Chapter 1 
     It was not supposed to be like this. But at times, unexpected things that sets everything to a head when life takes a different turn, a strange direction. When the trail leads to the existence of the unknown.
 

          When the church bells created their dreary tone, I could not hold back my tears. I pressed Nina's big hand harder and leaned against her shoulder. As a security in the cold and outlandish that hurt so badly inside me. Who supported me through a grief deeper than the darkest ocean. She was my cousin, my enemy since childhood, a fat girl who I always used to bully and humiliate, but who now sat beside me in church and gave me warmth and closeness. And consolation.
           
          There were not many gathered in the small church. There were the closest mourners, namely I, Stefan Berg. Beside me was Nina who was three years older, and beyond her, her parents who were my closest relatives when my grandmas and grandpas had been away for many years. On sporadically dispersed locations, silent in the hard wooden benches with low backs, people with faces I had never seen and barely heard of were sitting. They were my parents' customers and acquaintances. In the front of the church were, almost at the altar, two dark brown coffins arranged. In them were my mother and my father. 


          The last two weeks I had been living in a fog. Fourteen days earlier I had woken up in my bed and felt a silence I had not felt for a week, the first day I was free and without rompers and diapers. And as a subtle coercion led me to expose myself to it was my own cousin, Nina, who was now my only security. How ironic. But now it was difficult to laugh at the situation. During a week when my parents traveled on their first vacation in many years, after having built up their business, Nina had emerged as a clown in the box and acted as my babysitter. I who just left school and looking forward to a long wonderful summer without any demands, and then when fall came, plan for my future, had put up for party preparations together with my girlfriend Sara and my friends. But it had not become so. I'd instead seen myself unlocked and humiliated. What could have been a week of freedom was instead six days of captivity and punishment. Everything was about how I during childhood and adolescence bullied and irritated Nina each time we met. And her revenge had been sweet. But not for me. The same morning I was finally free from her and I woke up in freedom Nina had been standing in front of me again. But this time her smile had not been malicious. It had been full of shock and radiated compassion. Her words, I would never forget. 
          "Stefan, I'm so sorry. So sorry," she had said and sat down on the edge of the bed. 
          "What is it? Have you not left yet? "I had asked and she had shocked her head. Then I understood that something was wrong. 
          "Stefan, your parents. It was a car accident. They went home from the airport. When the taxi crashed. Oh, I'm so sorry," she almost sobbed and she hugged me.

She had hugged me a long time and everything had turned black. 
Despite what she did to me, I had at the end the week, begun to forgive her behavior, even though I have suffered terrible things. Because I had realized that she had every right to punish me for what I for many years had exposed her to. 
       
          "It doesn´t matter if you cry, Stefan," Nina whispered and I sobbed, as a child, helpless and hopeless. She pressed me tighter to her and I closed my eyes while tears ran down my chins and tears mingled with the monotonous organ church hymn playing. No one sang, and the only voice that echoed from the building's whitewashed stone walls was the organ player. 
          "I promise to take care of you. I'm here with you. Not leaving you," she promised, and stroked the tears in my face away. And then I felt safe and could devote myself to grief and the two coffins, which contained what once had been my mom and my dad. Now they were gone. As a consolation was that they had passed away quickly. According to Nina who got the news first they had died instantly when the taxi crashed on the road from the airport. Nina had met the police on the outside of our house just as she was about to go home. 


          My plans had been ruined, when Nina would have gone home and allow me to enjoy the summer. But it hadn´t been any. Despite my dislike for Nina, I felt safe when she still took care of everything. I had spent the days after the accident in grief while Nina took care of the contact with lawyers and planning for the funeral and arranging all the paperwork. And Nina had taken care of everything when I was not capable of it after the shock. What was done and what had happened, I had almost no memories of. God knows what papers I signed in the recent weeks. Inheritance, debt cancellations, life insurances and other things that I didn´t understand anything of and that Nina told me to sign. While I wandered around in the summer heat in shock and frozen in a quiet solitude. 
          She had been like a mother, as an aid in the storm that was my life until the moment in the church, where we now sat. 


          The priest talked while I let the tears run against Nina's dark dress. 
          "Sorry," I sobbed when I saw how I made her clothes wet but she just giggled.
          "Weep, Stefan, it doesn´t matter," she simply answered, and pressed my face harder against her muscular shoulder. 


          When it was time to say goodbye one last time Nina stood up and took my hand. Together we went over to the coffins while the crowd looked at me. Sad smiles and whispers. Maybe they felt sorry for me, who have been orphaned and alone. Perhaps they were waiting to get up from the uncomfortable benches and stretching their stiff backs. 

I felt like a child next to Nina, who was almost 12 inches taller than me but it wasn´t anything I no longer responded to, or pondered over. She was like a rock in my brittle world. 
           
          Then everything went quickly, as if everyone was in a hurry to get back to their everyday life. The people, the faces I saw for the first time and probably would never see again, scattered in the wind and I was suddenly outside the church, beneath the stairs on the gravel with Nina next to me. Her parents looked sadly at me. 
          "Take care of yourself now, little Stefan. Nina, you may call us and tell how it goes," her mother said and patted me on the cheek.

I just nodded. 
          "Thank you for coming." 
          "Of course. Your mother was my sister and will always be there, even though she is gone from mortal life now," she answered, and I saw tears in her eyes. They had been close to each other, although they lived on different sides of the country. Perhaps it was just as awful to lose a sister as to lose a mother. 
          Then Mr. and Mrs. Lager walked toward the parking lot, arm in arm and waved at us before they sat in the car and were gone. 


          Nina and I stood there for a while and watched the empty cemetery. A cool breeze played among the trees. It was Friday afternoon. The month was July.
          "Would you like me to stay with you for a while? I am happy to help so that you will come back after all this," Nina said, and held my hand. 

I felt ambivalent. The woman who previously had been so evil wanted to help. I just nodded. Perhaps it was the shock not released yet, the shock of being alone without parents. 
          "Now let´s go home. Now we look into the future, Stefan. I understand that it is hard and painful but I am here. Do you understand?" 

And I nodded as she pressed her hand tighter around mine. Together we walked down the gravel to the car. While Nina drove, I sat beside her and looked out of the window. The sun, heat, out there were my old friends, those I have not seen in a long time since all the time after the week with Nina had passed in sorrow and to bring order to my reality.
          Then I thought about the pictures. The ones Nina had taken when I was dressed in baby clothes and diapers, sometimes with girl's clothes. What would happen to them? She had threatened to publish them on the Internet if I ever stopped obeying Nina and my ex-girlfriend, Sara. Quiet, I wondered if her threats were still valid after everything that happened. But it was probably put a side. Her threatening to let others see the photographs might well not apply now when everything was as it was. Then I wondered how I was able to think about it now, when I was an orphan. A tear fell down my cheek. But Nina didn´t see it. She looked straight ahead. She drove. And was in her own thoughts.. 


          We went through a summer landscape. In recent weeks, I had seen very little of nature and its beauty, then I mostly found myself indoors, the first week of summer vacation locked in my own home, and then, after the death bid, at home because of grief. I hadn´t been out at all, and was probably paler than most of my friends who were at parties and down the beach. I was not in a party mood, although a real drunkenness could have been fitting pretty. Nina had been of a different opinion on that issue and kept me at home and sober. And I was eternally grateful to her for that. It was Nina who kept me alive during these weeks. She gave me food and made sure that I didn´t sit up all night watching TV or using the computer too much. I had not even been in contact with my friends. I Just chatted occasionally on MSN when I managed but had not talked physically to someone. Some had called but those calls Nina had looked after and explained how I was feeling. They had understood but not called again. Perhaps it was too much for them. Death scared most people.


          When Nina drove up on the street, I saw neighbors sadly watching me. I refused to meet their eyes. I did not want to talk to them, not to talk to anyone. Just be by myself. So much was torturing my mind. What would happen now? How long would Nina stay? I knew nothing and desired most of all that I could hand over everything to someone else. But reality didn´t work that way. I was bitterly aware of that.
          

     The warm air greeted me as I opened the car door when Nina parked on the driveway to our house. What would happen to the house? And everything that was in it? All memories of my parents. When I was the only heir it was there for me to take care of everything, to go through every item to determine what would be saved or not. It would take forever. Some papers that were important from my parents' business had been taken care of by an accountant and lawyer. I didn´t worry about that. But everything else, it was memories of them, what my parents loved. 
          "Come on, Stefan. Let´s eat something and then we begin to clean, or what do you say?" Nina said, and tried to sound happy when we went to the front door. I just nodded in reply and walked behind her.


          We ate sandwiches and drank milk in silence and then we spent the whole afternoon to go through the papers, and Nina helped to see what could be saved or  not. Bags of recycled paper grew as the day turned into evening. The work helped me to move on because I would not drown in grief.
          "We have to order a container so that we can throw everything that should not be saved, right?" Nina said, when we were so tired that we could not manage more. Sweat ran down our bodies and we finished the job for the day.
          "It feels weird. Just a few weeks ago, there was mom and dad. Now they are gone," I thought.

Nina met my gaze and smiled.
          "It takes time to understand and get over it, but it will, Stefan. And I’ll stay here as long as necessary. Okay?" She said and continued. 
          "It wasn´t supposed to be like this, Stefan, you understand that, huh? None of us knew it would be like this." 
It sounded almost as if Nina had some sort of bad conscience. 
          "I know. It's nobody's fault. If you don´t want to stay here any longer, you can go. That was what you had in mind from the start, right?" I answered and looked into the TV, but didn´t reflect on what I saw.
          "I'm not going, Stefan. I remain here as long as you need help. How ironic," she thought as she tidied up a bit in the kitchen. 
          "What?" 
          "A few weeks ago, I was pissed at you. I took revenge for what you did to me for so many years. Now I don´t know who you are but I´ll probably will find out," Nina said, and continued to pick with glasses and plates. 
     And she was right. It was an odd situation. I could not really be angry at her, although what she exposed me to during her revenge. Memories remained of how she tied me up, spanked me and forced me to wear a diaper. Now it was memories, but they would not disappear. In a strange way, I had become dependent on her and didn´t want her to go home. Then I would sit in this house all alone with all responsibility, and I didn´t know what to do. 
          "What happens now?" I asked.

Nina came and sat beside me on the sofa. She put her big hand on my thigh and squeezed a bit, mostly of caring and closeness. 
          "I don´t know. We must make the best of the situation, right? I've helped you so that what remains in the estate is yours and that the money lands in your bank account. Maybe you can sell the house and move into an apartment?" She suggested getting me to look ahead. And I thought and reflected about it. .
          "Will you help me with that?" I wondered, and felt alone. I knew nothing about the legal work. Everything was just too much, like a dark, black, night.
          "If you want me to." 

And I nodded. 
           
          Nina prepared tea and cakes which she put on the living room table. None of us were really hungry for food so we ate cake and drank tea while we watched TV in silence for a while. The memories came back from the week she humiliated me. I had not been allowed to watch TV. TV was for adults, Nina had said but sometimes forced watch the children's programs as part of her revenge. Now we were equal in some strange sort of way. As if everything was forgotten. 
     During the two weeks after my mother's and father's death, we had not talked so much about what happened and it appeared to remain so. As a tacit agreement. I tried to do as she said, mostly because she would stay and help me. I managed nothing else because I needed her support in my grief. Then we saw what happened, and until I came back to my normal self again. Meanwhile, Nina gladly took care of everything and supported me through every day. 


          About an hour later, we decided to sleep. I was tired after the funeral and the process of throwing and sorting things in the house, and Nina seemed tired as well. 


          At night I slept in my parents' bed with Nina. She never touched me in bed and we had never had sex because it felt so wrong for what she did to me earlier. Yet I felt something for her. She was beautiful, a sense of security. But in the bed we slept as friends.
Chapter 2
     The morning after the funeral, I awoke to the sun's first rays as they shone through the window. They found the road between the blinds of metal discs and tickled me in the eyes. I stretched myself and yawned. For a moment I felt pretty good after what happened. Yet it felt like something was wrong. Very wrong.


     It was wet in the bed. At first I thought it was a water leak and to find the fault I let my gaze search over the roof above me. So I turned a bit and realized that the leak came from somewhere else. 

     Nina was sleeping. Her breathing was heavy and steady and she was lying with her back to me. 

Horrific thoughts filled me. Memories of what happened during the week before my parents' car accident. Images floated before my eyes, where I remained bound wearing a diaper in a crib. I shook my head and fought to remove the thoughts. 


          Gently I pushed the blanket down on the floor and got me out of bed. Nina was still breathing heavily. She slept deeply. The blanket was wet and a big wet stain spread on the sheet on my side. Damn, I thought. It couldn´t be true. I was 18 years old and could not possibly urinate in bed. A sense of humiliation flashed through my body and my senses. I would have to wake Nina up. It was impossible to hide this. So I pulled my wet underwear off and they sneaked down to the laundry and put everything in the washing machine. Then I washed myself fast, pulled on a pair of shorts and then went back upstairs to the bedroom. 
          ” Nina," I whispered, and she grunted before she opened her eyes and looked at me.
          "Mmmm," she yawned in response. 
          "There has been an accident. Can you help me?"

Nina was suddenly wide awake. 
          "What has happened, Stefan?" She asked anxiously, and sat up. Then she saw the sheet behind her. A concern expression was awakened in her eyes.
          "My little friend, it may have to do with the grief. Maybe you slept restlessly?" She thought as she stood up and tore off the sheet and the duvet and went down with it in the laundry room without saying anything. 
      I was ashamed and didn´t know what to do. Could I have been injured by what she had done to me before? Or was it the grief of Mum and Dad? The washing machine pumping and buzzing was heard from downstairs. 

When Nina came back from the laundry room she looked thoughtful. 
          "It doesn´t matter. It will be all right, Stefan," she said simply and put new sheets and blankets out of the closet.
          "I apologize. It was not the intention. I have no idea how it happened,” I tried to explain.
          "I think it is related to your grief. We will arrange it,” she said comfortingly as she made the bed again. 


          A moment later we sat in the kitchen and ate breakfast in silence. Nina drank her coffee and had sandwiches while I drank a glass of milk and a toffee sandwich. So after a while she looked up at me from the magazine she was reading.
          "What happened in the bed was an accident, Stefan. But if it happens again we must be doing something about it ", she simply said. 
I nodded and felt ashamed.
          "It looks like I may stay here a while," she then said, and finished her coffee.

So, I shuddered in my body. The memories reminded of what she did with me earlier.
          I pondered and then courageously decided tosort this out. 
          ” Nina, what you did to me that week. It is forgotten now, huh? "I asked, trying to make my voice steady.

She looked at me. 
          "I have saved the photos, if you remember them," she said, staring at me. 
          "But what happened in the past is history, right?" I said hesitantly. 
Nina laughed. 
          "Of course. What I worry about is just what happened in bed. But hopefully it was just a one-off ", she said, and then we talked no more about it during the day that followed.


          Instead, we devoted ourselves to work. While I started going through the books on a bookshelf Nina called the waste company and ordered a container. When she was finished she came into the living room. 
          "They´ll bring a container in the afternoon. In the meantime, we will go over here and clean books and papers."

We went through room after room, tossed, saved and recalled. There was so much my parents had built up over the years, both debris and finer things. What would I do with everything? Unable to throw how much  of this was the memories I had of my parents. Solitude cut into me like machetes, although Nina was always there as a consolation.


          I was ashamed of what happened in bed and hoped it would be just a onetime event when things might otherwise derail and lead to a catastrophic situation. I didn´t want to go back to where I was before, locked in a cot with lockable roof, diapers and rompers. I hated Nina for that, but since my parents died, she had not mentioned it at all. The events were memories and history, not today and I was hoping it would remain. Perhaps she got her revenge and was pleased with it.


          Nina was a strong woman. Her body a few years ago was fat and now she wasbuilt by only muscles and much stronger than I was, as she proved during the week, she held me prisoner. It meant that I was submissive to her, even though I was a man and she a woman. But as it was now it was just a fact. Some people are  longer and stronger, others short and disappointing. I was unfortunately of the latter type, and could only accept it.
          Nina moved and disassembled furniture that would not be retained. When the life insurance on my parents would be paid, there would be plenty of money to buy new furnishings and probably I would sell the house and find an apartment, perhaps far away from the little small town I lived in. It would be exciting to move to a city apartment in town. Where I could create a new life, a life of my own, and forget the past. The question was just where I would move and what to do. Because solitude frightened me. 


          When we sat during a break in the kitchen, I wondered aloud. 
          ” Nina, where will I go when I sell the house? What would you do? "I asked. 

Nina looked at me and smiled. 
          "I would probably take the money and buy  an apartment somewhere and live life high. And perhaps further my studies and find a good job without having to worry so much about money. ," she replied, looking dreamily out the window. 
I tried to see myself in that situation. Be my own self,. But I was scared of the idea. It didn´t attract me. To see myself sitting alone in an apartment somewhere with lots of money but nothing to do was nothing I looked forward to. 


          The day went slowly forward. Lunch became afternoon and late afternoon a truck came with a large container that with a crash was unloaded and placed on the lawn outside the house.
          "Excellent. Now we can clean for real," Nina noted and carried out items that should no longer exist. The neighbors watched but no one came and said something or helped. They looked at me as if I was a stranger, an alien. And loneliness grew even larger. 

          As evening approached and the sun disappeared behind the villas well-kept gardens and facades, we sat down in the living room couch and drank tea that Nina had prepared, and an hour later we went to bed again. And before I fell asleep, I was careful to try to empty my bladder as best I could, to avoid another accident in bed. And the last thing Nina said was a quiet,
          "We hope that you can stay dry the whole night. You are, after all 18 years.”

Then she kissed me on the cheek, turned around and went to sleep.  

During the night I dreamed of water, which rippled. Healthy waterfalls, swirling rapids and great oceans, the waves brought me in and out of consciousness borderland. I was on a beach, and ran near the shore. And no way I understood then that this was a warning sign. I should have listened to my body signals and awakened. And when I woke up, after the day dawned, and the newly awakened birds sang their tribute to the morning, it was already too late. The accident had occurred. And I didn´t understand why. What was happening to me? Because I had never in my life peed in bed before in this way. Not since I was a little child. 

          Nina was asleep and I slipped out of bed as quietly as I could. But what was to come was inevitable. Unable to hide because we slept in the same bed. A tear ran down my cheek. So I did what I had to. 
          ” Nina," I whispered and stood by her side of the bed. She woke up and looked at me. 
          "What is it, Stefan?" She asked, and then lay down on her back and probably felt the wetness because she turned quickly back again and stood up. 
          "Wow. You've done it again," she said with a hoarse voice drunk with sleep and her facial expression changed. 

I just nodded. 
          "Sorry. I don´t know how it could happen," I replied simply. 
Nina sighed and pulled up the sheets and covers in bed. 
          "Don´t worry, Stefan. There is certainly nothing wrong with you. Presumably, it is about concern for what happened with your parents and all that. But I can call a doctor if you wish. "
          I didn´t want to see a doctor. Hopefully it was just temporary. 
          "No, please don´t. It´s not necessary," I said gently. It would have been very embarrassing to see a doctor and tell him that I, an 18-year-old man, peed in the bed. 
          "Then let it be," Nina said, and disappeared out of the room and carried away the bundle of laundry. I heard how she started the washing machine, was away for a while and then come back. 
I stood on the floor and didn´t know what to do. A lump filled my throat. 
When I heard steps in the hall I realized it would be a change. 

          Nina looked worried when she came back from the laundry room. 
          "Daniel, I am afraid we have to do something about this. Come with me," she said and took my hand. It felt a bit degrading. As if I was a child. 
            "I can go by myself," I grumbled, but realized that there was no point in fighting. She was stronger than I and she almost pulled me through the hall off to the bathroom. 
          "Start by cleaning yourself," she said and asked me to step down in the bathtub while she put the stopper and turned on the water. 
          ” Nina, forgive me. It was not deliberate," I sobbed, but Nina just smiled back. 
          "I'll help you, Stefan. Don´t worry," she simply said and politely but firmly pushed me down into the hot water. Off the shelf at the wash basin, she took a bottle of which I knew since the week of captivity, and briskly, I tried to get out of the water because I knew what the substance did with my skin. 
          "Stay down. It is best to do this. It is for your own sake, Stefan," Nina said, and poured the liquid down into the bathwater. Depilatory-dye. I didn´t understand at all why. Just when the hair on my body started to grow back, it would be removed again. But I accepted it, because what else could I do. There was like no point to protest when she wanted to help me. 


          "I'll just arrange a few things I'll soon be back again," Nina said, and disappeared through the bathroom door. 

I stayed in the warm bath water while I heard Nina disappeared through the front door. Maybe she fetched the morning paper, I thought, and heard her return after a while. She walked up the stairs and into a room. My old bedroom was empty. I had not wanted to sleep alone after my mother and father died, so therefore I had not used my own room. Now it seemed like Nina put down something in there. 


          Fifteen minutes later, Nina came back and told me to get up. 
          "Sit down on the toilet seat," she said and I did as she told me to. She did, after all, help me and her voice sounded nice. 

Then she took out a razor and shaving foam and slipped into my head and my face. The same thing she had done once before, that week ...
          "This is for your own sake, Stefan. We will arrange that everything will be fine," she said kindly before she shaved my head and the face. Soon I was clean shaven. She dried me and caressed my face. 
          "But why do you need to shave it?" I wondered and looked up at my cousin. 
          "Because it might help you. I read it online. Change after a shock can be positive and this is of course a small change. Come with me now," she said and took my hand. Then I went with her to my old bedroom and realized that she really cared about me. I felt safe with her. 


          "Now you´ll get some new clothes," she said, and opened a large bag that was standing on the floor. A bag she had apparently recovered, as I lay in the bathtub. 
            "How nice that this old stuff can be used again, Stefan," Nina said, laughing when she began to poke among the things that lay in the bag.
          "What things?" I asked when she took up a package of adult diapers. 
          "Why do you put out those?" I asked, since when Nina didn´t respond. 
          "It allows you to sleep dry," Nina said, looking down on me when she got up and stood before me with a diaper in her hand. She was a giant, an Amazon, and I felt like a child, naked and hairless. 
          "If you think it will help, Nina," I whispered, forcing back the tears. I had no choice. 

She closed the door behind us and locked it and then went back to her bag and pulled out the romper she had once sewed for me, plus the mittens she made, and a great pacifier. 
          "No, Nina, please, we might well skip that. It is not necessary, I promise to try to keep myself from peeing again," I pleaded, but realized the futility of protest. 
          "Lie down on the bed like a good boy, Stefan," she simply said in a friendly voice and I obeyed reluctantly. 
           
While Nina fetched things and put them on the bed, I lay down on my stomach and waited for what would inevitably happen. 
          "I want to sleep a little longer and because I don´t want no more accidents, I have to do this, I hope you understand," Nina said and put a diaper under me and applied talcum powder over my butt. 

I nodded. It was cruel and degrading but she was friendly and did it for me too. Maybe it could help with the diaper.
          ” Nina, I don´t need to have that romper and gloves? Is it not enough with the diaper?" I wondered. But Nina sighed. 
          "You want me to help you? Or should we call the doctor immediately," she said simply. 
          "No doctor," I prayed and sobbed. 

Nina took the key and pressed it into my mouth and strapped it behind my head, before she went on to secure the diaper and then pulled the romper on me. After she put on the old disgusting mittens that I could not move my hands in. 
          "Great. Finished! I'm sorry I have to do this but it is as much for your sake as for mine. It'll work, Stefan. You only need to get dry again," she said comfortingly before she picked me up in her arms and carried me into the bedroom where she laid me down on the mattress. I didn´t like that she carried me. It made me feel even smaller than I was but she kept me tight and I felt safe in her arms. 

After she took a clean sheet and began to make the bed on her side of the bed. 
          "If you can stay dry now you can sleep in my bed. Or else, we try to solve this otherwise," Nina said, while she clearly made up her bed. I prayed silently that I would not urinate more, and tried to move in the romper. It was tight and I felt uncomfortable, but the pacifier stopped every opportunity to complain. Nina lay down on her side of the bed, pulled the blanket over herself and turned to me. 
          "Go to sleep a little bit longer. It’s still very early," Nina said, and patted me on the cheek. And soon both Nina and I felt asleep. 


          A few hours later I awoke by Nina lifting me out of bed. 
          "Now it's time for breakfast," she said, holding her hand under my butt and the other over my back while she carried me down in the kitchen downstairs. Suddenly, I felt even smaller than I was. To be carried by my cousin felt degrading, like my outfit. But hopefully it would not last for long. Not another week in hell, I thought. It was, after all, that I would stop urinating in bed. Hopefully this would resolve itself quickly. But I didn´t like that she put the romper on me, the soother and mittens. It felt very unnecessary. 

When we got down to the kitchen she put me on a chair and went to the kitchen counter to prepare breakfast. 
          "Vffmmm" I tried, but realized that the dummy prevented me from talking. Nina turned around and laughed. 
          "I understand you think this is tedious but it might help you so that we don´t need to consult a physician." 

And I sat quietly in the chair and waited for Nina to prepare breakfast. When she came back she had a cup of coffee in her hand, but nothing forme. She sat down opposite me and smiled. 
          "If you pee in the bed you will need gruel so that's what you will get. I will soon fix it for you. Good thing I have not thrown something from the week we last used it," she giggled and then took out her cell phone. I stared at her helplessly.. She had been helpful and loving. It had worked so well. She had helped me with everything that was needed for my parents' death. And now this. 
She dialled a number and waited while she looked at me. 
Someone answered and Nina lit up. 
          "Sara, how fun! How are you?" she said and I could feel my courage sink. Sara, my former girlfriend who had jointly taken care of me, humiliating me, along with Nina. I had not seen her since that week. 
          "Mmmmffhhh," I whined, but to no avail. The pacifier was glued in my mouth.
          "I was going to ask you about one thing. Stefan's parents are of course gone now and he is here alone with me. I wonder if you'd like to come over and help to clean at home."

She waited. I snatched the mittens but was helpless and motionless. 
          "Wonderful! See you in a minute then," Nina said and finished the call. Then she looked at me again. 
          "Sarah will come over. It is nice, isn´t it! She's going to help here while you crawl around on the floor."

I could not possibly accept that Nina rooted in my parents' things and protested, but she just laughed happily at my helplessness. 
          "I know you think this is hard but we must do this now because you cannot be dry. Now it's time to eat," she said and stood up. Away at the kitchen bench, she prepared a bottle of gruel, which she then came back with. 

Nina sat down beside me on a chair and removed the pacifier. I opened my mouth to protest against the unreasonable treatment, but was silenced by the bottle rubber hooter and the taste of gruel filled my mouth.
          "Drink now and be a good boy until Sara will come," she said, holding the bottle so I had to swallow it all down. When the bottle was empty she wiped me with the back of her hand and walked away with the bottle.
          "So, now you can crawl around on the floor while I was beginning to clear a bit here," Nina said. Helplessly, I was lifted down from the chair and fell on the floor where I tried to get up but as she sewed the suit one size too small, I could not andfell back to the floor. Reluctantly crouched for Nina to see what she did. 
She walked out into the hall and put her shoes on. 
          "Don´t worry. I´ll get back soon. Got to get some stuff from the garage. As you will recall, I of course screwed everything apart foryour parents to come home but now, we can assemble it again. Good, huh? "


          Then she disappeared out the front door and I sat on the floor and tried to get off my mittens. But it was not possible with that effort. They were locked and the hands inside immobile. What would happen now? What did she do to me? And Sara would be here? It was just not ok. So I got an idea. The teat remained at the kitchen table. She had not put it back in my mouth again. So I crept away to the kitchen and grabbed the phone in the charger on the wall. Maybe I could call Sara and say that she didn´t have to come ... 
          It was difficult and clumsy, but I managed to bring down the handset. The problem was pressing the right buttons. Desperate, I listened for Nina but only heard rattling sounds in the garage. I was unable to push any buttons. Every time I tried several numbers were printed in at once and I gave up. I felt I was close to tears. 

          After a while, Nina came back with a couple of large boxes that she carried up to my bedroom. I managed to sneak the phone back up in the charger, and then crawling up the stairs and looked into. 
Nina turned around. 
          "Come on in and sit and watch while I make up your bed again," Nina said enthusiastically as she packed up the contents of the boxes and put the parts out on the floor. 
          ” Nina, dear, don´t do this. I'm 18 and have just lost my parents in a car accident. Let me be free. Let me be who I am," I asked her. 
Nina just laughed.
          "I will let you be who you are. You are a baby who wets the bed at night and  you have to accept that you will treated as one. But remember that it is only until you're dry. I think this can help both you and me. In addition, a baby doesn´t talk," she muttered and disappeared into the kitchen and quickly came up again with the pacifier in her hand. 
          "Open wide," she said and started pushing the teat between my lips and strapped it behind my head. 


While I sat on the floor wearing a diaper, rompers and mittens with a pacifier in my mouth Nina assembled the crib and then the changing table that was packed in the second box.
          "I realized that it would be like this, Stefan. You are not mature enough to cope with yourself," she said while she prepared my room to the same appearance it had been during the past weeks that summer, before my beloved parents should have come back from their vacation. And I could only sit helplessly and watch. My life was again about to change. And I was just a puppet in this change. The one who ruled was Nina, my own cousin. 
          "I proved that already, when your parents died. You didn´t think and I had to arrange for both the lawyer and all the paper work. How would you be able to cope alone with all this? ” she said as she screwed up the furniture. 


          After a while seated, I knew how it began to be full in the bladder. It could not be true. But normally, I had just gone to the bathroom to urinate. As ordinary people at my age used to do. 
          "Mmmfffhhhgghh", I tried pointing to the diaper to get Nina to understand that I didn´t want to play anymore. But she only shook her head as she put down her chisel and set up the changing table in place. 
          "You can pee in the diaper," she said and continued with what she was doing. And I felt I could no longer hold. A heat spreading between my legs when the pee ran out into the thick padding, and I just wanted to cry but kept me from that humiliation. 


          When Nina was ready with the changing table and bed, she came over to me on the floor and lifted me up. Deliberately pushed a little extra on my butt so that the pee pressed against my skin. 
          "Now it's time for a little nap while mom Nina is working for a while. You get yourself ready now while I continue to clean. You've still only watched while I have thrown books and papers so I probably will get along fine without you for a while." So she lifted me up off the floor and carried me away to the crib and opened the lid and then forced me down on the thin mattress. 
          "Go to sleep for a while. Or some-thing,” she said and closed the roof on the bed and locked it with a padlock. Then she vanished out of the room and shut the door behind her. 


