Bills Lesson

Chapter One - The Seeds are Sown

Bill was sat at home on this warm day in early August, he had run out of things to do again. It was a common problem for Bill, he was an owner of a mid-size store that was doing pretty well financially and as such he was able to take time off pretty much whenever he liked. One of the perks of owning the place, for his staff though, the rules were different.
Bill was known as being a rather hard to please boss to his employees and Bill knew it, he liked it that way, Bill felt that his staff were kept in line by the fear that they would lose their jobs if they messed up. To Bill this was a good way to get his employees operating at maximum efficiency. It might seem bad to some people but Bill believed respect through fear was as good as respect gained any other way.
Bill wasn't a cruel man by any means, but he was a man who knew how to get things done. Whilst other stores had gone out of business around him, victims of the large corporations and mega stores that had sprung up, Bills store had gone from strength to strength and Bill put that down to his leadership of the store.
Currently though, Bill was sitting at home with not much to do, he had left work early that afternoon, something he did fairly often whenever he got the chance. He had an assistant manager who would take over command of the shop whilst he was gone, and Bill would just drive off and do whatever he wanted whilst he was away.
Today was one of those days, Bill had gone home at lunch time and taken a warm shower, washing away his dealings with the people at the store and getting into the mood for another relaxing afternoon at home.
[bookmark: _GoBack]As Bill stepped out of the shower and started drying himself with the towels he had brought with him he pressed a button on his cell phone to check for any new messages and saw that he hadn't received any.
Bill frowned slightly, he had one person he was hoping would message him more than any other. He thought back for a moment, reminiscing of the day he had finally plucked up the courage to ask out, what he thought was, the woman of his dreams.
---
It had been just a couple of months ago, Bill was sitting bored in his office at work and hoping to be given a reason to leave early. He was absent mindedly doodling on a piece of paper when his assistant, John Carver, had knocked and entered the room.
"Hey boss, I need to take this paperwork to the bank before closing." John said holding up a wad of paper.
"Oh hey! Don't worry about it, I've got it." Replied Bill, he could kill two birds with one stone here. This was both a great opportunity for him to leave work early and also gave him an excuse to go to the bank. A place that recently became much more interesting to Bill, a place that Bill was keen to visit if and when the chance arose.
"You sure?" John asked rather incredulous, it wasn't like Bill to volunteer for work he thought to himself.
"Oh yeah, don't worry about it." Bill replied with a big grin on his face. He acted the part of the boss happy to help his employee but Bill had ulterior motives.
Bill had a good reason for the grin, the last few months when he had visited the bank for either business or personal reasons he had seen a woman behind the business counter and he could not get this woman out of his head.
Bill snatched the folder of papers out of Johns hand and headed for the coat rack beside his office door. This would be the perfect opportunity to meet this enchanting lady Bill thought to himself.
In his younger days Bill had been quite the hit with the ladies, but as time went on Bill had found himself falling out of favor, he had started finding it harder and harder to find a woman. He wasn't helped by his advancing years and his expanded waistline. He had pushed past 40 years old a few years ago and as the years added on, so did the pounds. He was a large guy, the years he had lived through had taken their toll. Whereas once he was able to go out and drink what he wanted or eat what he wanted were well and truly over at this point and he lacked the discipline to make the necessary changes in his life.
Although his partying days were over, Bill couldn't stand the music in clubs these days, his womanizing spirit lived on. He had still sought out the attention of women even if he found it harder to get these days. He felt this was a problem on the womans part though, if they couldn't see what a catch he was then it was there loss.
What he had in weight he lacked in height. Though not the shortest person in the World by any means he always felt like he was a few inches shorter than most of the people he met. At 5'5" he was a little shorter than average, not by much but just enough that he often felt a little self conscious when standing next to other people who were taller.
With his coat thrown on and the folder of documents in his hand he headed out of the office, through the stores back room and out to his car in the parking lot at the back.
After a few minutes Bill pulled up in front of the bank. He took a few deep breaths, it had been a while since he had asked a girl out on an actual date. His confidence had been hurt by a lot of bad experiences.
In all honesty, Bill felt somewhat intimidated. He had always been somewhat of a male chauvinist, he believed that women were better off in the home than in the work place so going into a womans work place to ask them on the date seemed a little off for Bill. It was entirely new territory for the shop owner who was used to meeting people on neutral territory, places like bars.
Bill checked his hair in the mirror and then stepped out into the early Summer sun, grabbing his folder from the passenger seat he walked from the busy street into the more subdued atmosphere of the bank.
He took a few steps inside and scanned the business desks and felt his heart flutter when he saw the woman his heart was set on was one of a few bank workers serving the business customers. She was one of three bank employees who were assisting the businessmen and women that were lined up.
He stepped forward and joined the queue, he was fourth back from being served and now he had to hope he was lucky and he would end up in front of the pretty lady he had been viewing from afar on his last few trips. He anxiously tapped his foot as he waited, and he was waiting a while since business related visits to the bank were rarely a quick in and out process.
After a wait that felt unbearable he was eventually at the front of the line. In front of him were the three desks and the three workers behind them, it was now in the hands of fate whether he got to talk to the woman he wanted or one of the other employees.
Suddenly the businessman in front of an older employee of the bank started to leave the desk, the bank employee turned to Bill ready to ask the next person to his desk when the businessman suddenly turned around.
"Wait, wait, wait. sorry I forgot something..." The man returned to the desk and started talking again, Bill breathed a sigh of relief, he had dodged a bullet there.
Only a few seconds later the person who was occupying his ladies time stood up and left. This time Bill practically ran forward to her desk which seemed to startle the woman somewhat.
Bill handed over the folder and Cathy, he could finally see her name tag, immediately took it and started entering some details on the computer and stamping the papers.
Cathy was a pretty looking woman, she was older than Bill, that much was pretty obvious, she was also a little bit chubby just like Bill. She was a bit bigger in terms of weight, Bill estimated, but not by much. What was clear from standing in front of her now was that she was about a head taller than Bill. She had shoulder length blonde hair and green eyes. Eyes that Bill had trouble stopping himself just staring into, they were like shimmering emeralds.
