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Part One: The Pecking Order


Miranda and I had the perfect marriage.

She was a few years younger than me. Not scandalously so, but on the border of what was socially acceptable even in the rarefied circles that I used to travel in and Miranda still does. Not that I was an old man, I just had a bit of luck with the company that I started out of college. That combined with the backbreaking amount of work that I put into it led me to be a very wealthy and successful man by the time I first met Miranda.

She had all the traits that a man looks for in a woman. Intelligence. Refinement. A strong libido coupled with a wicked imagination. Her figure was a sculptor's dream. Long legs led up to hips that flared outward in the most spectacular way then pulled back to form a narrow waist. Her breasts were small, but firm and pert and very, very responsive. She wore her dark brown hair long and straight. It and her eyebrows were the only hairs she didn't have waxed off once a month. Her smooth pussy was a perfect peach. Only better tasting. And she would use any excuse to put my face between her legs.

We were both addicted to power. Control. She loved accumulating it, taking it. And I loved giving it up to her, yielding

myself to her in any way she wished. We were perfectly matched in that regard; I the passive Yin to her domineering Yang. The fact that I was the one with the power and the money was an accident of fate that Miranda quickly corrected.

Our relationship was a history of defeats. Always mine. She would propose something outrageous and I would draw a line in the sand, declaring that that was too much. She not only crossed that line each and every time, she made me like giving in. I had played games before with other women. Letting them tie me up. Spank me. Put me in a blindfold. But that wasn't what I really wanted. What I really wanted was a woman who would drag me, kicking and screaming, into a world where I had no power. A woman who would take control and make me do the things that I didn't want to do.

The other women pretended to be in charge, but it was really me calling the shots. I would tell them what I wanted them to do and they would give me my fantasy gift exactly the way that I wanted. And if things went too far, or I thought that I was really losing control, I'd use my safe word and be the one in charge again.

The only time I ever tried to use a safe word with Miranda she left me tied to the bed with a candle shoved up my ass and a half dozen clothes pins snapped onto my balls.

She left me there over night and told me that if I ever tried to use a safe word again, she'd leave me there for good.

Miranda called the shots and they were always what she wanted. Sometimes she would take things in a direction that I fantasized about, but those times were few and far between. I found myself having to take pleasure in things that I had never imagined doing; in some cases things that I had never even heard of before Miranda.

That was what led me to where I was now. Kneeling naked in a corner while another man pounded my wife from behind. Feeling awash in impotent rage as my former best friend shoved his dick into Miranda's eager pussy. Seeing the look of satisfaction on her face as she stares at me in my corner. Stares at the thing that was once a man. Stares at the exposed body that is every bit as hairless as hers. Stares at the chastity belt that hides and feminizes my crotch under an unyielding stainless steel “T.” Staring at me as my old college roommate made her scream like I never could.

It was one of Miranda's favorite scenes. Watching the humiliation play over my face as Bill pounded her sweet pussy from behind. Seeing the thoughts and emotions pass over my face. She was a woman who I used to fuck. Who used to give me blowjobs, and let me run my hands all over her body. He was a man who I used to go out for beers with. A man I shared my dreams with. My best friend, for God's sake. Now he saw me as nothing more than a pathetic joke. Something subhuman that kept his lover amused. No one to be taken seriously.

Miranda had given Bill the key to my chastity device. She told me that she owned me so it was her right to give my cock away if she wanted and what she wanted was for her lover to own my dick

When I complained she threatened to go to a gay bar and give my key to the biggest bear she could find and make him promise not to let my cock feel fresh air until I'd sucked him off a hundred times and was so desperate for a cum that I begged him to bend me over the bar and make me his bitch.

I didn't say anything more after that. Miranda frightened me when she got like that and it was best to accept and obey.

Miranda only wanted me to cum when Bill said it was ok and Bill was rarely ok with me being out of my chastity belt let alone having an orgasm. He kept the key to my belt on his keyring beside the key to his gardening shed.

The god damned shed was unlocked more frequently than me.

Miranda's eyes locked on mine. She must have been getting close. She'd told me that looking into my eyes at that moment and seeing my helpless despair, knowing that I was powerless to do anything to stop Bill while I prayed that he would show some pity on me and let me cum after he had plowed my wife. All of that and a hundred other thoughts like it were what got Miranda wet and what pushed her over the edge; Bill was just the middle man.

I tried to look down. Turn away from the emasculating scene playing out on my bed, but Miranda wouldn't have it.

“Look me in the eyes, bitch!” Miranda hissed at me.

I looked back up at her. Our eyes locked again and I felt like a small animal being hypnotized by a snake. Only it was my soul that was being consumed, not my flesh. She held my gaze as long as she could. Well after the first waves of pleasure started pouring through her body. Then she gave in and closed her eyes. She screamed Bill's name as her hands clawed at the bunched up sheets.

That signaled Bill that he could cum. He may have been her alpha. Her bull. He may have owned my cock. But Miranda had made it clear that the lady always came first. And even he didn't dare cross Miranda.

Miranda danced on Bill's cock. He made one final thrust into my wife then let loose and animal grunt. I imagined her strong pussy muscles milking the final drops out of his spasming cock. Like they had my own cock. When I was still allowed to fuck Miranda.

They both took several seconds to recover before Bill pulled out of her. My cock, already straining at its restraints, twitched impotently at the wet sound of the lovers uncoupling. Bill was wearing a condom this time. Miranda had me kneel in front of him and roll it onto his shaft. Preparing my wife's lover in such an intimate way was humiliating. The fact that her lover used to be my best friend only amplified that feeling.

I loved it.

This was the state that I had craved for all those years. The feeling of being out of control that I never had with all those other women. Knowing that I was living out Miranda's fantasies and not mine had a profound effect on me. Emotionally. Mentally. Physically.

Bill didn't always use a condom when he fucked Miranda. And never for birth control. Miranda didn't believe in it. She loved the idea of getting pregnant. Forcing me to raise another man's baby as my own. She'd tease me about raising the child of a real man. Bill's or maybe some stranger she met at a bar and fucked in the men's room. Someone whose name she didn't even know.

Bill only wore condoms when Miranda was feeling especially cruel.

“Myron, come here.” Miranda ordered.

Myron wasn't my name. Miranda just liked calling me that. After a little white mouse that she owned when she was a little girl.

I crawled over to her and bowed my head. My cock was straining at its cage. It had been over a month since I was even let out of chastity. And I didn't even get to cum then. Just play with myself until Miranda iced my balls and had Bill lock me back up. I was desperate for relief.

“Yes, Mistress Miranda.” I said. I always had to call her that. Always.

I dared to look up at her.

She put her elbows on the bed and rested her chin on her hands. She looked me up and down for a minute. Her skin was radiant, covered in a thin sheen of sweat. It dampened her long messed up hair. She was never more beautiful to me then she was now.

“I actually think that you're spent cock would be bigger than his fully erect, darling.” Miranda said. She was talking to Bill. She never called me darling. “If you were to thrust into me right now it would feel exactly like Myron was fucking me. Maybe a little better.”

Bill laughed at that and sat up. He put his legs over the side of the bed and rested his left hand on my wife's ass. It was a clear declaration of ownership. If I were a real man I'd have to do something about it. Challenge Bill. Try to assert my dominance. My claim as Miranda's husband, the only person who should be allowed to touch her in such a casually intimate way.

But no one in this room believed that I was a real man. Not even myself.

“You have something to ask Bill, don't you, Myron?” Miranda said with a grin that was as huge as it was wicked.

“Yes, Mistress Miranda.”

“Well then, hop to it.” Miranda ordered. “Quick like a bunny.”

I crawled over to where Bill sat, still basking in the afterglow of fucking my wife. His right hand crept under his flaccid cock, caressing his balls. He bobbed his cock, still encased in the condom that I'd rolled onto him, at me. He stared at me silently. He knew what I was going to ask. What Miranda always made me ask. He used to be my friend; he could make this easier for me. Not make me ask the degrading question. But I always have to.

“May I have my treat, Master Bill?” I asked, on my knees before the man that I used to play squash with. At least I only had to call him that in the bedroom.

My cock was going crazy. I hated this. I hated submitting myself to a man. Any man, let alone my old friend. I wanted to be controlled by a woman. I wanted to be on my knees in front of a sweet pussy, not a spent cock. Not having to do what Miranda expected me to do. I hated it, but my cock was still going crazy.

“Use your mouth, faggot.” Bill said. His voice was deep, powerful, domineering. Everything that I wasn't.

An erotic shiver ran up and down my spine. From the words he said and the dismissive tone he used with me. Bill knew that I was straight. That I hated the thought of being this close to another man. He'd never use that word to describe one of his gay friends, but he knew the effect it would have on me. I hated being treated like that, but not as much as I loved the way that Miranda put me in my place.

