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Chapter 1

Cody
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Zipping up my backpack and swinging the strap over my right shoulder, I proceeded out of the classroom while trying to be the last one out. I didn’t know what always came over these people whenever a class ended, but it was like they behaved as if they were cockroaches trying to flee the flip-flop of a fat, ugly woman.

They all conglomerated at the doorway, pushing and shoving each other as if doing that could make their ‘escape’ faster. Even the professor, a man in his early sixties, stared at them wide-eyed. He liked me. He knew I was the only one that was a little different from them. More reserved, one could say.

Having classes after Christmas wasn’t something that happened with most students, but since the Covid-19 pandemic, that was the only way to pick up the pace. Owens College didn’t want to be left behind, and who could blame them?

The professors were being nicer too, now that they didn’t have to wear masks all the time and avoid doing normal human things like kissing, hugging, partying, and the like.

It took some time, but eventually the last student got through the doorway, stumbling and almost falling on the floor nose-first. I proceeded out too, turning my head to the professor and flashing a soft smile on my face.

He lifted his hand to tell me it was all okay, and then I continued out of the building and into the parking lot. I didn’t have a car and didn’t know how to drive yet. My parents were so super protective of me.

Time and time again they insisted that me learning how to drive would be a health hazard. They thought that just because we lived in this small-ass city, that I didn’t need to learn to drive and that I’d never have to.

But, I was studying at Owens College because one of my dreams was moving out of here and working in New York City. I didn’t have any solid plans to make that happen yet, but what I had was still more than enough to make me think that it would come to fruition one day, and that I needed to learn how to drive soon.

I didn’t have many friends, and the ones I had weren’t close enough to teach me how to drive. I supposed I could ask and pay them, but then the whole college would know about that. Jack would know about that, and he’d use that new information to make fun of me all the time.

I couldn’t allow that to happen.

Exhaling, the first other thought that crossed my mind was that I didn’t have any hope of finding my Daddy in this city one day. Owens, in Georgia, had a population of around 5,000 people.

I was never going to find the person I’d been looking for here, but it was also true that I hadn’t been looking hard for him as well.

Why would I be doing that when the number of guys here seeking girls was already so desperately low? And whenever that kind of thing was brought up, I was reminded by the other students in our college that they always had a hard time picking up women.

The whole thing was just hopeless.

I didn’t have to drive. Okay, I could understand that somewhat, but to get home I still had to hop into a bus and then hop out when it pulled over in front of there. I didn’t like having to take the bus for anything or to go anywhere, but since I didn’t know how to drive, it was my only option.

And I’d already convinced mom and dad I didn’t want them picking me up. I was a kid at heart still, but on the outside, I still had to keep behaving like the 19-year-old I was supposed to be.

It was with that thought in mind I remembered I still wore my Mickey pull-up. I didn’t have a lot of money for everything I wanted, but what I had I saved up to buy myself some gifts. Some people would say that was kind of sad, and in truth, it was.

I admitted that I lived a pretty sad, lonely life, but again, there wasn’t much about that I could do.

The pull up did crinkle a little, but most of the time, other people near me couldn’t hear anything. That meant I could continue walking around with my pull-up and reminding myself that, if I peed in it, I could just rush straight to the nearest family restroom, lock the door and then change into another pull-up.

Every day I took other pull-ups with me when going to class, so I was always prepared. I just hoped that would never happen, though. I was pretty shy and such an introvert. I would make a fool of myself in front of everyone in class. And Jack would possibly figure out what was going on and then use that information to destroy my life.

If there was one reason I could never allow anyone to find out what I was like when nobody was looking, it was him. I didn’t know for what reason, but since he stumbled on me for the first time, he’d been picking up on me all the time.

It was like I remembered him of something vile in his past he didn’t want to think about. Or maybe he was just like all the other bullies out there. Maybe he got off by bullying other guys like me.

I supposed it didn’t help things that I was like a head shorter than he was, skinny, and looked so frail a stronger-than-normal gust of wind could probably lift me in the air.

Surveying the city with my eyes, I couldn’t help but remember how small it looked. The buildings were well spaced out, with lots of parking spaces for vehicles, but the nonexistence of apartment buildings ground my gears.

I wished there was at least one apartment building here. I could then save up enough to pay the rent for some months and-

What the hell was I even thinking right now? I would never have enough money for that. I’d been trying to get a job here, something part-time, but that was easier said than done. This wasn’t the kind of small city that was blooming economy-wise.