          In the distance I heard it rattlingsounds from the bottom floor. Then the sounds echoed between the container walls. She just could not do this. She couldn´t throw my things. That which belonged to my family. Then I fell asleep, crying and sobbing in my prison.
Chapter 3 
     I must have slept deeply because when I was awakened by Nina opening the ceiling to the bed, the sun shone strongly through the window. 
          "Time to wake up, sleepyhead," Nina said, lifting me up and off to the changing table. 
          "We must change you until Sara comes, mustn´t we," she said and dropped me on my stomach and pulled the romper off. It was impossible to get it off, because it was locked on the back. Then she removed the diaper and washed me clean. 
          "Now I have begun to reveal. The postman arrived a moment ago, by the way, and it is a small paper you need to sign to the lawyer. So I will take off your mittens so you can sign it. All right?” she said and put on a new diaper before she closed the romper behind my back. I just nodded and waited for her to help me down. 


          Nina picked me up in her arms and carried me down to the kitchen, where I got a new shock. There stood the child seat used in the week, she held me captive. I tried to get away from her arms, but realized it was useless. She just held me harder. 
          "Sit down now and I'll restrain you a bit. Since it is difficult to move the romper I want you to sit safely and not fall down. Then you can hurt yourself and I don´t want that,” she said and pushed me down on the chair and fastened a belt around the waist so that I didn´t get loose. Then she undid my mittens. I tried to get quick access to the pacifier and remove it but Nina slapped my hands away. 
          "No, no. You don’t´ write with the pacifier. The pen should be in your hand, not in your mouth,” she said, and I grunted in response and grabbed the pen on the table. Nina picked a number of papers which she laid before me and showed where I could sign. I didn´t read them. At the top was the name of a lawyer and a logo and I assumed it was the paper from the lawyer. 
          "Sign it and the inheritance will be transferred to your account tomorrow," Nina said. 
          I signed up on the lines where my name was, and then Nina quickly switched to the next paper and I signed it and then she took the pen away from me. Nina took it quickly and took care of the papers which she put in an envelope. 
          "There you go. Now it is finished.” She looked happy. Almost evilly happy. And I would understand why later on. The mittens were put on my hands again and I was re-imprisoned. 


          After a while the doorbell rang. I panicked. I didn’t want to let Sara see me in this state again but I could not do anything.
          "Oops. Is she already here,” Nina said, and hurried away to the front door to open. 

I heard voices and laughter, and soon Sara and Nina appeared in the kitchen. Sarah first looked sadly at me. 
          "But why did you do that with him. He doesn’t need that, does he? It was so sad with his parents”,Sara said, and came over to the chair where I sat. 
          "He has peed in the bed for two nights now and I thought it might help him if he had something else to think about. It's uncomfortable with a diaper so maybe he can get away with peeing that way,” Nina explained and Sara nodded in understanding and looked at me. 
          "Mmmffhhhh" I tried and felt the anger flowing through the body, but it sounded just ridiculous. 

Sara removed the pacifier behind my neck and placed it on the table. 
          "No, you don´t need to talk now, either," she said and stroked my cheek. Her hand smelled of cigarettes and perfume. The same perfume she used to have when we were together. Now she was up with Beppo.
          "What a sad story with your parents. But it's lucky that Nina is here so she can take care of you now,” Sara said. 
          "Let me go. It is enough now. I mourn my parents and you will agree pmmmffhhgg" I cried when Sara put her hand over my mouth. 
          "Not good for babies to become so upset. Calm down now, little buddy,” Sara said, still holding her hand over my mouth. 
          "You should be a good little baby, shouldn´t he, Nina?" Sara said, looking at my cousin who was standing some distance away and smiled. 
          "You are absolutely right. Otherwise, it’s the pacifier again and it's not so fun. We don´t have to make this worse than what it is,” Nina said, nodding to Sara to let me be. The hand disappeared and I breathed. 
          "Oh, come on now, Stefan. This is for your sake, I have said it a thousand times. I do it because you don´t have to get into more accidents, and for that we should not have to call the doctor,” my cousin said in a friendly tone and Sara walked over to her. 
          "Thanks for coming. I thought you would like to take care of Stefan today while I clean at home. The house will probably be sold eventually." 

I sat quietly and didn´t dare open my mouth in fear of what would happen. It felt as if I was going to lose sight of everything. 

          "I am happy to help," Sara said, looking at me. As if she felt sorry for me. Didn´t she take any notice that I was still mourning my parents? This was awful. I wanted the police to notify them but at the same time, I realized that it would not lead to anything. What would I say? That my cousin forced me to have rompers and pacifier and diaper? My situation was hopeless. Moreover, she once took pictures of me which was still in Nina's hands. That put everything in a completely different situation. And perhaps this could help. I was not too happy for the diaper, and maybe I could get rid of it if I didn´t pee in the bed no more. 
          "Excellent. Then I will start working and you may  take care of  Stefan and play with him for a while? ” Nina said, and disappeared off into another part of the house while I sat there, strapped in the chair. 


          Sara came over to me and undid the belt. Then she lifted me up and put me down on the floor. I hated when she did it but I had no real choice. 
          "What should we do now, Stefan?" Sara thought and looked at me as she stood and looked down at me. She was taller than I but not as tall as Nina.
          I looked up at her with a beseeching look. 
          "Please Sara, let me go. I cannot let Nina throw things but I know what it is she discards. It is still mine and my parents 'possessions', I asked and she looked seriously at me. 
Then she bent down and grabbed over my arms and lifted me to my face came level with hers. 
          "Stefan, you don´t decide anything right now. Nina is in charge now and takes care of things for you, right? ” she simply said and then let me down on the floor again. 


          What scared me most was the fact that this time there was no deadline. Last time the torture and humiliation had lasted barely a week, since my parents would then come home again. Now there was no one who would miss me and wonder what I did. No one who would come home and be able to reveal everything. 
It rumbled in my stomach. I needed to go to the bathroom. Must be the gruel, I thought. 
          "Sara, I have to go to the bathroom," I asked. 
          She bent down and pressed the rompers output rear. 
          "You've got a diaper. Use it. Convenient, huh! ” she said and sat down on a kitchen chair. 
          "Come here," she ordered, pointing at the floor in front of her. I fought against what was about to come into the diaper. Okay I had pee in it but to do something else, it was just too much. 
          "Now," she said, raising her voice and I crept away and sat in front of her. It felt humiliating to sit on my knees in front of my ex-girlfriend but I was in a hurry now. Perhaps she would let me go and I would get to the bathroom in time. 
          "Please, I need to actually ggmmmffhhhh," I said before she leaned, forward and put her hand over my mouth and looked me in the eye. Her face was so close I could feel the smell of her skin. Her eyes glittered. I panicked. 
          "Poop now," she whispered and giggled as she held her left hand over my mouth. I tried to move me back but she quickly put her other hand behind my head and held me there while I fought against my noisy stomach. 
          "Poop then," she almost screamed when I heard Nina turn on the stereo in the living room and my complaint was drowned in Sara's palm and the music streaming out of the house walls. She forced me to meet her eyes when I could not keep me any longer and felt the diaper in the end was filled with a warm mess and Sara laughed out loudly and took her hand away from my face when I was finished. 
          "Was it nice?" She asked, and then kicked me lightly on my stomach so I fell backwards on my back and felt the mess spread over my buttocks. 
          "Can you imagine how I´ve been looking forward to seeing you like this again, Stefan. I almost missed it. As Nina would go home, I thought it would never happen again but then your parents died and Nina stayed here! Is it not a miracle, so tell me,” she said, smiling happily. 
          "The summer is long and we will have so much fun!" she fantasized while she looked at me trying to turn myself around so I didn´t lie on my back with the mess which would solidify slowly over my skin. 

I managed to sit up on the floor. 
          "Please, I need to change this. I didn´t think it would be needed to wear the diaper all the time,” I said, and Sara got up from the sofa. 
          "Where is that fucking soother, she thought and found it on the table. I tried to crawl away but Sara grabbed my romper and held me there while she put the pacifier in my mouth and strapped it. 
          "It´s so tiring to hear you whining. I will change you when I feel like it. Not a second earlier,” she said. 


          I sat on the kitchen floor and could not do much else. Nina was somewhere and threw my family's things away and I felt a deep sorrow and fear that I was losing everything I owned. 

            From the living room I heard Nina was singing to the music while she carried things out of the house and threw in the container. I wanted to crawl over there and stop her but knew that Sara would prevent me from it. She was a babysitter, a prison guard who would keep an eye on me while Nina emptied my home of my stuff. 
          She was not supposed to do so. I wanted to be with her and determine what would be discarded and what  memories of my parents  would be saved. It was not going to be like this. 
While Sara was staring at the ceiling, I began to crawl out from the kitchen. 
          "Where are you going, then?" Sara said, and rose from her chair when she saw how I crept away over the floor. I hurried on, and almost threw me out of the hall but Sara caught up to me and lifted me up off the floor. I protested and threw my arms wildly while Sara carried me up the stairs and into my bedroom. 
          "You shall not interfere with Nina now. If you can´t be quiet, we must think of something else. Time to get some sleep, maybe?" Sara suggested and carried me away to the crib. I screamed in the teat when she lifted me down in bed and closed the ceiling and locked it.
          "Now you stay here and be a good boy so that Nina can work alone," Sara said grimly and disappeared out of the room. I was forced to sit on the mattress while the poop dried in the diaper. 
Sara called at Nina and disappeared down the stairs to the living room. 

          After a while, Nina and Sara returned to the bedroom. Nina looked sweaty. 
          "I heard you were disobedient. It was not meant that you would need to be unlocked and behave like a baby, Stefan. You wear a diaper because you would learn not to urinate in bed. You must understand that you must try to help as well. Not behave like a baby just because you have those clothes on you. But since you're still sitting there, I have something to tell you, Stefan. "


I nodded. Felt a lump in my throat when I realized that nothing had changed, except that my parents were no longer alive. Nina was clearly not satisfied with what she exposed me to during that week before the accident. She apparently wanted to humiliate me even more and I didn´t understand how I managed to trick myself into this again. 
          "Do you remember those papers that you had to sign at the kitchen table?" 
          I nodded and realized that I was taking everything and would soon be financially independent. Soon, I could send Nina out of my house. Because this treatment I accepted no longer. She would get shit for this. Perhaps it was Nina’s fault and if she went home to her I would stop urinating in bed. 

Nina had brought the envelope with her and put the papers up. Then she came closer and put one of the signed documents in front of my eyes. 
          "Read carefully what is written," she ordered and I looked at the letters. While I was reading the tears began to flow. It was not my money anymore. She had fooled me. 
          "Thank you, Stefan. According to these papers, all the money from your parents' estate and life insurance go into my bank account and you own nothing. I can basically kick you out but I won´t. Because I can´t be so cruel. You are, after all, my cousin and I like you, and can have some use for you. " 
          I looked at the other papers and realized that there were documents proving that Nina was the legal owner of the house and its possessions. Moreover, it was a transfer document in which money from the estate and life insurance services went into her account and made me disinherited. Why hadn´t I read them more carefully, but only signed them? Probably it was because of the diaper and any other outfit had distracted me from concentrating on the content of documents. 

A terrible remorse for myself ate through me when I realized what happened. 
          "Everything will be fine, now, Stefan. You don´t have to worry about anything because I will take responsibility for everything. Yet I feel I must give you two options. The first is that you say goodbye today. Then you will be free to do what you want. You leave the house and never come back again. You don´t have to wear the diaper and romper and are free to live your life as you want. Sounds good right? But it is hard without money, isn´t it? And think of the images that will be published on the Internet. Not so easy to live with them. The second option is that you continue to live with me. But it will be on my terms." 

She looked at me and smiled kindly again.
          "If you accept that you will be happy. I want us to get married and you will be my husband. But that assumes you do what I want. Because I can always choose to kick you out. You will also have to sign a prenuptial agreement in which I own everything in the event of divorce. It is a marriage of the wife’s conditions. As all marriages should be like." 
            What could I say? Nina and Sara looked at each other. And Sara reached out her hand to Nina.
          "Congratulations. Then you are a homeowner and soon fairly wealthy then,” Sara said, and they both laughed. 

Nina looked at me, as I sat in the crib and could not do anything. Not defend myself. 
          "Think about this for a moment, Stefan I'll be right back. You have two choices. Think about it,” she said quietly, and the two disappeared into the kitchen. I could hear how they laughed and chatted. An aroma of freshly brewed coffee was spread to the house. It was her time. It was all hers. Like I would be, I realized and started to cry silently to myself.


          I wanted to ask if I would get rid of the diaper and romper if I married her. The idea made me confused at the same time. How could I think about such things when I just lost my entire heritage? I was 18 years and had the choice to marry or become homeless. What would happen then? I didn´t want to have sex with her, she who humiliated me. It would be an impossible act. But the option was fairly simple. I had nowhere to go and without money, I would not survive for long. Perhaps if I got a job somewhere, but it was doubtful because I didn´t even have a driving license. And for obtaining a license I needed money. Would I have to ask my wife for money? Would she agree, and if so, how much and in what way? 
          From downstairs the smell of coffee mingled with cigarette smoke. They smoked indoors. My parents would never have allowed that. But now, it was obviously okay. 


          Nearly an hour later, Nina came back. Sara seemed to have stayed in the kitchen. 
          She came to bed and unlocked the roof. Then she bent down and picked me up. 
          "Time to change.  Sara told me that it happened an accident before,” Nina said, and carried me away to the changing table where she dropped me on the stomach. I felt how she unbuttoned the romper and pulled it down a bit so she could remove to the dirty diaper. Then she undid it and linking it into a ball. Everything was done in silence. She said nothing as she washed me clean, and put on a new nappy and closed the romper again. When she was finished she raised me and held me in her arms. 
          "I hope you've been thinking about your options now, Stefan," she said, and carried me down to the kitchen with me in her arms like a little fucking kid. 

There Sara sat on a chair at the kitchen table and smiled as she put out a cigarette in an ashtray. On the table were two empty cups of coffee and a plate of cookies. 
          "Look what I found. Now he is a clean little baby again,” Nina giggled happily and put me down on the chair, after which she strapped me. 

She fetched a bottle and put it in front of me on the table. The contents were red. Not white. 
          I looked at Nina, and then at Sarah. Nina laughed. 
          "It's juice. And cakes, if you want,” Nina said, and stroked my cheek. 
Sara removed my pacifier and placed it on the table in front of me. Nina then loosened my mittens so I could drink myself. 
          "Take the bottle and drink and eat some cookies", Nina offered and I dug in when I was hungry. Gruel didn´t last long when you were 18 years ord. The two women looked at me while I ate and drank and I didn´t care so much that I drank from a bottle. My hands were free so I was grateful for that instead. Then, when the bottle was empty and cookie plate clean, Nina took away the bottle and looked at me. Her gaze was serious. 
          "As I said, I hope you have considered your options. You had two, or how. Which do you choose? " 

I sat silent for a while. So I realized that there were no options to choose from. 
          "The second," I said simply, looking down at the table. 
          "Oh, then we have something to celebrate. You and I are supposed to get married, Stefan!" Nina chirped and Sara laughed. 
So everything was already planned. Did she book the church, too? 
          "Sure," I replied simply, and they both laughed. 
          "He is taciturn and that´s good. Continue that way, Stefan. A man should keep quiet and obey his woman. Just so. I forgot to say, there are certain conditions for this marriage.” Nina said. I continued to look down at the table. 
          Suddenly a large hand grabbed hold of my chin and forced my head up. Nina looked me in the eye. 
          "Look at me when I talk to you," she ordered and refused to let her gaze from me. 
          "There are conditions and you should sign them. I will arrange the wedding so you don´t have to think about it. We´ll get married at city hall. There will be a small wedding and until then you´ll learn to be a perfect husband,” Nina said, and let my face go. 
          But I couldn´t get married in the diaper and romper? What would she do with me until then? The horror began slowly to dawn on me. How long had she actually planned this?
           
          Nina got up and went to the kitchen counter where there was a paper. She retrieved it and put it in front of me at the kitchen table. 
          "Please read carefully and then sign it. After that I will be the one who decides in what is our relationship and how it´s going to be. Or choose to move out into the street,” Nina said, and put a pen in front of me. I could just take the pen and stick it in her throat but it was not worth it. 


          The document appeared to be legally binding and cover all sorts of ifs and buts. The fact that I signed it, I would submit myself entirely to Nina. She would govern my life and I would not take anything. I read the words and felt a lump in my stomach. A lump of having lost a game. 
          "Come on. Sign it now. How long can it take to read those words,” Nina said annoyed and moved the pen closer to me. 
I took the pen and wrote my signature at the bottom. And my life was handed over to my future wife.


I hereby certify, Stefan Oskar Bergman, I, with the signing of this document, made voluntarily and without coercion, to obey Nina Chatarina Lager while she govern our relationship and marriage. 
I promise to listen to my wife and follow her orders without protests. I also promise to never question anything my wife commands me or tells me.

I cannot address my wife but she only gives me permission to do so. My wife is to be addressed as "Mrs." in all circumstances without exception. 


Nina Chatarina Lager has every right to in any way punish me if I don´t meet her demands or orders, or accepting punishment whenever and in the way my wife so desire. 


I agree that I am not entitled to any sexual activity, satisfaction of either myself or my wife or anyone else, if this isn´t done entirely on my wife's condition. 


I will not have any financial income, and if I need funds for something I'll ask my wife about this. The same applies if I'm going to leave home. This must be done with the approval of my wife and always in the company of someone else. I may never leave home alone.


If I violate any of these terms and conditions I will be penalized in the way my wife wishes and marriage can immediately be cancelled.
   
Nina took the paper and stuffed it in the same envelope as the other papers were in. 
          "Is this document legal even before we get married?" I asked, looking at Nina who laughed. 
          "No, we have time to get you to learn acting like the man you should be," she replied. 
          "Baby diaper, then?" I asked cautiously. 
          "Baby diaper stays on until you are dry at night," Nina said and the discussion was finished when the pacifier was put back in my mouth and Nina disappeared off into the house somewhere, and continued sorting amongst her new possessions. Those that I no longer owned. 
Chapter 4 
   
     Sara picked up her cigarette packet and pulled out a cigarette. She lit it while she looked at me, blowing smoke in my face. 
          "I'll take care of you  while Nina works in her house. Her house, Stefan. You are owned now. Fun, huh? How does it feel to be owned by a woman? ” she asked, smiling evilly. I looked down at the table while the smell of tobacco was spread in the kitchen. 
          "Say something, Stefan," Sara said, and giggled. 
          "Mmmffhghhh," I said and she laughed. 
          "You sound like a little baby. An owned little man ", she said and took a puff on her cigarette. 
          I didn´t answer. I just sat on the chair being humiliated unable to defend myself. My life was about to be lost, but just mentally. My body still existed, however, unlocked and controlled. The question was how long it would last. Probably until the wedding. How pathetic. A forced marriage. In the past, and for that matter, even nowadays, girls are forced to marry men against their will. Now I found, me Stefan Berg,  in the opposite situation. Like so much else was the opposite in my life situation. Here I sat, an 18 year old man who had just lost my parents, pent up in a romper, specially sewn to my body, with diapers and mittens while my cousin sorted and threw out my former possessions. My ex-girlfriend was sitting beside me, smoking and humiliating me. She mocked my situation. My life. Myself. 


          Out in the hallway Nina carried an old armchair. 
          "I’ll throw this chair. Found it in the living room. It is, after all, mine now so I might as well throw it away,” Nina teased and disappeared through the front door and to the container. And I could not do anything about that, she threw out my dad's old favorite chair. Although it was worn out but still full of memories. 
          "How does it feel to be the serf?" Sara suddenly asked and blew more smoke in my face. 

I just shook my head. Wanted to cry but could not as well. There was so much to cry over it became it was too much. Instead, I sat quietly and looked out the window. Outside, it was summer. Warm. Outside, there was a freedom I  would probably never get to experience, now that the papers were signed and I was dependent on Nina's kindness and mercy. So horribly degrading. But this option didn´t exist; to be free but penniless and completely alone. 
          "Maybe our baby is tired now," Sara thought and put out the cigarette in the ashtray. 
          She stood up and undid the belt around me, whereupon she lifted me and carried me to my bedroom. 
          "And soon to be my little ex-boyfriend to marry. Then you'll be great, of course,” Sara said while she put me in the crib. She took the mittens and put them on me and locked the roof. She looked down at me. 
          "An obedient man. What if I could get Beppo to be there also. But it would feel like he wasn´t a man anymore. On the other hand, you're a little sissy,” Sara laughed before she disappeared out of the room and shut the bedroom door so that I was isolated. I screamed in the pacifier but no one heard me. Alone. 


          Before I fell asleep, I sensed my bladder was emptying into the diaper and moisture from the pee spread against my skin. Then everything went dark. 


          At some point I woke up and heard the front door being slammed. Presumably, it was Nina who slammed the door. But everything seemed to be very quiet. Sleep, however, took the upper hand and I fell asleep again. 

          In my dreams, I ran across a green summer meadow. I was happy, free. The warmth was delightful and I enjoyed the feeling of grass tickling my feet. A light breeze swept around my body and got my hair to flutter and dance and my T-shirt was welcome coolness against my skin when the summer wind found in the seams. In shorts, I had boxers. No diaper. None romper. No mittens. Just me. 

          "Rise and shine, Stefan," Nina said, which was the sound I woke up to. Slowly I opened my eyes and saw my cousin and Sarah stood by my bed. They seemed to have been away because on the floor behind my bedroom door were a few bags I had not seen before. 
          Nina unlocked the roof and lifted me up. She put a hand over my ass and sighed.
          "Pee again, I know. Diaper is full. We must change it. I just hope that you can stay dry at night so you will not have to wet it. Now I have something to tell you,” she said happily as she carried me away to the changing table and pulled off my dress completely and threw the diaper on the floor. She looked glad, positive and happy. But it was perhaps not surprising given that she had just inherited a house, plus a huge amount of money that was now hers and not mine. She could afford to be happy.
          The teat was removed from my mouth but I kept quiet. Did not dare say anything in fear of my precarious situation punished in some subtle and nasty way of my cousin. 
          "You do need a shower. Meanwhile, Sara will throw your romper in the laundry and then we'll do something else fun,” Nina said, and gave the romper to Sara, who disappeared off to the laundry room. 
          "I have much to tell you but first we´ll take a shower. Or rather, you, my future husband, will be cleaned. Then we will make up in order and go for a ride in the car. That will be nice, won´t it? ” she said and giggled as she carried me out into the bathroom and put me down in the bathtub, took off my mittens and then she took a shower hose and washed me. Instinctively I felt my dick rose and became stiff. Nina looked at me. 
          "Wow. Was it so good? ” she said and smiled. Naked and bare, I stood and dared not say anything or move myself in any way. Nina looked pleased. 
          "What should we do about it? Small kids should not have any hard-ons, should they?” I dared not answer her, but she knew just how to lather my body and shower by myself. 
When I was clean she raised me and put me down on the floor and laid a towel around me as she wrapped me tightly so that my arms were almost locked to the body. 
          "How cute you are," Nina noted and smiled happily as she rubbed me with the bath-sheet and then carried me down in the kitchen. Sara sat there on a chair. Above her on the table stood a tub with warm water and next to a bag of plaster model and several rolls of bandages. There was also a pair of rubber gloves and a jar of Vaseline. I panicked. 
          "What is that? What are you going to do?" I said, trying to move under the bath towel, but of course Nina had wrapped it down so hard that I couldn´t move at all. 
          "There, you are, Stefan," Nina said and opened the bag of plaster model, which she then poured into water and stirred. Meanwhile, Sara was wearing a rubber glove and opened the jar of Vaseline. Then she took a big click in the glove and began to smear it in over my head and my face. 
          "Close your mouth and close your eyes and then hold your mouth and eyes closed," Sarah ordered and I didn´t think but to obey. 
          "This will be fun," I heard Nina said. I heard someone mix with water and  something was being cut. 
          "I don´t want this," I asked but nobody pretended to hear me. 
          "Sara, hold his head now," Nina said, and I heard how Sara got up and stood behind me. I tried to rip the bath-sheet but could not. Sarah's two hands grabbed my head and held me while something cold was placed over the front of my bald head. Since Nina continued to press the wet substance over the front of my neck, chin, my cheeks, mouth, eyes and forehead until my whole face was covered. And everything was dark. A couple of fingers poked into my nose so I could then breathe through it. After that they did the same thing on the back and soon my whole head was covered. 
          "Sit quiet now. Otherwise, we must do everything again,” Nina said, before the end of the strips were over my ears and everything was quiet and dark. I sat motionless in my chair and felt the stiff plaster over my face.
          What did they do, I thought and could not do much more than wonder because I was immobile and unable to talk or hear anything. Were they going to make a plaster mask? What would they do with it? I remembered how we made these in school when I was younger but I didn´t understand the point of what Nina and Sara did. 


          The only thing I could concentrate on was to breathe through my nose because my mouth was covered with plaster. I don´t know how long I sat there on the chair wrapped in the sheet but in the end I felt someone grabbed my head and then removed the mask gently from the back of the head and then my face. Sounds exploded around me and I opened my eyes just in time to see how Nina gently dropped the parts on the kitchen table. Then she turned around and looked at me. 
          "Stefan, you look awfully sticky", she laughed and Sara was about to give way to a double when she looked at my face.
          "Let's wash you up. Maybe Sarah can help you as I make the kitchen in order,” Nina said, looking at Sara as he lifted me from my chair and took off to the bathroom.
          "This is really good," Sara said, when she put me down on the toilet seat and took out a bottle with some detergent and a variety of cotton roundabouts which she wetted. 
          "Now you're all curious about this, huh?" Sara said as she cleaned my face and head.
          "I don´t know," I answered, and Sara looked sternly at me. 
          "Yes, you do. I know you are curious and looking forward to the little surprise we are preparing for you. " 

I didn´t answer but waited for my face to get clean. When she was finished she raised me from the toilet chair and carried me up to my bedroom and put me on the changing table, where she pulled up the bath towel a bit, but just as much as she needed. My arms were still solid underneath.
          "Diaper on. We don´t want any accidents in Nina's house,” Sara said. 
          "It's not fucking her house," I exclaimed, after which Sara hit me hard in the face. 
          "Learn good manners," she shouted, and I kept quiet as she put my diaper on.
          "This is Nina's house and you will accept that, or you get out. It's even written on paper, isn´t it,” she said and I nodded reluctantly to the fact that she was actually right, no matter how wrong it  was. 
           
          Sara walked over to my closet and took out something that looked like a couple of great short balloon pants in plastic. At the top was a belt that seemed to get locked with a key. 
          "Look, how nice they are. We bought them today,” Sara said, and proudly showed up the pink diaper pants. I didn´t want to watch when I realized it was I who would have them on me. She came back to the changing table and pulled them over my diaper. 
          "Now that your romper is in the washing machine, you need something else to wear before you go on the little trip. I am sure that Nina would like to show what she bought  today. It doesn´t fit in the car,” Sara giggled and dropped me on the floor. I tagged on the plastic pants but didn´t remove them and realized that the diaper was locked inside the pants with the heavy belt and padlock. It meant that I didn´t have to have some mittens on. I would still not voluntarily leave the house wearing just this. 
          "Look how nice you are. And you have your hands free,” Sara said and proudly  lifted me up from the table and carried me away to bed, where she locked me in and then left the room with me, still dressed only in a diaper and the lockable pink diaper pants. Nothing I would like to show me around in...

I was free but still a prisoner. And soon I fell asleep, when I realized my helplessness. It was just waiting for someone to come and pick me up. 


          About an hour later I awoke when Sara unlocked the roof of the crib and lifted me up and put me down on the floor. 
          "Good morning. Now everything is clear. Follow me down,” Sara said happily and I followed her down to the lower floor and into the kitchen. When Nina saw me she laughed. 
          "An excellent purchase, what do you think," Nina said, looking at me. 
          "You look like a little girl. But more of that later,” she just said and went on with whatever she was doing in the kitchen. Fears spread in me. What was happening? Why did they do this to me? It was not right. Not fair. 
          "Sara, give him some food until I´m finished here. We're going away for a while and before that he must be fed and get some clothes on. Can we do that?" Nina Thought. 

Sara nodded. 
          "Of course. I sorted the stuff we bought in the closet earlier so everything is there. Then I must be with Beppo tonight so you will be with Stefan by yourself. But you seem to manage that just fine!" Sara said and Nina smiled.
          "But it's always easier when you are two," Nina said. 
          "I can come back when you need me again," Sara promised as she prepared my bottle. 
         "I know that you can, Sara," Nina noted and continued with her craft. She did something with my plaster mask, but I could not see what it was. But probably it wasn´t very pleasant. 


          When Sara was ready with the gruel, she came over to me and put down the bottle on the kitchen table. 
          "Drink. You can do it yourself now that your hands are free to use,” she said, and I obediently took the baby bottle and drank the gruel. It felt humiliating. I was eating normal food during the week after my parents' accident, along with Nina, but now it was obviously the end of it. When I was finished she took the bottle and cleaned it while I was still sitting on the chair. 
          "Good boy. Be quiet now and we'll try something, but first I need a little help from Sara,” Nina said. 
          "Go up and get the other stuff," she asked Sara as she disappeared up the stairs. 
          "What are you going to do? Why are you doing this?" I asked, looking at Nina. No more humiliation now. It was enough. But I had no choice really. 

She laughed. 
          "You wait and see. Just a small change in the exterior,” she said, waiting for Sara to come back. And soon I heard footsteps on the stairs and Sara showed up with a big bag in her hand which she put on the kitchen floor. I looked at it but could not see what was in it. 

Then Sara started to take up a pair of white tights, a pair of red patent leather shoes and a pink dress.