I lowered my head to Bill's crotch and wrapped my whole mouth around his shaft. I felt like I was going to be sick. I could feel the heat radiating off of his spent cock. Feel it move around in my mouth. Taste Miranda's juices mixed with the latex and lube of the condom. Even soft, Bill's dick was a mouthful. I doubted that I could take him in my mouth when he was hard. For many reasons. Miranda had thought about using me to fluff Bill, but he refused to let me. Said that he didn't want to get off with another guy. Said that he wasn't gay.

Miranda respected some of Bill's limits; mine were never considered.

My nose pressed into his pubic hair. I tried to hold my breath to avoid breathing in the smell of his musky crotch, still damp from his sweat and Miranda's juices. It was bad enough that I had to put myself in this humiliating position, I didn't want to assault any more senses than I absolutely had to.

I wrapped my lips around the open end of the condom. The front part of the condom. The part with his load rested on my tongue. I could feel the weight of his semen pressing down on my tongue. It couldn't have weighed more than a few ounces, but it felt like a lead shot was resting in my mouth.

I wanted to gag. I wanted to spit him out and storm out of their. File for divorce and find some pliant woman who would do the Kama Sutra from cover to cover with me. But I looked over and saw Miranda's face watching the humiliating spectacle that I was making of myself. I saw a look in her eye. A look of satisfaction. The look of a conqueror. A look that I loved and a look that I only saw when I debased myself at her command. And I couldn't do anything else, but obey.

I started to work the condom off of Bill's spent cock.

“Be sure to get every last drop of that man candy, Myron.” Miranda said. “Let me know if he doesn't get it all, Bill. I'll come up with something creative to punish him with. Maybe squirting some Ben-Gay in his little dick prison the next time you take it off. I think that ought to remind him to do a better job.”

I couldn't tell if she was serious or not. Sometimes she'd say the craziest things. Things that you would never think to do to another human being, let alone your husband. So far she had never backed down from any of them. The only times she didn't do what she said was when I managed to perform to her expectations.

Just to be sure, I forced myself to run my lips over his shaft again. Making sure that I had every drop of his load in my mouth as I worked the condom off his dick. I tried to imagine that I was going down on Miranda's sweet pussy. I was still allowed to do that. It was the only sexual contact that we still had. Mostly after Bill had fucked her without a condom. The expectation being that if Bill got off with Miranda, I was going to eat it up.

I tried to imagine being between Miranda's smooth thighs. Kissing her outer lips. Slowly working my way along the path to her clit. Tasting the sweet nectar of her arousal as I slowly brought her to orgasm. I tried, but the reality before me was too much to imagine away. I just continued to work the condom off his shaft until it was completely off him and resting in my mouth.

I wanted to spit it out so badly. I could feel the pile of warm latex and hot cum cooling at the bottom of my mouth. I tried to keep my tongue away from it. Tried to keep from tasting it any more than I had and would have to. I wanted to just turn my brain off and not think about what was in my mouth or what I was about to do with it.

But that was impossible. I just couldn't detach myself that much from the scene that Miranda had laid out. Miranda knew me too well; knew which buttons to press and just how long she could press them for maximum effect. She knew exactly what would make me uncomfortable enough to want to close my eyes, put my hands over my ears, and roll into a ball, but not so much that I would.

“The faggot's got her treat.” Bill said. I hated him calling me those words. Faggot. Her. Bill knew it; he just didn't care. I wondered if it made it easier for him to think of me as a girl. It couldn't have been too hard for him; my skin was smooth and hairless, and the front panel of the chastity belt flattened out my crotch. Even the hole that I peed through looked like a slit.

“Did he get every drop, like a good little mousey?” Miranda asked.

I found myself swallowing the spit that built up in the back of my mouth. I know that I got everything. It was disgusting and violating to have to do it, but I cleaned his dick just like Miranda wanted. The thing was, he might not tell her that. It wouldn't be the first time that he lied about my performance to get me punished. And Miranda always believed him over me.

“Yes.” Bill said, after dragging it out for a small eternity. “She was a good little mousey.”

“Has our little mouse earned some cheese?” Miranda asked. “Does he get to cum this time?”

I prayed that he'd say yes. It had been so long since I even was allowed to get hard, let alone cum. My head was spinning at the thought that I could do so many things that disgusted me and still not have the orgasm that I was so desperate for.

“As long as I don't have to watch.” Bill said.

“Why don't you hop in the shower.” Miranda made her order sound like a suggestion. “If Myron isn't finished spraying his little load by the time you come back, kick him in the balls. That should make his cock shrink enough to go back in his cage.”

Bill fished his keys out of his discarded pants and handed them to Miranda. She reached up and cupped his cock and balls in her other hand. She leaned forward and pressed her face into his crotch, resting her cheek on his cock.

“It's so good to have a real cock in my life.” Miranda said, looking me straight in the eye. “Not some little mouse dick.”

A part of me wilted and died inside.

She kissed Bill's cock and sent him to the shower with a playful slap of his ass.

“Unwrap your treat while I find the right key.” Miranda ordered. She started to work her way through the keys on the chain. “Remember, don't swallow until I say you can. Not unless you don't want to see your dick again this decade.”

This is the part that I hated the most. Having the condom in my mouth was disgusting, but it at least gave me a thin layer of material between me and my old pal's spunk. Sure I ended up tasting a few drops as I took everything in, but that wasn't much. And I had some of Miranda's juices to hide some of that taste.

Now she wanted me to drain the condom into my mouth and hold it there until she told me that I could swallow. Sometimes she gave the order after only a few minutes of teasing me. Once I had to hold it for an entire afternoon. I'd say that it was the worst thing that I ever did, but that wouldn't be true.

I worked Bill's slime into my mouth. The taste and texture were terrible. It was like rinsing my mouth out with salty snot. And keeping it in my mouth triggered my salivary glands into overdrive. Soon the spunk was swimming in a sea of spit that filled my mouth. My natural instinct was to swallow the overflow, but I managed to stop that through sheer force of will. I only hoped that I'd be able to will myself into swallowing when I had to.

I heard the shower start in the adjoining bathroom. Time was running down.

“Show me your treat.” Miranda ordered.

I dutifully opened my mouth and let her see the load.

“There's a lot of spit in there to.” Miranda said. “Does having that nice warm load just make your mouth water? Of course it does. Now I know you want to feel that tasty ball of cum just slide down your throat and into your hungry tummy, but you're going to have to wait until I say you can. Now stand up so I can undo you. And keep your mouth open. If I look at you I want to be seeing sperm in your mouth.”

I stood up and positioned my caged cock close to Miranda. She took her time fitting the key into the small lock and turning it. The chastity device came loose and she removed it. My cock was fully erect before she'd moved her hand away. The feeling of my cock being exposed to the open air and not jammed into a confined piece of plastic and stainless steel was amazing. I knew that no matter what happened in the next few minutes. Whether I was able to cum on time, or if Bill was going to beat me and put my unused cock back in its prison. That it was only temporary. Miranda had made it clear that my cock's freedom was going to be the exception and not the rule.

But even a temporary freedom made me so happy. I could almost forget about what was in my mouth.

Almost.

Miranda ran her fingers behind my balls and gave them a light scratch. Nothing painful, just enough so that I could feel it. My cock bobbed up and down and I thought that I might explode just from that, but I somehow managed to control myself.

“Don't you think that you should get hard?” Miranda asked. “Bill will be out of the shower soon and you don't want to still be playing around trying to get that soft thing ready to shoot.”

Her words hurt. After all the things that she had put me through, she could still cause me so much pain with so little effort.

“I am hard, Mistress Miranda.” I said through a mouthful of cum and spit.

“Oh.” Miranda sounded disappointed. “Well get on your knees.”

I got on the floor.

“You're going to need some lube.” Miranda said. “Put out your hand and I'll give you some.”

I reached out my right hand.

“The other one.”

I'd been denied this long. I had a time limit. And I was going to have to try to jerk off with my off hand. My cock throbbed at Miranda's cruelty.

I gave her my other hand. She spit in it.

“That's all the lube you're going to get. It's the closest thing to a blow job you're ever going to get from me again.” she said. “Get started.”

I grabbed my shaft with my left hand and began to work it up and down. Miranda shifted positions so she was leaning back against the headboard, taking in the show I was giving her. Her hand found its way to her pussy. She began to lightly stroke herself as I tried to get off.

“Look at you. Kneeling there. Jerking off with the wrong hand. Another man's cum in your mouth. Your best friend's cum in your mouth. Tell me. When we first screwed. Back when I let that pitiful excuse for a penis touch me. Did you have a beer with Bill afterwards and brag about the hot piece of ass you had just nailed?”

