone. “Don’t you remember we were so lucky Allison brought some with her this weekend?”  “N…” John started to say something, but he was having these…memories…flood back into him.  It felt almost like an out of body experience as he recalled walking into Allison’s room…the soothing nature of her voice…lying down on her bed…being diapered.  Shame threatened to overcome him, but then he felt Allison’s hand gently stroking his left arm.  It was soon joined on his right by Molly.  He relaxed a little and though he still felt very uncomfortable, he wasn’t freaking out.
               He just wanted to remember.  Things seemed so blurry, like he had been really drunk or something, but there was no way that was the case.  And he remembered he had fallen asleep that afternoon.  It was around six o’clock now, he figured, but his timing just seemed…off.  What was going on?
               He moved to get up, but felt hands tightening on his hands.  “Come on baby watch the show with us,” Molly said.  “I have to go to the bathroom.” John repeated, or at least it felt like that was something he had recently said.  Molly giggled a little bit before forcefully pulling on his arm, bringing him back to a fully seated position.  “John, remember our agreement.  Just watch the show with us and obey what I’m telling you.” She moved her leg so that it was over John’s right knee and moved her face close to his, seductively nuzzling his cheek.  And she wasn’t the only one.  He felt Allison’s hand move up his arm, massaging his shoulder.  He looked at her and was met with a knockout face; she looked as though she was about to jump on top of him right then.  His discomfort was momentarily thrown off by a more carnal feeling, and in that sudden spike of sexuality he found pleasure in the absurd. 
               John let out a little laugh to the room.  What had gotten into these girls?  “You actually want me to…use this diaper?  Because that’s what’s about to happen.”  He was walking the plank of this insanity; surely that’s not what they wanted.  Much to his surprise however, Allison moved closer as well.  Her barefoot crossed her other knee on its way to resting on John’s knee before sliding down and putting pressure on his shin.  She turned and moved towards him, her face inches from his own, eyes begging for a fuck.  Just then Molly upped her ante as well, kibbling on his right ear and putting a hand on his chest.  She whispered to him, “It’s ok baby, just let it go.”  Allison quickly chimed in behind her, getting within an inch of his face, her wonderful breasts pressing into his shoulder as she turned to put her mouth next to his free ear.  He could feel the heat radiating from her body as it put an electric spell on him.  In practically a moan she told him, “Oooh John…please do what Molly says.”  She ran her hand through his hair, rendering him paralyzed.  “Remember her promise…my promise.  I always find a way to thank good hosts.”
               John was lost.  He was sandwiched between the girl he loved and her hot ass friend.  There was an imminent threesome…but his bladder was about to explode.  “I’ve just got…”  He was silenced by Allison’s finger pressing against his lips, quieting his remaining protest.  “Just let it go, baby.”  Molly stopped kissing his cheek and backed away, matching Allison’s position by transitioning to a sitting on her knees, looking down at him, but continuing to stroke his arm.  The need was too great.  John let loose, feeling the warm spread throughout the front of his diaper, running under him.  The exhilaration and emotion was almost unbearable, but the excited smiles on the girls’ faces cautioned one of his own.  They each moved in to give him a simultaneous hug.
               “You’re such a good baby.”  Molly said to him.  “Doesn’t it feel so good to just relax and obey?”  Allison chimed in.  John honestly felt better, weird as the situation was.  He slowly moved his hands around the girls’ backs, returning their hugs and pulling them in for more.  “Yes thanks girls” he responded.  “Haven’t I been such a good host?”  Allison spun free of his arm and sat back on the couch, John feeling a little bit of a letdown until he saw she was smiling.  “Oh you’ve been a very good host John, but we’ve got to do something about your little wet diaper first.”  John felt a twinge of embarrassment, but he felt they were on a different level now.  Like they were all in on a big secret together or something.  Hormones were high in the room right now, most especially his.  Allison motioned to stand up, “I’ll be right back” she promised, never breaking contact from John’s eye.
               She disappeared down the hallway, headed towards the guest room.  Molly sat up and hugged John, putting a hand on his now wet diaper, giving it a little push.  “ummmm,” she hummed seductively, “I love seeing you this way, sitting here in a nice wet diaper.  It’s so hot to me watching you follow our instructions like a good little boy.  It’s just a little wet diaper.  How easy that was to do…just have faith that everything’s gonna be ok if you do just as we tell you and I promise you baby, if you keep up that attitude everything’s gonna be juuuust fine.”  She finished by leaning in for a deep, passionate kiss.
               When they broke off and Molly still held him in her arms John looked at her.  “Molly…I had no idea you were so into this.  You really like this don’t you?” John was feeling a lot of things right now, but the effect on his girlfriend of his babyish actions were obvious and he liked it.  “Absolutely baby,” she responded, “this is just a fun game we’re playing now.  I want you to take it all in.”  He certainly felt there was a lot of taking in to do…but he couldn’t deny how hot it had been to have both of these attractive women all over him.  He remembered their words…obedience would have its rewards, and right now that was a very attractive course of action.
               As he sat contemplating his situation, girlfriend all over his side, Allison returned to the den.  She had a bag hanging from her right shoulder and holstered a pad of some sort with her left arm.  She moved in between the couch and the TV and placed the pad on the floor before unfolding it, revealing a wide length.  She was on her knees, just beside the pad as she dropped the bag from her shoulder onto the floor next to her.  She looked up at John and gave a smile as she gave gentle pats to the center of the padding.  “Why don’t you come down here and lay down for us like a good little boy?”
               Molly backed off from him and looked at him, giving his arm a little tug.  “Go on, lie down on the floor.”  John was already in for the ride, so he moved to stand up, feeling the warmth of his diaper as he shifted his weight.  He was glad to stand up fully as he felt it sag below him, away from his skin.  A few steps later he found himself looking up at Allison to his left and Molly on the couch to his right.  He tapped his fingers on the firm padding underneath him and asked, “So…what now?”  Allison provided a quick answer.  “Now you lie down and relax while I take care of your little accident.”
               Her hands expertly moved to his crotch, peeling the strips holding the diaper to his flesh.  It opened up, causing him to feel a bit of nerves mixed with the cool air.  Suddenly she pulled the front open wide, exposing him to the women around him.  “I’m so glad you were wearing your diapers like a good little boy, it would have been just awful to have an accident like this without them.”  He was embarrassed, but Molly’s quick addition of “oh yes, you certainly are going to need to keep wearing them until you learn how to be a big boy” added an even darker shade of red to his face.  It’s just a game…
               She encouraged him to rise up, sliding the diaper from him completely as he sat and waited while she reached into what was evidently a diaper bag.  A new, equally thick diaper was brought out followed by powder, wipes, and…his pacifier.  She placed them all down near his crotch, but slipped the pacifier into a shirt pocket.  He was following it the second it left the bag, then looked to her eyes as it disappeared in her shirt.  She was staring right into his own with a knowing smirk, giving him a little wink that caused him to look elsewhere.  “Ok baby,” she said, “let’s get your fresh diaper on you so we can get back to having fun.”
               John gave a little gasp as he felt his balls covered in a cool wet cloth- the wipes…wipes providing a miniscule layer between his balls and Allison’s soft hands.  “Just gotta get you all cleaned up from your little accident first.”  She wiped all over, providing a little more than just cleaning strokes to his penis.  She quickly advanced and to John’s somewhat disappointment, powered and re-diapered him without doing anything else to his semi-erect dick.
               When it was over he looked down and surveyed his present situation.  He was clad in only a diaper and a t-shirt while lying on a changing pad his girlfriend’s friend, who he had only met hours before, had brought with her…and she was the one who had diapered him.  He had known he was going to be in for a very interesting weekend, but this was beyond the pale.  Nonetheless, he had a strange sense of calm and acceptance about the situation.  It must have been Molly’s soothing words and the trust he had with her that was making him so relaxed to his situation…yes, that must be it.