I could feel the panic spread. Would they dress me up like a girl and take me out? 
          "No, I don´t want this," I prayed and looked at Nina and Sara who cheerfully scraped around in the bag. 
          Nina just laughed.
          "You have signed a contract. Either this or the street,” Nina said, and just came over to me with the pantyhose. 
          "Stand up on the floor," she ordered and I didn´t think but obey. 
          "These should fit on top of the diaper and diaper pants. It will bulge out a bit but it looks just cute,” Nina said, and leaned down and began to pull the white pantyhose on me. Sarah laughed at the small but clear change when Nina was ready and pulled it tightly over my diaper pants. Then she pulled on my boots and laced them. 
          "Garter belt", Nina asked and Sara came over with a white garment with strings on the back. Sara walked behind me and put the garment over my stomach and chest, and began to tie behind my back. It buckled. 
          "Ouch, it hurts," I said, but Sarah laughed and Nina stood and looked at me. 
          "If you want to look nice, Stefan, then you need to suffer a little pain too," Nina said, while Sara pulled the strings behind my back until my stomach felt like it was in my back. When she was finished, I could breathe, but no more. The dress was put on.
     After that, Sara got a blouse from another bag. It was a pink blouse that matched my dress and they pulled it over my head. 
          "Flashy. Now it begins to resemble something. But we saved the best for last. Sit down on the chair again, Stefan,” Nina said, and Sara helped me to sit down. It was hard when I could hardly bend myself but eventually I sat there and Nina picked up a pair of handcuffs. 
          "No, that’s enough," I exclaimed but nobody listened. Instead Sara grabbed my hands behind my back and Nina strapped the cuffs on. 
          "There you are. Now you must close your eyes. Or else, it might hurt,” she said while Sara took out a jar with children’s powder that she poured a little of in her hand and lubricated in my face and over my head and face. The mask, I thought. I would have a plaster mask on me!?
              "Absolutely. Now the mask,” Nina said, and Sara covered my eyes. I asked them to stop but the women just laughed. 
          Something soft was stretched over my head and face and Sarah's hands were removed and replaced by what is now covering the whole of my head. It was not plaster, I thought. It felt more like rubber. 
          "Perfect. It is truly amazing, but on the other hand, it cost a few dollars,” Nina said.
          "But money is of course no problem for you now," Sara noted and they both laughed. Next, Nina adjusted the mask. I could breathe through my nose and mouth, and soon I could even open my eyes. Small holes for ears made it hard to hear, but sufficient. 
          "Wigs, Sara," Nina said, and Sara disappeared to fetch something that she pulled down over my head and the two women looked at me and were amazed. 
          "Fantastic. And the lips, nose and ears look so real. We just have to show him,” Sara said. 
         "Her," Nina corrected. 


          I knew nothing but on the other hand, could not do anything either. I sat with my hands locked behind my back and having something over my head and face. 


          "Get a mirror. Maybe she wants to see herself,” Sara suggested. 
          "No, wait until she is ready," Nina replied, and asked Sara to get a make-up box, which my ex girlfriend did. So Nina sat down opposite me, while Sara stuck my head. And for a long time, Nina applied makeup, put lipstick around my mouth and then painted my eyes. I didn´t understand anything but it was not my face they painted, but something that was sitting outside. Sara took the opportunity to take some photos. 
          When she was finished, Nina looked me straight in the eye. 
          "When I loosen the handcuffs on you, you have two choices. Either you tear all off that we have put on you and then I will kick you out and put out the old pictures of you, plus the new Sara has, on the Internet. Then you'll be poor and ridiculed, and wearing a pair of diaper pants you cannot take off. Option two is that you accept your situation and submit. What will it be?" Nina asked sharply and looked at me. 
          "Yes," I mumbled, feeling the mask when I talked. Nina laughed. 
          "Option two, then?" She asked and I nodded and felt the tears that wanted out. 
          "Stop that damn crying, or else the make-up will get smeared ,” Nina said, and stood up while Sara loosened the handcuffs. I felt Sara then pulled something slightly over my hands and arms. Long thin white gloves. 
          "Get out in the hallway and look in the mirror," Nina said, and the two women followed me when I walked in the red shoes that sounded like heels. So I put myself in front of the hall mirror and didn´t recognize the one I saw.
          "Say hello to Steffie," Sara said, and the women laughed. I got a shock. The one I saw in the mirror was a stranger. A young woman, almost a girl, with red patent leather shoes, white stockings and a pink dress, which bulged out so that it looked like I had a big butt. A corset was stuck over my stomach and chest and transformed the total size of my body so that it resembled a woman's narrow waist. To hide it sat a pink blouse that looked extremely feminine. 
Over my head a new face appeared. She had poured a rubber mask out of the plaster mask! It covered everything and the only thing that seemed to me was my eyes. The rest of the face was covered with the mask that was skin colored and looked extremely realistic. They had put makeup on. Where my normal lips, under the mask, were hidden, was now a couple of other, painted red. Over the mask on my head, was a black wig with a semi-long hair in the page that covered the joints in the mask. 

And no one could see that under the mask were my real lips for they were hidden in the rubber. When I was open my mouth in the mask it looked as if it were my own lips. They had transformed me totally and nobody could recognize me. No-one. 


          "Now that you've admired yourself for a while, it's time for a ride. I want to show you my most recent purchase, but it was too big to get it into the car. So we go there instead! ” Nina chirped happily and both she and Sara began to put on shoes and Nina took her purse where her car keys were. 
          Sara opened the door and I had to walk between her and Nina to the car. 
          "The back seat for you," Nina said, and opened the door and shoved me in. I strapped the seat belt on and felt I could hardly breathe in the tight corset, which was concealed under the blouse. 
Nina sat down on the driver's seat and next to Sara. Then we went by. 
          "We will now go to town," Nina said. It was half an hour's drive away from our little safe residential neighborhood. I wondered for a long time where we were going. There, Nina and Sara sat and chatted happily while I sat quietly in the back seat. The mask felt sweaty but I didn´t touch it. Then I'd be thrown out on the street. And that was the last thing I wanted. 
          The farther we went, the denser the traffic became. Soon we were sitting in queues of cars on both sides of us. Some people looked at me but nobody seemed to react. And no one could recognize me. Apartment buildings grew around us and soon we were in the city. Out there strolled the free people on the sidewalks and pedestrian areas. The cafés were filled with people while I was trapped in a car behind a mask. 
          Nina continued through town to a newly built area of luxury apartments. The houses were tall and the glass facades gleaming in the sun. First off, she stopped the car. 
          "Welcome to our new home, Stefan," Nina said, and I stared at the house, itscared the wits out of me that were certainly closer to 20 storeys high. But I didn´t answer. Just mumbled. 
          "I knew you would like it. Shall we go in and watch?" Nina asked and smiled at me. Sara laughed. 
          "And I'll come and visit often," my ex-girlfriend said. 


Nina stopped the car and got out and opened my door, because she apparently set the child lock on it. Sara waited and then we went off toward the main entrance. 
          "Try to behave yourself, Steffie, and everything will be fine. I understand that you are excited and curious about what I bought,” Nina said, and took my hand and pulled me away to the house. When we arrived there was a reception desk straight ahead over the marble floor. 

A young man was standing there smiling at us.
          "Welcome, Miss Lager," the man greeted and Nina smiled back. 
          "Thank you. I just want to show the apartment for my girlfriend and my niece” Nina said, and the man smiled and looked at Sara and then at me. 
          "What a sweet girl. So small but so nice with makeup and dress", he said. I wanted to yell at him, but dared not, and Nina took me away to the elevators.
          "It will be fun to show you our new home," Nina said, and patted me on the head as if I was a little girl. I played her hand off but she just laughed and held my other hand harder as I screamed. 
          "Shut up so me and Sara don´t have to be ashamed of you," Nina hissed as she pulled me into the elevator and the doors were closed. 
At the signal on level 20, we stepped out and walked out into a long correspondence corridor. I stumbled forward into my shoes when we went to what seemed to be a corner apartment. Nina took up a key card and pressed it into a reader. As the door opened and we stepped directly into a magnificent living room. So far, empty of furniture but I assumed it would be acquired as such in the future. 
          "What do you say. Sure it is nice. And I own it,” Nina said, laughing while we were walking around in what was to become my new prison eventually when we are married in less than a week. 
          "An estate agent will come and have a look at the house tonight so we want to get rid of it as quickly as possible," Nina said while I looked at the view from one of the huge windows. It was possible to see over the city from here. Sara almost ran around in the different rooms and was amazed at our new accommodation. 
          "Here I will show up frequently," Sara noted when she looked into the kitchen, which was separated by a wall from the living room. 
I walked around on the marble floor in the living room and then the wooden flooring in the rest of the apartment's rooms. There was a large bedroom and two slightly smaller and I suddenly discovered myself with consideration also on which room I would have. Not us, not me, and Nina, but probably I should get my own room. And I was right. Nina came up behind me and put her arms around me when I looked into one of the smaller rooms. 
          "This is where you will sleep. It is virgin chamber. Sure, it will be good,” Nina whispered and kissed my mask on the cheek. Her lips were so close but yet there was something in between. 
          "I thought we would sleep in the same room when we got married," I said, and almost felt ashamed of having asked the question. She laughed. 
          "I understand you but it won´t be so. You’ll sleep of course in your own room now and I don´t want someone who wets the bed every night. "
          "But if I have a diaper then," I said and regretted it immediately. I was ashamed. How humiliating to even suggest it, I thought, and knew how the anger grew inside. 
          "We are only married on paper," Nina said, and released me. Then she went away and talked and joked with Sarah and I stood and looked into the empty room. Yet there was no furniture here, but I could guess what would be here when we moved into the apartment. And that I didn´t like. But I had no choice. Only married on paper? What did she mean by that?
          When we returned to the car an hour later we went home again, I said nothing, because I didn´t have anything to say. What happened was somehow suddenly very apparent. Very true. Here I sat in the back seat and looked like a girl with a diaper and dress in diaper pants. In the front seat were Nina and Sara, as two adults with a child as a companion. What had she done with me. And why? She had taken out this revenge on me for a week at the beginning of my summer vacation. But now everything felt even worse. Was this also revenge or was it the realization of any sick fantasy that my cousin had for a long time? I didn´t know and would probably not get any sensible response to it. With papers signed, the situation was real. Nina had it under full control. I could only follow. 

          In the car I fell asleep and when we got home Nina had dropped Sara on the way. It was me and my cousin now. Nina woke me when she opened my door and pulled me out of the car. 
          "Home again. Now it is diaper check and then bed time for you. I have a lot to do before the estate agent will arrive,” Nina said. I was dragged up the stairs and into my bedroom, where Nina took my clothes off, pulled off my mask and everything eased. The diaper was luckily dry so she didn´t need to change it but the diaper pants were put back on. Then she lifted me down in bed and locked the roof, after which she took care of all the clothes and mask and went out through my door.


          And there I lay, waiting for the agent to come and help sell the house that now Nina was the owner of.
Chapter 5
I must have fallen asleep to because I was awakened when Nina entered the bedroom and unlocked the roof to the bed. 
          "Stefan, now it's time to wake up. In a moment the agent will arrive and prior to that, you must be dressed and ready to go,” Nina said, lifting me up out of bed and stuffed a hand in the diaper. 
          "You've peed in your diaper yourself again. I have to change,” she said and lifted me on the changing table, where she unlocked my diaper pants and pulled my diaper off. 
          I thought about what she said. 
          "What do you mean? I want to be here when the real estate agent arrives," I said.

Nina shook her head and put on a dry diaper. 
          "No, I can manage myself. You should just make a fool of yourself, I´m sure you understand that,” Nina said, and I opened my mouth to protest but she pressed the soother in, and strapped it. Then she pulled the diaper pants back on again and locked them. 
          "A babysitter you met before will pick you up shortly, so you must be ready," Nina said, and took my hands as she pulled on my mittens. 

Then she took something that looked like a full pajamas and tucked my legs and arms in and buttoned at the back. A similar dress to the romper but a bit more childish with small bears printed on it. I struggled and protested under the soother but to no avail. Nina planned to sell the house without me even being here. So terrible. Tears ran down my cheeks when Nina carried me down to the lower floor and put me down on the floor while she packed a bag with powdered infant formula, bottle and a few extra diapers. 
          "Great. Now you are finished. Now we just ..." so she stopped and listened. 
          "Yep! Now it's time to go, Stefan,” Nina said, lifting me off the floor and took the bag over her shoulder. A car drove up the driveway and a car door opened and closed. Soon the doorbell rang and I waited in horror for what was about to happen. Sara had probably no car? Neither had Beppo, and they had probably not any driving licenses yet? I thought about that until Nina opened the door and stood in front of a muscular woman who looked more like a man whom I had met earlier. It was Marianne, Sarah's older sister who was a lesbian. I shouted desperately in the pacifier and tried to get out of Nina's grip but it didn´t work. Instead, Marianne took over. She grabbed me and almost pulled me out of Nina's arms. 
          "Really nice that you wanted to help me. I don´t want any kids here when the estate agent will come,” Nina said, and gave the bag to Marianne. The woman was as big as Nina, but had a more masculine body. Her hair was short cut and she smelled of snuff and cigarettes.
          "No problem. It worked out well when I took care of him last time and I am happy to help again!" Marianne said, before the door closed behind us and I was alone with the memories of what Marianne did with me last time. Pictures of a dildo that I had to suck showed up, like a rape. She was nasty and I was helpless and scared. 
          " It's you and me now, Stefan,” Marianne said when she went over to her minivan and opened the passenger door. There she put me and buckled my seat belt on. 


          While she started the car and backed out, I looked at the house which would soon be sold. The house that I grew up in and my parents wanted me to inherit, but which now belonged to my cousin. A tear ran down my cheek. The car's dark, I saw Marianne smiling. It was an evil grin. No friendly smile.
          "How fun that you wanted me to baby-sit overnight," Marianne said, when she quickly drove down our street and on the main street. I could not answer with the pacifier in my mouth. I hadn´t asked her to babysit me!
          ”Nina called and said you have asked me to babysit and of course I want to take care of you again. We have not seen each other for a while now,” she said, laughing. I struggled in the tight pajamas. The diaper pants felt uncomfortable, but it was impossible to do anything about it with my hands in the mittens and pajamas outside. I suffered in silence.
          Fifteen minutes later, Marianne turned up in the parking lot outside the apartment building where she lived. Just hope no one sees me, I thought when she opened my door and lifted me out. A strong hand held me under the butt and the other held the bag and then she carried me across the parking lot off to the door. Nobody seemed to see us. It was quiet and rather empty, but further away I could hear cars and somewhere there was a playground where children were playing in the twilight. 
          "Now we're home," Marianne said when she unlocked the door to the apartment and we stepped inside. She let me down on the floor and locked the door again with a key. I was unable to flee. The question was on the other hand how I was going to flee and where to?

Marianne bent down and undid the soother in my mouth. 
          "You need to talk. It's almost time to eat a bit and then we can play for a while,” she said and stopped the key in the pocket of her black leather pants.


          She took the bag and carried it away to the sink in the kitchen. Where she packed up the baby bottle and gruel powder. She blended the powder into water, shook and put into the bottle in the microwave oven. Then it took just a few seconds before it was finished. 
          "Stefan, the food is ready. Come here,” Marianne said, and attracted to me as if I were a cat. I tried to get up in the pajamas, but fell over when I discovered that it was too small to stand up in, so I had to crawl to her in the kitchen. She sat on a chair and clapped at her strong thighs. 
          "Come and sit down and eat," she said and lifted me up and put me on her lap. Then she took the bottle to my mouth and I began to suck. It felt terrible but I had no real choice. 
          "What a good boy you have become. And so obedient. This was not like when you protested against everything we did with you,” Marianne said, and stroked my cheek while I drank up the last of the content. When I was finished she grabbed it and put it on the kitchen table. 


          "So you should marry Nina," Marianne said, when she carried me away to the sofa in the living room where she sat with me on her knee. 
          ” she has forced me," I replied. 
          "No one can properly compel a man to marry? Or maybe you're not so much man?" Marianne said, laughing. I tried to turn away from her grip, but her arms were too strong. Auto mechanic that she was, there were muscles. 
          "But you're not exactly a man. Or are you? ” she thought, and pressed my diaper pants. 
          "They're locked. We'll just take them off and consider how much man you are,” she said and stood up and put me down on the couch. Marianne disappeared off into the kitchen, looked in the bag and retrieved the key to my diaper pants. 
          "Let's see," she said, holding up the key as a kind of trophy. 
          "What are you doing?" I asked but received no reply. Instead, she came over to the couch, grabbed me and turned around so that I came to lie on my stomach. She opened my pajamas on my back and then pulled it off so that I came to lie naked in just diaper pants on the couch. 
          "I hope for your sake that you are dry," she said, and unlocked the clasp on the diaper pants. Then she pulled them and threw them on the floor beneath the couch. A hand was pressed into the diaper, and she seemed pleased. 
          "Dry. Good. Then we’ll take it off,” she said and pulled off my diaper. And suddenly I was naked and vulnerable on the couch. 
          "Stand up on the floor," she ordered me, and I dared nothing but to obey. Now I was embarrassed enough in all cases, over being forced to stand naked in front of my ex-girlfriend's older sister. I covered my penis with the mittens but she removed them. 
          "You have nothing to show up anyway so remove your hands," she hissed, and then looked at me between the legs. 
          "It´s so small. No wonder that Nina would like to put a diaper on you ", Marianne said, smiling. 
          "I have a diaper because I peed in the bed at night. Not for any other reason ", I argued, but Marianne pretended to ignore what I said. 
          "Can it grow bigger?" She thought, and grabbed my dick with her dirty fingers. It grew in her grip. It was a long time since anyone at all had touched me there I had not had any orgasm in several weeks. First week of captivity, and then weeks of grief when I don´t even think about sex.

Now I stood in front of Marianne and my penis grew bigger between her fingers.
          "Wow. How much can the little one grow," she wondered, and began slowly massaging it. Back and forth.
          I finally started to feel like a man when she suddenly stopped and let it go. 
          "And you thought I would jerk you off? Forget it. Nina can do things with you but I don´t think she wants to. There are other ways to empty your balls in,” she said. 
          "Please, don´t stop, it was nice. It was so long ago, I asked, but received a slap in the face.
          "Small babies should not jerk off," she said simply and grinned when she saw my dick slackened again and shrunk.
          "But it is possible to fix anyway. It's not good to let the semen remain too long in the scrotum. If you obey me now I'll help you. All right?” she said, her facial expression changed to a friendly and 

helpful one. I had never seen her like that before. So I nodded. 
          "Good. Get down on all fours on the floor here, I will be back shortly,” she said and I obeyed her, in the hope that she would make it nice for me. The last time I masturbated was the day before Nina came to me to baby-sit. There were a number of weeks ago now ... 


          Marianne disappeared off to the bathroom and soon came back with a rubber glove and a jar with something that probably was Vaseline or lubricant. No good, I thought and closed my eyes as I heard her put on her gloves and opened the jar. Then she sat down on the couch so that I came to stand with the butt against her and suddenly she pressed a finger in me. I whimpered when her finger filled me up. 
          "Keep quiet just now, otherwise I quit," she said while she  looked out for a point inside and started massaging it. I kept my mouth shut and soften the longer she was doing. It felt strange and good at the same time. 
          "This is going to empty your purse but you will not have an orgasm. It's called milking,” Marianne said while she continued her massage. I stood for a long time on all fours with my ass in the air while Marianne had her finger in and out and around until I felt how it began to flow slightly through my penis and it felt like I peed. Though it was not the pee that ran out. There was semen. Anything that is normally associated with a wonderful orgasm. Now it seemed nothing more than  warm liquid running out of me. 
          "Good boy. See where it flows,” Marianne said while she let the whites drip into her other hand to the last drop. Then she pulled out her finger out of me and took off her glove. 
          "There you go. It worked great. Sure it was nice? ” she asked and I shook my head. 
          "I felt nothing." I was still excited but it didn´t help. Semen had flowed out of me without even the penis becoming hard. Unbelievable. 
          "Turn around and sit on his knees in front of me," Marianne said and I did as she ordered. 
          "Close your eyes," she said and I obeyed curiously. 

Then, too late, I realized was that was going to happen but when Marianne had already pressed her big hand over my mouth and forced the semen between my lips. 
          "Swallow," she said, holding her left hand so that I could not spit out my own semen. I swallowed the sticky fluid, which was still warm. 
          "Good huh? A little dessert after the gruel is never wrong?” she laughed as she removed her hand and wiped it over my face. The musty smell of semen filled my nostrils and the taste stayed in my mouth. And I was still horny, even though I had come. The only problem was that there was no orgasm for real. She had just drained me.


          "Now we will put on the diaper and sleep a bit, I think," Marianne said, and told me to get up on the couch where she put on a new diaper and then the pajamas. The diaper pants she put away for now. 
          "Lie down in Marianne's lap and close your eyes while I watch TV," she said and took the pacifier from her pocket. She stuffed it into my mouth and strapped behind the neck. Then she pulled me down so I came to lie on my back with my head on her leather-clad thighs.

From the TV could be heard replies from a movie but I could not see what it was, because she put her hand over my eyes. 
          "Sleep now. This is only for adults,” she whispered and laughed. I lay helpless in her lap while my stomach started to make a noise. At first I suspected that Nina has put a laxative agent in the gruel, but then realized that I have not done anything since this morning. My stomach must be full.
          "Bmmmffhfhh" I tried, but Marianne seemed most interested in the movie.
          "Quiet and asleep. I watch TV now, Stefan,” she said simply, and pressed her hand harder on my eyes. I heard how she pulled down the pull-chain on the fly on her leather pants. Then she moaned slightly and I realized she caressed herself. The scent of a woman reached my nose. And it began to make more noise in the stomach. I had to poop. Could not keep it in anymore.
          "Jgmmmmffhhshhhsj," I shouted through the pacifier. Marianne seemed to become irritated. 
          "Shut up," she said simply, and moved her hand from my eyes to my mouth and blocked it so that I could not make a sound. 
So she continued to fondle herself while I felt I could no longer resist any but groaned under the teat, and while the poop came out in my diaper, Marianne pressed her hand harder on my mouth while she stroked more and more intense. I felt her hand moved behind my head and soon came a stifled scream as the orgasm flowed through her body. While I lay there on the sofa with a dirty diaper. 

          Marianne took her hand away from my face and beat me easily on the cheek. It stung and I could not help but roar in pain. 
          "You must not disturb me when I want it good, right?" She hissed and wiped her wet fingers over my face. I nodded silently and didn´t dare say anything about the pooh. Instead, I sucked on the teat and turned a blind eye while Marianne continued to watch the movie. Soon I felt how sleep came slowly, but just before I was about to fall asleep in her lap she hit me across the face again. I woke up and looked up at her. His eyes flashed. 
            "It smells here. Did you shit your diaper?” she asked and I nodded reluctantly, as a tear found its way out.
          "Gross. But that needs changing so I don´t have to feel the stench of it. Good thing you were not at home with Nina now so that she was ashamed of you when the estate agent is there,” she said and stood up. 
          "Come with me into the bathroom," she said and pulled me up from the couch and away over the floor to the bathroom. 
Marianne put me in the bathtub and pulled down the smelly diaper which she let fall straight down on the bathtub floor. Then she took the pacifier out of my mouth. 
          "Hold it there while I'm doing things in order here," she muttered as she took out a pair of rubber gloves from the bathroom cabinet. 


          I stood still and looked at her, while the smell from the diaper stood up in my nose. Broad bent I waited for her to wash me clean and replace the diaper. 
          Marianne leaned forward and took the diaper from the bathtub and laid it on the floor below. 
          "Do you remember that the diaper was clean, another time I took it off? It was the week with Nina. Now it is not clean. Get down on your knees so I can wash you clean,” she said. I remembered the time she took off my diaper and pushed it over my face. Luckily, the diaper had been dry at that time. Now I went down on my knees on the cold tub and waited for Marianne to wash me clean. 
          So, I saw how she bent down and picked up the poop diaper. Stools had been smeared out across the padding. I looked with disgust at the diaper Marianne suddenly brought closer to me and then all was dark when it was pressed over my face. I screamed but no sound came out and panic grew. She strapped it behind my head while she bolted to the crane and began to wash my butt clean. I cried and cried of humiliation and disgust, and was about to vomit when I breathed in the smell. Some ended up in the mouth when I desperately tried to breathe with both mouth and nose. Marianne continued to flush the water over my butt and washed it clean while I was crying and struggling for breath in the diaper that was tied over my face. Everything was a long night of poop. Just when I was about to lose all air, she took the diaper away from my face and flushed it clean with the shower nozzle. 
          "I hope that you learned not to poop on yourself. You are 18 years old now and are supposed to marry Nina soon,” she said and then pulled me up from the bathtub. The tears didn´t appear when mixed with water that ran down my face. But I still sobbed. 
          "Sissy. You're a little baby ", Marianne said before she took out a towel and dried me. 
          "Now on with the diaper. And try to stay dry this time." I just nodded and let her fix a new diaper on me and then she pulled on my pajamas. 
   
        I felt fresh after the shower when Marianne led me out of the bathroom after brushing my teeth clean and I have been rinsing the mouth of the old sperm and my own poop.
          "Time to get some sleep now. Nina will pick you up early tomorrow morning. What happens in the diaper now she will fix. So the longer you stay dry, the less disgusting it becomes for you,” she said as she led me into the bedroom and placed me on her bed. Where she stopped the teat in and strapped on and kissed my forehead. Then she turned off the light and left the room. I heard how she was doing something in the kitchen and then stepped out into the living room and later she sat down on the couch. I could still smell the pooh in the dark when I was thinking about what Nina had done right now. How she walked around the house that had once been my parents, and how she planned to move to the apartment she bought with my money. 

All while I was in Marianne's bed as a baby and waiting for Nina to come and pick me up when the morning dawned. I soon greeted the Sandman and I fell asleep with the pacifier safely nestled between my lips.

Soon I would be a married man, but I had an eye on how things should be done and knew not where or when the wedding would be taking place.


          It was still night when I was awakened by someone who was beside me in bed. I turned and saw Marianne lay with her head on the pillow and looked up at the ceiling. Her eyes shone. She lay under the covers, breathing heavily and I knew she caressed herself when  there and she seemed to enjoy it. Then she suddenly turned her head and met my gaze. Right away she stopped her movements. 
          "A baby is normally sleeping at this time of day. But now that you are awake, you can be used,” she whispered and pulled off her blanket. 
          "Lie on your back," she ordered and I obeyed. Had I refused, she would force me and I could not manage it, newly awake that I was. 
In the darkness she kicked away the covers. I saw her body, the hard muscles that stretched as she sat up in bed. How she was straddling me, naked and curled up against my face. Then I saw her shaved sex in the gloom and how everything got dark as she sat on me. Suddenly, I wondered if Nina would be like this. That I satisfied someone else. But Nina and I had not had sex. Perhaps she was not even interested in me, but married me just for money and to ridicule me ... 
          "Lick," she hissed and started to ride my face, while her juices flowed into my mouth and nose and down on the pillow. I had to search with my tongue after her wet pussy and licked her and stuck it while hearing Marianne’s muffled moaning above me. She rode faster and more intense and soon I felt her exploding in an orgasm that flooded over me and she got up from me and lay down in bed. 
          "Was it good for you too?" She asked, giggling. I got back my normal breathing but didn´t answer.

So she hit me over my wet face. 
          "Answer then," she hissed, and I nodded.
          "Yes, Marianne," I whispered and felt helpless and exhausted. 
          She was silent for a moment and breathed before she looked at me. 
          "Maybe you also want to have a nice time?" She said, getting up from bed.
          "It is not necessary," I replied, fearing what was about to happen. I didn´t want to be utilized any more by her. But of course she was not listening. Instead, she walked over to her wardrobe. I turned and looked  when Marianne was back and stood at the foot of the bed. In her hand she had a double dildo with buckle. One part she took in her pussy while the other, which was shaped like a penis, lubricated with lubricant into her and pointed straight at me. I didn´t believe it. She was going to rape me.

Panic was growing inside me and I decided to escape from the bed. I didn´t want to expose myself to this. 

Quickly I threw off my blanket, put down my bare feet against the cold floor and stumbled out of the bedroom. Marianne came after. I ran as best I could through the apartment and to the front door. 
          "You are not going anywhere," I heard her voice hoarse and horny behind me but I pulled the handle. Then I remembered that she locked the door with a key. I turned just in time to meet with a slap across the face so I fell to the floor.
          "Come here now," she hissed, grabbed one of my mitten covered hands and pulled me up off the floor. Maybe she was aroused by this ... 
          "No, let me go!" I screamed so loud I could, but she slammed a big hand over my mouth from behind and began dragging me back towards the bedroom. I tried to remove her hand but with the mittens, it was not possible. When I kicked her on the lower legs, she released me. 
          "Fucking bitch. Come on now,” she hissed, and I screamed again, but once she grabbed hold of me and silenced me. Marianne lifted me up off the floor and kicking and screaming, I was brought back in to the bedroom where she threw me down on the bed. 
          "Stop," I shouted but she just laughed and threw herself over me. 
          "Helpffmmmggghhh", and she pressed her hand on me again while she lay on my back and pulled off my pants. 
          "Now, hold up. Otherwise, it will get just harder for you,” she hissed as she tore off my pants and then the diaper while I desperately screamed for help under her big hand, but no one heard me. 
                A strong arm was put around my neck as she forced my legs apart and pressed the dildo against my anus.
                    "Shut up now," she whispered in my ear as she let the rubber-cock slowly push into me. 
          And no one heard my muffled screams as she began to fuck me while she enjoyed the dildo that was inside her and massaged her pussy every time she bumped into me. I groaned into her palm each time the rubber dick blew in and the tears ran down her hand, while I stared into the wall in front of me. 
          "Hush now, or else you´ll wake up the neighbors," she said while I moaned and screamed and cried when she raped me. It felt like an eternity of horror. As long as she pumped her strap on in and out of me and I could hear her panting spirit and groans when her head was just above mine. 
          "I bang you as I like to fuck my girlfriends," she moaned in my ear,” because you're a girl. Look at this as your bachelor party. For it is the only bachelor party you will get,” she whispered, and I groaned in pain and hard humiliation.

Suddenly, I felt it was running slightly out of my penis and soon Marianne exploded in yet another orgasm, while I moaned and cried in her palm. 

She let me go and pulled out her strap on, and laughed. 
          "Now my bitch, it's time to sleep," she groaned and quickly put my diaper on and then the diaper pants  she had gotten from the living room. Over them she pulled on my pajamas pants so that I looked like I did when she picked me up at home. The pacifier was pressed back in, and I was helpless again. 