In his head, as Cathy was inputting all the data, Bill was trying to work out exactly what he wanted to say and how to say it. He kept thinking up lines and then writing them off for sounding stupid, he only had one chance here and he wanted to make it count.
"Is there anything else?"
Bill snapped back to reality, he had been debating what to say so long that he had run out of time. Cathy was looking at him with the same bored expression her co-worker had. It was now or never for Bill.
"Erm yes... Well no... Just one more thing..." Bill was stumbling over his words, he was used to being in the position of power, being the boss, but right now he felt like he had no control of the situation.
There was a few moments of silence.
"Well?" Said Cathy revealing some of her impatience.
Bill took a deep breath and finally said the thing he had been planning for months.
"W-Would you like to go out on a date with me?" He said it quietly so only Cathy would hear him, and looked at the desk.
"Oh, well, erm..." Cathy was taken aback, she had never had a customer ask her out before. In fact she hadn't had many people ask her out full stop. She was a shy woman, and after a messy divorce some years previously her trust in men had been very shaken. Her marriage hadn't been a happy one and the only good thing to come out of it was her teenage daughter Alyssa. It was definitely a case of getting married too quickly.
Bill noticed her hesitation and felt his heart sink a bit. He mumbled an apology of sorts and started to walk away from the window.
"Hold on..." Cathy said.
Bill turned back to the window not willing to believe she was going to grant his wish.
Cathy turned her head from side to side making sure no one was watching, it would be very frowned upon to be going out on dates with customers! Seeing no one was watching she quickly scribbled her phone number on a piece of spare paper and handed it to Bill with a small smile.
Bill took the piece of paper and returned the smile trying to play the situation as coolly as possible. He turned and headed out of the bank and back to his car where he hurriedly headed home singing along with his radio loudly, ecstatic that Cathy had accepted.
---
Back in the present and Bill realized he had been standing there in the bathroom of his apartment staring into the mirror and day dreaming of that day that felt like a long time ago but in reality had only been a couple of months.
They had been on several dates now and had been getting on well. He had met Cathy's daughter as well, she didn't seem too enamored with him but he put that down to her just being over-protective of her mother. It was understandable, from what Bill had gathered Cathys marriage had not been a success. A case of Cathy falling pregnant early in the relationship, a rushed marriage and then the relationship falling apart as he proved to be a lazy waste of time.
Alyssas dad was totally out of the picture, after Cathy and her husband separated when Alyssa was 10 years old Alyssas dad had moved to the other side of the country and they hadn't heard from him since, not even for the child support he was supposed to pay. By this point though Cathy was glad to be rid of him and had no interest in finding him again to demand payments.
Bill sighed, he had sent Cathy a message the day before asking about meeting for dinner or a movie but hadn't had a response, that wasn't too unusual though, Cathy was often busy, between a full time job, being a single parent and a teenage daughter there often wasn't a lot of time left over. They had last had a date night just a few days before as well so he didn't mind missing out on this one. They had even tentatively spoken about Bill moving out of his apartment and into the three bedroom semi-detached house that Cathy lived in. Bill could have afforded a bigger place than his apartment but he was a notorious penny pincher and lived as cheaply as possible. It had only been a few months but they had both fallen for each other even if there had been arguments.
Most of the arguments revolved around each persons role in the family. Bill believed that if he moved in Cathy should give up her job and be a full time housewife, the place he believed women were better off, whilst Cathy enjoyed earning a wage and was not keen at all on becoming a "slave to the house" as she called it.
With nothing else going on and no reply from Cathy, Bill decided to head out to the shops for some groceries. If he wasn't going over to Cathys in the next few days he would have to make himself dinner. Bill was not a good cook and his dinners usually revolved around heating simple food up in the oven.
Bill grabbed his wallet and keys and headed for his car. He started heading for the nearest supermarket which wasn't too far from his house, it was about halfway between his and Cathys houses. Many often found it weird when others asked why he didn't shop in the store he owned but he was too lazy to drive across town to his store when he had a bigger chain store closer to home.
Bill headed out to his car. The car reflected his income and standing in the business world, it was new and a decent drive but it was nothing spectacular. Bill kept it looking nice though, he took pride in his more expensive items like his car, he worked hard to get them so it made sense to keep them looking respectable.
Bill stepped into the car and headed off in the direction of the nearest supermarket. He turned on the radio and listened to some classic rock as he drove down the road, it was still within work hours for most so the roads were very quiet and Bill found himself parking up in the supermarkets parking lot in good time.
He stepped out of the car and walked through the automatic doors into the nicely air conditioned supermarket interior. The store, like the roads leading to it, was quite quiet and Bill found himself able to stroll through the shop at his leisure without having to worry about the hassle other people might cause to him. Bill wasn't a big fan of crowds so any time he could get something done at a less busy period was a big positive for him.
Bill meandered his way between the shelves picking up a few things as he walked round. His cooking style of just shoving stuff in the oven meant that it didn't take long to buy all the food he wanted. The next step after that was to head to the toiletries aisle to get some toilet paper and a few other miscellaneous items.
Whilst Bill was deciding between two different brands of toilet paper, one said it was softer and the other said it was thicker yet they were both the same price, he looked down the aisle to the other end where he knew the baby products usually were. It was during this absent minded staring that he suddenly realized at the other end of the aisle he was in was Cathy and her daughter Alyssa!
"That would explain why I didn't get a response to my text today..." Bill muttered to himself. Bill knew that when Cathy was spending time with her daughter that she turned her phone off. He assumed that the two of them had been having a couple of girly days together and so Cathy hadn't seen his text.
Bill couldn't help feel a twinge of jealousy towards Alyssa at that moment. He really liked Cathy and really wanted to be able to spend quality time together with her just like Alyssa was doing right now but for as well as all their dates had gone it still felt like Cathy had some internal barriers up preventing Bill from getting too close, a consequence of the messy divorce Bill concluded.