Her words were painful to hear. But they still were getting me closer to cumming. I could feel a tear begin to form in the corner of my eye.

“Is the little baby going to cry?” Miranda said in a mocking tone. Her fingers moved faster. “I should be the one crying. Just look what I married. You're not a man. Not even a boy. I'd turn you into a woman, but that would be an insult to women. Five year old girls in princess dresses are more butch than you are.”

That was too much. I should get off my knees and spit Bill's spunk in her face. Get dressed. Get out of there. Figure out how to salvage what I could of my life after Miranda had gotten through with it. I wanted to do that. I really did. But I stayed there on my knees, jerking off to her getting off humiliating me.

The tears started to flow now.

“I like you like this. Doing all these things that any sane man would never do. It's what you really are. Weak.” Miranda said. “How much have I taken from you? Your money. Your house. Your job. Your dignity. What's left? What else can I take? Your cock is gone. You only have it on loan from my lover. Not that you'd ever get a woman to touch that little thing of yours. Jerking off with my spit is about as close as you're going to get to getting a blowjob from me.”

I was bawling. Everything she said was true. She had taken everything from me and she still wanted more. I wanted to turn my head away from her, but I was once more hypnotized by her eyes, her voice, and the fingers furiously working her vulva.

“I like it when you cry. Just between you and me, it gets me off seeing you break down like that. Men aren't supposed to do that. But we've already established that you aren't a man.”

I heard the shower turn off. The spit that was my lube was almost all rubbed away from my frantic masturbation. I needed to cum. For my sanity and my physical safety I needed to explode.

“Time's nearly up.” Miranda said. “But I haven't told you that you could cum yet. I don't know if I will. The thought of Bill coming in here and kicking you in the balls is so hot. And then having him lock your aching balls back up for a few more months. That just sends shivers through my whole body.”

She couldn't deny me. Not now. I had come so close that I couldn't turn back now. I should just have my orgasm and suffer whatever punishment that Miranda dreams up for me. I should allow myself that one little rebellion. I wanted to, but I found myself holding off. I knew that I wouldn't cum without her permission. Miranda had me too well trained.

“I tell you what.” Miranda said. “As soon as I cum, you can cum. As soon as you see my toes curl, feel free to shoot your load. And when you do I want you to swallow down that nice creamy load that Bill made for you. Maybe I can get you to associate drinking semen with getting your rocks off. Turn you into a real Pavlov's bitch.”

I heard the blow dryer turn on. Bill was nearly ready. I watched Miranda's fingers play with her pussy. I yearned to be between her legs right now, helping her get closer to the orgasm that would lead to mine. I could almost taste her sweet juices over the filth that was in my mouth. I wanted her to get off so badly, but was powerless to do anything about it. The only thing that I could do was cry harder. More pathetically. And hope that my tears turned her on enough to push her over the edge.

She began to moan louder. She was already in a hyper sensitive state after being plowed by Bill. She might be able to get there in the little time that I had left.

I watched her body as she got herself closer and closer to both our orgasms. I could hear the blow dryer turn off and Bill move around.

Then she began to cum. The first wave struck her hard. She raised her head in a silent scream and her toes curled just as I heard the bathroom door open. My hand was rubbing my cock hot and raw. Miranda's spit was gone. I made one final jerk and began to cum.

That's when Bill's foot came crashing into my balls. I was knocked on my back by the force of the attack to my testicles, but my cock continued to ejaculate. All over the leg and foot that had just turned a sublime moment of pleasure into one of the greatest moments of pain that I have ever experienced. I blacked out for a moment.

Somehow I remembered to swallow.

“WHAT THE FUCK!” Bill screamed.

My eyes were clenched shut at the stabbing pain shooting up from my crushed balls. I heard Bill curse me and call me foul terrible names, but I was too far gone to worry about it right then. I did hear Miranda laughing over it all.

My balls wanted to crawl up inside my body and hide, but months of pent up frustration had begun spurting out of them and there was no stopping the ejaculation. Each spasm brought a fresh wave of pain instead of the pleasure that I craved and needed. I thanked God when my cock stopped twitching and the pain began to become manageable.

I looked up and saw Miranda lightly brushing her fingers over her clit. Bill was furiously wiping my spilt cum off his leg with my shirt. I was still crying. I don't think that I had ever felt so low and defeated as I had at that moment. I had been abused in every way that I possibly could have been abused. Physically. Mentally. Emotionally. Sexually. All in the span of a few minutes. And I could tell by looking in Miranda's eyes that it wasn't over.

Bill tossed my cum covered shirt at my face. I didn't have the strength or willpower to even try to block it. The shirt landed on my face and I felt a momentary sense of relief. At least now Bill couldn't see me. See how low I'd fallen. It didn't make sense intellectually, but it felt reassuring anyway.

“I like it when you're mad.” Miranda purred from the bed. “Come over here.”

Bill ripped the shirt off of my head and glared at me one more time. He wasn't going to give me the peace of not seeing what was about to happen. Not after I'd so totally disgusted him. Not after I'd soiled myself on his leg like a dog. He reached down and pinched my nipple between the nails of his strong fingers. The pain shooting out of my chest distracted me slightly from the pain in my throbbing balls. I almost wished that he'd punch me. Or kick me. At least that would mean that I was a little closer to his level. Being punished like that made me feel even less of a man.

“I said 'come over here,' Bill.” Miranda said from the bed. She sounded like she was on the verge of getting angry with Bill. “Don't make me ask you again.”

Bill turned from me and walked over to where Miranda lay. We both knew who really was in charge and it wasn't either of us.

Miranda guided Bill's head between her thighs and wrapped her legs around his head. I could see the tension in her leg muscles as she squeezed him tight. I could hear him gasping for breath as he ate her out.

I got back on my knees and wiped my tears away with the back of my arm. Miranda looked down at me over the naked back of her suffocating lover. She smiled like she knew something I didn't. I tried to close my legs. I wanted to hide my little cock from her frank scrutiny. But my balls were too sensitive to take the pressure. I had to keep my legs apart leaving my wrecked cock and balls on display.

Bill must have enjoyed being treated rough to. I could see his cock begin to stir again even though he'd only gotten done fucking my wife a few minutes ago. I could see the backs of his ears turn red as Miranda continued to choke him.

“You don't get to breathe again until I've cum all over your face.” Miranda said. “You might be tempted to pass out, but I wouldn't if I were you. It won't stop me from getting what I want. Only when I'm done, I'll take Myron's tiny little cock cage and stuff you in it. Won't that be hilarious? A gallon of cock shoved into a quart container. When you woke up, you'd be a little cockless bitch. Maybe I'd give Myron your key. Just to see what would happen.”

I don't know if it was his tongue or her fantasy that finally got Miranda off. Whatever it was, she came hard and loudly on his face before loosening the death grip on his neck. She slid her legs down his sides as he lay there, his head resting on her belly, breathing in for all he was worth.

She pulled forward and felt between his legs. She smiled broadly when her hands reached his stiff penis. She moved her body down, forcing Bill to get up. She guided his cock into her again with him on top. She squealed when he entered her again.

He rode her to two more orgasms before finally shooting into her. He rolled off her and lay beside her. They stared at each other wordlessly for minutes before they leaned into a kiss. Not the deep passionate kiss of horny lovers; the kiss of two people in love.

And that hurt me more than anything else that had happened today.

After several seconds they broke the kiss. Miranda looked at me and patted her lap; calling me like a dog. I crawled to her, keeping my legs as far apart as they could be in order to preserve my busted balls. When I got to the bed Miranda gestured for me to stand and I obeyed.

“Did the big bad nasty man kick you?” Miranda said, addressing my balls. She hefted them between her dainty fingers. I winced in pain.

“Poor babies.” she said, rolling my balls in her fingers like a magician about to make a coin disappear.

The pain wasn't as intense as the kick, but each time she passed each testicle from one finger to the next I felt a fresh jolt of pain.

“Do you want me to make the pain go away, Myron?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress Miranda.” I said. “Please make it stop.”

“I'll do it on one condition.”

“Anything, Mistress Miranda.” I needed the pain to end.

She reached under the pillow with her other hand and pulled out her phone. She navigated through the screen with one hand while gently torturing my balls with the other. Finally she found what she was looking for. She handed me her phone and stylus.

“Don't bother reading it, just sign.” she said. “Then I'll make the pain go away.”

“What is it, Mistress Miranda?” I asked. This wouldn't be the first time that she had made me sign something without telling me what it was.

“The next step in our relationship. You're going to sign it.” There was no doubt in her voice.

I saw the line where my electronic signature was supposed to go, but the rest of what I was signing was off screen. She continued to fondle my balls. Fresh pain shot through me with each subtle movement of her fingers. Was this how it was going to be from now on? Was I going to feel pain instead of sexual pleasure? Would they eventually heal? Or would Miranda just have Bill kick them again? And again. And again.