While I was crying myself to sleep Marianne went and washed herself and smoked a cigarette. I was falling asleep, without having had an orgasm. And suddenly I longed for Nina and the security she still gave me. 
Chapter 6 
     The next morning I woke up and the diaper was wet but I didn´t dare say anything. Marianne was sitting on the edge of the bed with a bottle of gruel. 
          "Good morning, bitch. Soon Nina will come and pick you up, and before that, you must have had time to eat breakfast. Drink now,” she said, and loosened the soother and replaced it with gruel. I drank it all and I realized I had no choice. I had let her  the night before when she had raped me and defiled my body, feed me with gruel. As if I was a child without emotions. But I had feelings all right. However, I dared not show them because then it would certainly be more punishment. 
          When the bottle was empty Marianne disappeared out of the room to the kitchen where she washed and seemed to pack my bag and a few moments later she turned up again with the bag in her hand and ordered me to crawl into the living room and stay there. And soon   doorbell rang. 

Marianne opened it. Outside I could hear Nina's voice and when she came into the living room where I sat, she looked happy when she looked down at me. And I suddenly felt happy.
          "Hi Nina," I said, trying to get up but Marianne discreetly pressed me back down on the floor.
          "Hello Stefan," she said and then looked at Marianne. 
          "I hope he was not too much trouble. I apologize that I had to find a babysitter, but it was the best solution when the estate agent would be coming," Nina excused. Marianne laughed. 
         "No problem. It was just fun, wasn´t it, Stefan?" Marianne said, and squeezed my arm a bit. And I nodded reluctantly. Now, I just wanted to get back. The pain in the butt was still there that Marianne had inflicted on me during the night but it would disappear. Left would be memories. They would stay for long. If they ever disappeared. 

          "I promised you to show you how to do it," Marianne said and Nina looked expectantly on her.
          "Yes. Do you have time now before we have to go? ” Nina asked, looking down at me. She grinned. I didn´t understand what they were talking about. 
          "Of course. I'll just have to get the stuff. It goes fast,” Marianne said and disappeared into the bathroom. 
          Nina sat down on the sofa while I sat there on the floor. 
          "So glad you had fun. What did you both do?" Nina wondered. 
          I didn´t know what to say.
          "Looked at television and so. Then I went to bed early." 
          "You didn´t do anything else then?" Nina asked. Did she know? 
When Marianne came back she had two rubber gloves and a can of lubricant in her hands. 
          "Put on this," she said and gave a glove to Nina, who quickly put on her glove. Marianne did likewise and lubricated her finger as well. 

I was staring terrified at them.
          "Pull down your pajamas pants," Marianne said, and I looked at Nina who nodded and backed up. I did as she said and then Marianne took the key to the diaper pants from the bag and let Nina unlock and drag them down too. Then the diaper fell. The wet diaper. 
          "He urinated this night again," Nina noted and folded the diaper into a ball. The memories of what Marianne did with my poop diaper made me sweat. 
          "There you go," Marianne said. "Listen carefully now. Inside the anus is one's prostate. It is the one that you can encourage to  start emptying,” Marianne explained. 
          "Kneel on all fours," Marianne said, and I reluctantly did as she said, and moved so that my butt pointed straight towards the two women who sat next to each other on the sofa. A finger was pressed into my anus and I groaned. It dug around a bit until it touched the point on the inside and stayed.
          "If you insert your finger and put it over mine you will find the right spot," Marianne said, and so I felt another finger which was pressed into me and I whimpered in pain when it buckled. 
          "Stop complaining," Nina said, and slapped me on the butt. 
With one finger out, the pressure was released a little bit but one was left in there. It was Nina's finger.
          "Then you massage. It can take quite a long while before anything happens but I promise it works,” Marianne said while she took off her glove. Nina pushed a few times to feel and then she pulled out her finger, too. 
          "Perfect. Just going to put on him a dry diaper,” Nina said, and picked up a diaper from the bag.
          "Lie on your back," she said and I obeyed and Nina put on a dry diaper and then pulled up my diaper pants and the pajamas. 


          "Now it's time to go home again, then," Nina said, lifting me up off the floor. 
          "Damn, he has no shoes. Then I’ll carry him,” Nina said, and held me tighter in her arms and kissed me on the cheek. 
          "My husband and baby", she laughed and Marianne smiled. 
          "Yes, and the bachelor party, we already had, which we discussed on the telephone," Marianne said and I stared at her shocked. 
Nina just smiled. 
          "That´s good. Was it a fun bachelor party, Stefan? You didn´t tell me about it,” Nina asked. Did she know what Marianne had done to me? Oh no, she just couldn´t. But certainly it seemed so. And I nodded back reluctantly and struggled not to cry.
          "Lovely. Because  more festive than that it will probably not be. Bye, Marianne and thank you for now. We may certainly need to contact you again when I need a babysitter,” Nina said, and carried me away through the corridor as Marianne closed the door behind us. 


          In the car, I sat quietly in the back seat while Nina told me about the estate agent. Actually I didn´t want to hear but it was difficult to avoid. 
          ”She said I could get almost 3 million for the house. And there was not much left of the loan, either, so most of the money I will get in my wallet. Some of the money is of course lost to the apartment but it will still be enough for us to survive. Then, a bit later on, I'll probably start working. " 
          "What about me? I also want to start working,” I muttered and looked out through the window. It was summer. Hot. 

Nina laughed, but then became serious. 
          "Exactly, Stefan, you should but your job is at home. For our family, I will make the money. You must be a genuine housewife. Or househusband or whatever it might be. You will not work. I don´t think you can do it after what happened. You still seem to be in shock and not able to handle yourself properly. In addition, of course you urinate in bed. " 

Shocked, I looked at her. What did she mean? I would be living as a housewife? 
          "What do you mean by that? I'm the guy and I want to work. Or at least study further,” I said.
          "But it won´t be that way. Be glad instead that you don´t have to. You will have hands full at home instead and have a wife who works. It will be great, Stefan, I promise. I do this for you,” she said and sang a bit for herself while I continued to look out for people who moved freely in the streets. 
            "Today we have little to do. We need to arrange for the wedding costume for you. The day is approaching. My wedding dress is already finished. I tried it out with Sarah a while ago but your suit we have to buy,” she said as she turned up the driveway to the house and switched the car engine off. She lifted me out of the car and then she carried me into the house and closed the door behind us. Then she put me down on the floor. 
          "Get you up to the bedroom now, but be careful that you don´t break  anything. We will show the house for presumptive buyers as soon as the estate agent is ready with all papers. But there should be no problem to sell. She said she already had some speculators, so with luck I could have sold the house before the wedding,” Nina chirped while I crept up the stairs and into my room. I heard steps on the stairs when Nina came soon after and I felt a pair of hands grabbed me and swung me up on the changing table. She pulled off my pajamas and then the diaper pants. 
          "Today you shall wear your usual clothes, Stefan, because we are going to try clothes. Diaper may still remain but it is easy to see not so much during your regular pants. "

I looked at Nina when she went to the closet and retrieved a pair of thin tight diaper pants, a pair of my shorts and a T-shirt. As usual. Classic. 
          "Jump down on the floor and get dressed," she ordered me and I obeyed cheerfully. The diaper was there, though but I was for once to have plain clothes, which pleased me immensely. It was really fun. 

The thin diaper pants pressed into the diaper so it fit properly and made them less obvious under my shorts. The T-shirt felt like liberation. When I was finished Nina looked at me. 
          "Not so bad. A cap on your head and you will look quite normal. But don´t worry. When we get home again, you will have your romper put back on. It is freshly washed and nice now", she said and went downstairs to the kitchen and asked me to follow. Too good to be true, I thought and went after her. 
          "We're going into town and shop for a while so you may follow, as you will have a costume. Then we have to get back home because I must clean the house firmly until the house show and then start to move. We are getting closer to the wedding of course. It doesn´t take much planning but a little, so I have to do that today. Do you understand? ” she said and gave me a bottle of juice and drank a cup of coffee.

I nodded in reply. 
          "Good. Drink it up as we go. ” she said. 


          It was a nice tour that day. More or less in all cases. I said nothing about what Marianne did to me but the pain after the dildo she pressed into me I felt when we walked around the shops. I had no money but didn´t think to ask about that either. Actually, I would have been a millionaire by the legacy of my parents with life insurance and everything but the money was now in Nina’s account. It was her who paid. I had to stand next to her and feel embarrassed. Under normal circumstances it would be the man who paid. In our sick relationship, that would soon become a marriage, it was the woman. Would it be so afterwards, too? The little man would stand beside the big woman who paid. 
          I never commented on it. I Was just silent and embarrassed at the checkout when Nina took out her wallet with the credit card each time we bought something. Or rather, when Nina bought something, because it was she who acted. She bought the perfume, makeup, clothes and new shoes and clothes while I was next to go and gave advice on taste. When we got to the big dress shop where I would buy the suit, or rather, where Nina would buy my suit, it became embarrassing. I had the diaper on me under the shorts. So far no one had responded to it but now I would of course change and try clothes. 
          "Nina," I said as we walked around checking out the costumes. She looked down at me. 
          "Yes, did you find something?" She asked and turned on in rows of jackets and trousers. 
          "How will I be able to try when I have the diaper on me", I whispered so almost no one would hear me. 
She laughed. 
          "It'll work out. Don´t worry about it,” she answered simply, and found a couple of jackets with their trousers as she thought looked good. 
          "Come on. Over there are dressing rooms,” she said, pointing, and we went to one of the small booths. 

When Nina closed the door behind us, I took off my shorts and stood in the diaper and the slim-fitting diaper pants. 
          "Should I take this off, too?" I asked and looked at the lump that sat on me. 
          "Have you had an accident in it?" She asked a bit too high and I shook my head. 
          "Well, remove it then. I have another solution to the wedding,” she said simply and I was about to take off my diaper pants when someone knocked on the door of the test room. 
          "Is everything okay?" a woman asked and Nina opened the door. A couple of curious and then wide-open eyes looked straight at me, where I was standing in just diapers and diaper pants. 
          "Wow. Excuse me,” said the young woman but could not let her gaze from my abdomen.
          "No problem. He is incontinent and cannot hold tight. Therefore, he has a diaper,” Nina answered loudly and laughed. I felt my whole face turned red before the door was shut. 
          "Let me know if you need any help," giggled the woman before she disappeared off to the next customer. 
          "Be sure to get it off now," Nina said, and helped me to pull down my diaper pants and then the diaper. I was embarrassed and felt like a small child when Nina took up the diaper and pants and put them on the small bench before she handed me the suit pants. 
          "Pull on your pants now so we'll see how they fit," she ordered and I put on my pants and buttoned them. They were long at their base, as most trousers I used to try were, because I had quite short legs. 
          "Maybe it would have been better with the children's department," Nina wondered. I was scared. It would have been too embarrassing to go there. 
          "No, it is not necessary. Maybe we make the trousers shorter?" I suggested, staring terrified at Nina.
          "We’ll test the children's section first. Off with your pants,” she said. I sighed and pulled off my pants and picked up my shorts but Nina took them away from me. 
          "You manage fine with just the diaper so it goes faster," she said. I refused. She could not seriously think that I would walk around in just the diaper in the clothing store. 

Nina looked at me. 
          "Come on now. We don´t have all day. " 
          "I am not going to walk around the store in just a diaper," I said and tried to rip the shorts but Nina kept them up in the air so I couldn´t reach them. 
          "Diaper on, or you go naked," she said in an angry tone. So I realized that I had no choice. The tears and panic filled me and I could feel the humiliation spread in the body. 
          "You cannot mean it," I said when Nina gave me the diaper. 
          "Quiet and spread your legs," she said simply and I obeyed reluctantly. Very reluctantly. 


          When I put on my diaper there was a knock on the door again. 
          "Is everything okay?" The store clerk asked who was previously there. Nina opened the door. 
          "Well, these pants were too long. The question is whether it would be better to look at the children's section. He's still quite short in the plant,” Nina pondered when she opened the door and let the young woman looking at me.

She looked at me a moment and nodded. 
            "You may be right. There may be one size that fits if it is a suit you should have,” she said. 
          "Excellent. Then we go over there and have a look,” Nina said, and stuffed my diaper pants in a bag while she pulled me out of the booth. 

There goes the feeling of freedom not to have the romper, I thought when I was dragged through the clothing store away to the children's section. The shop assistant walked behind when Nina held me by the arm and pulled me toward the fitting rooms. Several people turned and looked at us and I was embarrassed but didn´t affect the situation. A protest that had become increasingly worse. I followed obediently toward the fitting rooms. Behind me I heard a little girl. 
          "Mom, look, he has diaper but no trousers", whereupon the mother laughed. 
          "Maybe he will have a new pair," she replied before Nina pushed me into a dressing booth. 
          "Wait till I come back. Take off your diaper,” she said and closed the door. 


          Fifteen minutes later, Nina had selected a children's costume for me that suited. Perhaps the sleeves were a bit too short but it didn´t matter, since I still only should wear it once, she said. Several giggles were heard from the attorneys when Nina paid and we went out of the store. 
          "You behaved really well," Nina praised and patted me on the head when we went out to the parking lot. 


          On the way home, I peed in the diaper, but said nothing until we got back to the villa and Nina changed the diaper me on the changing table. She washed me and put the diaper on and romper plus mittens and the pacifier, before she put me in the crib and locked the roof. 
          "We are probably all a bit tired now after all the shopping. I have something to do and you need sleep,” she said as she left the room and shut the door. I heard how she walked down the stairs and out the front door. Presumably she fetched the bags from the shops. I lay and dreamed of what I had wanted to use the money for after my parents. But the money didn´t exist. Nina took care of them. It was hers. And I was dependent on her money. The feeling of being ashamed lived in me after I had to go through the clothing store wearing only diapers. Luckily no one I knew had seen me there. Being 18 years old and forced to walk around in just diapers was too much. Before sleep filled me and I slid off into my own world again I heard the front door slam downstairs. And I felt safe. For Nina was there. Although I now hated what she did in the store. 

          When I woke up again, the evening was approaching. The sun was going down outside the window in the bedroom. I felt it was pressing into my stomach, but Nina could not hear me when I had the soother in my mouth and the door was closed. So I waited and hoped that she would soon emerge. But she didn´t. Instead, I heard sounds from downstairs. Nina carried on with her things and threw stuff in the container. Soon the house would be empty of what has been my life and Nina would buy new furniture. Some papers and photographs, she had saved though. That we had gone through together before the accident in the bed when I peed on myself. Since the peeing accident I had not had an opportunity to influence what she did. She decided everything. And I could only watch. Right now, I could not even do that. Then I heard the dust-vac, and soon I could not hold myself anymore. I cried under the teat, but realized that it was useless and the diaper was filled with poop. I turned around and lay on my stomach so as not to feel how it pushed over my skin. 


          Maybe an hour later the vacuum cleaner was switched off and Nina came into the bedroom. She looked tired but happy. 
          "Now I've cleaned the whole house while you´ve just been in here doing nothing. You are like a child, Stefan,” Nina sighed as she unlocked the roof of the crib. I wanted to say that I could just lie here because she made me but the pacifier would only have transformed the words to ridiculous mumble. 
          "But soon it will be an end to it. When we get married, it will be new rules for you and I hope I don´t have to touch a vacuum cleaner after that,” she smiled happily as she lifted me out of bed and smelled. 
          "So, you have pooped. Embarrassing. Well, I'll have to change  you then,” she said as she carried me out of the bedroom and off to the bathroom. 
          "You need a shower. Tomorrow morning there will be some speculators coming to the house and then you and everything else has to be in order. I thought you would be here if it is okay.” She put me down in the bathtub and pulled off my clothes and diaper. 
I hoped I just didn´t need to wear diapers and baby clothes, I thought, but of course I could not say anything. 
          Nina showered me and washed me. When she came to my penis it got up and stiffened and Nina looked at me. 
          "Wow. The little one woke up a bit. We must tackle that." So she snapped me in the scrotum, and I screamed in the soother. Soon the stiffness disappeared and everything was as usual while she finished my shower.
          "Tomorrow you get to be Steffie," Nina said, while she dried me and put on a clean diaper and romper. I snorted in the pacifier, but she only laughed. 
          "I knew you would like it," she giggled happily when she carried me down to the kitchen and prepared a bottle of gruel. Shocked, I looked around and found that the house was almost empty except  the most necessary items. Most of the old furniture that has been ours for so many years was history, like a lot of paintings and other furnishings. It looked almost empty and I didn´t really recognize myself in my own house. 
          "I was going to use the computer for a while. Do you want to keep me company or go to bed? ” she asked as she shook the bottle and gave it to me. As she let the mittens remain in the bathroom, I grabbed my bottle and drank the contents. I was really hungry after the shopping trip. 
          "I guess you want to be up for a while?" She said, staring at me. I nodded. Since I slept a few hours, I was alert and sat up and watched what she did. 


          When the gruel was in my stomach Nina took the bottle and cleaned it. The kitchen was almost empty of things. Much of the china was thrown, and the glasses and pots and pans. The drawers seemed more or less empty when Nina opened and closed them. Inside, I felt emptiness. This was my life and soon there was nothing left of it. My stuff and my family's stuff were gone and soon I would live a new life with new things I would never own. Things that Nina had bought and was responsible for. I would be a puppet in her sick game. 
         "So. Now let´s get into the living room,” she said and disappeared. I got myself to get down from my chair and crawled behind her. She laughed when she saw me. 
          "Little, little, Stefan, you look so cute in the suit when you crawl on the floor. Come over here and sit with me,” she said as she sat on the couch and started her white computer, which she apparently recently bought. A top modern laptop. 

I crawled away and got myself up on the sofa and sat down beside her. On the screen was a page open with strange things. It was the word on the screen that frightened me. 'Chastity belts for men´ with descriptions of different models that clearly described the function and design. And I was staring terrified at the pictures. It was clear, black and red plastic things shaped like penises. But the idea was that the penis would fit inside them.
          Nina looked at me and smiled. 
          "They look nice, don´t they. And one of them will soon be on your little penis. Exciting, huh? ” she said, and opened an order form online and I cried during the soother. 
          "Don´t be so upset. I know you will like it. For you know what the best is? You cannot have the diaper on you always when we are out and then this is a great solution. With this, you will not be able to access the penis or touching yourself or for the sake of being with another woman, either. Until I find another more permanent solution. " 
          I looked at her and wondered what on earth she meant. With a chastity belt, I would avoid the diaper. It was a step forward, I thought. But what did she mean by a more permanent solution? Solution for what? But no reply. Instead, I saw how she ordered a transparent chastity belt called CB6000 and pressed the button to add the product to the cart. 
          "It will be delivered in a day, just in time for the wedding," Marianne said, laughing happily. 
          "Perhaps there is something else fun here too," she thought and started to read more about the sex toys on the site. 
          "That´s enough, I don´t want you to see this," she said, closing her computer. "But the chastity belt will be interesting to try on you soon," she smiled and leaned back on the sofa and pulled me onto her lap. 
          "Certainly we're very excited, Stefan. Soon, we are husband and wife, married. I never thought this would happen! Just a few days left now and I was thinking that we were going have a little practice so you learn how to behave from now on. Do you understand?” she said and stroked my cheek and kissed me on the teat. 
          "That´s how close you will come to my lips." She said and grinned. I could feel my dick stood up in the diaper. The struggling but I almost couldn´t feel it. She teased. But the only thing I could kiss and suck on was the teat rubber that sat between my lips. And I was filled with a sense of frustration. 
          "Sure it is tough. But it's best to get used to it,” Nina noted and touched herself between her legs just to provoke me. 
          So she put the TV on and pressed my face against her chest so that I could only hear the movie. So I had to sit for a long time while I was listening to the TV's sound. 

And soon sleep came over me and I slept safely against Nina's breasts. As a child. Because it was all too much and I understood nothing of what awaited me. 
Chapter 7
     A new day dawned. In the distance I heard the vacuum cleaner. She had cleaned yesterday, I thought and found I was in my crib. I had not even woken up when Nina brought me up to the bedroom the night before and I wondered how long I had been here. The diaper felt moist and I realized I had peed on myself. Reflecting on why the pee just came without a warning filled my thoughts as I listened to the sound of the vacuum cleaner downstairs. Was it because of the grief? Did I feel bad mentally? Or was there something medically wrong? Because an 18-year-old just didn´t pee on himself. 


          After a while, the vacuum cleaner shut down and Nina's footsteps was heard in the stairs. The bedroom door opened and a bright cheerful Nina came to my bed. 
          "Good morning sleepyhead. I obviously let you sit up a little too long last night because you fell asleep against my chest and didn´t wake until now,” she chirped as she unlocked the roof on the bed and lifted me up. A hand inside of my romper and she carried me away to the changing table. 
          "A little wet today. Then you will have to use the diaper a little longer than I hoped then,” she said, and looked disappointed as she pulled off my dress and diaper. But no one could be more disappointed than I was. The hope that I would not have to wear the romper died with her finding. 
          "Please, why can´t I test without a diaper, Nina. It feels wrong. Maybe I can keep myself dry better without it? "I suggested hopefully. But Nina looked seriously at me. 
          "The diaper protects you, Stefan. It makes it easier for me and for you who don´t have to change clothes all the time and also I don´t change the bed every morning when I wake up. We’ll test this for a while and we'll see,” she replied, and washed me clean. 
          "Today is an exciting day. I have to get you in order before the visitors come,” she said and I remembered what she had said the night before. Frustrated, I complained, but she only laughed. 
          "Yep, today you have to be Steffie," she said, and put on a new diaper and then she fetched the lockable diaper pants as she pulled on me and locked them. 
          "Get down and go to the kitchen to get breakfast," she ordered, and disappeared with the diaper downstairs. I followed and sat down voluntarily in the high child seat. She fetched the bottle of gruel and I drank while Nina took out a bag from the cleaner’s cupboard. She put it beneath my chair and waited patiently for me to drink up. 
          When I was finished I gave her the bottle as she put on the kitchen table. Then she turned the chair so that I came to sit opposite her. 
          "Stand up on the floor. We begin with pantyhose. The hair on the legs have not begun to grow yet so we don´t need to shave,” she said as she put my pantyhose on and pulled them up over my diaper pants. Then she took up the corset. It was tough, I thought, when she drew the strings on my back, forcing my belly to be withdrawn. Hopefully, I could keep myself from doing something in the diaper during the demonstration of the house, I thought silently to myself when she pulled the blouse over my head and then took out the mask.
          "Sit down on the chair again," she ordered me, and I obeyed. Because I really had no choice. I was forced to accept it. Otherwise, she had forced me and that hurt and was humiliating. 
          Nina lubricated me with talcum powder and pulled the mask over my head. I was a prisoner now, but I thought nobody would see it. All they could see was a girl who ran around the house. Perhaps the family's daughter. And I felt helpless and sad. Stefan Berg, 18 years, was now Steffie. When the wig was fitted over the head, I knew how I looked, and when Nina painted me with light make-up I didn´t look at myself in the mirror. The shoes were put on before she came to me with the white gloves. 
          "Perfect. My girl,” she said and clapped her hands with delight. 
          "Run away now and play for a moment while I prepare the show. The estate agent is here at any time and probably the speculators also. " 


          I got some time for myself, I spent it to walk around the house to see what Nina had done. There was not much left of the old. Most of the furniture was gone and the big bookcase in the living room was almost empty. Only a few books remained, along with a few photo albums that have not ended up in a bag or a box. Along one wall stood a large number of cartons packed by Nina. Everything had been taken care of while I was unlocked in my bed or together with Sara and Marianne. My home. My old home. All other rooms looked alike. Almost emptied of contents. Along with the memories. Here I had experienced my childhood, my upbringing, but it was only the memories that were still alive. The rest were gone or packed in boxes. 


          When I looked out the living room window, I saw a red sports car swing into the driveway. Must be the estate agent, I thought, and went out to Nina in the kitchen. She looked down at me. 
          "How nice you are. Take care now when people come up so you might get a reward then,” she said and patted me on the cheek. 
          The doorbell rang and Nina went to open it.
          "Welcome," she said and invited the older woman who had a thick binder under her arm. She was elegantly dressed. When she saw me she smiled curiously.
          "Hey! And who are you?" The woman asked. I dared not answer without looking at Nina. 
          "You must excuse me. She is a bit shy. It's Steffie, my niece. I am taking care of her today, while my sister is gone shopping. It is not always easy to bring kids with you when you shop." 

The older woman laughed easily. 
          "No, sometimes adults need a little time for themselves too. But she seems nice and quiet,” the woman thought and then turned to Nina. 
          "I have all the papers with me here together with the prospectus. I didn´t print so many copies because the people coming today are very interested and just want to have a look to decide. I believe that the deal may already be done today,” the woman then said, and Nina and Charlotte sat in the kitchen. 
          "Steffie, you can go and play for a moment while I talk with Charlotte," Nina said, and sounded friendly but looked sternly at me. She didn´t want me here. If I had not peed in bed this morning maybe I could have been sitting there talking to the estate agent and not Nina. My cousin never would have been here since. The anger spread, I left obediently and into the living room. I sat down on the couch and saw the computer was there. I looked toward the kitchen. Nina was talking to Charlotte. Discretely, I lifted the lid of the laptop and pressed the start button. It had been a long time since I've used a computer at all. The week I had been my cousin's prisoner, I had been without a computer and cell phone and after that it had not been more than a few sporadic visits to the web. Both Facebook and MSN had been left to their fate. Now I wanted to see if anyone was online. The front door bell rang. Nina got up in the kitchen with the agent and went to open it. I waited for the computer to boot. When the login box appeared, I realized that there was no point in even trying. Because a password was required to login. On the old computer I had an individual account, but it was gone. Nina had probably thrown the old computer too, and bought her own small smooth one instead. I gave up. Just when I was about to turn the computer off a middle-aged couple appeared in the living room with Nina and Charlotte behind. I looked terrified at Nina who glared angrily at me but she said nothing. Instead she put on a smile. 
          "This is Steffie, my niece who is here temporarily." The strange man and  woman who was present nodded politely, but seemed more interested in the house. Charlotte went on. 

Nina took me by the arm when no one was looking, and hissed in my ear. 

"Will you please run away and play somewhere while I show them the house", she asked me. She released my arm and I quickly removed myself from the room while the computer was shut down. From the kitchen, I saw how Charlotte was around in the different rooms and then upstairs. I could hear Nina telling them about the bed and changing table. It was furniture that was soon to be discarded. And naturally I hoped it was true, which was probably hoping for too much. Like a child, I sat in the kitchen and listened to how the adults talked to each other, laughed and discussed the operational costs, insurance and loans. 


          Thirty minutes later, when the show of the house was over, both indoors and outdoors, the contract was signed. Charlotte thanked Nina and disappeared out to her car, accompanied by the couple who apparently had just bought my childhood home. When the couple and Charlotte disappeared Nina came back from the front door and walked directly into the kitchen where I sat. Her eyes told me she was not happy. 
          "May I ask the little Mrs. what she did to my computer?" She almost screamed. I looked up at her from the chair where I sat. 
          "I thought I could do it," I whispered, but realized I made a mistake. 
          "Little girls should give a damn about the adult stuff and that includes computers. Stand up,” she ordered and I dared nothing but to obey. 

She pulled out a kitchen chair and sat down and turned up one of my arms behind my back so I screamed in pain. She pulled me to her and laid me over her thigh. I tried to get away but her grip was strong and she held me tight as she pulled up my dress and then unlocked my diaper pants and then bared my bum. The diaper came with diaper pants down on my knees. 
          "Little girls must be punished," she said and began to give me a spanking over my ass. 
          "No, please, I said I'm sorry," I asked, but she let my arm go and pressed her palm over the mouth of the mask and subdued effectively my screams. Soon, my tears flowed as she continued to beat me. 
          "This is the end of computers for your part. From now on, you must learn that such tools are for adults and not for small children like you,” she said as she let her palm dance over my buttocks while I cried and screamed in her hand. No one heard me. She could have continued forever but the spanking continued until the tears ran down my mask and further down on the floor. When she released my arm, she got me up on the floor, pulled up the diaper, diaper pants and locked them and then left me crying and sobbing on the kitchen floor. She fetched a cup of coffee from the coffee maker and then sat down at the kitchen table and lit a cigarette. She looked at me. 
          "I just got the house sold and earned 3.2 million crowns. Minus the half million remaining on the loan and some coins to the estate agent. And you were about to ruin everything for me. This would have been a celebration. Now, I had to punish you instead. To help you understand that it is I who decide upon you, you go with those clothes all day. In a couple of days we will be married and you are going to be my husband. A perfect husband. Do you know how this should be?” she said, looking at me but didn´t expect me to respond. I met her gaze with tearful eyes. 
          "An ideal husband is a spouse who is quiet and obeys. He does what I tell him, but nothing else. Do you understand?"

I nodded. Sure, I understood. Sure, I realized that she could manage all my life and take everything from me that had to do with integrity and freedom. 
          "Good," she said, and drank her coffee and smoked. 
          "This afternoon, you should learn to work. Of course we talked the other day that you get to work but not at any workplace. My apartment that you may live in will be your workplace. Therefore, you must learn what to do. As thanks, I can sometimes give you pocket money if you need but you will not leave the home by yourself. Is that clear?" 

I nodded again and sobbed. I would certainly work. But most of all suffer. 
           
          "Go upstairs to your room and stay there till I come," she said, looking sternly at me. I did as she said and hurried into the room and sat on the floor and wept. I mourned my parents but also what Nina did to me. She had beaten me and humiliated me. She treated me like a baby even though I was 18 years. Yet, I was dependent on her. The alternative was to become homeless and I could just not be. Then my life would be over. 
          I sat long on the floor until Nina came into the room. Her face looked no longer as strict and she came up to me and lifted me up off the floor. So she pressed me close and hugged me tight. 
          "I´m sorry, Steffie I gave you a spanking. But I could not do it when we had people at home, you understand that, don´t you? Then you would get embarrassed even more."

I nodded and sobbed against her neck and she stroked my hair. The artificial hair, my wig. 
          "Today you should be prepared to be my husband. It will be fun, but perhaps mostly for me. Anyway. We'll start with  you learning the noble art of cleaning. Follow me down,” she said and I followed her down the stairs, quietly, I said nothing in fear of making her angry again. The pain burned on the buttocks, but I suffered in silence. 

When she took out the vacuum cleaner I knew what to expect. 
          "From when we marry, it is you who cleans our home. You should be dusting, vacuuming, wiping the floor and keep everything clean. Do you understand? Would you like that or do I have to teach you?"