               “What now ladies?”  “Well,” Molly began, a smile on her face as she reached down and stroked his cheek. “I’m going to go ahead and get dinner started…it’s already going to be a late one as it is.  Why don’t you be a good little boy and keep Allison here entertained hmmm?”  John was a little disappointed as his primary appetite was for something other than food, but Molly’s quick kiss before she stood up made it clear that wasn’t going to happen.  “Be a good host” she said, walking backwards toward the kitchen, a devilish smile on her face.
               John watched her go from his prone position, tilting his head back until Molly was out of view.  He pivoted back, still on his back, legs wide from the thick diaper, and his eyes found Allison’s staring into his own.  She had a curious look on her face, one of excitement and secrecy, with a half-smile.  “Come on,” she said pleasantly, “I want to show you something in my room.”  For all this enthusiasm, John felt a little uncomfortable with that…with Molly in the kitchen and all.  Allison seemed to pick up on it and added, “I just want to show you something on my computer” before gently patting his exposed thigh.  “Alright,” John added as he moved to sit up, his thick diaper pressing into his crotch as he sat up.  “Let’s go,” Allison said as she stood up, reaching out her hand to help him up.  He accepted, and was fairly impressed by the strength of her arm.
               They arrived in the guest room, Allison’s for the weekend, and John noticed she must have unpacked a good deal more while he was zoned out watching TV.  She entered first, stopping at the door handle as she waited on him to enter.  He walked in a few feet and she closed the door behind him, only fueling his fear of impropriety.  She seemed amused by his apparent nerves, but walked over to a bag in the corner, pulling out a laptop.  She looked at him with a smile as she held it in her right arm, extending her left towards the bed, beckoning him to sit down.  Somewhat nervously, he waddled over and took a seat near the middle, plopping his diaper on the edge.
               Allison followed behind him, sitting dangerously close to him, her shoulder pressing onto his as she opened her laptop and turning it on.  “No peeking,” she said in a playful tone as she went to input her password.  It provided John the chance to let out some tension via a relieved quick laugh.  Allison’s face just grinned and she shifted her weight, pushing into him a fraction more.  “This will only take a second to pull up.”  She moved her fingers around the touchpad, moving her free hand towards her pocket.  “So is this something on YouTu…” John stopped mid-sentence.  Allison had removed his pacifier from her pocket, never taking her eyes off the screen.  She brought it up slowly, hugging her body…bringing it so that the rubber bulb pressed into her boobs.  It caught on her nipple, bending as it pressed into her before popping black into place as it continued upwards.  “What’s that sweetie?” she asked a mesmerized John, now turning to look at him for the first time just as the pacifier reached her face.  John wasn’t answering, wasn’t making eye contact, so fixated was he on the object in her hands.  She let the blub press onto her bottom lip, her mouth slightly open, being dragged a little more by the tiny bit of weight and pressure she allowed it to bear down.  The tip of her tongue just barely gave a light touch to it and moved up the center, a casual lick before moving around in circles on the object.  She was so close to sucking on it…taking it into her mouth…then John remembered he was asking a question.  “Um…ah…YouTu…YouTube.  Is the vi-“ “Actually this is one of my own files,” she interrupted, simultaneously dropping her hand – and the pacifier – into her lap.  She left it laying there on her dress, right between the outline of her thighs, just above her pussy.  “Oh,” John said, shifting slightly in his seat, causing his diapers to crinkle and remind him of this strange little game.  Allison gave a little smirk as she darted her eyes in a quick glance at his crotch, now sporting a slightly larger bulge.
               She typed into her file search, clicking into seemingly random files before she pulled up one in particular.  It was a video file, and a fullscreen solid blue appeared, waiting for the command to begin playing.  “Here you go!” She announced pleasantly, shoving the computer from her knees right into his diapered crotch.  His hands struggled to grab it, but held it into place after a moment.  She took the pacifier from her crotch, holding it in her right hand…and he noticed.  “I think you’ll really like this one,” Allison said, turning the pacifier over in her fingers, his eyes alternating from hers to the pacifier.  “Oh,” she laughed, “I forgot I had your paci!  Here, let me get it for you.”  She slowly rose it towards his face.  John brought up his left hand to accept it, and the computer began to move slightly.  “Hands on the computer!”  She cautioned, taking back the pacifier a few inches.  John returned his hand quickly to securing the computer in his lap.  Allison smiled and continued bringing it to his lips.
               He was starting to open his mouth to allow her to shove the pacifier between his lips when she stopped, bringing it back an inch and causing John’s eyes to widen.  “Now if I give you this you have to promise to watch the whole thing ok?”  John just nodded aggressively.  “Good boy,” Allison complimented, “here’s your paci.”  He accepted it into his mouth and was immediately rewarded with feelings of comfort and relief.  He was now ready to watch whatever it was that she wanted him to see.  She reached to his crotch and tapped the touchpad, sending a little bump of pleasure to his hard dick directly below.  He began watching the screen as she sucked contentedly along.  Did it have sound?  He thought he heard something but couldn’t really make anything discernable out.  The first few seconds were just blue patterns shifting in odd geometric shapes.  What was this?  A very strange video it seemed like, but he would humor Allison for at least a minute or two.  Allison shifted back a couple of inches on the bed.  John didn’t notice her quietly slip two very small ear buds into her ears.
               The patterns continued on in a seemingly random formation, but the color was beginning to change slightly he thought.  Yes…it was clearly merging into a purple now, and a large square was beginning to form in a faint outline on screen.  It began to spin, faster and faster and faster while the colors shifted as well.  Yellow, Green, Brown, Red, Yellow, Purple, Blue, Green.  John found himself looking at the screen intently now, watching a large square emerge and rotate independent of the others.  It seemed to turn every second ever so slightly, just like a clock.  He found himself sucking his pacifier in sync with the turns and regular intervals.  Turn.  Suck.  Turn.  Suck.  Turn.  Suck.
               Allison was focused solely on John.  She watched his eyes narrow as he watched with intensity at the screen.  The ear buds only blocked out certain frequencies emanating from the computer, and she listened to him suck on his pacifier, now at perfect intervals as John was mesmerized by the video.  She had an hour, and he now seemed ready for her to begin.
               “John” she said softly, watching as drool began to seep out of the corner of his mouth, dripping down his cheek onto this T-Shirt.  She smiled and got up to retrieve a bib from the drawer, John unfazed by her movement.  She sat back down next to him and tied his bib around his neck, then dabbing at the little spot on his shirt.  “I want you to listen to my voice John.”  He nodded slightly, still entranced by the screen, blinking only on occasion.  “You’re being a very good baby boy.  You like being a baby boy.  Your diapers feel so good and soft.  You love the way they hug your body, the feel of them on your crotch and thighs.  They make your penis feel so warm, your balls so comfortable.  You can make them feel even better when you wet your diaper.  You love wetting your diaper.  It feels so good.”  John was casually nodding in agreement, never taking his eyes off the screen.
               Allison continued saying things like this, positive statements reinforcing how good his diapers felt and how he loved wearing them.  How he loved being a baby, how he was a baby.  Then after a few minutes she began telling him something new.  “Now John what I’m about to tell you is very important, ok?  When you’re wearing your diapers tonight, I want you to feel very horny and aroused.  I want you to touch yourself in your diapers as much as possible.  I want you to feel slowly build up your arousal every time you touch yourself until you simply have to masturbate.  You love touching yourself through your diapers, putting pressure on yourself through your diapers.  Any way you can stimulate yourself through your diapers, you must try and do.”  As she said this she eyed a small white box on her nightstand and gave a wicked smile.  She continued talking to him like this for a long time, always reinforcing her message of touching himself in the diapers that he loved.