I needed the pain to end. And I had learned the hard way that Miranda always got what she wanted. I signed. She had already taken everything else from me, what more could I be signing away? Besides, it's not like she didn't have power of attorney over me anyway.

“Good boy, Myron.” Miranda said as she examined my signature on her phone.

She removed her hand from my crotch and picked up my chastity belt. She pushed my balls up inside me with a wicked push of her thumb and forefinger. I winced in pain. She worked my cock between my legs and lined up my pee hole with the slit in the chastity belt. She applied a gentle pressure with one hand while the other positioned the rest of the chastity belt into place.

She fit the interlocking pieces together and ran the padlock through the narrow opening. I hated the sound of the small lock clicking shut. I always doubted if it would ever come off again.

“There now.” Miranda said. “Your little cock and balls aren't going to feel anything for a long, long while. Aren't you happy?”

Miranda flicked her finger onto the rigid steel encasing my suppressed penis. The sound of her hard painted nails bouncing off the cock cage seemed to echo through the room.

I was close to being physically sick after being kicked and almost coming and then having Miranda stuff me back into my feminizing chastity belt. I managed to keep from throwing up, but I could feel my cock painfully throbbing inside its steel prison.

She handed Bill back his keys. It could be weeks or months before I was released again. And even then there was no guarantee that I would be able to get off.

I was feeling overwhelmed. I had given Miranda so much power over me and still she wanted more. She could do almost anything she wanted to me and not a person we knew would raise a hand to stop her or help me. I just let my head fall as I went to my knees.

I was staring down at the floor when one of Miranda's bare feet intruded on my field of vision quickly followed by the other. They were so beautiful, pale and perfect, right in my face. I could almost see myself in the reflection of her red toenails; ten confused little mes looked back at me. I opened my mouth and let Miranda stick her toes into my eager mouth. I suckled on them like a babe on his mother's breast.

Miranda and I had the perfect marriage.


The Cuckold

Part Two: The Morning After


It was still dark out when the alarm went off. I never seemed to get enough sleep. I always felt like I was sleepwalking through my day. Dazed. Confused. Always grasping for the right word to say. Unable to make a decision. Pliable. Just the way Miranda liked me.

I'd lost the right to sleep in the master bedroom a long time ago. Miranda said that I was no longer the master of the house so it would just be silly and wrong for me to sleep in the bed with her. That was a privilege she only shared with her many lovers. Bill was the most frequent, but she had more. Many I didn't even know by name.

They all knew my name, though. Both my real name and the one that Miranda called me.

At first she had me sleep on the floor on an old dog bed that she got from someone in the office. It smelled like old wet dog and pee, but having to lay my face on it every night made me used to the stench. Every night, before bed, she would put a collar on me and attach a leash between it and the bedpost. I wasn't allowed to remove the collar until morning even if I had to use the bathroom and I wasn't allowed to speak like a person until she removed it. The collar was hung so low that I couldn't stand up while wearing it.

I'd wake up before dawn with an aching bladder and no idea how long it would take Miranda to wake up. I couldn't see the alarm clock from where I was leashed and I was completely naked, not even a watch. I found myself squeezing my legs together to give me a little more control, but it wasn't long before I was on all fours doing a doggy pee dance. That's how Miranda found me most mornings.

Then one day the inevitable happened and I had an accident. Miranda had made sure that I had an extra large coffee before going to bed and I ended up losing control long before dawn. I tried my hardest to hold my water as I knelt there at the foot of my wife's bed, but it just came flooding out of me. I tried to aim it at the bed so as to not make a mess on the hard wood floors, but my cock was pointed downwards by the feminizing chastity belt that I had to wear 24/7. The pee squirted out of me and down both legs. I managed to get some of it on my dog bed, but most of it ended up in a puddle on the floor.

Miranda was pissed at me when she found my mess that next morning. She pushed my face down into the cold puddle of my pee and left it there. I tried to apologize, but that was a mistake; she hadn't undone my collar and I had broken one of her rules on top of making a smelly mess. She left me there with my face in the cold pee until lunch time before she removed the collar and ordered me to clean things up.

After that, I found myself moved into a tiny room on the other side of the house. The previous owners had used it for their little girl. The room still had the bright pink Barbie wallpaper and stenciled unicorns along the windowsills from when she lived there. It was barely big enough to fit the ragged old twin mattress that I slept on after Miranda was kind enough to throw out the dog bed that I had peed all over, and the floral cardboard dresser that contained my few remaining clothes.

I rolled over and hit the alarm. There was no snooze option; I either woke up and did my chores before work or suffered the consequences. I turned on the lamp and shielded my eyes from the glare of the unshaded 100 watt bulb.

I got to my feet and made my way to the guest bathroom across the hall. I think that it actually had more floor space than my room. I sat on the toilet and peed. The chastity belt wouldn't let me pee standing up any more. Just another reminder of my position.

I sat there slowly coming to full consciousness and stared down at my flattened crotch and the pee that was falling out the hole in my stainless steel prison.

I stood up and flushed. I saw Miranda's lingerie from last night in the sink where I left it. She'd worn them for Bill, but they didn't stay on very long. I ran some water and rummaged around for the bottle of Woolite under the sink. Miranda made me hand wash all of her lingerie. Some weeks running my hands over her discarded underwear was as close to sex as I got.

I ran the black silk under the running water and tried to remove the stains. Stains she made getting wet at the thought of Bill fucking her. The thought made my cock strain against its metal restraint. I felt the familiar discomfort of restrained arousal, but the pain from Bill's kick to my balls. The one he made while I was just starting the first orgasm that I had had in months. The one that turned a moment of sublime pleasure for me into searing stabbing pain. That pain was gone.

I left the items to soak in the sink and stepped in the shower. I had a lot to do before Miranda woke up and I didn't have the luxury of dawdling over my chores.

The cold water hit my body like a slap in the face. It wasn't a substitute for sleep, but it did help get me motivated in the morning. I let the water slide down my smooth body. I'd had a waxing session the day before, so I was still hairless. Miranda insisted on me being waxed before one of her sessions with Bill. She liked me looking even more weak, pathetic, and juvenile in front of my former friend. Combined with my feminized crotch and the princess room that I was forced to sleep in, I felt more like a twelve year old girl than an adult man.

I quickly rinsed off and finished off cleaning Miranda's dirty lingerie. I left them hanging over the shower rod and went off to start my next task of the day – breakfast. Miranda's breakfast, to be specific. Usually she shared some of it with me, but that was up up to her. Some mornings I went hungry. Not often, but it happened.

I wasn't much of a cook when I first met Miranda. Back then I mostly ate out or had something easy and prepped what I could toss in the oven or microwave. Miranda insisted that I learn how to cook. She had very firm notions of what the submissive partner in a relationship should bring to the table. One of those was domestic service. I spent months learning how to cook, clean, and even sew to her satisfaction. It felt demeaning. I'd graduated from Harvard. Gone on to found my own small, but respected, company. Had my hand in city politics.

Soon I was on my hands and knees scrubbing floors, mincing around the kitchen juggling five things, and being little more than a maid in my own home. There was a part of me that yearned for that sort of treatment. To be kept under Miranda's thumb. It fueled my fantasies and pushed me to fall deeper and deeper under her spell.

After a few weeks of domestic service she introduced the nudity rule. I wasn't allowed to wear any clothing once I got home. She'd arrive at my place a couple hours after I got off work. She'd expect to find me naked performing some menial task. She'd walk through the door and look down on me and smile as she inspected my work. Mistakes meant humiliating punishments and she always found mistakes. I was bent over furniture and spanked or paddled. Sometimes I was put in the corner and left there for hours while Miranda sipped wine and unwound from her busy day.

I was still kept naked at home. The only exception was the chastity belt and it didn't do anything to preserve my modesty. Miranda liked to punctuate her orders with a slap on my bare backside or pinching my nipples as she put her face right up beside mine. If she was feeling especially cruel she'd rub her hand up and down the flatness of my crotch and call me her “good girl.”

Miranda liked a large breakfast and expected nothing but the best. It took me far longer to make her breakfast than it did for her to eat it. I started working on her souffle.

I thought back to last night and the scene with Bill. Should I even be calling it a scene any more? It was more of a lifestyle at this point. One that wasn't going away any time soon. Not if Miranda had anything to say about it.

What was that document she had me sign? That confused me the most. Since Miranda had taken over my life I'd never had to sign anything again. She was in charge of the company. She had all my money. She was the one with power of attorney over me. There shouldn't be any reason for me to have to sign anything ever again.