But it did give Bill a quandary. Did he go up to them and say hello or did he slink around the shop pretending to have not seen them, he didn't want to intrude on mother-daughter time and Alyssa already had bad feelings toward Bill, he didn't want to antagonize her. Despite the little bit of jealousy Bill felt toward Alyssa he actually felt like she was a good kid. She was smart and athletic and despite going through those awkward teen years where her hormones were going crazy Bill could tell she was a good kid with a good heart. She was just really anxious for her mom to not be hurt by a man again the way Cathy's previous husband had hurt her. Bill could respect that even if he found it annoying that he wasn't able to gain the trust of Alyssa.
Bill decided that he should go up to them and say hello, he thought if he tried to hide or not go up to them and he was then spotted it would be a lot more awkward than going up to them now.
Bill started walking towards the two women. As he walked he was conscious of the aisle gradually changing from the toilet paper and other bathroom products to products aimed at younger people with potties and other toilet training aids and then into the diapers section at the far end.
"Cathy? Alyssa? Fancy seeing you two here!" Bill said with exaggerated enthusiasm in a way Bill was endearing but that a lot of people found annoying.
The two women jumped in shock at the sudden and unexpected voice from behind them. They spun around to see Bill standing there with his shopping cart half full with items and smiling at them in that fake way that Alyssa hated.
"Bill... What are you doing here?" Cathy said still a little shocked and annoyed at the sudden interruption.
"Well I'm not here for a sun tan." Bill joked laughing. Cathy let out a small smile and Alyssa just rolled her eyes.
Alyssa was feeling nervous at this sudden intrusion, she had a secret that she was very keen not to let out in any way and right now there was a worry that might happen. She pulled her Moms sleeve discreetly trying to get her attention and get out this situation. But either her Mom was ignoring her or didn't notice.
"So what are you doing down here in the diaper section? Got someones baby visiting you?" Bill asked a little confused, as to why his girlfriend would be down this aisle.
Alyssa looked away, this was going exactly the way she didn't want.
"Oh, um, no... No baby visiting..." Cathy said said, Alyssa started going very red, her heart was beating extra fast and though she wanted to say or do something to get out of this situation she felt frozen to the spot.
"Well... i mean only babies wear diapers right?" Bill said confidently, "If you can't control your bathroom habits then you are a baby in my book!" Bill finished with a laugh.
Many would notice how awkward the situation was becoming and backed off, but Bill seemed oblivious.
Alyssa was standing there stunned. This can't be happening she thought to herself. She felt a heat rising up from within her burning her face, she felt for sure she must be as red as a tomato. She looked from Bill to her Mum it felt like ages passed but in reality it was probably only seconds.
"I wouldn't say that." Cathy said pointedly at Bill, subtly gesturing with her head toward her daughter, "People can have trouble with that sort of thing and be very mature."
Cathy was trying desperately to get Bill to work out what was going on here, she know that her daughter was very self-conscious about her little nocturnal problem.
Unfortunately for everyone Bill was not known for his compassion or his ability to pick up subtle clues.
"Nah, unless they are really disabled, then using diapers just means you are a baby or lazy... Or both!" He finished with a laugh thinking what he said was funny even though the faces of the two women opposite him were horrified by what they heard.
This was too much for Alyssa. She could feel tears rising in her eyes and finally her fight or flight response kicked in and she turned and ran toward the entrance crying as she went making a beeline for her mothers car.
"Do you have to be so dim witted? Couldn't you pick up what I was trying to hint at?" Cathy asked annoyed looking from her daughters retreating back and then back to Bill.
"Huh? What do you mean?" Said Bill still oblivious.
Cathy rolled her eyes and walked up close to Bill to speak to him quietly.
"Alyssa has a bed wetting problem." She whispered into Bills ear before backing up again with an angry look on her face.
"Oh...So she is a baby then." Bill said. Bill had often been told he didn't have empathy for other peoples feelings. He thought it was nonsense and people were just too sensitive.
Cathy looked at her boyfriend with an open mouth, she was shocked someone could be so oblivious of other peoples feelings. She had known from the last few months of dating Bill that he tended not care for others feelings sometimes but this was a whole new level.
Cathy just turned around, picked up a packet of diapers that were for people in their teens and walked quickly to the checkout gave the lady working their  some money for the packet of disposable diapers she was holding and then hurriedly walked after her daughter back to her car.
"I'll call you later." Bill shouted to her rapidly retreating back. He wasn't great with assessing other peoples feelings but he knew he had annoyed Cathy a lot with that exchange.
Cathy stormed out of the doors, she liked Bill a lot, loved him even, but she didn't like some of his views and if she could find a way to change how he thought about things she would consider quite drastic lengths to achieve that change. Some of his views were the only blemish on what she thought was an otherwise almost perfect human being.
He turned around and continued his shopping not paying too much mind to the conversation that had just happened. It would all blow over in a day or so, Bill thought to himself.
Little did Bill know that he had actually started a chain of events that would alter his life dramatically.
 
Chapter 2 - A Plan Forms
Bill finished his shopping and didn't pay much mind to the trouble he had created with his insensitivity. He just finished collecting the view items he hadn't already got and headed to the check out. He was completely oblivious to the hurt he had caused and just happily paid for his items and headed home.
Meanwhile, Cathy had finally got back to her car to find Alyssa sitting in the passenger seat with her head in her hands, she was very clearly upset at the events that had just happened.
Cathy put the package of diapers on the back seat and got into the drivers seat next to her daughter who was quietly sobbing, her usual beautiful face hidden by her hands. Alyssa was extremely sensitive to her bed wetting issue, she had missed out on a lot of normal things that teenagers do thanks to her little issue. Sleepovers, school trips and any event that required an overnight stay was out of the question for her. Only one of Alyssas friends was even aware of the issue. Missing all these events had caused a very strained relationship with her friends at times.
As Cathy sat there unsure whether to let Alyssa cry it out a bit or to try and comfort her she mentally cursed Bill for being so oblivious to other peoples feelings. She desperately wanted the two most important people to her to get along but it was things like this that made her daughter incredibly wary of getting to know people. Every time Bill put his foot in his mouth like he did earlier it forced a bigger wedge between him and Alyssa, a wedge Cathy was really keen on removing but was stuck there because of the hurt Bill caused.