               After about thirty minutes, she checked her phone for the time.  Almost time now.  “John, pay attention to me now.”  That was all John was doing, that and focusing in on the amazing video in front of him.  “This next part of the video is very important.  This next part of the video is going to show a wonderful baby boy just like you and his wonderful mommy taking care of him.  When you watch it, I want you to imagine that it was you in the video.  That the woman in the video was your mommy.  Imagine how wonderful it would be if that was you and Molly making your own video just like the one on screen.”  Almost time…”Now watch.”
               The video suddenly changed.  The shapes and colors were gone, but John still watched intently.  He shifted slightly as a figured appeared on screen.  It was entirely dominated by Allison’s face.  She must have been in front of a camera, starting to record the video.  She looked off screen and then smiled into the camera before backing away.  As she moved further back, John could see she was standing in someone’s living room.  There was a couch and table in the back, some windows to a bright day.  On the floor however a man, probably around his mid-twenties, that John had never seen before.  He was lying contentedly…sucking on a pacifier.  He stared up at Allison as she walked towards him, fidgeting slightly with a look of anticipation on his face.  Allison’s body was still in the way of the rest of him, but when she got next to him she moved to the side, revealing that he was lying on a mat just like the one she had changed his diaper on earlier.  “Who’s my good little baby?” he heard the video Allison say in a tone reserved for infants.  He heard the man coo excitedly and watched him flap his arms.  “Dats right!  You’re my little baby!”
               John’s eyes widened as he watched the scene in front of him.  His dick had hardened into rock, but he was unaware of anything other than the video in front of him.  Allison smiled as she watched his reactions.  Video Allison bent down, getting on her knees at the feet of the man in front of her.  The man held up his knees and opened his legs as far as he could, holding them there as he waited.  “My my, baby sure has wet his diaper!  It’s time for a change.”  Allison opened up the diaper bag next to her and proceeded to get out all the necessary items to diaper the man in front of her.  She rubbed the front of the man’s diaper, and he balled his fists and closed his eyes as she did, enraptured by her touch.  She withdrew it, and opened up his wet diaper, preparing for the change.  As the diaper was removed and the man lie naked in front of her, John noticed something strange at his penis.  It appeared as though something was attached to it, and John had no idea what it was.
               On screen, Allison moved her hand towards the object, tapping what should have been his dick head, but John heard her nail and it sounded like she was tapping on glass.  He heard Allison hum to the man before saying, “We’ll need to take this off for cleaning.”  The man on screen breathed in deeply and seemed to freeze.  Allison smiled at him.  “How long has it been?  Must be nearly a month now…”  The man nodded vigorously.  Allison wore a look of amazement on her face, but her tone betrayed no element of surprise.  “Wow!  I can’t believe it’s been that long.” She rubbed his leg as she spoke to him, and he was clearly at the height of arousal.  “What do I have here?”  She pulled something from her neck, holding out some small object, but John couldn’t tell from the video.  The man lie still as she made a motion around her head, must have been a necklace of some sort.  She brought whatever it was up to his crotch and seemed to connect it to the object on his penis.  She held in there for a little while, rubbing near his crotch while she giggled at him.  “Since you’ve been such a good boy…” she made a motion and removed something from the man’s crotch.  She placed the objects that had been on his penis to the far side and out of view.  Within seconds John watched as the man’s penis grew in size, eventually becoming an erection all while never being touched.  Allison removed some wipes from the container and lightly cleaned up the man in the video, going through all the motions of a normal diaper change.  She finished by taping on a very thick diaper, offering encouraging words throughout.
               The man in the video was frozen, his eyes fixed firmly into Allison’s own.  She leaned towards him, and motioned for him to sit up, which he did eagerly.  Allison then positioned herself around him in a sitting motion so that he was leaning towards her, his back to her stomach.  They were facing the camera directly.  She moved her arms under him, his own hanging limply by his sides.  She kissed his neck from the side and moved her right hand to the front of his diaper.  “You’ve been a very good boy lately,” she began.  At the same time, she started feeling and tapping the front of his diaper where.  The man began to moan through his pacifier as she slowly massaged her fingers around the protruding section of the soft white exterior.  “My little baby has earned a reward, I think.”  The moan got louder and Allison’s hand appeared to be pushing harder into the diaper, moving up and down in a stroking motion.  She shushed him as she did it and he tried to become quieter, his moans turning into whimpers behind his pacifier.  With her free hand she moved up and removed it, an action that seemed to catch him off guard, but he quickly recovered and closed his eyes.  Allison was in his ear now, but still speaking so that the camera could hear.  “Does baby want to cum?”  “Yes mommy” was the soft response.  “Does baby promise to be a good boy for mommy?”  The man seemed on the verge of tears now, “I’ll be a good baby I promise mommy!”  Her hand was working harder than ever now, moving quickly from the exterior of the diaper up and down, pushing and massaging.  “Please mommy let me cum!  Please!”  The man was desperate, a pleading look of pleasure and anticipation on his face.  A sly grin formed on Allison’s face and she said the words, “Cum for mommy.”  A second later the man’s face contorted and his body jerked slightly, Allison holding him still.  His body was tense for about ten seconds before he collapsed back into her.  “Thank you mommy thank you mommy…thank…thank you mommy.”  Until she shushed him and rocked him in her arms.
               The video ended and the blue screen returned.  Allison spoke to John again.  “Didn’t he look like a happy baby?”  John nodded his head.  “And did she look like a happy mommy?”  John nodded.  “Don’t you want to be a happy baby boy?”  John nodded many times.  “And don’t you want Molly to be a happy mommy?”  Again, John nodded his agreement.  “All you have to do is be a good boy and obey and you will be a happy baby.”  John kept his nod going.
               “On the other hand,” Allison continued, “if you’re a bad baby who misbehaves, then you are punished and you don’t get to be a happy baby.”  Suddenly the screen changed again, and the same man appeared, this time in another room with only a bed and a wall in the video.  He was sitting on the bed wearing a diaper, his expression one of terror.  His eyes were red from crying, as the tears on his face showed.  “I’m s-sorry mommy!” he cried, looking just off camera.  Footsteps were heard and suddenly Allison appeared from behind, walking towards the man and the bed.  He was cowering in front of her, clearly afraid.  She grabbed him by the hair as she sat down next to him, ruthlessly dragging him across her until he was lying on his stomach, his diapered bottom right on the top of her thighs.  “You knew better than to misbehave!” his tears only interrupted by his sobs.  Her hands went to work, picking open the tapes on his diaper, flinging it open so the back laid down on the back of his thighs, his ass exposed.  She reached over and only then did John notice the wooden object to her left.  She took it into her hand as the man howled again.
               John only had a second to process it, but he knew what was coming.  SMACK!  The wooden paddle slammed into his backside, no mercy, just power.  More tears came, but right after them another SMACK! Landed across his backside.  He looked to be in agony as she reined blow after blow down on him.  It was a savage spanking that lasted a full three minutes.  By the end, the man was nothing but a whimpering mess in her lap, Allison’s stern face looking down at him in an awesome display of power.  “That’s another two weeks in your little cage, too.”  He just cried some more as she re-taped his diaper.  The last image was of him lying on the bed, diapered, crying into the comforter.  Back to the blue squares.