I had some experience from when my parents lived and they didn´t have time so I knew how a vacuum cleaner worked, and how to dust and dry floors. But experience was limited. Yet I didn´t know what to answer. 
        I nodded and Nina looked down at me. 
          "Prove it. In a few days, a removal truck that I ordered will get everything in this house and move it to my apartment. I want you to do a final cleaning now to show that you can clean up properly. Everything from floors to bathrooms, toilets and the rest of the house. Let me know when you're done. I have other things to grab  when the house is sold. In a few hours I will meet the agent so that the payment of the house is done. Then I have a bit to prepare for the wedding. If  you are not here when I come back again, you are kicked out. Understand? "
          I had no plans to run away wearing this outfit. 
          "And by the way, the computer is put away and the phone is now disconnected and moved to our new accommodation. So it's not much point to try something. It is over with this behaviour. Okay? When I come back, you should be finished and then you should learn how to wash,” Nina said. 
          I nodded again. 
          Nina went into the hallway and disappeared out the door. For safety's sake, she locked both locks on the door. The car started and she backed out. Then my cousin was gone. And I was alone to begin cleaning the whole house. I vacuumed and dried all floors. After that I did clean the toilets and bathrooms, wiped the mirror and all I found that might contain some sort of dirt. After an hour I felt it began to press in the intestines but I ignored it. It would not be nice to clean with a diaper full of poop, so I struggled on. At the same time I discovered that I was thinking of other things than grief. The memories of my parents were happier, despite what I went through this time. I knew how I was feeling better to let rip with the vacuum cleaner and mop. It took away what hurt. 

          But tell the joy that lasts forever. When I dried the last room, ie kitchen floor, I could not hold back anymore. The diaper was filled and I felt I was heavier in the back under the diaper pants. 

I scurried behind the mask and I realized that it would certainly take a while until Nina came home. And here I could not move around too much. It didn´t work. I felt my pants under my dress and tried to drag them down but the belt that sat around the waist and held up the pants was impossible to pull off. Inside, it seemed to be a kind of metal wire that made it impossible to cut. And locked, the only key was probably in Nina’s pocket. So I was forced to walk around with a full diaper until Nina came home again. 
Waiting for the mess to dry, I cleaned all the kitchen,  cabinet doors, oven and stove. In as many places as possible where I needed to move as little as possible. Now and then I had to stop to breathe properly because the corset was inside my stomach so that it sometimes made it difficult to bend down. But it worked and soon I had got used to it. It was an hour and Nina still had not come home. I decided then to clean the bathroom properly and had to crawl up the stairs to avoid the poop in the diaper spreading too far over my buttocks.


          I was in the bathroom and cleaned the floor well, when I heard footsteps behind and turned myself around. It was Nina. She smiled. 
          "How has it been, Steffie?" She asked, sniffing with her nose. 
          "Has there been an accident?" She muttered and then pressed her hand over my dress. 
          "Wow. We get some changing to do. You could not keep up. Not just that you are incontinent. You cannot keep yourself from pooping either,” she said and lifted me up off the floor and carried me into the bedroom. She smelled of cigarettes and had probably just smoked. 
As she unlocked my diaper pants and pulled them down and then the diaper, she praised me.
          "You have been good, Steffie. It looked really good and makes for a good future relationship as we move in together. Here and there you have been careless but you will certainly learn afterwards. Here's the first time I will not punish you for small mistakes you have committed. Anyway. The next lesson is about laundry,” she chirped as she washed me clean and drew up a new diaper and locked the diaper pants. 
          I had to follow her down to the laundry room where a large laundry basket of dirty clothes was standing next to the washing machine. 
          "So that you learn what is a dark wash and what is light and color, we will go through it carefully now, Steffie. Because I should not have to take care of the dirty clothes after we are married. Do you understand? ” she said, looking sternly at me and pulled out the laundry basket on the floor. 
          "Yes, Nina," I replied obediently and found myself having to avoid all the nasty comments and thus escape punishment. The mask felt sweaty, but I could not do anything about it. Then Nina would become insane. Instead, I listened to Nina's description of the clothes that would be in the right pile. Before mom  always handled the laundry. She'd sometimes even got the dirty clothes from my room but now it was apparently assumed that I would manage the women’s work. The feeling was strange but I had no choice. So I listened carefully to what she said and taught me how the machine worked. 
          "Following these rules, I expect no questions and no mistakes either," she said, just when we were finished and the machine started in the laundry room. 
          "This afternoon, you should learn to dry laundry. The wedding is approaching very soon, Steffie. It will be good fun to be married,” Nina said, when we went to the kitchen to eat lunch. 
          "Yes, Nina," I said and she smiled at me. 
          "A quiet and obedient man is a good man, or girl," she said while she was preparing my bottle of gruel, and then a sandwich and a cup of coffee for herself. 
           
          While we sat and ate told Nina about what to expect during the afternoon. 
          "Now, after dinner, you should be resting for a while. Then, when the laundry is done, you must learn to dry it and after that you should learn a few simple dishes to begin with. And finally, when laundry is dry, you should learn to iron. Understand?” she said, and sounded extremely enthusiastic. 
          "Yes, Nina," I replied obediently, looking down at the table. 
          "You are clever. After the wedding, or rather right after you say your 'yes' to me in town hall, your new life will start. Then I am no longer Nina for you, but Mrs. Do you understand?"

I nodded and looked horrified at her. She felt really serious about those papers I signed. This was no joke. That was my reality. A month ago I had never dreamed of, even in my worst nightmares that I would soon be facing a marriage registrar and say yes to a life like this. It was something that didn´t even exist in my wildest fantasies of how a man could be treated. I would be serf. Do you take this Nina to obey and be humble for the rest of your life ... Silently I finished my gruel, and fought against the pain inside. How had it come to be like this? I was going to be a slave. And nobody but her, Sara and Marianne knew what had happened to me. No-one. And soon we would move to a city where nobody knew Stefan Berg. And then Nina would have complete control over me and my life. How many were at all aware of that there lived someone other than Nina in the apartment we were going to move to? 

          Nina swallowed the last of her coffee and got up. 
          "Come with me into the living room for a while. You can sleep in my lap while I surf the net for a while,” she said, and trudged out into the living room and sat on the couch. I went after and away to the sofa. Nina looked up from her computer. 
          "Lie down here for a while and close your eyes," she said, and I laid down on the couch and let my head rest on her bare knees as she looked at the screen. Between her arms, I could see parts of the screen. It looked as if she sat and chatted with someone asr a picture of a guy showed up and she wrote something, waited and she received a reply. Now and then she giggled. In the laundry room the sound of the washing machine could be heard and that was what we were waiting for. 
          "What are you doing?" I asked after a while. Nina wrote something more, and looked down at me where I was. 
          "It´s really not your business. Let me just sit and chat for a while," she said and continued to write. 
          "You are not peeking, are you," she said and then looked at me again. I shook my head and instead I looked at her T-shirt covered stomach. 
          "Close your eyes for a while and rest. Then it will be much work for you,” she muttered, and continued her chatting. Anyway, I felt bad. Maybe it was jealousy, or was it more jealous of the freedom that Nina had but no longer I. Before that first week of summer vacation, I had been sitting at the computer. Often, much and long. Now it was several weeks ago I was interested in the same way but now when I saw Nina sitting and chatting, I felt a pang of envy. She was free to do what she wanted. Outside, there were my friends. Or at least the ones I used to hang out with online. 
          "Why can´t I also get to use your computer. It has been so long ago now,” I asked politely. 
          "It's probably something you have to get used to from now on, Steffie. You understand that it can make you even more stressed out and stop you from being free from the peeing,” she said quietly. I felt a growing irritation. 
          "But before you came here I never peed  down and I often sat at the computer," I said, and became pissed off. 
          "But now it's over with it. And ask no more. Keep quiet now and rest instead. Otherwise, you get up and lie in bed,” Nina hissed and I kept quiet while Nina was sitting and chatting with the guy on the net. Whoever it was. And that I didn´t dare question. Instead I closed my eyes and listened to the washing machine that began to spin. 


          After a few moments there was silence from the laundry room. Nina wrote a few words before she finished and turned off the computer. 
          "Time to work," she said, and moved me from her lap. 
          "Come with me to the laundry room and we'll hang the laundry," she chirped happily and went away. I stood up and toddled after. Nina then spent half an hour to hanging laundry and showed me how it was done correctly. Shirts on hangers, some shirts out to dry, and others would drip dry. Underwear would be hung in a special way if they didn´t get into the dryer. And I was quiet and tried to learn. 


          When we were finished with the lesson the next came. To cook meals. I knew a lot about that because I used to help my parents from time to time with this so Nina was only happy when she saw how I could handle myself in the kitchen.
          "Well done. You will be a capable maid in the kitchen,” she pointed out when we were ready to eat dinner together. I had, however, a bottle of infant formula while Nina got pork with mushroom sauce and rice. The smells made me depressed but I didn´t dare complain. 


          After dinner I did the dishes, as I was good at it so Nina was also pleased with this and happily walked around and told me she hoped I would become a good maid. The ironing could, however, wait until the following day, when laundry was not yet dry when we checked it after dinner. 
          "Now I will chat for a while and you're going to bed early. Did you pee in the diaper so that you can stay dry at night? ” Nina asked as she sat on the couch. 

I shook my head. 
          "It may not be needed tonight," I said, hoping that the diaper would be dry when I woke up the next morning. 
          "You may sit here for a while then," she said, patting her hand on the sofa. Perhaps it was that she also wanted me to be dry. Why else would she let me sit up with her. If she wanted to torture me, she could throw me in bed now and know I would pee myself because I always used to go to the bathroom before I fell asleep. 
          "Thanks," I said, and came and sat beside her. 
          I saw that she started up the computer and a guy showed up on the screen. He could be  my age but looked much tougher than I did. 
          "Who is that?" I asked curiously.
          "A guy with a big cock. Lie down on the floor instead. On your back below,” Nina said, and was clearly irritated. I looked at her. 
          "Why can´t I just sit here if I am silent?" I asked as curiosity 

took over. But Nina grabbed me and pushed me down on the floor. 
          "If you are going to stay awake, you lie on your back on the floor," she said and I did as I was told. 
          "The head below me," she said and continued to write. I moved so I was lying with my head between her bare feet. The computer I couldn´t see from the floor. 
          "Lie still there now and wait until the pee comes,” she muttered as she continued chatting with the guy who seemed to interest her more than me. And I lay still. Suddenly she raised her feet and a pair of dirty soles was pressed over my rubber covered face. I tried to remove her leg but she only pressed harder until I let go and the smell from the well traveled feet found their way into my nose and mouth. 
          "Lick the soles," she said, but I refused. It felt disgusting to lick her underfoot as I held my mouth closed. Then she pressed harder until I cried when my head felt like it would burst. 
          "Lick the soles of the feet," she said again, and reluctantly, I gently stretched out my tongue and touched her foot stuck in my face, and she eased slightly on pressure. In the darkness under her feet that walked around the house all day, I licked until the soles were wet and she rubbed them over my mouth, nose, cheeks and eyes until the mask was sticky. After a while she asked me to stop but let your feet rest over my face, just in time so I got off and could breathe with the smell of her feet constantly reminding me, while she sat and chatted with the stranger on the net. And I felt terriblly submissive, a feeling that made me scared and fragile. As of right now she could do anything with me, but I wouldn’t dare do anything to defend myself against her strength.


          I was lying in the same position on the floor for a long time. Soon I felt the need to urinate. When it ran out of the diaper, I tried to tell Nina, but the sounds were only a muffled murmur under her feet. I was a footrest for her just then. Nothing else. 
          "Quiet. I'm almost finished here,” she said, rubbing her feet a bit over my mouth when I tried to talk. 
          A little while later, when the pee in diaper started to dry up in the padding, she let my face free. 
          "Stand up," she simply said and I obeyed. When she looked at me, she laughed. 
          "You look like shit, Stefan," she said and went upstairs to my bedroom with me behind her. 
            "Up on the table", she ordered me, as if I were an awkward kid who she had not time for, but must be taken care of. I felt a lump in my throat but didn´t want to cry. She seemed barely to see me and her thoughts were elsewhere when she pulled off my wig, rubber mask, diaper pants and diaper and changed into a dry one and pulled on my pajamas and put the soother in my mouth. Then she carried me away to bed and locked the roof. 
          "Tomorrow you will learn how to iron," she said just before she left the room, turned off and closed the door. Then she disappeared down the stairs and far away in a peripheral, I could hear how she continued to write on the computer. 

Before I went to sleep I prayed that I would be dry when I woke up so that it would be an end to this diaper humiliation game.
Chapter 8
     When morning dawned I awoke to the rain as it lashed the window in my bedroom. It was a heavy rain, torrential rain, so close you can call it, but it really was one. The sound of the drops rushed to the window subdued all other sounds, creating a kind of solitude where I was in my pajamas. I felt hot and wassweating a bit. Perhaps it was the feeling that made me believe that I have woken up dry for the first time in several days. Memories of my childhood grew into life. The times I have woken up in the expectation that something would happen and the rain fell down over the outside world. Rain was predicted, a sense of awakening and something new. That was what I hoped for when Nina came into the bedroom. She looked happy. She smiled at me. As she was a new Nina, far from the previous evening when she was strangely absent.
          "Good morning, Stefan," she said cheerfully, and unlocked the roof of the bed. 
          "Mmmffghh," I replied, but shut my mouth when I realized I had the pacifier in my mouth, instead I waited for her to help me out of the crib. 


It was when she brought me up that courage died out. That was when I felt the wet dressing on my buttocks and I scurried silently to myself. 
          Nina carried me to the changing table and stuffed a hand in the diaper. 
          "I don´t understand why this happens," she said and began to pull off my pajamas pants and diaper. 
          "Now it has been several days and you still pee yourself. It is not good. But we're testing this for a while so maybe it dissolves by itself,” she muttered, and then she lubricated my butt with lotion to prevent diaper rash and then the diaper went on again.
          "Today, I hope that something shows up on the post office because tomorrow we are getting married," Nina said. That was why she was happy, I thought, while the lockable diaper pants went on and then she took out a pink T-shirt labeled Tiny Boy. I didn´t have to wear the romper. The pacifier was removed and she stuffed in the pocket of her denim shorts. 
          "Thanks," I said when the soother disappeared, and breath was ultimate. 
          "Now we eat breakfast," she said and I followed her into the kitchen. Several boxes were open on the kitchen floor and she had begun to pack the china. But much remained on the sink. Among other things, the old inherited china with roses from my grandparents.
          "What will you do with those plates?" I asked, pointing to the inheritance. Our old family china.
            "Throw them away. It is ugly and I will buy new." 
            "But it's our old family china," I said and felt a hopeless despair. She couldn´t do that. 
          "We can save it, but we don´t have to use it?" I suggested. Nina shook my gruel bottle and came to the kitchen table. 
          "It is not our china. It is my china and I do what I want with it. If I want to throw it, I will do so and that's what I intend to do. It is ugly and worn. New is better, Stefan,” Nina said, and thus the debate was over. I thought I could hear the memories of the dinners getting crushed against the steel container walls. I took the bottle and drank my gruel in silence while Nina had a cup of coffee and lit a cigarette. 
          "Today you should learn to iron. And tomorrow your new life begins, Stefan. Then we will marry and move to the apartment. Exciting, huh?” Nina said, and I was shocked. How had she had time to plan all this so quickly? I didn´t even know what time tomorrow the wedding would take place."
          "Moreover, I need to take care of some things and that will take some time. We have a lot to do before the wedding. Do you understand? You will get to spend the whole morning to iron clothes. Then we pack the last of the boxes because the car will move early in the morning and then things must be in boxes."
          I nodded hopeless. Now came that feeling of resignation again I felt the previous evening under Nina's feet. 


          After breakfast, I followed Nina to the laundry room where she showed me how I would pick down the laundry and which laundry that would be ironed and not. She brought it all to the living room where she set up an ironing board and the iron was connected to the electrical outlet. 
          "Now we wait until it´s hot. It is important that you start with the clothes that require lower temperature and then raise the heat on the iron gradually. Otherwise, everything will get burned and it will be noticed and you will be punished,” Nina said, when she was teaching me washing instructions and ironing temperatures in the clothes and constantly stressed the importance of remembering what she said because she was not going to repeat it. Future mistakes would be punished. I just nodded and tried to learn the noble art of ironing. After a while she looked at the clock on her mobile phone. 
          "I got to go now. You get a couple of hours to complete your task. In the future, I expect it to go faster. When I return, you must be finished. Then we have other things to do. All right?” she said, looking down at me as I stood at the ironing board.
          "Sure, Nina," I replied and she slipped out into the hall and put on a thin leather jacket before the door slammed and was locked. So I was alone again with a task I had to solve before she came home again. Otherwise, I would be punished and I didn´t want that. Even now, I felt exhausted and also deceived and fooled by the documents she had me to sign. So I started thinking. If I found them, maybe the problem could be out of the world. On the other hand, the money was already Nina’s, as the house I was in and that also was sold. And she could not have been so stupid that she put the documents somewhere where I could find them. 

The idea died out, and instead I dealt with the ironing, which must be completed. 


          Just before I heard Nina's car turn into the driveway just over two hours later, the pee ran into the diaper. I had held it long to try to be dry when she came home but could not manage that. Maybe it was the gruels fault.
          The outer door opened and Nina walked in with a couple of bags and a package she got from the post office. A smile spread when she saw me.
          "Hi Stefan. Did you make it? Are you done with your task?” she asked and put her things in the hall and took off her shoes and jacket. 
          "Yes, I'm done with the stask," I replied, pulling out the plug from the wall socket so that the iron could cool down. Everything was neatly in the correct piles. Nina came into the living room and inspected the clothes. 
          "You have tried to fold, but not done quite right. You will learn how to do how I want it but you´ll learn gradually. Now we have other things to do. Go into the bathroom and I´ll come shortly. Is your diaper dry? ” she asked. I shook my head. 
          "But I kept it dry  up until now," I said and Nina shook her head and laughed. 
          "Yes, yes, I believe what I want. But soon, you should avoid wearing a diaper during the day,” she said and I walked up to the second floor and into the bathroom, where I waited for Nina. 
I heard her opening the package from the mail, and soon she came up the stairs. 
          "It is surprise for you, I ordered online. The others may wait until after the wedding,” she said cryptically and took out a black square bag, about 20 times 20 centimeters. It had a zipper. On the outside was CB6000 printed with white letters. 

I looked at it skeptically. 
          "Is that what I think it is?" I said and could not let my gaze from the bag she held in her hand. 
          "Yep. Now we’ll open it and look at what it is,” she said, opened the zipper and began to pick out clear plastic parts with different shapes. There were also white plastic and a black padlock with golden letters, "master". The majority consisted of a transparent plastic shape resembling a penis. 
          Nina read the instruction manual, but seemed to already be familiar with how it worked. Quickly she unlocked my diaper pants and took off my diaper, which she folded into a ball and threw on the floor. 
          "That we take care of later. Now we put this together. From today you can go to the bathroom as we adults do,” Nina said. 
          "Even at night?" I asked, hoping that it was over with diapers now. But Nina shook her head and looked troubled. 
          "I fear that you may have diaper at night until you stop to pee yourself in your sleep. But this may help in some way,” she said, and asked me to put my legs apart. 
          "Hold it now and I'll try the right size ring," she muttered and began to draw a half plastic ring under my scrotum. Of pure joy I felt my penis began to stiffen. It worked all right. 
          "Is it big, let us stop that," Nina said, and smacked my balls so I yelled out loud. 
          "Don´t whimper but be just silent," she said while tears gathered in my eyes and she drew something on the top of the ring so that it sat tight around the scrotum and the upper part of the penis. Then she submitted three pins that were in the ring over the penis and then lubricated in some kind of lubricant on my now slacken penis. The large plastic form was wrapped around my penis and fastened together with the three plastic pins and then she fixed the lock, locked it and pulled out the key. 
          "This one I will take care of," Nina said, and stuffed the key in the bag with the rest of the things that belonged to what was put on my penis. 
          "You can see it and pee, but not touch," Nina laughed and disappeared out of the bathroom. I looked down between my legs. For the first time in a long time I could see my own dick, but was locked in plastic at the moment. I knew it. Inside the plastic tube was my penis but it was not possible to access. At the bottom was a hole that allowed me to be able to urinate without removing it. First I tried to pull the penis out but could not. It didn´t work either to deduct but it sat there and was not possible to do much about it. To my great joy, I actually didn´t have to wear a diaper during the day, I thought, and walked out of the bathroom and down to the kitchen. 


          "How sweet you are," Nina said as she sat at the kitchen table and had a cup of coffee and lit a cigarette. 
          "It cannot take it off," I said and looked down between my legs. She laughed. 
          "No, you can´t. I decide when it is on and off. So get used to it. CB6000 is your friend,” she said, blowing smoke from her lips and drank some coffee. 
          "Sit down. We have little to do but first I want to smoke and finish my coffee. Then let's get started. You should help me to pack the last of the cartons. And help me to throw some stuff. You will also need underwear and a pair of shorts so you don´t have to run around with that thing dangling visible,” she said, looking between my legs. 

I sat down on a chair and waited for her to drink her coffee and put out the cigarette. 
          After a while she was finished and got up. 
          "Follow me and I'll arrange some clothes for you," she said and I followed her upstairs. Inside my bedroom she opened the closet and took something out that looked very much like girl's panties. She held up a pair of pink panties. 
          "Here, put these on then you should get a pair of trousers," she said and threw the panties on the floor in front of my feet. Why would I have to use girl panties? I wanted my usual underwear. 
          "I don´t want those. I'd like my underpants. I'm a guy, Nina,” I said and looked down on the floor where the pink panties were. 
          "Put them on, or I have to force you to wear them," Nina sighed. I did as she said. Better than the diaper and romper, I thought, and pulled them up over my legs. Then she took out a short skirt. 
          "And this is good," she said. "The shirt you can keep on," she went on and came over to me. 
          "A skirt," I said with disgust, but she ignored me and gave it to me. Reluctantly, I took the short skirt that went halfway down my thighs. It covered, however, the chastity belt and it seemed that it was not there.
          "Perfect. Now let's get started,” Nina chirped and took my hand. Then she pulled me down to the kitchen and pointed at the china. 
          "That goes into the container," she said and I could not but do as she said, how much it hurt inside to discard the fine old family china. 
While Nina packed everything in the kitchen in boxes, I went out in the summer heat. The idea of explore myself in front of my neighbors was not very interesting. Instead I kept myself hidden under the cover of shrubs and trees when I went out to the container and saw memories crushed against the walls of the container. There was furniture, old clothes from my parents and everything else that was full of memories but that Nina chose to discard. For it was hers. Legally hers. I took nothing of it, I realized, and sighed, before I went in again. 
          "Sure it's nice outside. It has stopped raining. Maybe we can go out a little bit later, or sit down on the balcony one last time before we leave the house tomorrow morning. Because after lunch tomorrow, you are married to me,” Nina said as she taped up a box and wiped the sweat from her face. 


          The whole afternoon I helped Nina to throw things that she didn´t want to keep as she packed things that would be delivered to the new apartment in cardboard boxes. I felt like an errand boy when I went in and out with things and when evening approached, the container was full and the house basically empty. Before dinner, I needed to go to the bathroom and went into the bathroom to pee. I stood in front of the toilet but realized when the pee came that it poured down on the floor so I have to sit on the toilet. My panties felt cool against my skin, even if they were for girls and the skirt made it occasionally waft between the legs so that I didn´t sweat as much. But it still seemed degrading to mince around the house and especially in the garden wearing this. But anyway, I was glad to escape the hot and sweaty as the diaper stuck and I could go to the toilet as usual. 


          Then the evening came. As the sun sank over our neighborhood and the house was packed in cartons, in addition to my bedroom and the bed in Nina's room. I would miss the house but there was no reason to be sorry. I mourned instead. When I drank gruel and Nina a cup of tea on the sofa in the living room, it was time for bed. At least for me. 
          "It is time to sleep," Nina said, and brought up and started the computer. 
          "Why can´t I join you? After all, it´s the last night in the house?" I asked. But Nina looked sternly at me.
          "It's a long day tomorrow so it´s best for you to go to bed. We are getting up early,” she said and took my hand and pulled me up from the sofa. 
          "Tomorrow, we are married and a whole new wonderful life begins," Nina said tired when she brought me to my bedroom. 
          "You can keep the chastity belt on at night but we have to use the diaper so you don´t wet the bed the last thing you do before we move and go to the wedding," she said, and forced me up on the changing table. I didn´think to protest. She was right. To soak the bed would just ask for a lot of problems, and I accepted when she strapped the diaper on me. This time I had to wear panties instead of diaper pants and in some strange way I felt free in all cases. 
Before Nina helped me into bed, she kissed me on the cheek. 
          "Now we sleep a bit," she said, closed the roof on the bed and locked it. Then she turned off the light and disappeared out of the room and shut my door. It was dark and silent. I lay and thought about what would happen the following day. Getting married would be something you did once in a lifetime. It was about love. Maybe I felt some kind of love for Nina, despite what she did to me. On the other hand, I had no choice but to say yes. Perhaps she would get tired of this game one day and we would be equal. . That was what I hoped for. And so I looked forward to the wedding night. Maybe she would remove this chastity belt and have sex with me. The chances were small but she had probably also needs? So I realized that I had not received an orgasm on indefinitely. Just been milked, as Marianne called it. So I fell asleep. A tension was growing in my body for the day to come. And a slight pain in my stomach...


          Early the next morning, when the sun barely found its way up over the roofs, Nina woke me up. 
          "Good morning. Time to get up,” she said. A dressing gown hid her body but nothing else. 
          She unlocked the roof and helped me out of bed and stuffed a hand in the diaper. 
          "Hmmm ... wet. But perhaps it will be all right,” she said simply, and carried me away to the changing table. 
          "The last time I take off the diaper in this house," she said while I was sulking over that I have not managed to keep me dry during the night. She pulled off my wet diaper and then felt the chastity belt stretching and hurt.
          "It hurts," I said and Nina looked at it.
          "Could be because your little one would be big but is hampered by the protection," she said. "It will strain for a while", she simply said. The pain in the scrotum was not so much to do about because I could not remove the chastity belt myself.


          "I've prepared a bottle of gruel for you. Drink it and then come up in the bathroom,” she ordered and I obeyed. In just the pink panties, I went down to the kitchen and discovered that everything was neatly in boxes and on the table I found the gruel bottle. I drank up the contents and hurried into the bathroom. Nina was there, naked and waiting for me. My member in the chastity belt began to grow again but the pain put an end to that. Why did it hurt? It stretched and pulled and I grimaced. 
          "Jump in the tub and we'll take a shower," she said, and I climbed down into the bathtub and Nina followed and stood beside me. Her body was close and I could touch it, but dared not. The water started to spray and Nina directed the beam over my body. 
          "Stand still and touch me. Yoo should not touch your wife before the wedding night, or how,” she joked as she showered me and gave me a bottle with a sweet-scented shower shampoo. Was it hers? 
          "So, shampoo yourself while I shower by myself," she said and I obeyed as I considered her muscular body that was so close to me. Then it went quickly. She washed my body and used additional jets in and around the chastity belt which was now not tightened as much. For each time my penis became hard as it hurt and the chastity belt got it quickly to fold again. Then she shampooed herself and showered her hair and body and we were finished. 
          "Today you should be dressed. The new suit we bought, you have to wear all day. But you will have to wear a pair of panties. They are more comfortable than pants, isn´t it,” Nina said, while she wiped herself with a large bath towel and then gave it to me. I did wipe me afterwards. 
          "Sorry but there was only one bath towel. Will be less to pack then,” she thought, and I smelled like a woman afterwards but it was not so much to do about it. 
          "The clothes are hanging in the closet in your room. The rest is packed in suit cases,” she said and I went to the bedroom and found a pair of pink socks, the black suit, pink panties and a white shirt. That was what I had to wear when I became Nina's husband. It felt so wrong. Why did she force me to have girl panties when I was a boy. And pink socks, I had never used such but that was what was in the closet so I put my clothes obediently on.


          A moment later Nina came into the bedroom. She stood with her hands on her hips and looked at me, dressed only in the bathrobe. 
          "What a nice man, I will soon have" she said and smiled. 
          "But something is missing. A tie,” she said and took out a black tie from her pocket and placed it around my neck and pulled. It buckled, but it would of course fit.
          "There you go. Ready to get married,” she said, clapping her hands with delight when she looked at me. 
          "Stay here and wait until I come back," she said and I obeyed as she disappeared from the room and closed the door behind her. I went to the window and looked out over the area I grew up in but which I would now leave. Would soon be just memories remain of what was my childhood. Perhaps I would never come back here and see everything again. 
          I sat up on the changing table and waited for Nina to come. And I waited long and patiently. Looked around the room and thought about what to expect. What would happen in just a few hours. I didn´t even know what time I would get married. I realized I knew nothing. Would we go on a honeymoon? Should we go directly to Nina's apartment, whose place I would live in?


          After half an hour, Nina came in and I was amazed by what I saw. She was possibly even taller now with a pair of white high heels, pantyhose, a white long dress with lace and white bra, which showed more than it needed. Yet she was beautiful. And sexy. In her hand she had a wedding bouquet and a box. A black box, which I suspect contained our rings. Under normal circumstances, it was the man who had them. But not in our relationship. 
          "Come now, Stefan so we can go and get married," she said simply and reached out her free hand. I took it and we went downstairs and put our shoes on. For the last time in this house. 
          "Say goodbye to the house and say hi to our new life," Nina chirped in my ear before we opened the door. Down the street a black limousine was waiting for us. The first time I was even close to one. 
          "Come on now," Nina said, and pulled me away to the car. The neighbors, those who were out this morning, looked at us as long as the driver opened the door. It was only when I saw who the driver was. Her name was Marianne but looked more like a man with her black suit and hat. 
          I had to take place in the car first and then Nina and Marianne shut the heavy door behind us. 


          Nobody said anything when the car began to roll. I looked out of the window and noticed how everyone turned around when we went down the street and then on the main routes into the town. Suddenly I wondered where we were going, but how would a bridegroom to the bride ask about where they would get married. I suddenly felt very small, not only physically, where I sat in the armchair in the limo and reached up to her chest. Even mentally. I understood nothing of what was about to happen. 
          "How does it feel? Are you excited?” Nina asked, turning my head towards her. I nodded and returned her sparkling eyes. 
          "Nothing to be excited for. Just float by and enjoy. For then I take over,” Nina whispered and giggled a bit. 
          In the inner mirror, I saw Marianne grinning. The woman who raped me in what apparently was my bachelor party. 