"Are you OK?" Cathy asked putting her hand on Alyssas shoulder.
"Just shut up and drive home." Alyssa said through her sobs and fingers.
"OK, we will go home, but don't talk to me like that. I understand you are upset but don't take it out on me." Cathy said patiently, her daughter deserved some leeway so she decided to let that disrespect go by without calling her out on it.
"No, it's your asshole boyfriend." Alyssa said moving her hands away from her face for the first time and sniffing. Alyssa never liked Bill, she found him to be a chauvinist and his comments made today were just the latest he had made. He had absolutely no empathy for others and that infuriated Alyssa.
"Hey! Don't talk about Bill like that. He sometimes speaks before he thinks but he-" Cathy was trying to convince her daughter as much as herself that Bill wasn't just totally switched off when it came to others feelings. Alyssa cut her off mid sentence.
"Bill is an ass. He has no thought for anyone else... What he said in the shop today was just the latest. Don't you remember when Annie came round and he started making little comments about her being overweight? Apart from being hypocritical it was horrible and now Annie doesn't want to come round anymore." Alyssa wasn't shouting but her voice was raised. The fact that Annie no longer wanted to visit was painful because she was the one person Alyssa had trusted enough to tell them about her bed wetting, so was the only person she could have sleep overs with.
Alyssa looked out the window sniffling and calming down from the embarrassment.
She recalled the time when she came home from school with her friend Annie and Bill had been there visiting her mom. Bill had made little comments that, Alyssa assumed, were meant to make the others laugh. In reality, the comments were just mean and the only one amused by them was Bill himself. Eventually, Annie had stood up, made her excuses and left. Later on Annie admitted that she didn't want to visit Alyssa's house in case Bill was there again.
"You can't tell me you don't see it..." Alyssa said turning to her mom who was looking forward as she drove the short trip back to their house.
Cathy didn't say anything. Of course she had noticed that Bill made these mean spirited jabs at others, she could tell he meant for it to be funny or at least, not offensive but often the result of what he said was as Alyssa described, with others being offended at what he said. It was frustrating to Cathy, if she knew how to stop him from saying some of the things he said she would do anything to make it happen. A lot of people saw the bluster and horrible things that Bill tended to come out with but what they didn't see was his other side, the side Cathy fell in love with. What no one else saw was Bills caring and sensitive side.
Cathy had found Bill tended to act out in front of others, he would go out of his way to try to impress them or to be the funny guy. Cathy suspected he was hiding insecurities. But when she was alone with Bill he was capable of saying the most loving things. His problem, as far as Cathy saw it, was that he he didn't have a filter when he spoke, he didn't think about what he said before he said it and it lead to a lot of people getting the wrong impression of him.
"Mom?" Alyssa said when Cathy had remained silent.
"Yes, I know he can be a bit... brash. But his heart is in the right place. If I knew how make him think before he spoke don't you think I would do it?" Said an exasperated Cathy.
This time it was Alyssas turn to sit and think. Her Mom was right, she could complain about Bill all she wanted but she knew her Mom loved him and she knew that her Mom was as exasperated with the things Bill said as she was. But what could either of them do?
The rest of the short journey in the car passed quietly with both the ladies in the car in deep thought.
Upon arriving at home Cathy got out the car, picked up the diapers in the backseat and took them into the house. Alyssa followed still thinking about the conversation in the car.
Alyssa headed straight upstairs to her bedroom, she picked up her laptop and sat on her bed with it as she loaded up her social media sites to talk to her friends.
It was a Friday afternoon, the reason Alyssa was able to be at the store with her Mom at a time when usually she would still be at school was because school had ended for the Summer break a week beforehand. This meant that any time Cathy could get time off work they could have these special days together for bonding, they both felt these were important, since Alyssas dad had left the relationship between Cathy and Alyssa had just got stronger and stronger.
Alyssa loved mother-daughter days, she didn't always find it easy to make friends and being able to go out and spend time with her Mom meant a lot to her. From the moment Alyssa woke up in the morning the day was hers and her Mom made sure that whatever Alyssa wanted to do on these days was done. So Alyssa could go anywhere that she wanted, sometimes they would go shopping, sometimes to a theme park, anywhere that Alyssa wanted.
Today was planned to be a quick trip to the shops for some essentials and then a quiet day at home watching films or playing board games. But now Alyssa wasn't even sure she wanted to do that.
She was upset and angry at everyone and everything in a way that only a teenager can.
She was upset at Bill for obvious reasons, she upset at her Mom for being with Bill and she was upset at the World for the hand she had been dealt. Having to deal with night time incontinence was never part of the plan. She knew from talking to her Mom and doctors that she was far from the only one with this problem but every morning when she woke up soaked she certainly felt like she was the only one.
Alyssa was typing to a few people, but mostly to her friend Annie, the friend that no longer wanted to visit. She knew that out of anyone, Annie would understand her pain because Annie was Alyssas best friend and close confidant.
Alyssa and Annie exchanged pleasantries before Alyssa moved on and started telling her friend about the incident at the store.
"He is just so... Self-centered" Alyssa typed. "It was like he wanted to embarrass me."
"Maybe he just didn't realize what was going on." Annie countered.
"How could he not notice! It was me and Mom, and she was holding up some of my..." Alyssa paused briefly feeling her face flush red from what she was typing. She looked around as if someone else might have been reading her messages, though that was impossible, "Some of my "protection". It was obvious they were for me since they were for teens."
"He can be an ass..." Annie conceded, "The way he spoke to me before was awful, I don't think there was malice behind what he said, he just thought he was funny."
"He acts like a bully." Alyssa stated flatly, "Just like all those guys at school who think making fun of others makes them better."
"I know, but what can you do?" Annie wrote back. "Your Mom loves him and, like it or not, as long as she loves him he is going to be around."
"I know, I know. I just wish there was a way to change his behavior." Alyssa said, she had thought about this before but could never work out a way to do it.