Maybe this was just another way to fuck with my head. A way to keep me off guard and guessing. But I doubted it. Miranda always knew what she was doing. Always had a plan and a goal. She'd said something about wanting to take more from me. I couldn't imagine what it could be. I had nothing except my life and she thoroughly controlled that.

These idle thoughts kept my mind busy while my body went through the motions of making her breakfast. A souffle, some eggs, bacon, and coffee. I had to settle for sipping some tap water; I wasn't allowed to eat until Miranda had given permission. And I was never allowed coffee. She said it wasn't good for me, but I think she just didn't want me to wake up all the way.

I left her breakfast warming in the oven and walked up to the master bedroom. Miranda's bedroom. Bill had left after last night; he rarely stayed over. She didn't like to share the king sized bed with any one. At least not to sleep with; she had no problem sharing it for sex.

I knocked lightly on the door.

“Come in, Myron.” Miranda said. She sounded sleepy.

I opened the door and saw her stretched out under the covers, half asleep.

“What time did I get to bed last night?” she asked.

“After one in the morning, Mistress Miranda.” I answered. I lowered my eyes to the floor.

“I must have passed out after Bill came in me. God, that man knows how to fuck.”

“Yes, Mistress Miranda.” I said. I wasn't sure if she wanted a reply, but I gave one anyway.

“He didn't use a condom the second time.” she said. “Just shot his huge thick load all up inside of me.”

I simply nodded. I couldn't bring myself to say anything.

“I've had all of his jizz in me for all these hours. His swimmers have had plenty of time to finish their little easter egg hunt, don't you think?”

“Yes.”

“Have you eaten yet?”

“No, Mistress Miranda.”

“Good boy.” she cooed at me. “Crawl under the covers; I've been keeping something warm for you. It's your favorite. I'm sure you'll love it.”

“Yes, Mistress Miranda.”

I got down on my hands and knees and crawled to the bed. She flipped open the comforter and patted the bed in the way you do when you want a dog to jump up on it. I got into the bed. Miranda draped the comforter back over me. It was dark and the air was hot and smelled of stale sex. She guided my face between her legs and pushed my mouth onto her pussy. She left her hands on my head and placed her legs over my shoulders.

I had to force myself to keep my mouth on her. Her pussy had seen almost constant action for hours last night between Bill fucking her and her masturbation between rounds. She'd been in a constant state of arousal or orgasm. Those fluids, and Bill's final load, had dried and turned crusty on her skin. She needed a shower, but she wanted my tongue first.

New arousal mixed with the dried up remnants of last night's fun. Like fresh lava flowing out over hardened magma. And the fresh flow of her juices carried more and more of Bill's semen with it.

“Don't feel bad about eating your treat.” she said to me from outside the fetid darkness that I was trapped in. “By now it's done its job. You don't have to worry that you're going to stop me getting pregnant by eating Bill's load.”

She ground her sex into my face some more, rubbing my nose into it both figuratively and literally. I hated the thought of her becoming pregnant with Bill's baby. It was so emasculating to realize that it was possible; I don't know how I would react if she in fact became pregnant. Miranda knew that I hated the idea and used it to torment me.

And through it all my cock was once again straining at its cage. It was a traitor to me. A Benedict Arnold who urged me to do the things that I hated for its pleasure. I was going to go through hell over the next several weeks. I'd been through another hell over the past year. All because I followed my cock.

I finally felt her muscles contract and pass through the first wave of orgasm. It wasn't because of my tongue work. I really hadn't done much licking. Miranda had managed to rub one off against my face, using me like a sex toy. She rode my face until she was done. My chin, lips, and nose were covered in her juices and Bill's diluted cum. The close hot air under the comforter smelt terrible and gave me a headache.

She pushed my head away and pulled her legs off me. I heard her get up and trudge to the master bath. I lay there under the covers while I heard the shower start. There was nothing forcing me to stay under there in the heat and the mixed scent of old and fresh sex. Was I punishing myself? Was I forcing myself to stay there as a penance for letting my life get this far off the rails? Or did I love it more than I wanted to admit?

I listened to the sound of Miranda's shower and wondered what my future would be.

I'd pulled myself out of my reverie before she finished her shower. I'd stripped the bed of the soiled linens and made the bed with fresh sheets. I'd do laundry tonight while Miranda was watching television. I went to her closet and laid out her ensemble for the day. It was another of my duties. The sort of thing that a man, a real man, would never do for his wife. I put out her suit, blouse, lingerie, and shoes. It had taken me a while to learn Miranda's tastes, but once I had I was tasked with being her fashion coordinator as well as her domestic servant and slave.

Miranda strode out of the bathroom nude. She didn't even bother covering herself with a towel. Modesty was wasted on the likes of me. I was kneeling waiting for her. She liked showing off her body to me. Displaying what was no longer mine. Teasing me with thoughts that I could never act on. Making my cock want to drill its way out of its steel prison.

“We have a very big weekend coming up, Myron.” she said, sliding the black bra down her arms. “When you get home tonight I want you to pack my suitcases. We'll be gone for a couple weeks. I'll need at least six changes of outfit and enough accessories to give me fun options each day.”

She nimbly reached around and hooked the bra before taking the time to adjust her pert breasts perfectly into the cups.

“Yes, Mistress Miranda.” I said. “How much should I pack for myself?”

“Nothing. The clothes on your back will be more than enough.”

Miranda pulled the pair of back lace panties up her smooth legs. As soon as he thin fabric covered her pussy I wanted to see it again. This was part of her game. This reverse striptease where I started with everything and slowly had it taken away from me piece by piece; item by item. It was a perfect metaphor for my life under Miranda. How she slowly took everything away from me. My money, my company, my cock.

And now she expected more. Some mysterious something that involved signatures and two week trips out of the city. Two week trips where my wardrobe didn't matter.

I watched as she pulled the sheer stockings up her luscious long legs. I'd just been between them, but found myself wanting to go back. To taste her fresh and clean and sweet. But she was too busy getting ready for work for that.

Piece by piece her body was covered. A blouse, a skirt, a jacket. Her flesh was being taken away from me with each passing second until she was transformed from my nude goddess to the high powered female executive who stood before me.

It made me more self conscious about my own nakedness. Without her clothes she was nude. I was naked. There was a difference. I don't know if I could verbalize it, but there was. One had power and dignity, the other did not.

“Let's get you dressed for work.” she said once she was finished.

“Yes, Mistress Miranda.”

This was another part of our morning ritual. I had to be supervised while getting dressed. I was required to pick out Miranda's outfit, but couldn't chose my own. Usually this was just a symbol of her authority over me, sometimes she had plans for me that required certain outfits. I never knew until she sprang those plans on me.

We made our way to my tiny room. I went in first and stood by the floral cardboard dresser and awaited her instructions.

“This is such a pretty room.” Miranda said when she stepped in the door. It was so small that she could barely get past the door with me inside. “The perfect room for a dickless wonder.”

“Yes, Mistress Miranda.”

“I don't have all day. What do you put on first?” Miranda asked. She sounded like she was talking to a toddler. Coaxing him into getting dressed for pre-school.

“My panties.” I answered.

“But you're a boy.” she said. “Boys don't where panties.”

“But I don't have a dick, Mistress. I have to wear panties.”

“Why?”

“So no one will mistake me for a real man.”

“But without a little boy hole in your undies, how will you use a urinal?”

“I can't use a urinal, Mistress Miranda. I have to sit to pee.”

“Like a girl?” she asked. She was loving this.

“Exactly like a girl, Mistress Miranda.” I answered. I could feel my heart rising in my chest.

“Then I guess it would be silly for you to wear boys undies. Go ahead , get your panties out. Let me see them before you put them on.”

This was a ritual for us. We went through this every morning. At least every morning that I had to go out of the house. The only times that I got dressed any more. Miranda didn't believe in feminizing me, but she liked emasculating me by taking away my male underwear. And she really liked to rub my nose in it to.

I opened the top drawer of my flimsy chest of drawers and pulled out a pair of my Thursday panties. I was only allowed to wear panties and they had to be day of the week ones. And they had to be the right day. I handed them to her to inspect.

She looked them over carefully.

“These are day of the week panties.” Miranda said, stating what she already knew.

“Yes.” I felt about two inches tall.

“Only little girls wear days of the week panties. Not big girls like me.”

“Yes, Mistress Miranda.” Even after all the times that we went through this, I still felt my cheeks flushing with embarrassment.

“And its very wrong to wear the wrong day's panties, isn't it?”

“Yes.” I said. Had I grabbed the wrong pair?

“And what day is this?” Miranda asked.

Had I gotten the day wrong? Was I that tired? Fuck!

“I … think it's Thursday, Mistress.”