               Allison looked at John and was pleasantly surprised to find a few tears of his own had formed.  He must have really been feeling a connection.  “Now you know why you never want to be a bad boy.”  John just blinked some tears away as he nodded.  Allison checked her phone.  15 more minutes remained in this session.  “Ok,” she began, “You are to touch yourself.  You cannot help but touch yourself against your diaper.  Being told not to touch yourself makes you only want to do it more…”
               Twenty minutes later the two emerged from Allison’s room and into the kitchen.  Molly was just starting to bring some food to the table and she looked up and smiled when she saw a slight wink from Allison.  “So what were you guys up to?” she asked her boyfriend.  “Allison showed me these hilarious videos on YouTube,” John said with a smile.  “Really?  That’s cool.”  She kissed him on the cheek as John went to sit down in his chair.  He was absent-mindedly fiddling with his diaper, giving a little press here and there as he awaited his bib.  “John, keep your hands on the table,” Molly scolded as she brought Mommy’s Messy Eater across his chest, tying it behind him.  “Sorry Molly” he quickly said, bringing his hands up.  As Allison sat down a minute later, she smiled to herself as she watched John’s hand drop again to his crotch.  “Well” she asked the seated Molly.  “Would you like to feed him first, or should I?”

Ch. 9
               “John, I swear to God if you don’t stop sticking your hand down your diaper I’m going to kill you!”  Molly was taking the brief lapse in conversation while Allison went to the bathroom to excoriate John for his repeated inappropriate touching.  This was the fifth time she had said something.  “I’m sorry Molly, I just can’t help it!”  “What do you mean ‘you just can’t help it’?  You’re a grown man, stop acting like a little boy who can’t control himself.”  John could tell the anger was real, but his diaper was driving him crazy.  His dick was constantly rubbing against it, and the softness seemed to be magnified tenfold ever since dinner.  He couldn’t resist the urge to press against it or to slip a hand through.
               “I’ll try and stop but it just feels so good.”  John was a little surprised at his bluntness, but he felt a surprising sense of comfort discussing his diaper around Molly.  A smile flashed on her face for a second before she regained her stern face, and this time when she tried to speak firmly her voice lacked a sharp edge.  “Well you’ve got to hold off until we finish drinks at least.  We’ll go to bed before too long…and you’ve been such a good boy today you’re in for a treat.”  Welcome words for the erection bulging in his diaper.
               “Sorry guys these drinks are just running through me!” Allison popped through the door back onto the patio.  She had grabbed a refill while inside and sat down to reform the circle.  They had been enjoying drinks after their late dinner and were having a pleasant conversation around the pool.  “So where were we?  Oh yeah, I was telling you about my trip last summer to Vancouver!  I had originally gone up for the conference, but I had some free time on my hands so I decided to take a day and go out on a little day cruise…”
It was a nice story, but John was having trouble concentrating on it for obvious reasons.  He took another swig from his drink and listened on to their guest’s vacation story, but his hand soon found its way down to the front of his diaper.  He was a little buzzed by this point as he suspected they all were, so he was getting a bit careless.  A slight crinkling noise came from his direction and Molly shot over a look of fire.  Allison picked up on it too and stopped her sentence.  John immediately stopped and shifted in his seat before Allison continued.  “…So anyway, I was standing on the deck when all of a sudden” John felt the urge to pee.  He really didn’t feel like leaving and remembered his little “accident” earlier on in the day.  He could easily just do that again right?  Hell these two probably would love it if he did, and that would necessitate a change.  They would probably want to do it together again too and best of all they would have to touch his dick.  He was growing desperate for both forms of release.  Then he remembered he thought that would happen the first time, and all he got was a fresh diaper.  It would be the perfect excuse to get away for a couple of minutes so he could get a few strokes in too…
John interrupted, “excuse me just gotta run to the bathroom…”  He started to stand up when Molly reached over and put a hand on his knee.  “You’ve already got something for that, remember?”  Her face told him he wasn’t going anywhere.  Reluctantly he sat back down.  Allison added, “that’s a good boy.”  They were both looking at him expectantly.  He was a little annoyed that they were waiting on him expectantly to piss his diaper.  He looked at Allison, “I’m sorry for interrupting.”  Allison gave a little smirk then looked at Molly and continued her story.
John gave it a minute as he tried to relax.  He wasn’t nervous to wet himself in front of these two, but pissing with an erection is never easy to begin.  Finally he felt himself begin to let go and warmth spread across his crotch.  Both women had been stealing glances at his diaper since he had tried to leave, and now a slight smile appeared on Allison’s face as she took a couple extra seconds and slight pause in her story to watch his diaper begin to sag.  No one made any moves to change him immediately however, and Molly concealed a smile of her own behind her glass for an extended sip.
This feels great, John thought.  The warmth had added an extra dimension to his already increased sensitivity to his diaper.  His hand again ventured downward, where this time he spent a full ten seconds massaging the front of his diaper.  He was now fully aroused and the feelings of pleasure he got from touching himself were almost irresistible.  Molly interrupted him.  “We’ll change you in a few minutes baby.”  He moved his hand away and nodded his acknowledgement.  Rather than reassure him however he only wanted to touch himself more.  It felt great, there was simply no other reasoning for it.  He was sitting in between these two hot women who had been teasing him all day and he needed some relief.  His hand moved southward again.
This time he started on the outside, but quickly snuck a few fingers on the inside of his diaper.  The direct stimulation was electric.  He was pretty horny now and the mild buzz had taken away pretty much all inhibition.  His fingers were dancing on his penis, but it just wasn’t good enough.  As quietly as he could he moved his hand fully inside.  A slow stroke sent waves of pleasure up his spine.  He inhaled a little deeper and moved his hand again.  The feeling was overpowering.  He resolved to continue, oblivious to the world around him as he shut his eyes.
Allison was looking at Molly, seeing as she was the only one paying much attention to things outside of her pants.  “So by this point I’ve had a few drinks and the DJ starts playing one of my favorite songs, which, you know how that goes.”  The two women laughed a bit before she continued.  “So that guy I had seen earlier notices me out there busting a little move-“  A slight moan interrupted her.  She looked over at John and her heart jumped a bit in excitement.  Eyes closed, his hand was buried in his diaper, moving up and down clearly jacking himself off.  She looked to Molly, whose mouth was agape.  Molly started to breathe in, ready for an angry yell, but Allison made a noise to stop her.  Molly looked at her friend and saw the look she was giving, telling her not to do anything.  Molly closed her mouth and played along, the two of them watching John in his uncontrolled state.
He was so close now.  The feeling of his warm diapers, his hand running up and down his dick, surrounded by soft protection, was amazing.  He was finally getting the relief he had wanted since dinner.  He was humming softly to himself as he approached orgasm.  His diapers felt so good.  He loved wearing them.  The wetness had only enhanced that good feeling.  He was so close now.  He thought of Molly kissing him on the couch.  Allison taping up his fresh diaper.  The memories were so vividly sweet.  Then he imagined a new scenario.  He saw himself sitting on the changing mat, Molly behind him, holding him.  Then she morphed into Allison, sitting behind him and holding his body.  She was the one reaching into his diaper now.  Telling him he was being a good boy, such a good boy.  She told him he could cum.  He could hear her voice, “cum for mommy”.  He exploded and let out a deep moan.  It had been an amazing orgasm.  He felt the comfort of his diaper absorbing it all and he let out a deep sigh to relax.
He had truly been in his own world the past couple of minutes, flying high on cloud 9…but now he came crashing back to earth, hard.  He opened his eyes and looked at the shocked expressions on the faces of the women in front of him.  Allison simply had her mouth open, a look of shock with a side of disgust at the scene in front of her.  Molly on the other hand looked apoplectic.  There could be no attempt to even remotely hide what he had been doing, his hand was still plunged into his wet diaper!  He wore a look of horror at what he knew was coming.
“What…the…FUCK JOHN!?”  It was Molly, sounding a voice of anger John had never encountered before, a voice he didn’t know she could make.  Her face was nothing but rage to John, but inside she was excited.  She had been following Allison’s lead on this one and she had told her where this might end up, would this be how it happened?  Regardless, she was taking this opportunity to drag John through the dirt all the way to the doghouse.  Any position to make him more accustomed to his new place.