Alyssa looked away from the screen in disappointment, she hadn't been expecting any deep wisdom from Annie in terms of an answer to her problems but she had been hoping for a new perspective. Unfortunately, Annie was just as out of ideas as Alyssa was.
Alyssa had thought about giving him a taste of his own medicine, to start making fun of Bill or making jokes at his expense to him but that would just result in her Mom grounding her or something. Life was so unfair, Bill makes fun of others and no one says anything, but if she does it she gets punished.
Alyssa had even considered drastic measures like running away from home. She thought if she could get her Mom to see how much Bills jokes hurt, that she was willing to run away from home, maybe her Mom would give him up for her. Alyssa had even had a plan for it drawn up with Annie which involved Annie hiding Alyssa in her room and bringing her food and stuff from downstairs. But at the last minute Alyssa had got cold feet about the plan, it felt like she would not be affecting Bill, just scaring her Mom a lot. Cathy loved Bill and Alyssa didn't want to spoil her Moms happiness by essentially forcing her to leave Bill.
It had taken Cathy a long time to start trusting guys again after the divorce, Alyssa didn't want to be the person to break the trust down again. Her Mom was so much better off since she had learnt to trust men again.
So all Alyssa could do was complain to her Mom and Annie about him. Alyssa's Mom was still convinced that Bill could be changed over time without any drastic intervention being required. It had been two and a half months now and there was no change in behavior at all and Alyssa's patience was starting to run out.
"Its a shame you can't give make him see things from the other side." Typed Annie breaking Alyssa's reverie.
"How do you mean?" Alyssa asked.
"Well, like he makes fun of people for their problems right? So it's a shame you can't make him experience your... Erm... "Problem" and get him to see your side of it." Annie typed, being careful not to offend her friend.
Alyssa sat back and thought about it. She could see what Annie was saying, Bill seemed to lack the empathy or he lacked the awareness to know that some of the things he said hurt people so making him experience the things he made fun of people for might give him a new perspective.
"That is a great idea!" Alyssa typed back to her friend enthusiastically.
"It is? I mean, I don't know how you could make it happen..." Annie said, skeptical of what Alyssa had in mind.
"Give me a little time with that." Alyssa said mysteriously, "Listen, I need to go do some research I will talk to you later."
With that Alyssa closed her social media sites. Alyssa had an idea, since she had a problem with keeping the bed dry she had done a lot of research on things to do with the bed wetting and both causes and possible ways to stop it. She recalled a time when she had found a type of product called a diuretic.
She typed "diuretic" into a search engine and the first thing that came up was the definition that showed she had remembered the word correctly, she was impressed to see she even remembered how to spell it correctly.
The definition said that a diuretic causes increased amount of urine and made people require the toilet more often. Now, obviously, when Alyssa had researched her bed wetting problem and come across these she had dismissed it. She had been looking for ways to stop the bed wetting not make it worse. But now she was more interested.
Scrolling down the search page she found a result that showed a popular pharmacy nearby that stocked a powerful type of diuretic as an over the counter medication that she could buy without prescription.
A wicked plan started forming in Alyssas mind. If she could get hold of some of these diuretics she would be able to slip them into Bills drinks when he visited and then he would see what it was like to have problems controlling himself.
Alyssa continued doing research into these diuretics losing track of time a little bit as she became engrossed in ideas of what to do for revenge.
There were problems however, getting hold of the diuretics would be a problem. Alyssa didn't have a job and so had very limited income meaning that she would need her Mom to agree with her and help her by giving her the money. That was the biggest problem to her plan by far, convincing her Mom to help with this idea would be bordering on the impossible at the moment. But what alternative was there? This was the only plan that Alyssa could think of that might work, even then it wasn't exactly likely.
"Alyssa, dinner is ready!"
Alyssa heard the call from downstairs.
"OK, Mom, be there in a minute." Alyssa called back, it was now or never, she had to think of a way to explain to her Mom why this was a good idea and get her to agree to it and she wanted to do it this evening since she knew Bill was likely to stay over the weekend just like he had been doing quite often recently.
Alyssa stood up, took a deep breath and started heading downstairs for a conversation she knew was going to be difficult.
Chapter Three - Consideration
Alyssa stepped down the stairs with some trepidation, she was still working out in her mind how she wanted to approach the subject of Bill. The smells of dinner were wafting up to her, her Mom had cooked steak and potatoes and it was very enticing to Alyssa, she could feel her mouth watering already and her pace quickened a little in spite of wanting to take her time to think.
Cathy was just finishing setting the table when Alyssa came through the doorway. Cathy looked up and smiled to her daughter as she walked in, it was a smile Alyssa didn't return. Alyssa was doing her best to keep her poker face on, she wasn’t nearly as annoyed as she was back in the car, but she still had to make sure the mask didn’t slip. She studied psychology at school and knew that a large part of convincing people of your arguments was less what you said and more how you said. Alyssa hoped to combine her tone of voice and body language to convince her mom that she was right.
Alyssa’s annoyance would probably have been considerably raised if she had been aware of the fact that Cathy had been exchanging texts with Bill in the Kitchen whilst Alyssa was upstairs.
Bill had asked to visit at the weekend and to stay the night which Cathy had agreed to. Cathy was delighted that Bill was coming round and she would get some quality time with him. Though like Alyssa she was careful to keep it hidden until it was a good time to bring it up.
Cathy went into the kitchen one final time to bring in the drinks for their meal, one small glass of wine for herself and a glass of cola for her daughter. When she came walking back into the dining room it was to find Alyssa already sitting down at the table and looking at the food with a very hungry expression.
Cathy smiled to herself, if there was one thing she did well, she thought to herself, it was cooking. She rarely got complaints about her food and usually guests left her house feeling very pleased with what they had consumed. The downside to being such a good cook though, was that it seemed to give Bill extra impetus to try and make Cathy a housewife which was not something Cathy was not overly keen on. She enjoyed working and being able to provide for her loved ones. She felt like she would quickly get bored sat at home all day, she had friends that did it, but she didn’t feel it would be good for her.