“You 'think' it's Thursday?” Her tone was impossible to read. Was she toying with me or miffed that I'd gotten the day wrong. “If you put these panties on and its the wrong day, you're going to wear a butt plug all day long. Or you can ask me what day it is and I'll just make you wear one when you get home tonight. Which will it be, Myron?”

It had to be Thursday. Didn't it? I was convinced when I opened the drawer. Now I wasn't so certain. But the consequences if I was wrong were too much to consider. The butt plug was painfully uncomfortable after only a few minutes. Having it inside me all day as I went about my work would be a nightmare. But it was Thursday. I'd just put them on and not have to worry about wearing the plug at all. It was the best option.

I lowered the panties and started to put my leg into them. Miranda's face broke out into a huge grin. Like I'd really stepped in it this time. All of a sudden my certainty was gone. I couldn't handle wearing the plug all day. Wouldn't it just be better to ask and take the lesser punishment?

“Mistress Miranda, what day is it?”

“Thursday.”

I felt so stupid as I pulled my days of the week panties up my smooth legs. She'd tricked me so easily. She really was my superior and she kept finding more ways to drill that into my thick skull.

“Yellow panties. Very pretty. Just perfect for someone like you.” Miranda said. “I think your blue suit will go well with them. With your yellow shirt. Hurry up. Chop chop!”

I used to own a closet full of designer power suits that were tailored to my exact specifications. Now I owned three suits that Miranda had bought at the boys department of Sears.

My “dress shirts” were short sleeved, fit much too tightly, and were made of some itchy fabric that I thought they hadn't used in thirty years. The suit itself hung very tightly on me. The sleeves and the pant legs came up ridiculously far. I looked like a kid who'd had a growth spurt. Only his mom wasn't about to get him another suit. It was a pale powder blue that looked like something you'd see at a middle school prom.

There had been some modifications that Miranda had insisted on. All of the pockets were sewn shut or totally removed. Even my shirts. This meant that I couldn't carry a wallet. Not that I had anything worth carrying in it. She cancelled all of my credit and bank cards. My drivers license had been sent back to the state. Miranda didn't bother getting me a non-driver ID. I wasn't allowed to carry cash. Not the kind that folded, anyway. I wasn't even allowed to have a library card.

I pulled and pushed myself into the juvenile suit as Miranda looked on.

“I love you in this suit, Myron.” Miranda said. “You look so cute with all that exposed ankle and those visible panty lines. The girls at the office are going to just eat you up today.”

The girls at the office always ate me up. Then spit me back out.

Miranda gave me an appraising look. “No socks today, Myron. That outfit shows a lot of leg and I don't want you covering them up with some silly old socks. Just put on your red shoes and you'll be done.”

I sat down on the mattress on the floor and grabbed the red shoes. I used to have a rack full of designer wingtips, loafers, and other fine shoes. Even my running shoes cost more than every piece of clothing that I now owned put together. Now I had two pairs of shoes. Both cheap and embarrassing to wear. These were a pair of red keds with velcro instead of laces. They combined with the rest of my outfit to make me look like I was a developmentally disabled teenager.

“I'm just going to grab a few things.” Miranda said. “Have breakfast laid out by the time I get downstairs.”

I obeyed. I had no other option.

After a few minutes she came down and sat at the kitchen table. I filled her coffee cup and waited for my next order. My mind kept going back and forth between thoughts of the mystery trip and all that it entailed, and my own growing hunger. Miranda just went about eating and reading the morning paper on her tablet.

After a few minutes she snapped her fingers and pointed to her coffee cup. She was too engrossed in her reading to be bothered verbalizing her orders. I refilled her cup and tried to get a peek at what she was reading. It had been months since I had last read a newspaper or been able to keep up with what was going on in the world outside my little circle of work and home. I wasn't allowed to watch TV, listen to the radio, or be on a computer.

Miranda placed the plate with her half finished breakfast on the floor beside her. She snapped her fingers again and pointed at the plate. This was my signal to get down on my hands and knees and eat from her plate like a dog. I wasn't allowed to use utensils or even my hands. I just had to bury my face in her scraps and get as much in my mouth as I could. Breakfast for me was always her scraps. Some days I barely got to lick some bacon grease and cold egg yolk off of her plate before heading off to work. Today she had hardly eaten anything. I didn't know if that was a good sign or not. I wasn't too optimistic, but at least I would eat better than I had in weeks.

At least I hadn't been bad lately. When I was bad she didn't put her used plate down for me; when I was bad she brought out an old plastic dog bowl that had been used by the same dog who owned my old bed. It was pitted with his teeth marks and smelled of dog food and stale dog breath. Miranda never cleaned it or allowed me to clean it. Not really. She'd just dump her food into it and expect me to eat. It only got as clean as I was willing to lick. And the thought of licking the smelly dirty plastic made me sick.

I tried to be a good boy. Or girl. Whatever Miranda wanted me to be.

“Hurry up, Myron. You don't want to be late for work again. Ms. Bresnahan won't be happy if you're tardy.”

“May I please have my bus fare, Mistress Miranda?”

“But don't you have a BMW?” Miranda asked. “Why take a bus when you have a beautiful car like that?”

“I can't drive any more.” I sounded pathetic, even to me.

“And why is that?”

“You won't let me.”

“That's right. I had forbidden you to drive and took away your penis car. Nothing phallic for my little Myron; not even your own dick.”

“You could give me a ride.” I said. I tried not to sound like I was begging, but we both knew that I was. “We're going to the same office. I could just sit in the back and not say anything.”

“But people would see me with you, Myron. It's one thing in the office. Everyone there knows how slow you are. How sad and pathetic you are. They know that the only reason that I let you stay with me is because I feel so sorry for you. You're not exactly a fully functioning adult, now are you?

“But people on the street might get the idea that I was actually dating you. That our marriage was more than just me showing pity on a poor little loser like you. They might think that there's something wrong with me for wanting to be with something like you. And we can't have that. But I'm not cruel. I don't make you walk all those mile to work. I let you take the bus. Ask to ride in the car again and I won't even let you ride the bus.”

“Yes, Mistress Miranda. Thank you, Mistress Miranda. May I please have my bus fare?”

We went through this every morning now for the past week. After she took away my car and driving privileges she would give me rides into work. It was humiliating being in the passenger seat of my old car while my wife drove me around. Emasculating. When I complained she got me a bus pass and made me take the bus each day. Which resulted in me being late to work most days. It wasn't my fault. Miranda wouldn't let me leave to pick up the earlier bus that I needed in order to make it on time.

“You wouldn't have to ask me for bus fare if you were a responsible little boy. Now would you, Myron. I thought that you could handle some big boy responsibilities and gave you your very own bus pass. And what did you do with it?”

“I lost it, Mistress Miranda.”

“You lost it. It was the most important thing that you owned and you just lost it. It's because of that that I can't trust you with another one and you have to ask me for bus fare every morning. Stay where you are while I get my change purse.”

What she said was true. I had lost my bus pass last week. But that wasn't my fault either. Like I said earlier, I had no pockets in any of my clothes. I either had to carry it around in my hand or stuff it in my shoe. I must have put it down somewhere at work and forgotten to pick it up again. Miranda made me walk home from work that night. It took me an hour and a half. I begged her for another card, but she said I would only lose that one to; I'd just have to ask her for fare every morning.

Miranda came back to the table with her change purse. It looked antique. It was the sort of thing that a spinster aunt in an old movie would carry. I'd never seen her with it before I had to ask for bus fare. I suspect that she went out and bought it especially for this purpose. She opened the purse with an audible clink.

“Put out your hands, Myron.” she ordered and I complied.

She counted out the bus fare in nickles. She did it slowly. Like she was counting out coins for a slow child who hadn't quiet grasped the basics of addition yet.

I knelt there on the kitchen floor as she slowly counted the coins into my greasy hands. Hands that were greasy from wiping her leftovers off of my even greasier face. I was wearing a suit designed for a boy, shoes made for someone who couldn't tie laces, and a pair of day of the week panties. My face was still a mess from our early morning cunnilingus clean up session and I think that I had some of her and Bill's juices matted into parts of my hair. I was light years away from the life I knew before Miranda came into my life. I had been brought so low, but Miranda had plans to knock me even further down. My mind hated the way she treated me, but my cock loved it. I could feel it straining away at its restraints, like a racehorse trying to get out of its stable. Even caged and impotent, my cock was still powerful enough to overcome my mind. Or maybe my mind was just too weak.

I was given all nickles. Miranda would have given me pennies, but the bus driver wouldn't take them. When she was finished counting them out, I had a small pile of nickles in my hands. Too many to put in my shoe. I'd have to carry them in my cupped hands from here to the bus station. I couldn't even carry them all in one hand, there were too many. From now until I paid my bus fare I couldn't do much of anything with my hands for fear of losing one of my precious nickles and not being able to ride the bus to work. And it was another thing that made me stand out. Another way that Miranda could degrade me.