“Molly…I…I…” John couldn’t even understand himself why he had just jacked off, in a wet diaper, in front of these two…on the patio, no less.  He had just been consumed by lust and sensation.  It was Allison who finished his sentence for him.  “You have just been a very, very bad boy.”  He would never have guessed her inner excitement from the look of disappointment on her face.  “Take your hand out of your fucking diaper!” Molly yelled.  She was standing up now, and he quickly yanked it out.  There were traces of cum on his fingers and the damp feeling of piss on his hand.  Both women let out grunts of disgust at his impropriety.  “Go wash your hands!” Molly commanded, “and don’t touch anything else!”  John scrambled to his feet and headed for the bathroom as quickly as he could, embarrassed beyond belief.  It was a shame that he felt the most from all things…disobedience.  He was hurrying to obey his girlfriend now to get rid of that feeling more than anything else.
Once John had gotten inside, Molly turned to her friend, making sure he had disappeared in the house before speaking.  “Oh my God, is that what you were doing while I was making dinner?”  Allison could barely contain her joy.  “I had no idea it would be that successful!  He’s taking to my suggestions better than I could have hoped for!”  The girls shared a moment of excitement at this latest development before strategizing their next move.  “Ok when we go inside, remember to really drive home your disappointment,” Allison advised.  “Oh don’t worry that should be easy,” Molly responded.  “Let’s change his diaper and then I plan on giving him a spanking.”  “Actually…” Allison tenderly suggested, “I have another idea that I think this is the perfect time to implement.”  “You mean?”  “Yes.”  The girls laughed menacingly as they stood up to deal with their bad little boy.
While the girls were scheming, John was in the bathroom furiously scrubbing his hands, trying to wipe away a shame that would simply not come out with a wash.  He couldn’t believe what he had just done, how embarrassed he was at the indiscretion.  The question he kept asking was why?  Why had he just lost himself in the moment and done that?  He turned off the faucet and looked into the mirror.  He was standing there in a t-shirt and a diaper.  A piss-soaked, cum-filled diaper.  Yet in spite of all of that he wasn’t even phased by his appearance, he was only thinking of ways to rectify his standing with Molly and Allison.  He would do anything to please Molly, of course, but even Allison who he had only met today he wanted to restore his relationship with.  She was so cool and one of Molly’s friends.  He resolved to do whatever it took.
From the bathroom he heard the back door slam shut.  “John!”  It was Molly beckoning him to the den.  Immediately he dried his hands and exited the bathroom.  He made the fateful walk into the den to find the girls standing, arms crossed, waiting by the couch.  He started towards them before Molly held up a hand to stop him.  “Crawl.  I want you to crawl over here like the uncontrolled baby you are.”  He dropped to his hands and knees and started over, crawling until he was at their feet.  With all the strength he could muster he looked up at them, the powerful women staring down at the man in front of them, waiting on what would happen to him next.
“What do you have to say for yourself?”  John didn’t know what he could possibly say to Molly’s question that would be appropriate.  “I’m sorry,” he said.  Molly scoffed at him, the women unmoved.  “You’re sorry…yeah, you should be.  But that’s not good enough.  You’re going to be punished for acting like such a child.”  John felt pretty low, but now he knew they would correct him.  “But first,” she continued, “you’re going to apologize to Allison for your disgusting little display.  Go on!”  John turned his attention to Allison, her face firm.  “I’m so sorry Allison.  I don’t know what came over me.  That was so inappropriate.”  “You were being such a good boy today, John,” Allison said.  “I’m very disappointed in your behavior tonight.”  John was on the verge of tears.  “I thought you had more control than that, but I see I was very wrong about you.  You’re gonna have to work to show me that you’re the good boy I saw earlier today.  Can you do that?”  “Yes!” John exclaimed in a breaking voice, a single tear running down his cheek.  “I’ll do anything to show you I’m a good boy!”  “We’ll see about that.”
Molly sat down on the couch, still crossing her arms.  “The first thing we’ll have to do is get that disgusting diaper off you.  Allison would you be kind enough to get your diaper bag?”  “Of course,” Allison said before walking to her room.  When it was just the two of them, Molly spoke to her diaper-clad boyfriend, sitting at her feet with a sad look on his face.  He sniffed and Molly just shook her head.  “How could you embarrass me like that in front of my friend?”  John hung his head and managed a “I don’t know.  I’m so sorry.”  Molly’s disappointment was strong on her face.  “You know, I was hoping I would be able to give you that nice surprise we talked about tonight.”  She leaned in towards him, stroking his hair with her hand while he sat frozen, loving every second of her touch.  “I had thought that with such a nice dinner we would have a few drinks by the pool, get everyone relaxed then maybe…well, Allison’s an adventurous girl…we had discussed a threesome…”  John’s eyes were wide, holding out hope that maybe that could somehow still happen.  Then Molly’s softening eyes hardened again.  “But you just couldn’t control yourself.  You just couldn’t wait thirty more minutes to get off.  I told you to stop touching yourself.  I told you all you had to do was obey and you’d be rewarded.”  She withdrew her hand and leaned back into the couch, crossing her arms.  “Now you’ve shot your little load.  You’ve chosen to cum in your diaper instead of my sweet, hot, wet pussy.  So disappointing.”  John just hung his head in shame, the bitter taste of shattered fantasy in his mouth.
They heard Allison’s footsteps as she came back into the room, her face stern as she approached the man on the ground.  She dropped the changing pad with a thud, unfolding it with a kick.  The diaper bag was next, plopping to the ground next to it.  John looked at them with resignation.  But then she moved toward the couch, carefully placing a small white box on the seat before she backed up and looked down at him.  “Well?” she barked, waiting on him to get into position.  He quickly moved onto the changing pad, lying down and staring at the ceiling.  “Take off your shirt.”  John quickly sat up for a moment, ripping off his t-shirt.  He was left naked with the exception of his diaper.  Allison started to move down to change him, but Molly stopped him.  “Wait,” she said to Allison, “I’ll do it.  I don’t want you to have to clean up his mess.”  Allison stood back up, moving to acquiesce.  Molly stood up off the couch and got on her knees at John’s feet.
He looked up into her disappointed eyes, glancing over her shoulder where Allison stood, arms crossed.  Molly moved her hand, ripping hard the tapes on either side of him, flinging the diaper open.  She gave a grunt of faux-disgust at him, driving home his feelings of embarrassment and shame.  “Up” she commanded, removing the diaper from underneath him.  He couldn’t bear to look at her as she wiped him, only cleaning surface stains.  As she reached to grab another diaper, Allison stopped her, placing a hand on her shoulder.  “Hold on just a minute Molly,” she politely asked before turning her attention to John.  “John, do you really want to prove to us that you can be a good boy?”  “Yes!” he exclaimed, eager to hear what she was about to ask of him.  Allison smiled.  “Good.”
Allison slowly walked around Molly and sat on the couch.  She picked up the white box next to her and placed it on her lap, filling John with questions about what it might be.  Allison looked down at him directly in the eye.  “I’ve brought something here with me that will help you never lose control again like you did tonight.”  John was excited, what could she mean?  Allison softened her face, allowing a warm little smile appear.  “John,” she said softly, “You didn’t do that because deep down you’re a bad boy, did you?”  John shook his head quickly back and forth.  “You didn’t do that because you wanted to disobey Molly and I, did you?”  Again, John shook his head, desperately wanting her to believe him.  “You did it because your diapers felt soooo good, didn’t they?”  John nodded in agreement.  She understood!  Allison smiled again.  “I know they do baby.  That’s why Molly and I want you to wear them all the time, because they feel so good, and we want you feel good all the time.”  John was so happy to hear her say this, he now had hope for relief!