Cathy took off the old fashioned apron which she wore when she cooked and hung it from a hook next to the dining room table.
Cathy lowered herself into her seat and both she and her daughter picked up their knives and forks and began eating. The food was, predictably, delicious and very well prepared.
"This is great, Mom" Alyssa said between mouthfuls.
"Thank you very much!" Cathy replied with a big smile.
Cathy had been worried about Alyssa, after they had got home from their ill-fated shopping trip earlier in the afternoon Alyssa had remained in her bedroom being very quiet. She was pleased to see that Alyssa was seemingly happier now than she had been earlier, though it was clear that things were still bothering her.
"So... Any plans for Summer?" Cathy asked after a minute or so of silence.
Alyssa shrugged her shoulders. She didn't really have any concrete plans, she wasn't the most popular kid at school, in fact she had quite few friends and even fewer close friends. Whereas a lot of kids her age were looking forward to parties and hanging out with friends Alyssa had never been a part of that crowd. She was rarely invited to parties, and she never attended them even if she was invited. She was always worried that if she drank too much, either alcohol or non-alcohol, that she would end up having a wetting accident and embarrassing herself, despite not having had a daytime accident in a long time. Alyssa was far happier in smaller groups or just on her own.
Cathy on the other hand was less happy about Alyssa not being very sociable. She felt it was important for children and teenagers to socialize and get to know people as much as possible and that it would help them later in life, but no amount of cajoling or persuading would make Alyssa go out. Which isn't to say that Alyssa never left the house at all,
Alyssa often went out with one or two of her closer friends such as Annie but Cathy was worried that Alyssa was missing out on the bigger gatherings.
When Cathy had been Alyssa’s age she always went out of her way to be as sociable as possible. Parties on the weekends and just hanging out with friends after school during the week, back then she always felt in her element when amongst friends. These days she was different, she really partied or saw friends in large groups but she thought it was important that teenagers go through a phase where they are socializing as much as possible.
When she tried to tell Alyssa this the response tended to be Alyssa rolling her eyes at her mother and saying that things were different now. Alyssa would say that the internet and mobile phones meant that they didn’t all have to get together in one place, now she could socialize online.
Cathy wasn’t sure what to make of that, she was still concerned that her daughter wasn’t physically seeing people or attending parties, as long as she was communicating to other people Cathy guessed it was OK.
There was another silence. It felt uncomfortable, silence doesn't have to be awkward but this one definitely was not pleasant and both the women at the table knew why even if neither of them were talking about it.
"I'm sorry about earlier." Cathy offered her daughter whilst looking at her plate, "I had no idea Bill was going to be at the store and I didn't know he was going to say anything."
"It's fine." Alyssa said adopting a tone that suggested she didn't want to talk about earlier. Alyssa really wanted to talk less about what already happened and more about what would happen next as a result.
"You know... I was texting him earlier and he will be coming round tomorrow afternoon, staying until Sunday afternoon." Cathy stated hesitantly. She didn't want to provoke her daughter to storm away from the table and she knew this was all a very tricky subject right now.
There was another pause in the conversation.
"You know he will just keep on like that, don't you?" Alyssa said quietly, not looking away from her food.
"He is changing... It is slow but it is happening." Cathy countered.
"No... He isn't changing at all." Alyssa said matter-of-factly, "He is as insufferable to be around now as ever before."
"We talked about this earlier. I told you there is nothing we could do anyway, he is trying to change and that is good enough for me." Cathy said exasperatedly before taking another bite of steak.
Alyssa sensed her chance, it was now or never.
"What if I said I had an idea for making him change?" Alyssa slowly asked slyly.
Cathy had been about to take another bite of her dinner but upon hearing this put her fork back down to her plate. Cathy wondered what her daughters angle was and how she planned to changed Bills behavior when everything else had failed.
"I'm all ears..." Cathy said rather hesitantly.
"Well, when I first started having, erm, "accidents" I did research. I looked at things that can cause my problems, things that can help and all that stuff." Alyssa started, ignoring the fact that she had started blushing after mentioning her problem. She paused trying to gauge her Moms reaction.
"Go on..." Cathy said leaning back in her chair waiting to hear this plan. She felt very skeptical but was intrigued at where this was going.
"I found this medication called diuretics... They are useless for me because they make it easier to pee, the opposite of what I want but it made me think of a plan." Alyssa stopped to take a drink, she was very nervous and her mouth felt very dry but she was determined to continue.
Cathy felt like she knew where this was going but wanted to hear all of it before shutting the idea down. She couldn't believe what she thought her daughter was about to suggest. Was her daughter being serious?
"So why don't we give him a taste of his own medicine?" Alyssa asked, she felt like she was giving a presentation at school and she could tell from the look on her Moms face that this pitch wasn't going well.
"So what are you suggesting?" Cathy asked with pursed lips.
"We give him a taste of his own medicine! He makes fun of my bed wetting, so why not make him experience the same thing? Maybe if he experiences the same problem that I do, he will understand and be more empathetic to it." Alyssa finished, she tried to sound confident but was unsure how confident she came across.
There was a little bit more silence. They had both finished their meals by now and were just sitting in their chairs talking.
Cathy was working out how to respond. She understood where her daughter was coming from but she did not think it was a good idea. Cathy understood the frustration Alyssa was feeling and so was trying to work out a way of letting her daughter down gently.
"Alyssa, sweetie, I don't think we can do that." Cathy said gently. She didn't want to escalate the situation so she was trying to soften the blow as much as possible.
"But why not? It would make sense. He couldn't make fun of something that he also suffers from!" Alyssa said, the excitement in her voice was being replaced with disappointment. Why couldn't her Mom understand how easy it was she thought to herself.
Alyssa conveniently left out one of the big flaws in her plan. Being overweight hadn’t stopped Bill from making fun of other overweight people such as Annie, so maybe having less bladder control wouldn’t stop him making fun of others with the same problem. Alyssa had considered this possibility but thought even if it doesn’t work it was surely worth a try.