She gave me just enough to make it to work. I'd have to ask her for the fare back home tonight, before I left for the evening.

We walked out of the house together. She locked the front door and placed the key back in her purse. I didn't have a key. I'd bought this house and now I didn't even have a key for it. I was completely dependent upon Miranda to let me back in.

I watched Miranda stroll over to the sleek black luxury car that used to be mine. My eyes were drawn to the sway of her hips and the slight swing of her perfect ass as she walked away from me. Her body was amazing. I watched as she slid that shapely butt onto the fine leather upholstery. Her stockinged legs stretched out briefly before being pulled into the car. I caught a brief flash of bare thigh and a hint of her lace panties before she pulled her legs completely inside and closed the door.

She didn't wave to me as she drove off to the office.

It was so unfair. She got to drive to work in luxury, while I had to carry a pile of nickles in my hands to pay to ride on a crowded city bus that smelled of urine and last night's winos.

I made my way to the bus stop and waited with the others. I was always given a wide berth. I think that most of them saw me as a freak. I certainly felt like it. I didn't have a watch on me, but I was sure that I had missed the bus that would have gotten me to work on time. Ms. Bresnahan was going to kill me.

After several long minutes of getting odd looks from my fellow commuters the bus finally pulled up. I got to the end of the line and waited as the others piled on. The bus driver gave me a dirty look as I slowly fed nickles into the fare box. It seemed to take forever. By the time I was finished the entire bus was giving me the same dirty look. They all wanted to get going and the freak was slowing them down.

I started to make my way into the bus when a girl stepped in front of me. She looked like she might have been a high school freshman. Or maybe in middle school. She was dressed better than me. Hell, if you looked at both of us side by side you'd say that she was the more grown up of the two of us.

“I don't want you on my bus.” the young girl said.

“But I have to get to work.” I said.

I was actually scared of her. How pathetic was I? I used to broker deals with some of the toughest corporate sharks in this city and now I was being bullied by a girl barely out of training bras.

“I don't care.” she wasn't budging.

“But … but … please.” I begged her.

I didn't know what I would do if I wasn't allowed to take the bus. I hated being seen like this and there would be hundreds, if not thousands, of people who would see me walking to work. And I'd already be late even if I took the bus. Ms. Bresnahan would kill me if I came in two hours late.

“No.” was all she said.

The girl crossed her arms across her chest and stared me straight in the eye. I was too weak to match her gaze. I just looked down defeated and backed myself back to the door of the bus.

“Can I have my money back?” I asked the pissed off looking bus driver.

He didn't even bother speaking, he just pointed at the “no refunds” sign.

I staggered off the bus. I had no money to take another or call work even if I was lucky enough to find a pay phone between here and where I needed to be. I couldn't even go back home and call Miranda; the door was locked and I wasn't allowed to have a key.

I used to be so powerful, but I had just been bullied off of public transportation by a teenage girl. I felt so weak and emasculated as I watched the bus drive off.

I was crying by the time I started the long walk to work.


The Cuckold

Part Three: Spanked At The Office


The trip to work was miserable. I had to walk for miles in my too small suit getting stared at by hundreds if not thousands of people as they walked by me on their way to their own jobs. And they weren't that kind about it.

Some laughed. Others mocked. One man followed me for three blocks making kissy faces at me as I hung my head down low and tried to ignore him.

Why couldn't I have just stood up to that girl on the bus? She couldn't have been any older than 15, but she bossed me around like I was nothing. Powerful men used to fear me and now I was reduced to being kicked off of public transportation by a teen bully. I couldn't believe that I had sunk so low.

I had barely walked through the door at work when Ms. Bresnahan called me over to her desk.

“You're late again, Myron!” she said, sounding pissed. “You were supposed to be here hours ago. It's almost lunch time for God's sake.”

“I'm sorry, Ms. Bresnahan. I wasn't able to take the bus.”

“Didn't Ms. Kent give you money for the bus this morning?” she asked.

“Yes, Ms. Bresnahan.” I said, feeling like shit.

“What happened to it?” Ms. Bresnahan asked. “Did you spend it all on candy?”

“No. No. I put it in the fare box, but I couldn't take the bus. There was this mean girl who told me to get off and the bus driver wouldn't give me my fare back so I had to walk all the way here and I didn't have any money to call and tell anyone I was going to be late and I am so sorry, Ms. Bresnahan.”

The humiliating words came spilling out of me faster than I wanted them to. I knew that I sounded pathetic, but it didn't stop me from blubbering out the whole degrading story.

“Was she bigger than you, Myron?” Ms. Bresnahan asked.

“No.” I answered, staring at my feet unable to look her in the face.

“Was she even a grown up?” she asked. “Or just some mean big kid? A big bully?”

“I think she was in high school.” I said.

“Maybe we can get her to be your babysitter around this place. God knows you need someone to keep an eye on you and this little girl sounds like she's got you towing the line pretty nicely. Or I could go to Mr. Sterling again?” she asked. “Maybe he can pound some sense into you.”

“No. Please don't tell him. Please. I'll do anything.” I begged.

Mr. Sterling was Bill. The same Bill who used to be my best friend. The same Bill who fucked my wife last night and many nights before.

“Just get me a coffee and get to work.” Ms. Bresnahan ordered.

I scurried off to get her coffee.

Hiring Kaylee Bresnahan was one of my biggest mistakes. She was a high school drop out who wandered through a series of minimum wage jobs before applying for my company. She was uneducated. Uncouth. Had no office or administrative skills. And had a surly attitude.

But she was a knockout with a head of fiery red hair and a pair of huge tits. And she was able to hide her bad attitude back in the days when I was still in charge here. I may be a submissive, but when this hot young thing got down on her knees and unbuckled my pants, I hired her. I gave her the lowest position at my company. Some made up title that sounded better than “office girl,” but was pretty much just that. She'd screw up, and offer me sex to keep her job and even give her raises.

When Miranda took control of my company she found out about Kaylee and me. I think Kaylee might have told Miranda directly. Or maybe she just heard it through the office grapevine. Either way, Miranda made some changes.

Miranda had already taken over the best office in her assumption of power. Back then Bill worked for me. He was promoted to my old position and given my office. I was demoted to Kaylee's assistant. I had gone from founder and CEO of the company to the trampy office girl's assistant. Somewhere in all that Miranda introduced chastity to our relationship. Not that it was needed to keep Kaylee and me from fooling around; now that I was in no position to help her career, Kaylee treated me like dirt. When it became obvious that Miranda wanted me treated poorly, Kaylee treated me like shit. I ended up doing all of the work that she was supposed to do while she sat around on her ass and made my work life another layer of hell.

I brought my former underling her cup of coffee. She rarely ever drank it. She seemed to like the power of making me fetch her coffee. Once Miranda told her that I wasn't allowed to have any, fetching some for Kaylee became one of my daily chores. I'd carry the steaming hot coffee to Kaylee's desk. Smelling it. Wanting to drink it down. But not allowed to. Then I'd see it sit there on her desk, untouched, as I went about the menial tasks that the office girl assigned me.

I brought Kaylee her coffee and started tackling the huge stack of filing that had built up over the last few weeks. This was going to be a brain numbing experience.

When I was first demoted my former employees had found it strange that I had gone so far down in the company hierarchy. At first, some of them still came to me to get the go ahead on some important project or to get a signature. Miranda soon put a stop to that. She made it clear that I didn't have the authority to change the toilet paper in the bathrooms let alone make any important company decisions.

The other employees slowly began to see me as less than them. It was one thing to hear Miranda tell them that I was now on the bottom of the corporate totem pole, but it was another to have that fully sink in. People now went to her or Bill when they would have previously come to me, but they still thought of me first. After months and months of seeing me put through my paces by Miranda, Bill, and Kaylee that changed. They stopped calling me by my real name and called me Myron at work. Soon everyone else was as well. Maybe some of them found it easier to think of Myron as a new employee; someone separate and distinct from their old boss. Any image that they might have had of me as boss was slowly eroded away with every “Yes, Ms. Bresnahan.” Or every time I called my wife “Mistress Miranda.”

Yes, Miranda demanded that I call her that even at work. I remember the first time I used it in front of my co-workers. There was a series of awkward chuckles. Like they thought that maybe I was making a joke, but maybe not. Each time that I called her that, the chuckles became fewer and fewer until they were replaced with judgmental stares or sneers. When I absolutely had to speak to anyone at the office I found myself staring at my shoes. I couldn't look them in the eyes. Not while they so clearly held me in such contempt. The feeling that they were constantly wondering what kind of man throws his kingdom away to become a slave at his wife's feet.