          Inside the town was crowded as usual, but Marianne drove  safely through the traffic and then stopped in front of city hall. We were not going to get married in a church. It was a civil wedding. And I realized then that it was merely a legal wedding. But what could I do? Would I run away now, and lose everything? 
          Marianne got out and walked around to open for us and Nina almost ripped me out of the car. 
          "Come on, hurry up. We have a wedding to go to,” she said and took my hand. I felt like a child, but she gave in and pushed me hard until it hurt and I went with her. A group of tourists turned around when we went up on the city hall steps. They pointed and laughed some. Probably it was because of the length difference. Nina was 30 cm taller than I and now she looked even taller in heels. I barely reached up to her chest and was embarrassed but was forced to follow her. She pulled me through a corridor and into a room where there was an inscription in gold with the text wedding. There we went. 


          The room was not big but a row of chairs were set and where Nina's parents were sitting, who lit up when we arrived. There was also Sara and Beppo. Beppo giggled when he saw us, but Sara smacked his lap and he tried to look serious. Nina's mother beamed of happiness and so did her father. 
          At the front of a desk sat an elderly man who stood up when we came in and greeted us. Nina and I introduced ourselves and then waited for him to begin. 
          "Welcome to the wedding. I will not hold any long speech but I must say something about love,” he began, and then talked about the need to always love each other and be faithful to each other. He told a little story about how he met his wife and hoped that we would love each other as much as they did. And Nina nodded happily. 
When he finished talking he looked at us and asked us to stand against each other. 
          "Do you have the rings?" He asked, and Nina opened the box and gave me the rings.
          "Excellent. Then we get started,” he said. 

I felt my legs were trembling. For some reason I could not understand, I was nervous. The older man talked.
          "Do you take, Stefan Oskar Bergman, this Nina Chatarina Lager, to be your lawful wedded wife, to love in sickness and in health until death do you part?"

Submissive, I saw up on the woman who would become my wife for the rest of my life but that was more my husband. 
          "Yes," I replied, looking down while Nina giggled. From now on I had to follow her rules. 

The wedding organizer continued. 
          "Do you take, Nina Chatarina Lager, this Stefan Oskar Bergman, to be your lawful wedded husband, to love in sickness and in health until death do you part?" 

Nina didn´t hesitate. Because she knew what to expect. What would be hers. 
          "Yes, I do," she replied, smiling happily. Then we exchanged rings. 
          "Now you can kiss the bride," the man said and I froze. I did not know what to do. But Nina bent down and our lips almost met when she put a finger between but none of the others saw. And I didn´t kiss her yet. At least her finger. 

And the act was over.


          Sara and Beppo congratulated us and Sara looked at me and smiled. 
          "You are now an obedient man," she whispered so no one else heard. And I realized that from now on I was considered as a subject to my wife. And my courage sank. They photographed us when I was standing next to Nina, and so did Nina's parents. 
Afterwards, they came and congratulated us and hugged us. Her mother looked at me. 
          "I never thought you two would find each other in this way but it is beautiful. It's nice. For me, it will be of course a link to your mother. " 

I nodded and smiled. 

Her father didn´t say much but wished us luck and said they were going on a trip but would try to catch on us when we returned from our honeymoon. Travel, yes. I didn´t know anything about it either. 


          When the others left the ceremony room Nina took my hand and looked at me. 
          "From now on, I expect that you follow what is written in the contract. Otherwise, I have to educate you and hope I have to avoid that,” she said. 
          "Yes, I promise you, Nina," I replied, and was suddenly met by a slap on the cheek. No one was left in the room and had the opportunity to witness what happened. But I felt the pain, all right. 
          "And from now on, please respond Mrs.," she said then and I nodded. 
          "Yes, Mrs.," I said and Nina giggled. 
          "Good. Then we go to the photographer and then home to our new apartment. In the morning we go on our honeymoon! Fun, huh!" she chirped and dragged me through the corridors on the courthouse steps, where her parents, Sara and Beppo stood and threw rice at us. Inside I cried of humiliation that Nina inflicted on me but I tried to smile and look happy. We waved to the witnesses when Marianne opened the car door and I stepped inside first and then Nina. 
          "Congratulations you are newlyweds," Marianne said happily and shut the door and took her place in the front. Then the car rolled away and Nina smiled at me. 
          "Isn´t it wonderful!" She said and poured two glasses of champagne from a bottle Marianne opened while we were at the ceremony. I got a glass and we drank. 
          "For a wonderful marriage," Nina said, and I nodded. 
          "Cheers, Mrs.," I replied and then, both Nina and Marianne laughed. And embarrassment grew in my face. 
          "He has already begun to learn," Marianne commented from the driver's seat and looked in the mirror at us. 
          "Yes, and better and better he becomes. Yesterday, he got his chastity belt” Nina said, and then I opened my mouth to protest-out against her intimate revelations, but a large hand was clamped over my face. The ring on my wife's finger pressed on my upper lip and I struggled to get her hand off while Nina chattered. 
          "He will learn how little his cock really means to me. There are bigger dicks to get so I probably don´t need his,” Nina said, while I struggled to get rid of her palm and Marianne laughed. 
          "His scrotum contents can of course be emptied anyway," said Marianne and Nina nodded. 
          "You have taught me a part that I will be working on," Nina said, and I looked at her. 
          "And you just be quiet," she said to me, and I was silent. The hand was removed, and when we turned in front of a dilapidated office building Nina became eager to get out of the car. 
          "Now we are in front of the photographer. Behave yourself,” Nina said, when she more or less dragged me out of the car and away against a door. Above there was an old sign,” Master Photographer". 

          It seemed that Nina knew the young man who met us when we came into the studio.
        "Hi Nina! And congratulations on your wedding day. Was it a pleasant wedding?" He asked as he kissed Nina on the cheek and then looked at me. 
          "It was unforgettable," Nina said, looking happy. 
          "Hi, my name is Tobias and I´m the photographer," he said to me and held out his hand. I took it and said hi. 
          "Stefan", I presented myself as, and he showed us into a small room with bright light and a chair. 
            "Hmmm ..." Tobias said, staring at me, ”the question is how we do. Under normal circumstances, the woman is standing behind the man but it will probably be a bit crazy because you are so tall,” he said and then looked at Nina. 
          "Maybe he can sit on my lap," suggested Nina and Tobias laughed. 
          "Uh, it will be an unusual picture," he hesitated.
          "But is it a problem, then," Nina asked.

Tobias shook his head. 
          "No, just different. We can try,” he said, and Nina took me over to the chair and sat down and pulled me up on her thighs so that I was sitting with my back to Nina's breasts. I dared not protest, even if the whole situation seemed odd. It was, after all, the picture that we would have been put on a wall at home. What would others who saw it think? 

Tobias grinned as he stood behind the camera. 
          "Sit still and smile now," he said and I tried to smile when lightning exploded around us. He took some pictures and then looked up.
          "Can´t you try to sit at one of Nina's legs," Tobias asked and I hesitated. It would feel very childish, but Nina picked me up a bit and took away her leg so that it landed next to me and suddenly I was sitting on her right thigh and she held me.
          "I have to hold you tight so you don´t fall," she whispered in my ear while Tobias took some pictures.
          I didn´t want to get along with this and tried to get away, but Nina stuck my arms. 
          "Let me go. I want to get dofffgghhhh,”I complained when she put her other hand over my mouth from behind while Nina smiled and the camera continued to take pictures. Tobias laughed and continued to take photos for a moment while I fought in Nina's grip. I was embarrassed but could not do anything. When he finished his work, he looked enormously satisfied and talked to Nina. 
          "This is perfect. I will send some pictures to you within a week,” he said, and could hardly keep from laughing when he looked at me. Probably, as I was quite red in the face. 
          "Wonderful, Tobias. I look forward to it. Tomorrow we go on honeymoon and will be back in a week so don’t be in a hurry,” Nina chirped and took my hand. 
          "Thank you very much. We keep in touch then,” Nina said, when we went to the door and Tobias waved at us. 


          We left the studio and went out to the car where Marianne was waiting. 
          "Were there any pictures?" She asked as she opened the door and let me and Nina. 

Nina laughed. 
          "Fuck. Stefan could not sit still so I got to hold him but it'll be a perfect memorable photo to put on our wall at home,” Nina said, and smiled at me. I was surly and said nothing at all. 

When we arrived at the huge high-rise building, I felt daunted but hoped that some of the images could be used, even though I was sitting in my wife's lap on the wedding photo.
          "Thanks for the ride," Nina said, when Marianne opened for us and I nodded to Marianne, but dared not say anything. It would have been too embarrassing if Nina silenced me publicly in front of our new home. 
          "Of course. I am happy again. Have fun on the trip now,” Marianne wished us luck and the car disappeared while Nina took my hand again and pulled me away to the house and then we walked over the marble floor. The same man who we met the first time stood behind the desk and lit up when he saw us. 
          "So it's Mrs. Berg now," he said and looked at us and then an extra time on me. 
          "Mr and Mrs. Lager, if I may ask," Nina said, before we went over to the elevators. It was then I reacted to the name. 
          "What Lager," I said before she laid her hand over my mouth as she pressed the elevator button. 
          "Congratulations," I heard the man shouting behind us before we stepped into the elevator and my wife let my mouth so I could breathe normally.
          "Shut your mouth shut if I have not given you permission to speak," she hissed. "From now on, your name is Lager and nothing else. Your old name is dead,” she said and I felt tears behind my eyes. This was not what I had expected. Normally the wife used to take her husband’s name but apparently not in this relationship. And I sobbed, but when Nina looked sternly at me, I kept quiet.
Chapter 9
The elevator stopped on floor 20 and Nina stepped out first. I followed her and suddenly she grabbed me and lifted me up in her arms while she took out the key card and unlocked the door. 
          "I have to carry you over the threshold. Small men as-you-can't do it so the wife has to do it,” she said, laughing as she carried me into the apartment and kicked the door shut behind. Then she put me down on the floor.
          "Go and get changed. Your room is behind the kitchen. Sara was here yesterday and today and prepared some stuff. But most are still packed since the moving company delivered when we were at the wedding and the photographer. I think Sara has hung clothes in the wardrobe that you should have. Tomorrow morning we go on honeymoon,” she said kindly, and I obeyed. Along the walls were the moving boxes we packed down but also some furniture I haden´t seen before and some we brought with us from the villa. 
          I walked towards the living room and then through the kitchen and the room that would be mine, her husbands, from now on. It was not big but there was the crib and I felt I wanted to vomit. I didn´t need that crib now when I had the chastity belt and plain clothes. Why was it there? And in the corner over by the window, , stretching from floor to ceiling, overlooking the town, was the changing table. Everything was in any way, as usual, despite the unusual. And I sat down on the changing table and sighed. 
          "How are you doing in there?" Nina asked, and I stood up and hurried away to the closet. I found just three sets of clothes. Pajama, costume with diaper pants and then a hanger with what I had worn the day before. And there were the clothes I chose.
          "Things are going well, Mrs.," I said and felt a relief when she came in and gave me a hug.
          "Excellent. Change your clothes and then make a cup of coffee for me,” she said, and there was silence.
          I took off my suit and other clothes and hung them up on the gallows as Nina taught me how to do. Then I pulled on my pants, skirt and T-shirt and went into the kitchen. There was a modern coffee machine that seemed relatively easy to manage. I was looking in the cupboards and found a coffee cup that I put in the machine and pressed a button. Soon I had a cup ready.


          "I'm sitting in the living room," I heard Nina say, and I went there with the cup and put it down on the table. She sat at the computer. On our wedding day. Still wearing her beautiful wedding dress and high heeled shoes while I had to change to the trashy clothing. It felt wrong. As if it was only she that was married. But I dared not say it. On the screen I could see the man she had chatted with earlier. But I dared not question her. 
          "Good, Steffie, now you can sit down here for a while," she said. My name was Stefan, but she would rather call me Steffie. Perhaps it was the girl clothes I had. I sat down beside her in the white leather couch, which certainly could fit ten people. 
          "You sit on the floor and no where else with those clothes. Get down at once from the couch and sit between my legs on the floor, or go away,” she said and I could feel my confidence sink to the bottom. I was not even allowed to sit on the sofa in what was my home? But I didn´t dare protest. The fear of what she would do with me if I didn´t obey scared me and made me curl down on the floor and put myself between her legs. The fabric of her dress tickled me a bit in the neck.
          "There you go. There is a man's place. At least my husbands,” she said, laughing. I ended up with my head just above the edge of the table and looked straight into the screen. Which certainly was not the sentence. But why did she let me sit here? 
          "This is just a guy I chat with. Please feel free to look at him,” she said and wrote some words. A few laudatory words. About how she thought he was delicious. And I felt humiliation deepen within. Or maybe it was jealousy.
          "He wants to see a picture of you. I have told him that I would get married and he is curious about who you are,” Nina said, and suddenly she turned on the webcam on the computer and my face appeared suddenly on the screen. I tried to get up. I didn´t want to be there any longer, but she moved her legs and four seconds later, she had put them around my waist so I could not move. 
          "Please, Mrs., I don´t want this", I begged, but Nina just laughed when she knew how I tried to remove her feet from me, of course, without having any chance of success. 
          "But I want to. And as long as I am not saying that you must talk, be quiet. Now, sit still,” she replied, and saved the image on her computer and continued writing. 
           
Here is a picture of him. As you can see he is a bit miserable and helpless, and so shall my husband be! Small and helpless, but obedient. But you seem to be a real man, Jonah. It would be nice to feel your muscles some time. 

She sent the image to the strange man. I sat riveted between my wife's legs and was forced to watch as she flirted with another man. The same day we were married. 


It is a pitiful little thing. He sits on the floor in front of you? Can you imagine that my biceps are bigger than your little husband's thighs are. When can we meet?

Nina laughed at his comment. 
          "Isn´t he lovely, Steffie. Maybe I should meet him. We are, after all, just married "on paper", she thought, and I turned around and looked terrified at her. Why did she do this?
          "No, I was just kidding. But he is a good friend of mine so I've got to chat with him, right? Must of course say goodbye before you and I are going on our honeymoon,” she said, looking down at me as I sat between her legs. 
          "Yes, Mrs.," I replied and she patted me on the head as if I were a dog. 

He sits on the floor. It's his place. 


          "Steffie, go and prepare the wedding dinner," Nina said.

I thought we would eat some dinner with others but apparently I was wrong. This marriage didn´t seem to mean more than this for her. 
          "Yes, Mrs. What should I cook?" I asked and swallowed the lump that appeared in my throat. Did not others have the wedding and after going on a honeymoon? Perhaps it was just a romanticized picture, I thought and tried to get up but she had me pinned on the floor.
          "There is food in the fridge. Use it,” she simply said, and let me get away as she continued chatting. And I went into the kitchen to cook dinner while my wife was flirting with someone online. A tear fell from my cheek, but Nina didn´t see it. She only saw her computer screen.


          When I opened the refrigerator door my heart struck a few extra beats. On a shelf I saw a giant plate with cold dishes. I took it out and put it on the sink. There were hams of all kinds, sausages, a big bowl of peeled shrimp, sauces, salads and all kinds of small dishes. And on the shelf above was a small cake, which was about enough for two people. Nina had been joking. She was not quite as bad as I thought. I would not have to cook on my wedding day. 
          The moving boxes  clearly described what they contained, I was looking for plates, cutlery and the finest glass I could find. There was a bottle of champagne on ice in a wine cooler and I opened it. It would be a party. 
          I carried everything into the living room and put it on the dining room table. Then I put the plates out and the glasses and champagne at last. The cake was left in the refrigerator. 


            Nina was still at the computer when I went to invite her for dinner. She turned around and smiled at me. 
            "Surprised?" She said and showed her friendly smile. 
          "Yes, Mrs.," I replied. 
           "Good, because it was intended. Now let´s eat. And you get your first real meal in a while now. But eat slowly and careful. Otherwise the risk is that you feel uncomfortable and I want to have a healthy husband with me on our honeymoon tomorrow. Understand? " 
          "Yes, Mrs.," I answered her and she closed the computer and came over to me. Then she bent down and kissed me on the head. No passionate sex. Just an innocent kiss on my head. 
          "What a good husband you are. And the better you will become. How does your chastity belt feel? " 
          I hadn´t thought so much of the plastic device between my legs. 
          "It's okay, actually," I said cheerfully. 
          "You forgot something," she said. 
          "Mrs.," I added, and had forgotten how I would address my wife. 
          "Good", she replied simply and walked over to the table and sat down. 
          I stood and waited for her to say something. Maybe I should sit somewhere else as a form of humiliation, but she nodded towards the chair on the other side of the table. 
          "Go ahead. Sit down and eat,” she said and began to bite into the delicacies. And I did likewise and served her champagne. For a moment it felt really like we were husband and wife on equal terms. And I enjoyed it for a moment while we ate. The only difference was that I didn´t dare ask her anything without first having been spoken to. For that rule was mentioned in the contract.


          When most of the food was eaten, I felt stuffed and extremely happy. The wedding had not been so bad after all. 
          "Remove the plate with food and get the cake now," Nina said, and I got it from the refrigerator and sat down on my chair but Nina clapped on her lap. 
          "Come here and sit with me instead," she said and I went over to her. 
          "On your knee, Mrs.?" I asked and she nodded. She reached for me and lifted me up on her thigh. Her arm took hold of mine and held them behind my back. 
          "I want to feed my new husband," she said. She leaned across the table and drew a finger in the cake so that she got the cream. 
          "Open wide," she said, holding the cream in front of me. I opened my mouth and she put her finger in. 
          "Suck my finger now," she said, and I closed my lips around her finger and sucked on it as if I were a baby. She moved her finger in and out and I tried to get it away because it felt a little too sexual, but she left her finger and decided herself when it was time to pull it out.
          "Open your mouth," she said and I let her finger out of my mouth. Now she did the same thing again, but took a whole handful of cake and held it in front of me.
          "Go ahead and eat," she ordered and I ate the cake from her hand. When it was just a little cream left she pressed her hand over my face.
          "Is this not how they usually do at a wedding dinner?" Nina joked and rubbed her palm over my face and then dropped me onto the floor. 
          "Go and sit on your chair and eat a piece of cake," she said to me, and I obeyed. Because the cake was delicious and I wanted a second piece. She looked at me and laughed. 
          "You look like a baby's face. Too sticky. We must clean you up after dinner,” she said and took a piece of cake and then let me do the same. 


          After dinner, I felt tired but happy, although it was still sticky in the face after the cake but it was just fun. Nina smiled at me and finished the last of the champagne in her glass. 
          "We have to get up early tomorrow so it's time to go to sleep. But perish away and wash up first,” she said and walked over to the couch and sat down and let me set the table and wash away. Would she be as gentle to me as she was now, I didn´t mind being married to her. I did the dishes quickly.


          I sneaked into the bathroom and washed myself and then returned to the kitchen. 

When I was finished and satisfied with the results, I went out into the living room and stood some distance away from the couch. She sat with a glass of champagne and chatted. 
          "Finished already?" She said and barely glanced up.
          "Yes, Mrs.," I announced and waited for her to ask me to go to bed without diapers. 
          "Go into the bedroom and undress yourself. If you have to go to the bathroom, you do that first,” she muttered, drank from the glass and continued chatting with the man she had previously sent a picture to. A picture of me.


          I did what Nina asked me to and went to the toilet and then into the bedroom to remove my clothes. Soon I was standing naked on the floor, except for the chastity belt that surrounded my penis and prevented it from growing, which also prevented me from touching myself. 

With anticipation, I stood and wondered what would happen next. It was still soon our wedding night and the wedding night would be... 
        Nina appeared in the door and looked a little bit stressed. 
        "Up on the table. I have a lot to do. Have to pack and make ready for tomorrow,” she said, staring at me. I climbed up on the changing table and lay on my stomach. 
          "You will have two alternatives, Stefan," Nina said, and patted me gently on my butt. 

I listened expectantly. 
          "You can sleep without diapers in my bed tonight because it is our wedding night. But if you pee in bed, you need to stay home while I go on the honeymoon by myself, and then Marianne will baby-sit for you. Or, you sleep in your diaper and join the trip tomorrow. What should it be? ” she asked. 
          The choice was easy, unfortunately. And I knew Nina was serious about this.
          "The diaper, then. But can´t we sleep in your bed since we got married today, Mrs.? "I asked. 

Nina took out a diaper and pulled it up on me. The pajamas hanging in the closet was put on and then the pacifier.
          "Yes, okay. But I will not join you right now because I have things left to pack for the trip. She carried me away to her bedroom and laid me down in her big king size bed. 
          "I hope that you get a lovely first night in our new apartment. Moreover, as a married couple. Sleep well, little Mr. Lager. I will come to bed in a little while,” she whispered, and disappeared out of the room. 
          I was left alone in my wife's bed while my wife walked around in the apartment, and packed things for our common journey. Her room was about twice as large as mine. In connection with it, she had a private bathroom and a separate large walk-in closet, where her clothes were. My room had only a few common closets and no bathroom. 
          So far was not so much was unpacked. Now cardboard boxes were put everywhere around the apartment and the furniture that Nina chose to save. The sofa was new. I haven´t been able to choose it. It was her sofa. I realized that I hadn´t been asked to choose anything for the new apartment. Only the life I lived. As I have chosen to live. 
          Somewhere I heard the sound of tinkling glass. She poured more champagne. So I heard Nina was talking on the phone. She giggled and laughed and I found myself being jealous. Who was she talking to? The man from the chat? Before I fell asleep, I felt the smell of cigarette smoke.


          I had no idea what time it was when I woke up, but in the darkness, I saw Nina sitting beside me on the edge of the bed and caressing my cheek. She looked like an angel. She was still wearing her wedding dress on and the white fabric created a magic light in the dark room. 
          "My little pajamas boy," she whispered and I looked up into her face. It was difficult to discern but I saw that she smiled. 
          "It's our wedding night, right," Nina said. She smelled of alcohol and cigarettes, and stuttered a bit. Did she have a party by herself? 
          "Yes, Mrs.," I whispered sleepily. Hopes came to life. She wanted to have sex with me on the wedding night? Now? I was wide awake. 
          "Then we must be united as husband and wife," she whispered and I could feel something was growing in the diaper, but suddenly it tightened. Chastity belt, I thought, and vowed within myself. But maybe she would unlock and remove it. 
          "Then of course you must show your wife how much you love her," she stuttered forward. 
          "Yes, Mrs. How do you want me to show that?" I asked, feeling I was horny. A heat I haven´t felt in a long time in my body. 
          "By going down on your knees on the floor in front of me," she whispered, and stroked my head and down over the neck. I obeyed cheerfully. Crawled onto the floor and sat in front of her legs. So she parted them and I discovered that she had no panties underneath. 
          "Put your hands on my thighs. If you remove them before I tell you to, we'll stop immediately and you will get back to sleep again,” she said to me, and I obeyed her and had to crawl closer to sit comfortably.
          So she grabbed hold of my head and pressed it between her legs. 
          "Lick," she said and I could barely breathe in her moist heat but licked her and noticed how wet she was. Nina held my head against her and rubbed her pussy against my face and her pubic hair tore my skin because they just were going to grow out and consisted of short stubble. I did the best I could and licked her while my dick tightened against the plastic wall of the chastity belt. 
          "This is how you will have to satisfy me from now on," she groaned forward. 
          "Whenever I want it and wherever I want it," she continued as she rubbed her wet pussy against my face and I licked as best I could and struggled to get some air. 
          "You should learn to love the taste of my pussy," she hissed, and I heard how close she was to have an orgasm.

Soon my face was soaked from her juices and after a while she screamed and pushed me even harder against her, while her whole body shook. Then she calmed down and put my hands away from her thighs and pushed me down on my back on the floor. 
          "Stay down there," she muttered and went into the closet to fetch something. Maybe she would take off her wedding dress and come in naked to unlock my chastity belt.

I waited and tried to take a few deep breaths. The scent of her sex came with the air in and out of my nose. 
           
          The apartment was quiet. A faint hissing could be heard from the air conditioning but because we lived so high up in the building, the city's traffic noise didn’t reach us here, and the thick glass panes insulated against the wind howling and rain lashing. If it had rained, ie. This night seemed to be hot and clear. 
          Inside the closet Nina seemed changing clothes. It took a long time, but soon she came back. In the darkness I caught a glimpse of her figure and she looked black. Very black. From the window, the moonlight dim reached in and lit her up. And she was shining. Because her body was dressed in a latex suit. 
          "Did I forget to tell you that I ordered more stuff when I bought the chastity belt?" She said and came closer as she put something on the floor behind the bed. Her whole body was covered in a black latex suit. Even her head. It was covered with a mask with holes for eyes, nose and mouth and made her look nasty  and I gasped with fear. Her hands were covered with black latex gloves. 
When she stood in front of me, I saw there was a zipper between her legs. Above the zipper something was fastened and I knew then what was about to happen. A strap-on which glittered of Vaseline. 
          "Take off your clothes and diaper," she ordered me and I did what she said and placed them on the floor while she stood legs apart and looked at me. When I was finished I looked up at her. 

          "Time for the wedding night fuck," Nina said behind the mask, and stretched out her hand against me. I took it and felt the warmth of her skin through the rubber. Rapidly she pulled me off the floor and threw me down on my back in bed. 

She climbed and settled over me. Her face was near mine and I felt the smell of cigarettes and alcohol. 
          "Lie still and just open up for me and it will be fantastic," she said and spread my legs so there were pressed tight against her latex-clad thighs that held me down and she directed her strap on against my anus. 
          "You want me to take you hard or gently," she muttered as she gently pressed her rod into me. I lay helpless on my back and waited for my wife to fuck me. Total opposite of how it should be. It was she who should have my dick inside her, not her dick inside me, I thought as she pressed her cock deeper and deeper inside of me to stretch me until I groaned aloud. 
          "Please, Mrs., gently," I asked her, but she laughed behind the mask. I could not see her facial expressions. 
          "How am I supposed to fuck my little husband gently? You are no sissy, are you?” she asked and began to bring her cock in and out of me while I could feel the tears of humiliation ran down my cheeks. It was not supposed to be like this. She got up a bit so she could rest on her arms and put her hands on either side of my head and continued to fuck me so I had to see her when I could not turn away my head in shame and humiliation. 
          "You better get used to it because this is the only sex you will have from now on," she said, looking me in the eye while she ran her dildo faster and faster in and out of me during my moaning and panting. I grabbed her arms and felt her tensed muscles while the rod massaged and pressed on in my bowels. She could go on indefinitely, for a dildo never slack, I thought. 
          "Do you like my clothes? I wore them just for you, for your sake, for you to be happy,” she said as she pushed her cock in me. 
I was afraid of her. The black mask made her look like a stranger who fucked me. The clothes that covered her body made me feel naked and exposed and I could not feel her skin. She could just have been anyone. I looked into her eyes and forced myself to smile. Then she laughed and pulled the dildo out of me. 
          "Good. Because I like these clothes also,” she said and stood up. Hands on the sides of me disappeared, but she sat there and held my legs apart. 


          "Let's try something else. Would you like that? ” she asked, but expected nothing more than that, I nodded, which I did and she giggled happily under the mask. 
          "Excellent. Now I want you to turn yourself around and get up on your knees and hands beside me so that you have your head over my cock. All right?” she said and I stood up and stood up on all fours so I could smell my ass from the dildo. She grabbed my neck and pressed me closer to the rubber penis.
          "Open and take it in and dare not stop sucking until I say so," she ordered and I opened my mouth so she could push my head down over the smelly dildo. 
          "Suck," she said and then I felt how she put a finger in my butt and looked for my prostate. 
            "Sure you do like to suck dick, she teased and knew I could not answer. 
          "Mffssllrrgghhh" I groaned and felt myself drooling over the dildo as she pushed my head up and down over it as if I sucked anyone. 
            "I knew it," she chirped as she began to massage my prostate. 
          The dildo kept me effectively silenced when she continued to massage my prostate for a long time until the contents of my balls slowly ran out through my chastity belt and further down on the bed. 
When Nina was happy she pulled out her finger, but still held my head over the dildo. 
          "It worked!" She said happily and let the dildo go off my face. I was now clean of everything except my own saliva. 
          "Are you horny?" She asked, and lifted up my face. 
I felt horny as I didn´t have an orgasm so I nodded.
          "How wonderful! I want a husband who is constantly horny. Are you horny for me?” she said then and I nodded again. 
          "I'm too horny. So therefore you have to fuck me now,” she said, and I cheered inside. Nina got up from bed and took something from the floor. 
          "Since your cock is unlocked until I decide otherwise, you get to fuck me anyway," she said, holding up something that looked like a dildo, but that was hollow. 
          "Lie down on your back I'll ride you," she whispered, and I obeyed, then she grabbed my chastity belt and entered the hollow dildo over the plastic cover that held my cock locked. And I groaned with despair and frustration. 
          "Look how big it is. Do you want me to suck you too?” she laughed and took the dildo in her mouth and sucked a few times before she let go and sat up in bed again. Then she leaned over me and put her gloved hand over my mouth and kissed her hand. I was even more frustrated. I wanted to kiss her lips, not her rubber palm.
          "Lie still and just enjoy," she said as she turned with her back towards me and with both legs on either side of my body. Then she opened the zipper of her suit and lowered herself over the dildo. I could feel my penis inside the plastic stretch and swelled and wanted to grow but it was impossible. Instead, Nina began riding the dildo while I only saw her back. Her hands reached up to my chest and she searched for my nipples as she pinched and massaged them and I could feel my horniness grow and wanted to explode but could not because my dick was trapped in the plastic tube and I groaned frustrated.
          "Certainly it is wonderful. Oh, I'm so horny,” she gasped, and rode me faster while she pinched and pulled at my nipples until I almost screamed with pure anger and frustration, but was stopped me with a few fingers that she slipped into my mouth. 
          "Oh, your cock is so beautiful," she moaned and rode me more and more violently until she allowed herself a silent scream, and she shook the orgasm over my body until her body stilled and she walked off me. 
          "It was wonderful, Stefan. Was it a pleasant moment for you, too, on our wedding night? ” she said and stroked my cheek. I could feel the tears were not far away. But I nodded. 
          "Yes, Mrs., it was nice," I said and she pulled that dildo from my plastic cage and put it on the floor. 
          "That´s good. Put on diaper and pajamas now and crawl into bed as we sleep. Tomorrow we are going on a trip. On our honeymoon”.