"Because..." Cathy began patiently. "I'm not going to give my boyfriend medication without him knowing. You know how crazy that sounds?"
Alyssa rolled her eyes and sighed deeply. She wasn't surprised by her Moms reaction but she was still disappointed.
"Then what do you suggest we do..." Alyssa said crossly folding her arms in front of her.
"We just keep going as we are; I think we are making good headway on fixing some of his worse behaviors." Cathy said calmly as she raised out of her seat and started collecting the cutlery for washing.
Alyssa slumped in her seat feeling defeated, there was no way she would be able to convince her Mom how useful it would be to at least try her plan.
Cathy took the plates out of the room and into the kitchen and put them in the dishwasher.
"Maybe we should play some board games we could pl-" Cathy cut herself off. As she walked back into the dining room from the kitchen she noticed that Alyssa had vacated her seat and judging by the sound of a slamming door had gone back into hiding in her bed room.
Cathy let out a sigh and walked into the living room and slumped into an arm chair.
Being a single mother was hard work, especially with a full time job, but being a single mother to a teenager was even harder. Her daughter’s emotions and hormones were all over the place and the mood swings could be triggered by anything. It was sometimes hard to predict her behavior but she thought it was best she give her daughter some time alone.
Alyssa had had a hard day and Cathy didn’t want to aggravate things by injecting herself into places she wasn’t wanted and if Alyssa needed some alone time right now then Cathy was more than happy to give it to her.
Cathy did feel somewhat disappointed that her mother-daughter day had been derailed but sometimes these things couldn’t be helped.
It was in this moment alone that she could admit to herself that she actually quite liked Alyssa’s idea. Making Bill experience the things he made fun of or belittled could be an excellent way to give him a new perspective and a new attitude towards others.
Alyssa had mentioned about bed wetting and making Bill experience what that was like, Cathy on the other hand was interested in house work. Bill was always trying to make
Cathy give up her job and become a housewife. Cathy would love an opportunity to make Bill do a load of the house work that he pestered Cathy to do.
Having had a few minutes to really think about it she could definitely see the benefits, although it was still clearly a risky plan and there was no way she would be able to try it… was there?
After a few minutes in the quiet downstairs and just as Cathy felt like she might be falling asleep her phone suddenly sprang into life making a lot of noise and vibrating on the table. Cathy reached forward to pick it up and saw that the screen read "Mom".
Margaret, Cathy’s Mom, was a woman who had just turned 60 but was looking remarkably good for her age. She lived with Cathy’s Dad a couple of miles away and although she and Cathy met up quite frequently, she was liked to call on occasion to find out how her daughter was doing.
Cathy slid her finger across the smart phone, that she barely knew how to use, to unlock the phone and answer the call.
"Hi Mom." Cathy said picking up the phone.
"Hello sweetie, how are you?" Margaret asked with a smile that seemed to transmit its way through the phone.
"I'm fine Mom, how are you and Dad?" Cathy sighed.
"We're fine." Margaret responded, "Are you sure you are OK? You don't sound it."
"It's a long story Mom..." Cathy said sighing again. She wasn't sure she wanted to go through everything that had been going on recently.
"Well, I'm here if you need or want to talk about anything dear." Margaret said with a hint of concern.
"I know Mom, thanks." Cathy said warmly.
Margaret and Cathy chatted for a while about mostly inane stuff going on their lives. Things like work and gossiping about people they knew. Cathy enjoyed these little chats, especially at times like this where it would distract from the other problems in her life such as relationship issues with her daughter and boyfriend.
Upstairs meanwhile Alyssa had stormed into her bedroom and was now sitting on the bed feeling miserable. She mentally cursed everyone and everything again as she felt the surging emotions brought on by unchecked teenage hormones. The injustice of the World was more than she could take right now.
The whole World was against her, she thought to herself. Nobody understood her and her troubles, least of all the people closest to her. She felt angry that her friends and family were not appreciative of her situation, nobody understood her pain.
It was in the midst of all this teenage angst that the computer she had powered on as she sat down made a dinging sound that indicated a new message had been received on her instant messenger. Alyssa reached over to grab her laptop to see what was said and who had said it. Pulling up the window she could see the message was from Annie.
"You want to tell me about this mysterious plan of yours?" The message said.
"It doesn't matter; my stupid Mom won't go along with it anyways." Alyssa angrily responded.
"Go along with what!?" Annie sent back getting inpatient at how her friend kept seemingly dodging the question. Her curiosity was killing her!
Alyssa sighed.
"Well... I thought it would be a good idea to give Bill diuretics without him knowing so that he can learn what it is like to have my problem, then maybe he would have some empathy and wouldn’t make fun of people all the time like he does." Alyssa typed.
There was no response from the other end for a little bit as Annie digested the plan.
"Alyssa... that does sound a little crazy..." Annie slowly typed worried that she would annoy her friend.
"You don't understand! Nobody understands!" Alyssa ranted back to the computer.
"I do understand! Remember, he made fun of me as well. It's just... Maybe we should talk about something else for now and we can discuss this another time when everyone has calmed down." Annie typed trying to pacify the situation.
Alyssa rolled her eyes, typed a quick "be right back" into the chat screen and headed out towards the stairs. She wanted to get a glass of water before getting ready for bed, after everything that had gone on today she really fancied an early night and with Bill arriving tomorrow she felt like she would have to be well rested to cope.
As she reached the stairs though she heard talking from the living room. Intrigued, she slowed her pace and quietly moved to the bottom of the stairs just outside the living room door and listened in.
"Ok fine Mom I will tell you what is on my mind!" Cathy said after Margaret had asked for the fifth or sixth time what was wrong. She had a way of getting you to tell her your problems like many mothers can.
Cathy leaned back in her seat taking a sip of some wine she had poured herself after dinner. She glanced around in a conspiratorial manner, not unlike how Alyssa had done it earlier.
"Bill was a bit of an ass earlier, he kind of made fun of Alyssa's bed wetting to her face. I don't think he meant too but he did." Cathy said choosing her words carefully.