Pretty much everyone my age had been looking for reasons to convince their parents they needed to move out. But that was the thing with those geezers and grannies, wasn’t it? They’d been living here their whole lives, and they dreamed of dying and being buried here.

When I got back home, I’d lock the door and put on some music to make mom and dad think that I was just studying. But what I was going to be doing was looking up online some more toys to buy for myself.

New diapers, pacis, bibs, and that sort of thing. I had a whole collection of them. I did have to keep them hidden from them, though, inside a hole in the floor. It was hidden by a thick rug, so there was no way they’d ever find out about them.

They were safe. Sometimes the thought of that happening one day did make me feel a little paranoid, but it was usually the kind of paranoia that I could just brush off and ignore.

I was almost done crossing the parking lot when three pairs of footsteps made me stop. I didn’t turn around, but the sound of those footsteps was something I’d always remember. They always tightened my heart and made my blood boil.

If there was a particular group of guys I hated with my life here, it was them. Jack and his lackeys. They were the guys that thought they ran the college, and right now they were here to pick on me again.

It was just as I’d said. They probably got off on humiliating me.

My heart thumping against my chest, I couldn’t deny that their presence scared me, but I was still not going to give them any hint of that. I was going to keep my chin tipped up, back straight, and I was going to continue walking toward the bus stop.

There was nothing they could do to stop me. I was in the middle of the city. It lived off of the economy that the college generated, but there were still plenty of people inside some restaurants and other shops.

If they spotted him trying to bully me in this parking lot, they’d step in and put him in his place. This was a pretty conservative town, but most people here looked after each other. My neighbor was a classical example of that. When mom and dad one day forgot to leave the front door key under the rug, they invited me to rest in their living room. They’d even offered me some chocolate cookies, which I liked so much.

“You’re going to ignore us again, Cody?” Jack asked, but I still didn’t turn around to meet his grey, smoldering eyes.

He found it pretty comedic how I responded to his bullying attempts, but there was always also something hidden behind the pupils of his eyes that made me think he detested me. It wasn’t just that he got off by bullying me, but that something I’d done made him abhor me.

And now he felt like he needed to get his revenge, or whatever it was that made him obsessed with me all the time.

“We have nothing to talk about, Jack. I’m going home.”

“You’re not going home. Not until you tell us what it is you’re wearing under your pants.”

I pursed my lips, heat flushing to my cheeks. There was something he kept suspecting about me all the time, and that was the pull-up I wore each time I came to college. Maybe his ears picked up on the crinkling noise. Maybe not. I supposed it didn’t matter.

He wasn’t going to stop picking on me, unless I could somehow put him in his place and make him fear me. Doing that, however, was easier said than done.

I was all alone, and I was skinny and looked so frail when compared to those monsters. They looked the same to my eyes. They were tall, muscular, and fat at the same time. They could manhandle me with ease.

“Do you want to see my cock, Jack? Are you gay?” I finally said, but it was a weak and weightless taunt.

He guffawed. “Sure, show me that tiny little thing. I’d like to take a photo of it and post it on my Facebook account. Then, everyone would know how pathetic you really are.”

Heat still flushing to my cheeks, I was wondering for how much longer I was going to be able to resist what he was making me feel. I’d always had a problem with bullies. He wasn’t the first one, but still, having to put up with him wasn’t easy.

A tear was threatening to break out and roll down my cheek, but if that happened, he’d know he won. He’d then feel more motivated to pick on me all the time, and my life here would become a living hell.

I supposed I could tell mom and dad what he was doing, but then this whole thing would turn into a shitshow I didn’t even want to think about right now. I didn’t need that kind of thing making my life even shittier.

And that was the truth behind it, wasn’t it? I couldn’t hope to ever find my Daddy one day. I had no hope of ever having a life where I felt okay with myself, being pampered by a man that thought I was the world to him.

His lackeys sneered, one of them saying, “You’re fucked, Cody. You think that you’re going to be able to keep your secret hidden from us until we graduate, but that is not going to happen. We know there’s something pretty fucked up you don’t want anyone ever finding out about.”

Their sneers, their laughs, and their presence were enough to make me spin on my heels and lock my eyes with them. By this point, the tears were coming out and I was hating myself for not being stronger.

I needed to be stronger. If not for myself, then for the Mister that I knew was out there somewhere but hadn’t found me yet.
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