          Nina disappeared into the bathroom where I heard how she washed and made the toys clean and took her suit off. I put on my diaper and pulled up the pajamas pants over and felt like a baby again. Damn, I thought. I wanted to have an orgasm but she had just drained me. As Marianne had taught her. 


          When Nina came back from the bathroom she looked at me and smiled as she stood in her white nightgown. 
          "Lie down and sleep for a while now, Stefan," she whispered, pointing at the bed. I crouched down and lay on my back and looked up at the ceiling. Nina went to the other end. 
          "One thing you should know. I sleep on this side of the night but usually this whole bed is mine. You stay on that side and stay there all night,” she said. 
          "Yes Mrs. Good night,” I said as I felt horniness grow within me, but I could do nothing about it. ‘
Chapter 10 
     The night before the trip, which would be somewhere I didn´t know of, I slept very little. Partly because I was in pain after the dildo but also due to my horniness. My penis was about to blow up inside its plastic prison, which it didn´t. She had orgasmed twice. I none, even though she had ridden me. It was hugely frustrating and humiliating to lie on my back as my wife rode me but I could feel nothing at all. She did enjoy it and that was obviously the most important thing. What I felt didn´t matter when she apparently wanted to use me as the moment suited her best and that best satisfied her desires. And so it would be according to her, which made me extremely depressed. Would I ever get an orgasm? Or should she just milk my balls so it would not overflow? 


          One hour's sleep, it was enough, but against all expectation, I found something positive in the night. When morning came, and the first rays of the sun shone in through the panoramic window in my wife’s bedroom, my diaper was dry. Nina would certainly be happy! 


          ”Nina," I whispered, and laid my hand on my wife's shoulder. She slept with her face turned away from me, but woke up and looked at me.
          "What?" She muttered, staring at me. 
          ”Nina, my diaper is dry," I said cheerfully, but was met by a blow on the cheek and I whined. 
          "Why did you hit me?" I asked and got a bang on the other cheek from the back of her hand. 
          "How should you address your wife?" She hissed, sitting up in bed. 

Then I remembered. 
          "Excuse me, Mrs. My diaper is dry,” I said, trying to avoid a sob of pain. 

She looked at me. 
          "That´s good. Then maybe you don´t need to have the diaper in the evening when we arrive at the hotel,” she said, got out of bed and went into the bathroom. 

So much for the joy, I thought, and remained stable. I heard her flushing the toilet and she came out and looked at me. 
          "Get up. You need to take a shower and do it quickly,” she said, and seemed uninterested in that I didn´t pee in the diaper at night. I dared not say anything but hurried out of bed and off to her bathroom, but a strong arm, put an end to that trip. 
          "You shower in the other bathroom. This is mine and will remain so. Do you understand? And don´t lock the door,” she said.
          "Yes, Mrs.," I answered, and walked out of her bedroom and walked through the passage to the second bathroom.
          In the shower I let the tears flow. On my finger was a wedding ring, a thin gold ring which I had received the day before. But more than that I didn´t know of our marriage. What did she say? Why was she so surly and angry when we would be going away on our honeymoon? 
          Soon Nina came into the bathroom. She smiled and seemed to be in a better mood. 
          "Step out of the shower and show your back to me," she said and I did. When I looked into the shower she took my hands and forced them behind my back. Where I felt something metallic that was fastened around both my wrists and then it clicked. 
          "Turn around," she said, as I did. She had put on a pair of handcuffs. I pulled a bit of them and looked inquiringly at Nina. 
          "Be quiet and it won´t hurt," she said and I shut my mouth. 
          Nina took out a key and bent down in front of me to insert the key into the chastity belt padlock. After a while I was free and happy, but I could not access my own penis. It rose in pure happiness, but to no avail. Nina pushed me into the shower, grabbed the shower hose and turned on the cold water. I screamed but she ignored my cries when she flushed the water around my sex and got both the scrotum and penis to shrink to something that most resembled  old tomatoes. Or over ripe plums.
          "Stand still and don´t move," she simply said. 
  When I was cooled, she took my shower cream and massaged it in between my legs and cleaned, then she flushed with water and I screamed and shivered with cold. 


          "Stand still and be quiet," she said and took different parts of the chastity belt and went over to the sink. There she washed them and then returned to me. A little lubricant was smeared around the scrotum and penis and then she put everything back again, but she didn´t touch my genitals more than necessary. 
          "I think of putting a plastic strip instead of the lock on the belt. It is equally effective and must be clipped, as I do when I deem it necessary. The advantage is that it contains no metal parts, and therefore goes through the metal detector without you having to pull down your pants when we go through the security checkpoint at the airport,” she said, and strapped a white little plastic band and I was at once trapped. So we were going flying. I had not done that many times in my life and dreams scamper. Where would we go? Palms or snow? 
          "Thank you, Mrs. for your thoughtfulness," I said and she actually smiled a bit, before she got up, unlocked the handcuffs and disappeared out of the bathroom. 


          I finished my shower, shaved and made myself ready. Then I thought about what clothes I had and went naked into the bedroom to look for my wife. She came from my bedroom with one set of clothes, which consisted of a pink T-shirt and a pair of regular jeans shorts, albeit with a slightly feminine cut but it was better than diaper pants and skirt. I smiled and accepted them. Surely we would not go somewhere where it was cold anyway, I thought and smiled to myself. 
          "Change into this," she said, staring at me when I pulled on my underwear, which turned out to be a pair of pink panties, a pair of white socks, shorts and sweater. 
          "Prepare breakfast while I make myself ready," she said, and vanished. I obeyed and felt a little better. Maybe Nina would be nice if I remembered to use the words she told me to address her from now on.


          An hour later, I had served my wife coffee, sandwiches, scrambled eggs and juice. Naturally, I was eating in the kitchen but it really didn´t matter to me. She sat by herself and enjoyed breakfast at the dining room table while I enjoyed at least as much to eat normal food, at the kitchen bench. 
          The bags were ready at the front door and together we left the floor. She carried them, which felt a little degrading, because it used to be the man who carried the bags but now the rules were changed.


          Down in the reception area I saw the man who worked the day before and he looked at us. 
          "Stefan, go and leave the key card to the receptionist," Nina said, and continued towards the door while I went to the man behind the counter. He smiled at me. 
          "A determined wife you have," he said, ”are you going on honeymoon?" He asked. 
          "Yes." 
          "Where?" He asked, looking for Nina, who disappeared outside. 
          "I have to go now. Thank you for taking care of the key,” I said and ran off toward the door. Did not want to entangle myself  ino much of a discussion I didn´t know where it would end. 
          "Bon voyage", I heard the man behind me shout, and I raised my hand in greeting and hurried after Nina. 
          Outside  was a limo, which we had been riding in the day before, and Marianne was waiting with the passenger door open. 
          "Good morning. I hope that last night was to your satisfaction,” Marianne said, smiling. Nina looked at her when I arrived at the car. 
          "He was good enough to satisfy me," she said briefly, and Marianne smiled back as she loaded the bags in the luggage compartment. 
          On the way to the airport Nina sat in the front seat and was talking to Marianne. A pane of glass between front and rear seats slid up when we left our neighborhood and did that meant I could only see but hear neither Nina nor Marianne. They laughed and talked. I myself looked out through the side window and felt like a prisoner again. Or as a child. This time, however diaper free as I managed to keep myself all night. It was a victory. Maybe the chastity belt had helped me, I thought. 


          Nina didn´t speak to me neither when we left the car, Marianne wished us a nice trip or when we walked through the airport. And it was not until we arrived at the check-in counter as I came up with the need for a passport to travel. My parents had been dealing with my passport in the past and I had no idea where it could be. Moreover,  I didn´t have an ID or even a wallet with me. Because aof that Nina took care of it. I hoped. A coldness went through my spine when I realized I was totally dependent on my wife. What would I do without money and without any identification documents if I lost her, so I knocked her uneasily on his back. 
          "Mrs.," I said as we stood in the queue to check-in. She turned around and looked down at me. She had deliberately chosen to have the heels on her shoes and I got low sneakers.
          "Mrs., I have no passport. How will  I  be able to travel?" I asked, discreetly, and she turned around with her back to me again without answering. When it was our turn, she produced two passports at the check-in counter, and two tickets.
          "Mr and Mrs. Lager?" The woman said, first looking at Nina, and then at me and smiled a bit. We probably looked pretty odd together but that was the way it was.
          "That's right. Here are the tickets and passports,” Nina said, and sounded dominant, prompting the woman behind the counter to speed up and soon we were on our way to the security checkpoint. Nina was in charge of the passport and tickets and showed them when we went through without a beep anywhere. I followed Nina and was quiet because I remembered that I wasn´t allowed to talk to her without permission. Why did she not talk to me? I wondered. And where would we go? I had not seen the tickets and the woman at the counter hadn´t said anything. Several destinations were on the screens and also with similar departure times. It was not until we went into the waiting room at the gate I saw that it was Kingston and realized that we were going to Jamaica. Inside, I felt excitement and joy. I was going on honeymoon to Jamaica. Not bad. I thought of my parents. Would they have been happy about this? That their son was married to Nina. Perhaps, if they didn´t know how I was treated. 

When our plane was called out my wife looked at me. 
          "Now is the time. Do as I say, then this trip will be wonderful,” she said and pushed me to the ticket counter, showed our tickets and we got on the plane. 


          "Thank you, Mrs.," I said discreetly when we found our seats on the plane and we left the airport, which disappeared beneath us. Nina looked at me and patted me on the cheek. I sat at the window and Nina in the middle and on the edge was a well-built, muscular man about  Nina's age. On the other side of the narrow gangway, sat what appeared to be his wife.
          "This is our honeymoon. We will remember it all our lives,” Nina said, and I smiled before she took out a book from the bag. A book about feminism. And she gave me a comic book. The Phantom. I haven´t read it in years. So I felt like a child again, but said nothing. It would have been foolhardy to destroy the atmosphere which still crackled. An atmosphere of expectation. So I thanked her discreetly for the comic and Nina asked me to be quiet and read. I still felt embarrassed to address my wife as Mrs., and she grinned a bit when I said it to her. The man who sat beside her looked at me. So Nina could not be silent. 
          "My name is Nina. This is my husband Stefan. We are on our honeymoon,” she said. The man who sat reading a newspaper put it down and looked up. 
          "My name is Tomas and this ... she sleeps some, Karin," he said, laughing a bit. Nina looked at me and I nodded at the man but said nothing. 
          They started talking and Nina told me that we had gotten married and moved to an apartment in town. Then she announced the death of my parents but I dared not say anything about it. It was a submissive feeling that filled me and I continued to read the series while the two talked about the weather and other general things. It turned out that we would stay at the same hotel in Jamaica and Nina chirped cheerfully that we could have dinner together. I could not protest, but it felt a bit as if they were sitting and flirting with each other, while his wife sat and slept. 

So Nina turned to me.
          "What do you say. They are nice, aren´t they? ” she asked me and I just nodded. 
          Then Nina leaned closer to Thomas's ear and whispered something, and he looked first at her and then at me. 
          "He gets along," Nina said, and then they decided that we would meet at night in the hotel restaurant. 


          The woman who traveled with Thomas woke up and Nina and Thomas didn´t talk to each other during the rest of the trip. I didn´t dare ask my wife what she had talked to him about, but had to accept that we would hang out with others during our honeymoon. 


          A few hours later we landed at the airport and Nina retrieved our bags. Thomas and Karin got on the same bus and Nina and he sat next to each other while I sat by myself on a seat behind and Karin was sitting on the other side beside her husband. Why did she do so? I wanted to sit next to my wife but it was apparently not acceptable. Perhaps it was jealousy that struck me. 
          The two talked and joked, but I didn´t hear what they said. I didn´t understand why Karin didn´t react to her husband who was flirting with my wife. Perhaps she was used to it, I thought and enjoyed instead the different environment that flickered past outside the bus windows. We went on a narrow stretch of sea on both sides of us, before we arrived in town and the hotel. Everywhere I could see the sea that stretched out like an eternity on the horizon and I was amazed at the beauty, while Nina and Thomas giggled and talked. 
          Once at the hotel the travelers who would stay at the hotel left the bus. It turned out to be me and Nina and Tomas and Karin, but no others. So it suddenly became intimate.
      I stood in the heat next to the bus and Nina took our bags while Thomas took his and Karin's luggage and we went into the hotel foyer. Karin said nothing to me and I walked next to Nina to the check in desk. When we got the key to the room, the receptionist offered us two but Nina said we only needed one, we went up the stairs to our room and once inside the she closed the door behind us. Nina was standing in the middle of the room and looked at me. 
          "You have behaved yourself really well today, Stefan and I hope you  do so in the evening at dinner."
          "Thank you, Mrs., that I intend to do," I replied and felt tired after the journey and laid down on the bed while Nina disappeared into the bathroom.
          "What do you think of Thomas, then?" Nina asked from the bathroom. 
          "He seems nice, Mrs.," I replied, feeling  tired. 
          "He is as old as I am and has his own gym company that he is building up. Right now he is looking for  people and I think I´m going to consult with him if I could get a job there,” she said and I was suddenly wide awake. What was she doing, anyway? 
          "What do you mean? Find out more about it first,” I suggested. Then she came out of the bedroom and went to the door to the balcony and opened it. I could suddenly hear the sounds from the ocean and the traffic in front of the hotel. She turned around. Anger shone in her eyes. I realized I said something stupid, and I got that confirmed when she went to the bed and grabbed my leg and my arm. 
          "You forgot the Mrs.", she hissed and pulled me out of bed and threw me up so that I suddenly was inclined back over her shoulders. It was terribly painful. 
          "I am so sorry, Mrs.," I said when she pressed me down so I bent further over her and it felt as if my back would break. 
          "Oh, please, release me, Mrs.," I prayed and felt the tears that burst out of my eyes. 

She then released my arm and put her hand over my mouth, which meant I could not get up from her grasp, but was pressed down even more against her body. 
          "What do you think about the view?" She asked and walked over to the window while I struggled against the pain she inflicted on me. She held me so everything was upside down. 
          "Mmmmffhgghhhhh," I yelled as she increased the pressure and I looked out over the city and the bay.
          "I don´t want to hear your opinions. I decided to look for a job and I'll do it,” she said while I tried to remove her hand from my mouth so I could breathe normally, but it was tough. 
          "Moreover, you say Mrs.," she said and walked back over to the bed and let me down. I sobbed and sniffled when I was free and still had pain in my back. I could barely move and began to sweat with fear. 
          "Please, Mrs., I can barely move myself," I said and looked at her. 
          "What a pity then. Then I will have to eat dinner with Thomas alone because Karin is in a meeting with a client tonight,” Nina said. She had done this to me on purpose, I realized, in order to be alone with Thomas and I stared blankly at her. I did not think it would be like this at all on our honeymoon. 
          "I am happy to join you, Mrs.," I answered politely and looked at my wife, who looked down on me. 

She just shook her head. 
          "You rest here tonight," she noted and I just wanted to cry. It was our honeymoon, not hers and Thomas. But I didn´t dare protest. 
          "I´ll prepare you later," she said and went back to the bathroom, where she turned on the shower while I was lying and I had so much pain in my back that I could hardly turn around in bed. 
          From the bathroom I heard her singing something. Then a wave of sleepiness came over me and to the sound of the waves I fell asleep. Just a good start on our honeymoon. 


          When I woke up I felt the pain in my back has settled somewhat, but I was still bruised by my wife's brutal treatment. Nina was sitting beside me on the edge of the bed and smiling. Her hair was wrapped in a towel and a bathrobe with the hotel's emblem surrounded her body. She stroked my head. 
          "Do you still have back pain?" She asked anxiously.
          I nodded. 
          "A little, Mrs.," I replied sleepily. 
          "Get down on the floor. Sit down on your knees with your hands behind your back. I'm horny,” she said then and I just forced myself to slide down from the bed and sat on my knees in front of Nina, who lay down on her back and spread her legs. 
          "Lick me," she said, while she reached for the telephone on the nightstand. I looked up at her, but she put one leg behind my neck and pressed my face against her cunt and held me there while she pressed a few numbers on the phone. 
          "Room 546" I heard her say as she held me against her wet sex. 
          "Lick," she said again and pressed me harder against her and I started licking her inside and she moaned slightly, while someone answered in the other end. 
          "Hey, Thomas. What about dinner? ” she asked while I was licking her. There was silence for a while and she giggled. 
          "No, he has a sore back after the flight so it will be just you and me," she said and I felt the anger spread in my body, but sat helplessly down with my hands locked on my back under her legs and could only continue to lick her while she was talking and giggling with Thomas. 
          She began to rub her sex harder against me and rubbed her clitoris against my face while she talked to him.
          "Afterwards, perhaps? Looking forward to it. Wait a minute,” Nina groaned and I turned myself to go away and say I didn´t want her to meet him but she pressed her thighs around my face and kept me in the ruthless grip so everything became silent. Soon I felt it began to spin when the oxygen deficiency became a fact. I tried to get off my hands and yelled in her sex, but no reaction. Panic spread. Unable to breathe and my muscles weakened. So everything became black. 


          A scent of the sea spread in my nose. Somewhere I heard the roar of the waves beating against the shore and the pier and down the street with dense traffic. I felt sweaty. Lay in bed and looked up at the ceiling. What was it? What had happened? I remembered that I had my face in Nina's cunt and everything turned black. Outside it had begun to get dark. How long had I slept really? The stretching of the body. Something was in my mouth and my throat was dry. When I tried to move my hand, I discovered to my horror that it was not possible. Not the second either. They seemed to be glued to the body. The feet also. My legs felt like they were stuck together and I could not even get up. I was just like a stick in the bed. 
          "Fmmppffhhhh", I screamed but was tempered by what was in my mouth. A Pacifier. The one I thought I would get rid of when I was dry the night before we went on this hellish journey. But how wrong I was. It was quiet in the hotel room. I tried to turn myself around, but realized I was stuck in whatever it was. The head was somehow fixed so that I could not bend it forward so I could not see what it was keeping me unmovable. But it was hot. And sweaty. 
What had she done to me? Why? That's when I sensed the smell of a cigarette. It seemed to come from the balcony but because I could not turn my head, I could not see. 
          "Nnnmmmgghh", I yelled in the soother again, hoping that Nina was somewhere nearby. 

I heard footsteps and someone came into the room from the balcony. Nina appeared above my face and looked down at me. 
          "Good morning, Stefan," she said. I stared angrily at her and tried to move but I was motionless. For some reason I was trapped in a vise.
          "There is no point trying to get away. Your legs and thighs are strapped with a belt. Your arms restrained against your body so you cannot get anywhere. It is for your own safety. I don´t want you to hurt yourself. Therefore, you have a diaper and diaper pants. Under your body I have fixed a stem to a wash mop I found in the bathroom. That will help you to lie still. It is good for your back so it´s straightened out again. And so I put on your pajamas so you don´t freeze,” Nina said. 
          "And the soother is so cute on you," she chirped. My wife was wearing a pair of fishnet pantyhose and a black leather skirt. On the upper body she had a white blouse that showed a bit too much of her breasts and I felt hopeless. Here I was, and could not get anywhere. 
          "Do you want a cover over your body? Are you freezing?" 
I shook my head and wanted to cry. She was on her way out. The scent of perfume reached the bed in the room. She would have a date with Thomas while I had to lie here. 


          "Now I'll go and have dinner. You’ll get food when I come back sometime later,” she said, waving at me. 
          "Good night, Stefan. And sleep well  and I´ll see you later,” she chirped, and kissed with her heavily painted lips at me and disappeared through the hotel room door. 
            "Hlppppfffhgghhh," I shouted desperately, but nobody could hear me. The traffic noise and deep sounds from the ocean and the waves stopped me. Tears ran down my cheeks when I realized that I would stay here and have to wait for my wife coming home after having met Thomas, a man she thought of applying for a job. God knows what they would do, more than work together...
          That night I lay and heard how the traffic noise was reduced and how to cast down the street instead became more and more vociferous. Far away, I heard music from a disco and the laughter echoed between the walls. I tried to listen to sounds outside of the corridor. Sounds of my wife. 


          I was about to fall asleep when the sounds of Nina's high-heeled shoes could be heard in the hotel corridor. But she seemed not to be alone. The card key was pressed and the door opened. I could not see who it was. Just stared at the ceiling as the laughter and giggles increased in loudness and Nina's shoes approached. A smell of cigarettes, perfume and alcohol was spread in the room. There was a strange perfume too. A man's perfume. 
          "Hello Stefan," Nina said, and came over to me and removed the soother. Her eyes were misty, and she seemed to have been drinking alcohol. She bent down and turned me over so she could pull out the red plastic shaft that sat under my back so I could move. I looked up and saw Thomas standing by the door.
          "This is what I told you about," Nina said, looking at Thomas. "But the funny thing is that he wants it this way. He gets turned on by it,” she said and dragged me up in the bed, so I leaned against the wall. I saw Thomas wearing a pair of khaki shorts and a short-sleeved shirt that fit tight over his well-trained arms. And I felt very small. 
          "Tomas and I have had a really nice time. Did you also, Stefan?" Nina asked and patted me on the cheek. I looked at her. 
          "Yes, Mrs.," I whispered. 
          "Higher," she hissed. 
          "Yes, Mrs.," I said higher and Tomas grinned.
          "He seems well-mannered in all cases," he then laughed, and Nina went over to him. They were about as tall, Nina slightly shorter, and she put her arms around his neck and kissed him for a long time. Their tongues were playing in each other’s mouths. I stared at her and felt an anger and frustration. She was cheating on me, her newly married husband. In addition, he was cheating on his wife. So terrible. Their hands explored each other's bodies and I wanted to close my eyes, shut the world out there. It was not how I wanted our honeymoon to be. At the same time I realized that this was what our relationship would be. Nina had not said anything that I would have sex with her. And it hadn´t happened so far. 


          When they finally let go of each other Nina whispered something in Thomas's ear and he looked at me and shook his head. She came over to me, as I sat trapped in pajamas and diaper with hands and legs still tied and motionless. Yet I had not urinated in it but it would certainly happen if she didn´t let me be free soon. But I realized she had no plans for it. 
          She pulled up a chair and put it on the floor at the balcony door. Then she came toward me and lifted me up from the bed. 
          "We adults want the bed to ourselves for a while now," she said, in what sounded like an extremely horny voice. She carried me away to the chair and put me down on it. 
          "Thomas, can you get the bathrobe belt from the bathroom?," she asked, and Thomas disappeared, and soon returned with the pink belt which he gave to Nina while he looked at me. 
          "What do you see in him?" He asked as he looked at me. 
          "He's a fun playmate," she replied, and Thomas nodded understanding. 
          "But not good in bed, I suppose?"
          "No," Nina laughed while she tensed the belt around my chest and tied me to the chair, ”but he will do as a husband and he just gets better and better," she replied and then she lifted her leather skirt and pulled off her panties and rolled them up into a ball. 
          "Now I don´t want to hear anything from you," she said, and pinched my nose so I had to open my mouth to get air. She pressed the panties in my mouth. They were moist and tasted of her sex. She held her hand over while she asked Thomas to pull off his underpants, which he willingly did. He pulled off his shorts and then his underpants, which he gave to Nina. 
          "You should of course also get to know a little smell and taste of sex so this is a good thing," she said as she pulled his underwear over my head so that the crotch ended up over my nose while sitting tightly fastened over my mouth so I couldn´t spit the panties out. Through the holes for the legs, I could see everything that happened in front of me. Terribly humiliating but I was not in a position to do something about it. 
          "I hope it´s okay if we have an audience?" Nina asked. 
          "Not at all. Then he can see what a real man's cock looks like,” Thomas laughed and showed his big hard cock in front of me. 

          Nina took Thomas’s hand and lay down on the bed and began making out while I was strapped with a diaper on the chair and forced to watch as my wife was with another man. Despite the humiliation I felt my dick trying to swell under the plastic cover and helplessness spread even more in my body. It felt like I had not had an orgasm for ages now and the frustration was immense, yet I could not control it. It was Nina who controlled my urges. And now it seemed she didn´t worry too much about them, where she was and making out with Thomas while her husband was watching. The smell of sweat from his scrotum and anus spread in my nose every time I breathed in and the taste of my wife got stuck in the palate and flowed down my throat.
          "You are so beautiful, so big," Nina groaned and lay down between his legs and took his cock in her mouth and started sucking. Why had she never sucked my dick? I wondered bitterly as Thomas leaned back and enjoyed while he controlled her head by moving it up and down over his cock. He loosened his hand from his head and she settled over him so that her gender came over his mouth and he could lick her while she sucked. My penis struggled in its plastic prison. 
          Nina came fairly quickly and yelled out her orgasm over Thomas’s cock while he stayed a while and prevented himself from getting his release. When Nina looked up, she was sweaty in the face and lips sticky from lipstick smudges on his cock. She got up from bed and took Thomas in her hand. 
          "I want something to drink and a cigarette before we continue," Nina groaned and pulled Thomas out of bed. 


          Nina went over to the mini-bar and took out a bottle of white wine, and Thomas came over to me and stood in front of me, his still hard cock pointing in front of my face. 
          ”She is beautiful, your wife," he said, smiling. "And soon I'll fuck her while you watch," he said and I saw his cock hardening even more by the words he spoke. As if he enjoyed and was excited to stand and humiliate her husband to the woman he would soon be fucking.
          "And you get turned on by this too, huh? To look? Nina told me,” he said. Nina opened the wine bottle and took two glasses and walked past Thomas out on the balcony. The muscular man stood and looked at me for a while and then he looked out onto the balcony. Suddenly his big hand was in my face, and he pinched my nose so I could not breathe. I panicked and struggled for breath. When he released after a while I breathed the air through the nose, and felt even more the smell of his sweat scrotum and anus, and he laughed before he disappeared out on the balcony. 
I could hear how they kissed and smoked. The only thing I could see was the empty bed, which would soon be filled by my wife and Thomas again. And he would fill her. 
          In the meantime they filled each other with kisses and other things out there on the balcony. 
          "It will be wonderfully exciting to work with you," Nina said. 
          "You bet," Thomas answered, and they laughed and drank wine and smoked while I twitched in the chair, but realized I was basically completely immobilized with everything bound together. Suddenly, I felt it pushing on the bladder. I didn´t want to pee. Not in the diaper, but I had no choice. When Nina and Thomas came in from the balcony the pee flowed into the diaper and the two lovers almost ran over to the bed and threw themselves on top of each other. 
Nina squirmed against me. 
          "Now look how a real man fucks a woman," Nina said and lay on her stomach while Tomas pitched my wife from behind. Outside I heard the traffic began to increase again. The room began to slowly become brighter as the sun was getting up and I was getting hungry. I saw how big his hard limb penetrated into my wife and together they enjoyed and filled each other's bodies with satisfaction as I sat with a wet diaper and had to watch what happened. When they finally shouted out their orgasms loud Nina lay on her back and whispered something to Thomas. He rose up and came over to me. His body glistened with sweat as he loosened the bathrobe belt around my body and lifted me up from the chair. I screamed into her panties, but he only laughed when I was carried away in his strong arms and laid down on my back in bed. Nina turned to me and took off his underpants and pulled the panties from my mouth. 
          "Sure it was nice for you too?" She asked me and caressed my face. I nodded in response, reluctantly, humiliated, and both she and Thomas laughed. 
          "Good. But you will not be without satisfaction,” she said cheerfully, and sat up and pulled me across the bed so that I ended up in her wet sex. Then she sat down over me and covered my eyes and my nose. I breathed with my mouth and suddenly felt how something sticky ran into it.
          "Swallow it all. Don´t close your mouth until I say so,” she hissed, and I had to obey when the warm fluid from Tomas filled my mouth and I swallowed and was about to vomit, but managed to keep  from doing it. It was his semen that I had to swallow, mixed with my wife's juices. When there was nothing left she let me lay down on the side of the bed again.
          "Good, huh? You do get used to the taste. There will be more of that to come,” Nina said, while Thomas pulled on his clothes. 
          "You can keep the underpants as a souvenir," he said to Nina and she laughed, threw herself out of bed and around his neck and kissed him for a long time. Then he was gone and I was alone with Nina. 

          "Has there been anything in the diaper?" She said and stuffed a hand in my diaper. She nodded. 
          "When I went to bed, there was nothing in there," she said and sighed. I could not explain why. That was easy. If I hadn´t been forced to have a diaper, I could have went to the bathroom but I didn´t dare say anything. 
          She pulled off my pajamas pants and shirt, and I enjoyed the cool morning air that caressed my sweaty body and when the diaper was released I almost groaned of freedom. 
          "You need a shower, go and take a shower," she said as she removed all the tape that held up my arms and legs and I was free. 
          "Please, Mrs., I want something to eat," I said and looked imploringly at her with a stomach cooing of hunger. 
          "There will be breakfast in a while. Take a shower first,” she said and sent me into the bathroom, where I let the water spray over my upper body and washed as best I could everything except the chastity belt, which started to smell. The thing which was unusable inside while Nina and Thomas had their free and full of total enjoyment. I let a few tears run down my cheeks while the water washed them away. 


