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I swore that this whole apartment had to be playing tricks on me. Never found something – anything – that worked without problems here – at all. It was like I was in some kind of hell made for littles like me.

And the worst thing about that? There was nothing I could do about it. I was all alone in this apartment, finding it impossible to as much as look outside. I thought that I would eventually get used to living alone, but that hadn’t been the case so far.

I wondered if it was ever going to change.

I turned on the stove and put a pot on it, the water boiling in a matter of seconds. This mac and cheese that I was making was going to feel so great in my mouth once I had it ready.

Looking around, I couldn’t help but feel like this apartment needed to be reformed. The walls needed to be remade, and everything in here looked like trash and second-hand-ish. Not the kind of quality second-hand, though, but the cheap option that always made the buyer think they made the wrong choice.

I grabbed my paci. It was light blue and, on the back of it, there was a doodle of a small elephant. So cute I couldn’t stop staring at it, forgetting that I was supposed to add something to the pot with the boiling water on the stove.

But wait... what was it again that I needed to put there? I really needed to pay more attention to what I was doing.

Ahhhh, the pasta.

I opened one of the cupboards on the bottom and fished the pasta out. After putting my paci in my mouth, I felt as if I were someone else. I could live forever like this, but only if there were another person – a Daddy – to take care of me.

But there was one big problem involving that. Finding a Daddy was pretty much impossible in this part of the country. Or in any part of it, for that matter.

Grabbing a spoon – a large one – I stirred the water with the pasta inside the spot, still suckling on my paci and making some funny noises while doing so.

I imagined my Mister caring for me, calling me his little and then telling me that everything was going to be alright. All I needed was for a Mister to sweep me up with his arms and then deliver me so many sweet kisses I would never even remember again how miserable my life was.

I glanced at the pot and grabbed some other things, putting them on the counter and on the kitchen table. It was small, but it had enough space for the special meal that I was preparing.

Wished I could have someone to share it with, but that wasn’t going to happen. I was all alone in this world, even if I had a job in an office and could work in there without a problem. Many of my coworkers liked me and tended to invite me to go out with them, but the problem was that I didn’t feel like I would ever fit in.

And I wasn’t. If and when they found out I was a little, my life there would never be the same. They would laugh me out of there, or kick me out – literally – by firing me or something like that.

Maybe it was just my paranoia, but I preferred things as they were. And for the time being, I could continue living like this without a problem. I didn’t have many friends, but that was something that could be fixed one day.

I would rather that it happened soon rather than later, though.

I added some cheese into the pot after draining the water, already feeling the smell invading my lungs. I closed my eyes and took it all in. What a great smell. There was nothing like mac and cheese, was there? Funnily enough, not a lot of people that I considered my colleagues liked it much.

It appeared to be more of a ‘me thing’ than I liked to admit.

Minutes later, after getting everything ready and then taking the tray out of the oven with the final result, I breathed out. Sweat drops pooled on my forehead and when I glanced at the clock I had on a wall, I couldn’t wrap my head around the fact how long it took to finish cooking the mac and cheese.

But looking at it now, I could tell that I was going to adore it. I was going to fall in love with what I just whipped up, and maybe I would save some of it later. A dirty smile appeared on my face.

Maybe not. Perhaps I was going to devour this whole thing by myself tonight. A full tray of it or not, that was not impossible for me. I just liked mac and cheese too much, and almost every night I made some just for myself. One more time, I wished a Mister would show up here so that I could share this moment – and the food – with him.

I grabbed a spoon and a plate, and filled the latter with a lot of mac and cheese. I devoured it all while checking out what was going on in my Facebook newsfeed. Some people were complaining about the president.

Nothing new in that regard, I thought while sliding another spoon-full of mac and cheese into my mouth.

Minutes later, I glanced at the plate and found it empty. My paci was right beside me on the table, but I wasn’t going to put it back on. My mind wandered and I thought about a Mister being here to diaper me.

Though ‘thought about’ was not doing it justice. I dreamed of it. I dreamed of a Mister coming to my apartment right at this moment with a diaper in his hand, ready to put it on me and then cuddle with me until we both fell asleep.
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