“But there’s just one problem,” Allison’s tone now sounded grim.  John stopped dead in his tracks.  “If you can’t control yourself when you’re wearing your diapers like a good little boy, how can we trust you not to have nasty little accidents like what you just did?  Can you be a good baby for us?”  John couldn’t take it anymore he had to show them he would be good, that he wanted to be good.  “I will!  I’ll be a good baby I promise!”  His voice was straining with the emotion, he simply couldn’t be rejected by these two.
Now it was Allison’s turn to look strained.  “Oh baby I want to believe you, I really do.  We know you’re a good little boy, but you also just let us down.”  John threw his head back and let out a burst of tears, pounding his fists on the floor as he shifted on the changing mat.  “I’m sorry!  I’m sorry I was such a bad boy, please, it won’t happen again!  I promise I’ll be good!”  Allison sounded as stressed as she could while still remaining controlled, “I don’t want it to happen again either, but we have to make sure it doesn’t happen again.  We have to make sure you can control yourself like a good baby, don’t you agree?”  “Yes!” John cried.  “Please, make me a good baby!”  Allison shushed him and grabbed his hand.  Molly patted his knee.  “It’s ok John, it’s ok,” Allison said, “if you agree to let us make you into a good baby, I’ll forgive you.”  “Yes” John exclaimed, calming down.  “Make me a good baby.”  Allison looked into his eyes a smiled a warm, comforting smile.  “That’s a good baby.”
She opened the top of her box, reaching inside where John couldn’t see.  “I’ve got something for you” you said, pulling out none other than his pacifier.  John’s eyes lit up with joy.  Allison shushed him again and said, “calm down baby, we’re gonna help you in just a second” as she popped the pacifier in his mouth.  Allison’s comforting words and the rhythmic sucking of his pacifier made John feel a thousand times better than when he entered the room.  He was so relieved they were going to help him.  He was so happy they were going to help him be a good baby.
Allison stood up, holding the box in her hand.  She slowly walked around and got on her knees next to Molly.  Best of all, John noticed that Molly no longer seemed upset.  She had an excited yet firm look on her face…a welcome relief from the mass disappointment there only minutes before.  “Put your legs down sweetie” Allison instructed, and John lowered his knees so he was completely prostrate, his feet wide of both women, naked as the day he was born.  She put the white box in between his knees, and still he was unable to see inside, even when he tilted his head downward.  “Just look up at the ceiling baby and concentrate on you pacifier.  I wanna hear your suckling like a good little baby, ok?”  John lowered his head back and looked up, obeying like a good baby.  That made him feel good.  He could hear light objects being removed from the box and placed on the changing mat.  His curiosity was aroused.  “Are you sure it will fit?  It looks small,” he heard Molly ask.  “If the measurements you sent me are correct this should be perfect,” Allison answered.
Suddenly he felt someone’s hands on his balls, gently securing them in one hand, pulling on them slightly.  He became perfectly still, completely obedient to the woman’s powerful grip.  “Don’t worry, Allison’s not gonna hurt you,” he heard Allison say.  Then he felt one testicle go through a hoop of some sort, plastic by the feel of it, then the other right behind it.  They were squeezed a little before he felt the hoop move upwards, touching his gooch and going over his penis, down to the base of the shaft.  He was fighting the urge to look down, but he knew now was not the time to disobey.  “Can you hand me the other part?”  Allison asked Molly before giving a quick, “thanks”.  John then felt something on the tip of his penis.  It was moving upwards, a tube of some kind, pushing past then connecting to the original hoop.  He felt it touching other parts of his penis, giving him a mildly constricting feel.  “Ok now for the finishing touch.”  He heard something hit and felt a little shock through the constricting plastic before a click sounded and he felt Allison’s hands leave his crotch.  “Ok baby,” he heard Allison say in a very pleased voice, “you can look down now.”
John shifted in sit up on his elbows, looking down at his naked body.  Except he was no longer naked, well technically anyway.  His penis was surrounded by a clear plastic tube almost exactly as long as his dick, with maybe a centimeter to spare.  It was attached to another clear plastic ring that ran around and underneath his balls, firmly keeping them out beneath the plastic tube.  At the base of the device, a small golden masterlock was secured, holding it all together.  He looked from it to the women’s faces at his feet.  Allison was beaming at him, a huge smile on her face and a frightening glean in her eyes.  Molly was enraptured with his penis, studying it as she reached out and touched it with her own hand.  “It’s amazing,” she said to Allison.  Allison looked at John.  “It’s a chastity belt.  It makes sure that good little boys don’t become bad little boys by ensuring they don’t lose control and become naughty.”
John didn’t really know how to react.  He was glad that now they seemed to be happy with him again.  They seemed to finally be getting over his embarrassing moment a half hour earlier, but at the same time...He moved a hand down towards the device, slowly reaching until he made contact with it.  The plastic was hard, and the lock was cold and strong.  When he touched his penis, he couldn’t feel it at all.  He pulled on the tube, but it only moved the whole thing by pulling on his balls.  He didn’t think he would be able to slip it off.
“No no no,” Allison stated in a pleasant, almost sing-song tone.  “No more touching for baby.”  She stroked his leg up and down, giving him a pleasant smile.  Molly gave a squeal of excitement.  “Now I won’t need to tell you to obey sweetie.  You won’t have a choice!”  They both spent a few seconds smiling down at him.  “So John, aren’t you glad we’re helping you be a good baby?”  Molly asked.  Slowly John nodded his head, then more vigorously he moved it up and down, a happy tear running down his face.  “Awwww” both girls responded.  John held out both arms, wanting the comfort of a hug.  “What a sweet baby” Allison said as she leaned forward to meet him, Molly right at her side.  Both girls were practically lying on his sides as the three of them shared a hug.  John let his pacifier drop from his mouth.  “I’m so sorry.  Do you forgive me Allison?  Do you forgive me Molly?”  Molly hugged him tight.  “Of course we do sweetie.  We know you didn’t mean to be a bad baby.”  John gave a smile of relief, happy tears on his face.  Allison planted a little kiss on his forehead, saying “Even the best baby boys can’t resist touching themselves in their diapers.  But don’t worry, we’re here to make sure you never do anything like that ever again.”  The three of them gave one last squeeze on the changing pad before the ladies sat back up and moved back down to his feet.
Each one of them looked at the chastity device, nice and snug on his penis, before Molly finally reached into the diaper bag.  She slid a very thick diaper under him, being sure to add lots of baby powder before bringing it up and taping him shut.  There was a small bulge where the chastity device protruded, tucked away safely under the thick white surface.
“Oh I almost forgot,” Allison stated, still riding a happy wave of pleasant emotion.  “Here you go Molly.”  She took from the box a long gold chain, its only attachment a small golden key.  She pulled out another for herself.  Both women put it over their heads, new necklaces with keys that only they could use.  They each smiled, holding it over in their hands before eyes John hungrily and giggling.
“Well,” Molly started, “It’s late and I think we’ve all had quite enough fun for one day.”  Then she looked at John with a faux-serious face.  “You have to go to bed first, baby.”  They all giggled at that one.  John sat up, his diaper crinkling underneath him, the feel of the chastity belt denying that comfortable press against the diaper.  He reached over and hugged Molly tightly, giving her a kiss.  She gave him a long one back, holding him close.  “Goodnight Molly” he said as they broke away.  “Don’t I get a hug?”  Allison asked with a smile.  John moved and embraced her as well.  When they were finished he started to stand but Molly swiped at his leg.  “I remember tell you to crawl little boy.”  “Sorry Molly,” John said.  “That’s another thing baby, from now on I want you to call me ‘Mommy’, ok?”  John smiled, “ok…Mommy.  Mommy Molly.”  She smiled.  “Yes baby, Mommy Molly.”