Margaret remained quiet on the other end waiting to hear the full story before passing judgement, though Bill sticking his foot in his mouth was not a surprise to her. From the few times she had met Bill she had realized he had a tendency to speak before thinking.
"But what has made me feel worse was Alyssa’s reaction... She wants to get some medication to make him urinate more so he knows what it’s like to have her problem." Cathy said.
There were a few moments of silence. Alyssa too stood just outside the door with baited breath.
"And what do you think of that idea?" Margaret asked.
"What do I think? To be honest I don't know..." Cathy admitted. She was beginning to have doubts over her ability to change her boyfriend’s behavior with conventional means.
Alyssa on the stairs silently did a little dance. Perhaps her plan wasn't as dead in the water as she thought it was earlier. She changed her plans, she started thinking about staying down here with her mother a bit longer if the plan still had a chance of happening.
"Well I can tell you those medicines certainly work. Made your father have to run to the bathroom a lot when he was prescribed them a while back." Margaret said with a chuckle.
"But I don't know if I could do that, it sounds so crazy." Cathy expressed biting her lip. Was she crazy for even thinking about it?
Alyssa on the stairs quietly walked back to the top of the stairs and headed into her bedroom, she quickly typed a message to Annie saying there had been a change of plan and that she was heading offline. Before Annie had a chance to respond Alyssa had hit the power button and turned her laptop off.
She then went back to the stairs and instead of tip toeing down like last time now she made an effort to make a lot of noise on the way down so that her mother knew she was coming.
"I have to go Mom." Cathy hurriedly said, "I will talk to you about it all later."
"Bye bye." Margaret said as she hung up.
Alyssa bounded into the kitchen to get her water and then walked into the living room with a big smile on her face.
"Hi honey." Cathy said hesitantly surprised by her daughter’s sudden change in mood.
"Hi Mom, sorry for storming off earlier... Do we still have time for a game?" Alyssa asked.
"Sure! Scrabble OK?" Cathy said walking over to the cupboard with the board games in. Cathy was a little taken aback by Alyssa’s sudden mood swing but Cathy put it down to the usual teenage mood swings.
"Sure." Alyssa answered as she sat down and helped her Mom set the game up.
Now that Alyssa knew the plan had a chance she thought it was in her best interest now to try and make sure it stayed in her mom’s mind.
They sat there for a little bit playing the game idly chatting about this and that, both of them were deliberately avoiding the topic of Bill.
With Alyssa gaining the knowledge through eavesdropping that her mother wasn't as against the diuretic plan as she had made out Alyssa was a lot calmer now. Eventually though the white elephant in the room had to be brought up.
"So you are really against my idea with the diuretics?" Alyssa asked innocently.
"Yes, it is a bit... Extreme?" Cathy said hesitatingly. She still wanted to conceal that she was considering the idea.
"Liar." Alyssa exclaimed suddenly.
"Excuse me?" Cathy replied, there was no way she was going to let her daughter talk to her like that.
Alyssa then lifted up three of her tiles and connected them to one of Cathy’s to spell out the word liar on the board.
"Liar! That puts me back in the lead." Alyssa said with a grin.
Cathy looked at her daughter suspiciously, was it possible Alyssa knew what she had told her mother?
They carried on playing the game without incident for a little while talking about whatever subject came up but once again turning a blind eye to the controversial subject, neither of them wanted an argument.
Once the game was over it was getting late and both mother and daughter decided to head to bed. They walked up the stairs together towards their bedrooms. At the top of their stairs after they headed into the bathroom to brush their teeth they stopped outside Alyssa’s bedroom door.
"So you need any help?" Cathy asked already anticipating the answer she was going to get.
"No Mom, I've been doing this myself for ages, I'm fine thanks." Alyssa replied rolling her eyes and blushing a little bit.
"OK honey." Cathy said smiling and she stepped forward and gave Alyssa a hug.
Cathy never told her daughter about but she had always missed when Alyssa’s problems first started and Cathy would assist with her daughter putting a diaper on before bed. She imagined it would sound strange to others but it felt like a good bonding time for the two of them, of course it had also been embarrassing for Alyssa who after a few weeks had learnt how to do it herself and no longer wished for her mother’s assistance.
Cathy gave her daughter one more quick squeeze in the hug before letting go and heading toward her bed room. It had been a long day and Cathy was ready for sleep.
She got in bed and quickly drifted off. Her last thoughts were of her looking forward to the weekend to come when Bill would be arriving the next day. She hoped it would go smoothly, she had had enough drama involving Bill for one week and hoped the next few days would be relatively quiet and, dare she think it, fun.
Meanwhile back in Alyssa’s bed room, Alyssa quickly turned her laptop back on whilst yawning. She had one last thing she wanted to do before getting to bed, she loaded up her instant messenger and sent a quick message to Annie who was offline but would see it when she came back online, probably the next morning.
"Plan isn't as dead as I thought!"
She sent the message with a smile then turned off her laptop and stood up from the bed, she removed her clothes and got one her diapers from her dresser drawer.
With a sigh she unfolded it and laid it flat on the bed. She didn't hate the diapers like a lot of people assumed, she was indifferent of them. They helped her with a problem and that was it, she was entirely indifferent toward them, they were just a solution to a problem. What she hated was other people’s reactions to them. People would assume she was a baby or that she was disabled if they found out and it was those negative connotations that she hated.
Alyssa climbed on to the bed and lay down on top of the diaper, reaching forward she grabbed the front and pulled it over her and taped it up tightly. It was a procedure she knew all too well from repeating it time and time again every night for the last few years after her problems started.
Once the nappy was taped up securely Alyssa got up and walked across the room, crinkling as she went, turned off the light and hopped back into bed.
It was going to be an interesting weekend, Alyssa thought to herself. With the revelation that her idea of the diuretics wasn’t as dead as it had seemed earlier she wondered what the weekend would bring. She rather dreaded the idea of Bill visiting but with the knowledge that she might be finally swaying her mother’s opinion about doing something to change his behavior she had renewed hope. It was promising to be an interesting time and Alyssa closed her eyes wondering what the weekend would hold.