          When I came out of the bathroom Nina was in the bed and smiled. Her eyes sparkled and she looked extremely satisfied. 
          "Thomas is not married, Stefan, just so you know," she said. I looked questioningly at her. 
          "He brings Karin with him who works at the same company and who would meet some clients here in Jamaica. It's just a game,” she said and I didn´t understand why it would somehow make me more comfortable. 
          "I understand, Mrs.," I said and just stood at the foot of the bed. 
          "Clean and nice again," she said, getting up from bed. 
          "Did you wash your mouth as well?" She laughed as she took my hand and pulled me out onto the balcony. I tried to struggle against her. The only thing I was wearing was the chastity belt. Otherwise I was naked. 
          "Come out for a while," she said without bothering about my silent protest, and she took me out and sat in a chair and lifted me onto her lap so that I ended up on her one leg. Her arm was safe around me and I leaned against my wife.
          Nina lit a cigarette and held me in her arms while she was smoking and again I felt like a child. 
          "Isn´t it beautiful here," she said as she blew out the smoke above my head. 
          "Yes, Mrs.," I replied and she giggled. 
          "What a good husband you´ve become. If you behave yourself now and don´t question me, but do as I say, you will have a wonderful life,” she whispered and snapped a bit in my ear and I felt how I grew in the plastic cover. 
          She reached her hand around my balls and squeezed a little and I moaned slightly in frustration, but sat still. So she grabbed hold around my chastity belt and pretended it was my dick she shook. I felt nothing and I felt myself trembling with horniness in the chastity belt without being able to do something about it. 
            "So you got a little horny when I fucked Thomas? Would you like to see it again? ” she said and released my penis. What would I do? Be honest? Or lie and nod obediently. I could not answer. 
          "Whatever your answer is, it will happen again. I want you to accept what happened last night can happen again,” she said, looking serious. "I will start working for Thomas and you will not know everything I do with him. You should be my husband full time and work at home. It will be good, or what do you think?” Nina said. 
          "It will be fine, Mrs., I will do as you say," I answered and realized I really wanted to do it to get it as good as possible, without punishment and humiliation. I just didn´t want the diaper, I thought silently. Although she would have an affair with Thomas. While it felt humiliating, I realized that I would never get to have real sex with my wife, except for those times I was privileged to get milked by her. 
            "You are mine, Stefan. There will be changes to come into your life and it will be so good, I promise. If you follow my rules, you can even have a rather free life, where you can have your own activities. But never forget that it is I who has the money and I who decide in the end,” she said and dropped me on the floor. 
          "Promise me that you won´t leave me, Mrs.," I prayed silently, and she looked at me. 
        "Never, Stefan, or else I would not have married you. You understand that, don´t you? Never worry about that. Now I will order some breakfast so you can eat,” Nina said before she put out the cigarette and went in to order food. 


          I stood on the balcony for a while and looked out over the bay. Comparing the idea of freedom. What was freedom? Did the people out there in the fishing boats and in cars or on the beach and cafes have more freedom than I had? What kind of freedom did I want to have? Was it not possible to be just as happy to obey Nina and she gave me what I needed? So I thought of my parents and discovered that I no longer mourned them. Instead I remembered them. With joy instead of tears. 
          What Nina had given me was a nice home, economic safety and thoughtfulness. Was it not  a form of happiness? Was sex everything in a relationship? Maybe not. It was perhaps to live without it in the way I imagined. She had complete control over me now, I realized. The money was hers, and the house and all belongings and I had to live with her on sufferance. And that would stay with me if I let her own me.
Chapter 11
When Nina and I had breakfast that morning, I felt that a new life had begun. There was really no reason to protest against her orders and expose myself to more humiliation than necessary for that was what happened if I didn´t do as she said. She was my wife, even though I was standing under her in rank and had to obey her. If I got used to it then everything would work just fine. 


          And so it was. During the week that followed, I followed Nina on excursions and we were on the beach and swam. As long as I did as she said and walked two steps behind her all the time wherever we were, I also got the chance to enjoy life. Sometimes it was with Thomas and I had to quietly accept that they had a relationship. Thomas thought that I was aroused by the situation and was never slow to exploit it. But he never talked to me for  Nina had said that he couldn´t. He was hers, not my company. When we went to the cafes they sat side by side  I had to sit opposite and not meet Nina's eyes if she didn´t demand it. On the other hand, the night life was better than sitting unlocked in a hotel room wearing a diaper and pajamas, which Nina explicitly told me would happen if I didn´t follow her rules. I also got to find myself to be without my wallet and therefore no money. Nina paid for everything, which seemed strange in the beginning when I saw how the men around us would pay for that they acquired while the women went to the side and looked beautiful. Was  that what Nina wanted me to be? A woman?

The woman Karin, I saw nothing of and I heard Thomas talk to Nina that she was busy with selling new exercise equipment at several gyms in town.


          The chastity belt had to be used every day and was not taken off. It would be used all week, Nina had decided and I chose that instead of the diaper. 

And when I ended up dry at night, both to Nina's and my joy, we both thought that it was due to the chastity belt. It prevented me from touching myself and maybe that made my penis less teasing of external stimulation, as Nina put it. And we were both satisfied with the solution. 


          She had me as a maid on our vacation, maybe as a beginning of what I knew would be my new life. During the week in Jamaica, I accepted my fate to wake her in the morning with breakfast, which I ordered from the kitchen at the hotel. I learned what clothes she liked to wear at different times and give them for her. Otherwise, there were cleaners who made the hotel room every day, which meant that I escaped the cleaning, which would become one of my duties when we came back home from the trip. 


          I had to be constantly alert to Nina. Each missed instruction or orders could result in a punishment, perhaps even at a public place, she threatened me with, so I tried to obey as best I could. Slowly but surely, I came into the role as her maid, which sounds better than slave, even though it was such a term which would have fitted better in my situation. However, I learned to deal with the days and soon it was the last night in Jamaica. Thomas would go out to dinner with Nina and I would be left at the hotel room. 
          During the day we had  gone swimming and bought some souvenirs to take home to remember the trip. We ate a big lunch that would keep me full for a long time. 

Back at the hotel Thomas separated from us and went to his hotel-room to get ready for the evening. I followed Nina obediently and walked a few paces behind her. That very gesture towards Nina was a way to show respect for my wife and to show I was inferior to her in rank and importance. I accepted this and got used to see her back all the time. 


          "In the evening, you should be alone in the room, Stefan," she said to me when we entered the hotel room and Nina closed the door behind us. I stood in front of her and waited for her to give me a task. 
          "Yes, Mrs.," I replied and Nina looked down at me. 
          "What do you think that means?" She asked with a stern voice. I knew exactly what she meant. When I was alone I would have diapers and diaper pants on me, with the lock.
          "That I should wear the diaper, Mrs.," I said and she laughed. 
          "Good. You may put it on by yourself and I´ll check that you have done right and locked the pants,” she explained, and went into the bathroom to shower. Meanwhile, I hurried to develop a diaper as she instructed me was in a bag in the closet, plus diaper pants with the padlock. The key Nina kept somewhere out of reach for me. I needed to go to the bathroom first, and we agreed that I should before the diaper was put on. There was good will from her side and I was enormously grateful to her kindness and generosity. Then I could have a chance to keep myself dry until she took it off again. While Nina was taking a shower I hurried to go to the bathroom and then I put on my diaper and the diaper pants. After that, I lay in bed and waited for her to get ready.


          A moment later I heard the shower stop and Nina came out wearing a bathrobe with a towel covering her hair. She came over to my bed and checked the diaper if it was put properly in place. Then she locked the diaper pants. 
          "Go down on your knees on the floor," she ordered me and I obeyed her. She sat down on the bed and leaned back, while she spread her legs. She didn´t say what I would do, but I put my hands on her thighs and began licking her between her legs. She smelled good. I licked her inside and her clit while she moaned and enjoyed while it stretched in the chastity belt, under the diaper. Soon her breathing increased and she shook in orgasm. Naturally, I didn´t enjoy it and felt my penis was growing in its plastic cover and then shrink again of the pain. 
          "Good husband," she said as she stood up and walked back into the bathroom again. Where she put her make up on and made herself ready while I lay on my bed and waited for her to come out. I dreamt that I should someday get a real orgasm and a penis to use more than to have it trapped in a plastic tube. But perhaps it would remain as a dream. 


          When Nina came out of the bathroom, she had still the bathrobe, but her face was changed with hard makeup with deep red lipstick, almost black eyes and her face looked almost like a mask. She was sexy, I thought, but her body was just for her own enjoyment and for Thomas. I only got the honor to touch her when she desired. I remembered the taste of the semen that flowed from her that night she made love to Thomas the first time. And I was hoping to avoid that experience again. 
          "I will shortly go but you're welcome to come with me out on the balcony while I take a cigarette," she said and walked to the balcony wearing nothing more than a bathrobe. I followed her and stood in front of her. 
          "Sit on my lap," she said and I obeyed. 

Together we enjoyed the late afternoon sun and the sounds of the sea. 
          "I will miss it here," Nina said, and looked at me. 
          "Me too, Mrs.," I replied. 
          "If you are obedient in the future perhaps we can do more trips together," she said, smoking. 
          "It would be an honor for me to go with you, Mrs.," I answered her. 
Then we sat silent. Nina was smoking and then she gave me the cigarette. 
          "Put it out for me," she said and I did it. 


          About fifteen minutes later, Nina was dressed in her fishnet stockings and leather skirt and white blouse that made her incredibly sexy but to me she was inaccessible, even though I was actually married to her. 
            "Lie down on the bed," she said and took out a leash. She put it around my neck and then she attached it at the end of the bed so that I didn´t come loose. She bent down and kissed my forehead. 
          "Now I go and will come home late. Be nice since,” she said and disappeared out the door and locked it. I stayed and listened to the sounds of the sea and could not do much else. Traffic sounds were reduced by the night sounds and were later taken over by the partying people that were going to discos and nightclubs. The idea of partying was always in my mind, it was still what I had planned to do during the summer with my friends but nothing had been what I expected. I remembered the week Nina abused me before my parents' tragic and sudden death. It seemed distant now. The only one that existed and took care of me after the fatal accident had been Nina. She had been my strength and consolation, and been there when I needed someone. Now I wanted to be needed for her instead. It felt like an honor to be there for her when she desired. As a payment for what she has done for me, despite the humiliation she forced me to endure and her way to trick me by the inheritance and the house. But she had not left me and was not going to do so either, as she promised. The only option I had was to stay with her and it was an option, I increasingly began to accept. The idea of partying, as I said, became more and more distant, and I realized that I probably didn´t either. Waking up with a hang over did not attract me. 
          And suddenly, when I lay there wearing diapers and diaper pants with a leash that was attached to the headboard, I found myself smiling a bit. I enjoyed life. There were advantages to my situation. Although I would have to work at home I didn´t need to go to school any more, or find a job, I would still know that I got what I needed. Nina would take care of my needs and the only thing she asked in return was my full attention and obedience. And I could live with that. 

So I fell asleep for a while by the sounds of the sea. For the last time. The next day we would go home and then another life would take over. Another reality. 


          Sometime when the darkness has settled outside the hotel, I woke up. It was still quiet. I had no idea what time it was, but the street was muffled sounds. It was not the same street life that prevailed when I fell asleep and the sea song was even more pronounced. I looked around the room in darkness. Was there anyone there? 
          "Mrs.," I whispered but got no response. Where was Nina? She had said she would come late, maybe she meant rather early in the morning. I lay in the darkness and listened for a while and felt I needed to empty my bladder. And there was not much to do that could stop it when the sea noise made me even more in need of taking a leak. Soon I felt the liquid flowed out of me down into the diaper. And it felt liberating. So I fell asleep again. 


          Nina didn´t come back until early morning. I woke to birdsong outside the balcony and a garbage truck that buzzed outside the hotel. 
          "Good morning, sleepyhead," Nina chirped. She was not alone. When I opened my eyes I saw Thomas standing behind her and held her around her.
          "How are you? Are you dry?” she asked. It was an insulting question, but she had put it many times previously, but not in the company of a stranger. 
          I looked at her and nodded. 
          "Then you will be soaked for a while because I don´t have time to change," Nina said, loosened the grip that Thomas had on her and pushed him down on the bed next to me. 
          "We just want to finish what we started," Nina gasped as she lay on top of him and kissed Thomas deeply while I watched. The two quickly pulled off their clothes and continued to make out while I was lying in the wet diaper and diaper pants. 
          "Take off your underwear," Nina almost screamed and helped him to remove them. Then she sat up and looked at me. 
          "Open wide. If you spit them out, there will be punishment." I wanted to refuse but realized I had no choice so I closed my eyes and waited. The sweaty underwear was pressed quickly into my mouth and Nina lay back on top of Thomas and continued with her play. I saw them and heard their moaning. Their bodies were sweaty. The taste of my wife's lover spread in the mouth while Nina and Thomas played with each other's mouths. She slid further down in the bed and took his hard member in her mouth and sucked it while Tomas caressed Nina's breasts, squeezed, pinched, and she screamed with pleasure with his cock in her mouth. 
          I saw how he licked her and she sucked him at the same time, a position they clearly appreciated and loved. Occasionally Nina looked at me and grinned, where I slept with her lover's sweaty underwear between my lips.


          They spent a long time with each other this time. They teased each other's bodies and minds to madness, until he finally pressed Nina on her stomach and took her from behind while she screamed and moaned into the pillow. He looked at me and pressed Nina's head down in the pillow so that she didn´t hear anything. 
          "Do you get horny by the taste of my underpants while I fuck your wife?" He asked and I saw how he smiled and continued to fuck my wife and filled her once with his sperm when Nina shook and screamed out her orgasm. So he got up and pulled his underwear out of my mouth. 
          "I need to bring those with me," he said and put on his pants and shirt, before he kissed Nina on her neck. 
          "See you later, then!" He said and disappeared. 

Nina got cautiously out of bed and smiled at me. 
          "Would you like to have?" She asked, waiting for me to answer. I had only one option and realized that what I chose would be like her. 
          "Yes, Mrs.," I replied and she moved over to me and sat on my face. It was moist, almost wet, and in her hole I saw something white. 
          "Open and waste nothing," she asked as she pressed her sex on me. Her lover's fluids flowed into my mouth and I coughed, but a hand was down over my mouth and kept there so that nothing would be wasted. So I swallowed my wife's lover's sperm. When she was finished she got up. 
          "Say thank you," she demanded. 
          "Thanks Mrs., for giving me the sperm," I said with a lump of deep humiliation. That´s how she wanted me. 
          "Go ahead. There will be more of that later. Now we will change you. Soon the bus will take us to the airport,” she said, and I was unleashed and was released from the diaper pants and diaper. 
          "Shower," she said then and I hurried into the shower while Nina transformed the diaper into a little package and put it in the trash in the hotel room, just as she did in the past. While water poured down over my body, I wondered what the maid was thinking when she found adult diapers in the trash. But no one seemed to have responded significantly to us, and I assumed that they took care of everything discreetly. 


          When I came out of the shower I found Nina on the bed waiting for me. She had something in her hand. A black semi-circular thing in rubber. I wondered what it was but said nothing because I didn´t speak to her. Instead, I put myself in front of her and waited for her to give me a command. In silence, I realized how submissive I´d become. I looked up to her and felt respect for her, my wife made me almost afraid. 
          "Turn around and bend over," she said and I obeyed. Would she do the same thing as Marianne done? I heard as she lubricated the black thing and then felt a pressure to my anus. I groaned silently as she pressed the item inside me and let go.  
          "Stand up," she said then and I obeyed and felt full of what she had put in me. 
          "Put on your panties and shorts," she whispered and I took the clothes that hung on the chair at the balcony door. It hurt and I felt uncomfortable and I almost cradled forward. 
          "You’ll get used to it. You have to get used to it, otherwise they will laugh at you,” she simply said and walked out onto the balcony to smoke a cigarette. I forced my clothes with great effort and constantly felt as if I needed to poop but it was the thing she stopped in that affected my intestines. I waited on the floor in the hotel room until Nina came in after finishing off the cigarette. 
          "It´s is an anal plug. It will stay there till we get home so your anus can stretch out,” she said and I didn´t answer. I just accepted what Nina said. 


          A few hours later, we had eaten breakfast and went down with the bags to the reception. I never said anything about the anal plug and Nina didn´t either. I went to pee, as usual, but it also felt strange when the plug constantly stimulated my prostate, which also her and Marianne's fingers had done at Marianne’s. Did this thing have the same effect? 


          Down at the reception desk Thomas and his colleague Karin waited and the two greeted us cheerfully, as Nina did. I nodded but said nothing when I had no permission to talk. I wasn´t even allowed to open my mouth on the entire trip home, except when we ate food on the plane. The plug teased me all the time but I could not do anything about it. It was there and it filled me up. It was a little bit hard to sit so many hours on the plane back home when it constantly irritated me and a couple of times I thought that it was running slightly out of my penis, which it wasn´t. While it was sometimes nice to feel it inside. I noticed how sometimes I rubbed my butt on the seat because it would massage my prostate, but most of the time I tried to sleep.
          When we finally landed Nina said goodbye to Thomas, but they had apparently already decided to meet again soon. I knew nothing and had no reason to know. It was not until we stepped outside the airport as Nina spoke to me again. 
          "From now on your new life begins, Stefan. From now on, you must totally comply with the contract we signed. You are certainly aware  that you have encountered some changes. First, I met Thomas and moreover, I will start working earlier than I originally thought. Today is Friday and I start working with Thomas on Monday. Now you will begin your life as husband and will have to follow certain rules. The reason why you have your anal plug you will be aware of later on,” she said when Marianne arrived with the limo and stopped in front of us. Here the heat was not as marked as in Jamaica and I knew how I shivered a bit in my jeans shorts and my pink T-shirt but I said nothing.
          "Do you understand all this?" She asked. 
          "Yes, Mrs., but the rules I am not totally familiar with yet, I hope that you notify me so that I can do right," I replied. 
          "Correct," she simply answered when Marianne stepped out with joy in her eyes. 
          "Welcome home from the honeymoon. Has everything been good?” she asked as she took our bags and put them into the luggage compartment. Nina nodded and hugged her. The two sat down naturally in the front seat while I got to sit back behind the clear glass pane so that I didn´t hear them giggle and laugh. Occasionally, I saw Marianne looking at me in the inside mirror and smiling. 

          The concierge greeted us as he did when we went. I was ordered to retrieve the card key, while Nina fetched our mail in the post box. 
          "Welcome home again. Was it a pleasant trip?" the young man asked who could be my  age or younger.
          "It was a fully satisfactory," I answered and got the key card from him. He looked at Nina when we went over to the elevators and went up to our apartment.
           
          Once Nina brought the bags in to her bedroom and ordered me to go into the bathroom and sit on the toilet bowl. There I waited for a long time until she came back with a pile of dirty laundry she put in the laundry basket. 
          "This needs to be washed. Pull down your clothes and get down on all fours,” she said then and I obeyed. With a plop the plug went out and I could breathe properly. It felt as if the entire stomach was emptied of its substance, and I got permission to do my needs while Nina stood and watched. After this I put on my pants again but the jeans shorts had to remain on the floor. 
          "And your T-shirt," Nina said and I left it in the laundry pile as Nina previously left there. 
          "Open your mouth," she ordered when I stood up and stood in front of her in only my panties.

I looked imploringly at her when I understood what she was going to do, and the thick anal plug was put in my mouth. 
          "Suck on it until I say so. In the meantime you follow me,” Nina said and I sucked on the plug as if I was a big baby and felt the taste of myself while I followed her into my bedroom. 
         
          "As I said earlier, there will be some changes from now on. You will change, Stefan, and slowly you will learn to live with it and also feel comfortable with it,” she said and opened the closet. There was a bag I had not noticed. She lifted it up and opened the zip. I stood on the floor with the anal plug in my mouth and watched as she picked up a pair of black tights with small white dots on them, a pair of long white gloves and something that looked like a molded dress in black and white patent material with shoulder strap. Nina held it up for me. It was shining. At the top there was room for breasts but I didn´t have any breasts. At the bottom of the short dress, which surely would not reach longer than halfway down my thigh, there was a white lace, as well as on the short sleeves. There was a small white apron sewn into the material and all reminded of a kind of sexy maiden dress, also with white lace. 

I could feel the pulse increased and I felt sick but didn´t dare say anything. 
          "Well, what do you think?" She said, pulled the anal plug out of my mouth and looked at me. 
          I cleared my throat and tried to get rid of the taste.
          "It's nice, Mrs.," I whispered, and felt that I didn´t want to be there, but realized I didn´t have much choice. She put down the dress on the changing table and then showed me  a pair of black patent leather shoes. 
          "I ordered more things that evening than the chastity belt," she said and smiled. She looked pleased. It seemed as if she had me right where she wanted. Finally, she took something else up I knew, namely the latex mask she made, and then the wig. 
          "You understand what is going on," Nina said, and I nodded. She wanted me to be a maid or housekeeper. I had realized I could work at home and take care of our home for Nina while she was working but I never thought she wanted me to wear women's clothing. But what alternatives did I have?
          "Do you like the outfit?" She asked. I nodded. 
          "Yes, Mrs.," I lied. 
          "Good. Now, you take a shower and then it's time to start working,” she said and pulled me into the bathroom. 
          "Get into the shower and stay there until I come back," she said and handed me some shower cream.

I took my panties off and got into the shower. The lukewarm water cooled my sweaty body as I was thinking back on our honeymoon. Would I be allowed to follow her on another trip some more time, or would her future trips be together with Thomas, her lover? And why did she want her husband to look like a woman? I didn´t think but assumed that everything should have an answer as time passed. Now I concentrated on getting clean from the trip and also took the opportunity to rinse my mouth from  the taste of what had been left on the anal plug. Without the plug, I felt free and light and hoped that I would avoid it in the future. But doubts about it gnawed at me. She loved to torment me. She was a sadist, but an amiable one. If she hadn´t needed me, I would not have been standing in the shower in the apartment she bought. Then I would have been out on a park bench without shelter or food on the table. I grabbed the shower cream and opened the bottle. It smelled extremely feminine, a flowery perfume that spread in the bathroom, but because Nina gave me this, I found myself in the feminine smell. I massaged it over my body and discovered that the hair had not yet begun to grow after the hair removal. On my head was, however, a thin layer of hair and in my face stubble began to appear. But if I would have to wear the mask, none of it would be visible anyway. 

          When Nina came back after a while, she wearing a pair of short white tights and a thin white blouse and she glowed. She looked so fresh that I was amazed. Wasn´t she tired after the journey? 
          "Now. You smell really good now,” Nina said, and asked me to turn off the shower and step out. She looked at me while I dried myself in the bath-sheet. 
          "Go on, girl, we have much to do. Go into your bedroom and put on your dress, tights and gloves,” she said, and I hastened to do as she said. I reflected not the word she used when she ordered me. Girl. I was not a girl. 
          In the bedroom on the changing table I found the black and white dress, gloves, tights, mask and wig. I took the thin black pantyhose and pulled them on gently. I would not have any underwear or lingerie, I thought, and then put the dress on. It slipped around my stomach and it felt as if it shaped me into more like a woman, which I didn´t enjoy. In addition, it looked as if I had breasts if someone looked at me straight from the front. In the end I put on the gloves and waited for Nina.
          My wife soon came into the room and stood in the doorway. 
          "Very good. You look really cute but we have a little left to do,” she said, and approached me. She took the mask up. 
          "Sit on the changing table," she said, and I jumped up and sat down. It felt as if I had to spread my legs and that all there was visible but I didn´t ask her about it. Maybe she would give me something later on.
          Nina took out a can of talc from the bag and lubricated  my head and face. Then she put the mask on and I saw how happy she looked. The wig was attached and Nina trimmed my hair until she was satisfied. She put the shoes on my feet. When finished she looked at me critically. 
          "You could use a little makeup, but not today. It may come afterwards ", she told me and I jumped down from the table. I stood in front of her and reached her powerful bosom. 
          "Now I want you to vacuum the whole apartment," she told me and I nodded. 
          "Yes, Mrs.," I said and left the bedroom to find the box where the vacuum cleaner was. It took a while but I found it eventually and started working. 
          Meanwhile, I saw Nina unpacking some boxes in the kitchen and put some glasses and crockery in the cupboards.
          When she was finished I still had to vacuum the floors while Nina went and sat on the sofa in the living room. She picked up an envelope that had arrived earlier in the mail and opened it. I tried to watch but didn´t see what it was. After that she started up her computer. 

While I was finished with my vacuum cleaning I had dried the floors, Nina was sitting at the computer and giggled and laughed a bit. It felt as if our gender roles were reversed. Or maybe it was me who was full of prejudice and felt it was the woman who should clean and wash. Life was quite strange. 
          The floor in the living room was the last I dried and when I was finished I felt sweat running under the mask but didn´t dare complain. 
          I washed the mop and mop bucket, put away the dust-vac in the cleaning cupboard where it seemed to fit, and then I went out in the living room and stood in front of Nina. She wrote something on the computer before she looked up at me. 
          "Good girl. Now I'm thirsty. Get me something to drink, like a glass of white wine and then do the washing,” she said and continued to write on the computer. She expected nothing but obedience from me and I did as she said. In the wine cooler, I found a bottle of wine that I opened and poured into a glass. The kitchen standard measures were high and I had to use a small kitchen ladder that Nina had put in the kitchen, to reach all the cupboards. For her it was no problem and I felt very small. She didn´t even look up when I came in with the glass and put it on the table beside the computer, without looking at what she did. So I left her and went to the bathroom to get the laundry she put in the washing basket and carried it to the laundry room. The tiredness after the trip made me get ready as soon as possible so I could get going to bed. While the washing machine was working in the laundry room, I went out into the living room. It sounded like she was talking to someone. Nina was still using her computer. In the distance I could see a picture of Thomas. She chatted with him. I went over to her and stood in front of her. She looked up after a while. 
          "Well, how's it going?" Nina asked. 
          "I wash right now, but Mrs., can I go to bed when the washing is finished." 
She nodded. 
          "Hang the laundry first. Then come back to me. But first, sit on my lap,” she said and I sat with my legs on either side of one of her thighs. Nina apparently chatted using the webcam and I saw Thomas live face in front of me. First I tried to get away because he saw me in the camera and laughed, but Nina stuck my arms behind my back with one hand. 
          "I want to show her to you," Nina said, and I realized that she could talk into the microphone and he heard everything Nina said. Thomas laughed.
          ”She's cute," he said. I turned my head away, but Nina put a hand over my mouth and forced me to look into the camera. 
          "We got the wedding pictures today. I'll mail them to you, you will see how good they are,” she said as she sat and held me in her lap. 
          "Sounds fun! What a wonderful discipline, you use on the girl,” he said and laughed while I tried to get away from my wife's humiliating approach. 
          ”She is learning all the time," Nina said, and pressed my back against her so that I was pressed against her chest as she continued to talk to Thomas. In the end, when the sweat in the mask became unbearable, she let me go. 
          "Now I believe that the laundry is finished," she said, and I hurried when I heard Nina and Thomas laugh. 


          I was hanging laundry as I had been instructed and then went back to the living room and stood some distance away from Nina, afraid that she would again put me on her lap again.
          "Yes?" She said, but just didn´t look at me but on the computer. 
          "I'm ready now, Mrs.," I said. 

She said nothing.  She was not talking to Thomas anymore, but did something else. 
          "Excellent," she said after a moment and looked at me, ”then you can go into the bedroom and take your clothes off and instead put your pajamas on," she said and I obeyed immediately. I looked forward to sleep a few hours. 
          I removed all my clothes in my bedroom and hung the clothes neatly in the closet. Then brushed my teeth and went back to the bedroom and waited for Nina. 
          She came after a moment and stood in the doorway. 
          "Good. Pajamas are on. Can you keep dry in the night so you don´t need diapers?,” she said, and came and picked me up and put me down in the crib. Why did I not have a normal bed? But I dared not question her, so I accepted my berth. However, she didn´t lock 

the roof. 
          "Tomorrow morning I expect you to get up and make breakfast for me at eight o'clock. There is a clock radio at the chest of drawers here,” she said and showed it," it is set to wake you at half past seven, and then you have half an hour to put yourself in the same clothes you had today. The mask may remain as the wig. Then I´ll write a list in the kitchen what I want for breakfast. Understand? I want you to come in with a tray in the bedroom to me at exactly eight o'clock. "
          "Yes, Mrs.," I replied simply, and she disappeared out of my room. I lay a moment on my back and listened. Nina busied with something in the kitchen and then I heard the phone rang, and how she talked and giggled. Perhaps it was Thomas who called. And I fell asleep with my wife's voice in my ears.
Chapter 12
     Mrs. was asleep when I came in with the breakfast tray the next morning. I woke her gently and put the tray beside her bed, on the nightstand. 
          "Good morning, Mrs.," I said and poured milk into her coffee cup and arranged so that she could eat in bed. 
          "Thank you. You can go now,” she said and I went out of her room and took care of the laundry in the laundry room that had dried overnight. It was now that my daily life as a housewife started, I thought and realized that I was thinking of the word wife and not husband. Husband felt strange when I was dressed as a woman and not a man. I looked in the mirror, I saw a woman. Admittedly it was a mask, but the rest of the outfit created a whole and I had to get used to the look from now on. It felt strange to walk around in a dress, but it was what Mrs wished and I knew it was safe for my best.  Although it was probably one established habit. She let me stay here and I was pleased and grateful for her good will on which she might well have kicked me out. Maybe she loved me in her own way. And I felt a huge deep respect for Mrs. too, despite what she did to me. But although it had taught me to respect her and her wills. 


          Half an hour later, I heard the Mrs. rang a bell in her bedroom and I went there to see what it was. She had finished eating and sat up in bed with the blanket wrapped around her body. 
          "When you hear this bell, you should come to me. When I call on you,” she said, and showed a small silver bell she held in her hand. 
          "Yes, Mrs.," I replied, retrieved the tray and walked out with it in the kitchen to wash and put away. 
          After a while I heard the bell again, and I hurried into her bedroom. Now she lay down on her back in bed. She allowed me not to see her upper body. 
          "Go down on your knees and lick me, girl," she said and I obeyed immediately. For it was my job now. To obey Mrs. wishes and meet her demands. And so it would remain. I wanted to do everything for her, obey, and follow her orders to remain with Mrs. For it was my only choice. 


          Before Mrs. went out that day, where I don´t know but I imagine that she would meet her lover, she showed me a photograph she had put in a frame on the wall in the hall. 
          "This image is our wedding picture. It´s nice, isn´t it?” she asked and I looked at it and realized that she had not chosen one of the first pictures, but one of them when I was sitting with Mrs. knee with Mrs. hand over my mouth. 
          "Yes, Mrs. A good choice of image ", I forced myself to say. She looked at me and laughed, but then became serious. 
          "This image, you should care for tenderly. Every time you look at it, you should think about which of us is in charge. I can silence you when I want but also give you the right to speak. Think about that. The image must be dusted off and dried every day because every speck of dust I find I´ll see as an affront to our marriage. " 
          "Yes, Mrs. I'll look after it tenderly and carefully,” I replied. 
          "I will get home this afternoon and then I expect you have unpacked the boxes in the apartment and then made a list of what is available and where you place things. I expect the dinner will be served exactly at five. Cook for three people but prepare for two in the dining room. You will eat in the kitchen. If  you are good maybe I will reward you and fuck you as the girl you are,” Mrs. said before she disappeared and the door was locked behind me.


          And I accepted her words. I was her girl from now on. Her maid. And I loved her. 
                                                   THE END