He started to crawl off towards her bedroom, picking his pacifier off the mat.  Molly interrupted him, “and another thing.  You’re to call Allison ‘Nanny’ or ‘mistress’…she’s now your special friend too.  You can start by telling her goodnight.”  John looked at Allison, who gave him an approving look.  “Goodnight Nanny Allison.”  “Good night baby, I hope you have sweet dreams.”  He popped in his pacifier as he crawled across the den and out of sight.  When they heard the door shut to the bedroom, the two just looked at each other, marveling at themselves.
“Well I don’t think today could have gone any better,” Molly confessed.  “Neither do I,” Allison concurred.  Molly yawned, then with a more serious look asked.  “So I just play starting with “File 1”?  “Correct.  And don’t forget to put these on.”  Allison reached into the box and pulled out two small black earbuds.  “Don’t worry they won’t fall out while you sleep, I’ve used them before.”  Then she chuckled, “I’d hate to have you wake up tomorrow morning wanting to obey my commands and wear a diaper.”  Molly laughed at that herself.  “Then I hope you’re right about them not falling out!”
The two of them started to get up and pack up the baby items scattered around the room.  “We’ll need to get up kind of early.  For a Saturday at least.  Movers are coming around 10.”  “That’s exciting.”  “I know I can’t wait.  I’m excited to wake up and change a diaper.”  Allison laughed.  “We’ll see if you’re saying that six months from now.”  Molly just smiled confidently and said, “I’m sure I will.  I’m sure I will.”  Just as they were about to depart for their separate rooms Molly looked at Allison and said, “Thank you.  For all your help.  This is truly amazing.”  Allison nodded her head and said, “don’t thank me just yet.  By the end of this weekend…then we’ll know for sure.”  The two women turned and headed for their rooms.
When Molly walked into her bedroom, she found John already lying there asleep, a pronounced bump underneath the covered surrounded his crotch.  His peaceful face sucked contentedly on a pacifier, the picture of what she wanted her boyfriend to be.  With an adoring smile she took off her clothes and put them in the laundry basket, careful to remove two small items from the pocket before putting them inside.  She put them in as she took off her earrings then pressed play on her dresser speaker.  Though it would be almost entirely inaudible to anyone consciously listening for it, Allison’s voice filled the room.  She repeated special words over and over, with only John’s ears to hear.

Ch. 10
               John woke up, nearly instantly wide awake.  Sunlight was pouring into Molly’s bedroom, and the warm feeling had coaxed him into the day.  He must have overslept, given how much light was in the room.  He shifted around in around on the bed, the feeling in his diaper was damp, and he knew underneath the covers his diaper was wet.  He pulled back the covers and moved to get off the bed, putting his feet on the carpet before quickly dropping to his hands and knees.  As he moved toward the door to the hallway his crinkling diaper swayed back and forth with his shifting hips, providing the only other sound than the soft suckling of his pacifier and noise from rubbing knees and hands on carpet.
               He reached up and turned the doorknob, opening it to reveal the hallway in front of him.  He crawled down the hall and into the den.  He didn’t hear anyone else in the house and had found no one in the den.  A look toward the kitchen revealed no one there either.  Where was Mommy and Mistress?  As he continued advancing on his hands and knees further into the den, his curiosity shifted towards the object to the left of the couch, near the TV.  It was a large cube, only it was made of bars he could see through, with padding on the floor.  It had no top either, but from John’s position on the floor it appeared it wouldn’t need one, given how high it seemed to go.  He crawled over to it and touched the bar, feeling its strength.
               He heard the front door open and close along with the sound of someone walking into the house.  When the footsteps entered the den they stopped.  “Do you like your new playpen sleepy-head?”  It was Mistress Allison, hand on her hips, with a happy smirk on her face.  John turned and looked back at the new addition to the house before looking at her again and slowly nodding his head uneasily.  Allison walked over and squatted down so she was just above eye level and looking down at him, her breasts teasingly close to John’s face.  She reached over and ruffled his hair.  “I bet you do sweetie.”
               They heard the door open and shut again, followed by Molly’s voice.  “Finally the movers are gone!” she exclaimed.  “Why don’t we go ahead and wake hi- oh hi baby!  I’m glad to see you are awake!”  Molly lit up as she saw John examining the latest addition to the house.  She walked over to the two of them and bent down to give John a kiss on the cheek.  “Does baby wike his big owle new pway pen?” she asked with eager eyes and a baby-talk voice.  John felt a rush when she spoke that way to him that made him get a big smile behind his pacifier.  He eagerly nodded his head and let out an involuntary giggle.  Molly turned and glanced at Allison with a face of excited wonder and mouthed a silent oh my God before turning back and telling John, “I’m so glad you like it cutie!” before kissing him again on the forehead.
               “Why don’t we leave him to explore his new space while we finish up his surprise?” Allison suggested.  “What do you think baby boy, do you wanna try out your new space?” Molly asked in an excited tone.  Eagerly John shook his head up and down, sending small drops of saliva flying from the intersection of his pacifier and the tight seal of his lips.  “Ok den,” Molly cooed as she opened the side gate and led him inside, hands and knees leading his raised diapered bottom.  Molly gave it a little squeeze as he cleared the gate.  Once inside he turned around to watch the two women close it behind him, leaving anything outside of his 6x6 confines to be obscured by strong wooden bars. 
“Does the padding feel good baby?”  Molly asked.  John gave her a nod as he felt the softness underneath his knees.  Mistress Allison piped up next.  “Oh I almost forgot sweetie, I got you a present for when you’re inside here.”  Disappearing for a moment into the kitchen she returned with the essentials any good baby had to have in his play pen, one standard issue (albeit larger than usual) rattle and a teddy bear.  “Now you be a good boy and think of a name for your new friend here, ok sweetie?”  Allison instructed as she squeezed the toys through the bars into his waiting hands.  “What do you say to Mistress Allison?”  Molly asked him.  “Fank you mistwiss,” John responded through his pacified mouth.  “You’re very welcome sweetie.  Now you have fun while Mommy and get ready to show you your surprise!”  With that the two ladies saved the cute image of John looking at his new teddy bear before turning and going down the hall, their day already off to a wonderful start.
               With his mommy and his mistress leaving him alone for the time being, John looked up from his new teddy at his surroundings.  He was in the den, just to the side of the TV and in close distance to the couch.  He saw how the bars towered toward the ceiling, looking to be at least as high as his neck if he stood up…and for some reason he really didn’t feel like standing up.  He liked being on the ground.  That was where babies belonged.  On their hands and knees and bottoms.  That was an odd thought, he considered, but just as quickly as it came he moved on.  No matter, he wanted to explore his new crib.
               He crawled to the edge before moving around the perimeter.  All the angles of his new domain were considered and the perimeter thoroughly established before he arrived back at the gate.  He reached his hand out to feel the wooden bars between his fingers.  It was sturdy and smooth.  Someone had taken care to make sure these wouldn’t budge anytime soon.  He stuck his hand, then his arm through the bars.  He could get to his bicep before his skin began to be pinched.  Withdrawing that, he moved back to the center of his pen to play with his new toys.
               He heard music coming through the wall in an unrecognizable melody.  Mommy and Nanny Allison must be in the second guest bedroom.  That was strange, he thought that was just for storage…oh well, he didn’t care he had more important things to consider.  He thought hard about what his new bear should be named.  James?  No…what about Phillip?  That wasn’t right either.  Mr. Bear, what is your name?  He wondered.  Then it popped into his head.  Billy.  Billy the bear.  It was perfect!  He hugged his bear and held it under his arm as he moved to pick up his rattle.  He gave it a good shake and heard the beads inside rattle around making a pleasant noise.  What fun he was having.
               He crawled over to the edge of the playpen and began dragging his rattle across the bars, watching it bounce from one to the next.  Faster and faster he went, making infantile music of his own, even causing himself to laugh a little bit as he did it.  But suddenly something went very wrong.  He pushed a little too hard as he started up a new line, causing the head of the rattle to slip forward, between the bars, as his fingers collided with the wood, they released the handle, sending it tumbling out on the floor of the den.  He lunged forward to catch it as it bounced, sending as much of his arm as he could through the bars and pressing his face in-between another pair of bars as well, his cheeks not allowing his head passage.  “No!” he squealed involuntarily, turning his mistake into a tragedy.  As the word passed over his lips they also let loose betrayal, failing to keep his pacifier contained.
               He watched in horror as the paci sailed into the air, crashing onto the floor and bouncing feet away.  A sensation like panic gripped him as he realized what was lost.  “No no no no no no!” he cried, finding it hard to keep control of himself.  He strained, stretching his hand as far as it would go…but to no avail.  The pacifier was out of reach.  Tears formed in the corners of his eyes as he despirately thought of a solution.  The pacifier was slightly closer, so he reached for it.  His fingertips were inches away and he pushed harder…barely grazing the end of the handle.  Just a little more…almost…finally he succeeded in getting the tip of his middle finger on the end and began to pull.  Carefully he dragged it back towards the pen, eventually allowing two fingers on it before securing it firmly in his grasp.  This would add a solid 8 inches to his reach…maybe even a foot.  He had to try.
               Reaching through the bars once more he used the rattle like a claw, trying to shovel in his true prize.  But it was just short.  He moved his fingers down the handle, only his fingertips were on the end now.  He reached for the pacifier again…the end of the rattle was almost touching it as he focused harder.  The ends made contact, and the pacifier wiggled slightly with the touch.  John raised the rattle to try again, his grip so insecure, again he couldn’t get the pacifier to move closer towards him.  He raised a third time…only to have the hard plastic slip from his fingers again, sending the rattle rolling away from him, past the pacifier.  John immediately exploded with emotion.
               He was so upset…his comforter, his paci was missing along with his new toy.  He cried out for mommy, for mistress, but no one came to help him.  The music!  It was too loud and the walls to thick for them to hear!  At this realization he flung himself onto the padding and christened it with his tears.  Why did this have to happen?  He wet himself as he let it all go.  He lay there pounding the padding, stopping only to hold his bear close.  He sat up and rocked back and forth on his diaper, the warm wetness spreading with every move.  He stuck his thumb in his mouth to nurse that, a poor substitute.  His cries were softened by this but he sniffled still as the tears became slower.
               Then he noticed a new sensation.  Restriction.  Not of his person, he was already well aware of that fact, but of something else.  His pee pee was trying to get hard, but the plastic tube surrounding it wouldn’t allow that to happen.  He shifted uncomfortably and moved a hand to the front of his diaper, pushing into it and accomplishing nothing but a shift of the tube.  He started to get frustrated by this, but he could feel the horniness building.  He felt so helpless and infantile.  He remembered he wanted to be a good boy but Mistress Allison’s device was making his pee pee frustrated.  He furrowed his brow as he pressed into his crotch again.  Why did he have to do this in order to be a good boy?  This was mean of them.  He would have to talk to Molly about this later.  Where was she anyway?  He was confused.
               He sat there for a few more minutes as his confusion got worse.  He felt like his mind was in a voluntary fog.  He wanted to be a good boy, but a small voice seemed to say something was wrong.  He considered the bars and how babies needed playpens.  They’ve locked you in place.  That was a nasty thought, but his crying had stopped.  He had a curious look on his face.  I’m a good baby.  You’re a grown man.  He was trying so hard to remember something…but it was so hard.  He wanted so much to just relax and play with Billy his new Bear…it’s a child’s toy.  He needed to get out and go see Molly, to ask her what was wrong, but the bars were too immobile.  Stand up and try to climb out of there!  He felt so anxious about standing, like he was disobeying someone if he did.  YOU HAVE TO GET UP!  He grabbed the railing and unsteadily raised himself to his feet.  He felt nervous but at the same time it wasn’t so bad.  What was he doing again?  They were up to his neck, but he could see over the thick railing and the room beyond.  You have to climb over.  You have to get out of here before they come back.  He felt sick to his stomach, but he didn’t know why as he reached for the top railing.  GO!  He gave a weak attempt at a jump.  He felt so weak for some reason.
               Suddenly he hear the music stop.  A panicked fear ran through him for reasons he almost understood.  He heard a door open and footsteps behind.  Molly and Allison would be there in seconds.  “I hope baby’s having fun!” he heard Molly’s cheerful voice sing from the hallway.  He dropped to his knees.  No!  Now’s your chance!  But the voice was smaller now, fading.  More confusion.  Molly and Allison appeared with smiles on their faces as they rounded the corner, but quickly they turned to frowns.  “What’s the matter baby?”  Molly asked.  John was so confused.  He gave another sniffle and some tears appeared as he felt apprehensive for some reason.  “Oh poor thing did you drop your rattle…and your paci!?”  Mistress Allison quickly moved to pick that up and bring it to John’s face, holding it out in front of him.  She had a concerned look on her face as she impatiently told him, “come now baby, in goes your paci.”  John opened his mouth to accept…but hesitated to accept it into his mouth, looking warily up at the commanding woman sticking her hand through his bars into her dominant eyes.  You can’t let that in your mouth.  The little voice was rising now.  A surge of confidence fighting back. 
He had backed away maybe an inch and closed his lips just a fraction when she shoved it in.  Involuntary reflexes kicked in as his lips sealed themselves around the rubber bulb.  His face relaxed almost immediately, and the faint inner screaming he had felt momentarily faded completely away.  Allison’s hand tussled his hair and a smile reappeared on his face.  “Fank you mistwess awison” he absent-mindedly responded.  She smiled, but her look of concern did not fully fade.  “It’s important something like that doesn’t happen again,” she said to Molly.  “Can it…can it lessen the hypnosis?” Molly asked in a hushed voice.  “If he has any fight left in him, that’d be when it comes out,” Allison explained.  “No matter, I’ve got the perfect solution for that problem.  I usually only use it on naughty boys who can’t help but scream too much during a spanking, but a pacifier that can be tied around his head will work to keep little John here in this state as well.”  She moved down to John’s eye level, his content face too focused on the fresh waves of pleasure from his sucking to even pay attention to mistress’ words.  “Don’t worry John,” she said with a smile, “we’ll make sure you stay nice and babied for a long, long time.”
John just sat there looking at her pretty face through the bars.  He was so happy he was a good boy for her.  He looked down at her cleavage through the bars and felt the pressure in his crotch.  He shifted in his seat to compensate, drawing Molly’s attention.  “Oh Allison he’s wet!” Molly exclaimed as she opened the gate to let her baby out.  “Come on baby let’s go get you changed so you can see your new surprise!”
As he crawled behind them through the den and into the hallway, their gorgeous asses filling his view (and causing another push against his cage), he only briefly found it odd they weren’t going to Allison’s bedroom for his change.  Instead they continued down the hall to the locked storage bedroom at the other end.  She turned the key and opened the door, stepping inside and looking down at him with a huge smile as he crawled in.  A faint child-like tune greeted him as he felt the carpet underneath.
“It’s your very own nursery John!”  Molly exclaimed, watching his eyes travel around the room.  Toys overflowing the toy box…a gigantic raised crib, complete with mobile…”Come on baby let’s try out your new changing table!”  Molly said as she pulled his shirt.  It was all a lot for John to process, but as he crawled across the blue carpet below him, he felt happiness inside him and not a worry in his head.