“Mr. Sterling wants to see you in his office, Myron.” Joyce said.

I'd been trying to keep awake and stay focused on getting the files in order when my former secretary came up behind me and ordered me to my former office. I felt like a little boy being sent to the principal's office. Did Kaylee report me again? Or was this some extension of last night's punishment. I'd find out soon enough.

“Yes, Ms. Rogers.” I answered Joyce.

She escorted me to Bill's office. She acted like I couldn't be trusted to handle getting there on my own. Or maybe she thought that I'd finally snapped and would run away. I have to admit that the thought had crossed my mind. But my love of Miranda. My overwhelming obsession with the woman who humbled me. Kept me from trying to escape.

“Mr. Sterling, I have Myron here to see you.” Joyce said through the closed door, after knocking. Bill wouldn't have any trouble hearing her; the walls in this place were paper thin.

“Let him in.” Bill said. His tone was neutral. That didn't reassure me.

Joyce opened the door and gestured for me to go in. She gave me and my ridiculous outfit the sort of look that I'd become all too familiar with. She waited for me to get in front of Bill's desk before finally closing the door.

I wished, not for the first time, that I had been nicer to Joyce when she was under me.

I stood in front of the desk that used to be mine. It was a sturdy old desk that had belonged to my grandfather, not some minimalist Ikea piece of disposable crap. Normally there was a chair in front of it for visitors to be seated, but the chair was missing. So I stood there feeling dumb and awkward.

“You wanted to see me, Mr. Sterling.” I said. At least I didn't have to call him “master” at the office. Thank heaven for small favors.

Bill took a good long look at me in all my feeble glory. There was something predatory in the way his eyes went up and down my body. Like a shark debating about whether he should bother eating a minnow. I knew that it wasn't about sex. Neither one of us were like that. At least I didn't think so. For Bill it was power. And right now he had it and I didn't. Miranda might be both of our bosses, but she wasn't here right now and I was his to do with as he pleased.

“Kaylee tells me that you were late coming into work, Myron. She says that you're making a habit of it.”

I didn't know whether I should be relieved that this was work related and not tied into last night's threats of punishment. I didn't even know if it mattered anymore.

“I missed the early bus, Mr. Sterling.” I said. My eyes were pointed straight down. Of all the people who knew me in my old life, Bill was the hardest for me to deal with in my reduced states. It's hard to look your former best friend in the eye after you've seen him fuck your wife in front of you. Then made you take off his used condom with your mouth.

“And who's fault is that?” he asked.

This was a trap. We both knew why I was late for work. If I told him it was my fault, I'd be punished by him. But if I told him that Miranda kept me home too late. Which was the real reason. I'd be punished by both of them.

“Mine, sir.”

I was much more scared of Miranda than I was of him.

“I don't know what to do with you, Myron. You don't seem to respond to verbal warnings from your supervisor. Written warnings have also proven useless. Assuming that you can even read them. I really have no recourse but to use extreme disciplinary methods to correct your behavior.”

He gave me a moment to let that sink in. It seemed like we were entering new territory for both of us. So far my punishments at work had been tasks even more humiliating than the menial work I was expected to do each day and a barrage of verbal humiliation. “Extreme disciplinary methods” sounded ominous and new.

“Just wait there.” Bill said. “I'll deal with you in a minute.”

Bill returned to typing away at his computer. I couldn't see what he was working on or even if he was working. For all I knew he could be surfing the net for porn or messaging Miranda about what he was going to do to me. Whatever he was doing kept him occupied for several minutes while I just stood there staring at my keds and fidgeting.

He finally got off the computer. He took a minute to go through some papers then opened a drawer in my grandfather's desk. I expected him to pull out a file or some other piece of office paraphernalia. What he brought out was a paddle. Some sort of a sport paddle, but I wasn't sure which sport. It was big enough to be a tennis racket, but it was more solid with a series of small holes to counter wind resistance.

My eyes were locked on the fiberglass paddle. I tried not to imagine what he planned to use it for. He left it on the desk in front of me and stood up. He walked towards me. For a second I expected him to throw me down and beat me, but he walked past me to the door and exited closing the door behind him.

I was left alone with what I presumed was the instrument of my coming punishment.

He left me there for half an hour. Half an hour spent panicking over what was to come. Imagining all of the humiliating ways that he could use the hard panel to hurt and degrade me. After ten minutes I first felt the need to pee. I wondered if it would be ok to go to the men's room while Bill was gone. He had to understand that I needed to go.

Then I looked at the paddle laying there on the wooden desk and thought that it might be better to wait.

After another ten minutes I was really feeling the need to go. I decided to risk it. I had no way of knowing when Bill would be back and my bladder was feeling like it was about to explode. I opened the door and saw Joyce sitting at her desk outside Bill's office. She shot me a look that told me exactly how little she thought of me.

“Mr. Sterling told you to wait for him, Myron.” Joyce said.

“I know, but I gotta ...” I started to say.

“You 'gotta' turn around and march your little fanny back in front of Mr. Sterling's desk.” my former secretary ordered. “Do I make myself clear, Myron?”

“Yes, Ms. Rogers.” I said feeling more like a kid in elementary school than a grown man.

“Then shut the door and march!”

I almost slammed the door shut in my haste to get away from Joyce. I walked back to my former desk and tried not to think about wetting my pants at the office. I don't know why I cared. No one here had even a shred of respect left for me. Not after months of seeing me jump through hoops for Miranda and Bill.

I closed my legs together and shifted my weight from one foot to the other, praying that Bill would get back soon. I'd tell him that I needed to use the bathroom. After I got back he would do whatever he was going to do to me.

My eyes went back to the paddle. It had the name of a well known sporting goods company on it. It was designed to be used for sport, not for punishing the backsides of cuckold husbands. Not that that would stop Bill.

I closed my eyes and imagined that it was Miranda who was going to administer my punishment. My penis reacted in its confinement, vainly trying to get hard in too small a space. Even thinking about that woman made my cock twitch.

I'd much rather be punished by Miranda than Bill or anyone else. Being punished by Miranda was something special. An expression of her love for me. Who else was going to correct me when I was wrong? OK, Bill for starters. But it wasn't the same as when Miranda did it. And it wasn't because he was a man. Or that he hit harder. Although both those thoughts had crossed my mind.

When Miranda punished me it was an expression of her love for me. And she did love me. I honestly believed that. She had taken everything from me and I was still in her life. If she just married me for my money or possessions I'd have been kicked to the curb as soon as I'd signed everything over to her. The fact that she put me through all of the humiliating things that she did was a sign of her love. It may have looked like hate to someone looking at our relationship from the outside, but it was love.

My bladder continued to strain. I rocked back and forth where I stood, hoping to keep it all in. Another ten minutes crept by. If I didn't have the clock on the wall I'd have sworn it was closer to an hour.

Then I heard the door open and I felt relief. I'd be able to pee. Then I'd get this punishment over with. It would hurt, but it would pass. I turned towards the opening door.

“Mr. Sterling may I please go to the ...”

It wasn't Bill. It was Kaylee.

“Mr. Sterling got called into Ms. Kent's office.” Kaylee said. Ms. Kent was Miranda. She didn't take my name. “I was told that it was for a conference, but I'm pretty sure she's fucking him. I'm going to be administering your punishment.”

“Ms. Bresnahan, I need to go to the bathroom real bad.” I pleaded.

“Like I'm going to fall for that.” she said. “Now drop the pants.”

“I'm not trying to trick you, I really need to go to the bathroom.”

“Awww does Myron need to go tinkles in the potty?”

“I need to go to the bathroom.” I said. “It'll only take a couple minutes. Then you can punish me all you'd like.”

“Say it like I did or there's no chance I'm saying yes.” Kaylee smirked at me. “So what do you need to do?”

“Go tinkles in the potty.” I said, my voice low. The part of me that fed on submission was going crazy. My trapped dick felt like it was going to explode. So did my bladder.

“No.”

“But, Ms. Bresnahan if I don't … tinkle soon.”

“You'll hold it like a big boy until I'm done with you. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, ma'am.”

Kaylee smiled at my surrender and walked around to Bill's desk. She picked up the paddle and gave her hand a couple experimental whacks. She used the paddle to gesture for me to drop my pants. I undid them, but they were so tight that I almost had to unroll them off of me.

“Leave them on.” Kaylee said when I'd gotten them down to the floor. “Nice panties. I had a pair just like them when I was seven. They look so pretty. But I think they'd look prettier down there with your pants.”

I lowered the panties down to my ankles and stood there waiting for her next command. I thought back to the times we spent in this office before I met Miranda. The things we did.

Kaylee let out a laugh when she saw my chastity belt. “What the fuck is that?” she asked.

“It's a chastity belt.” I said. I didn't want to elaborate any more than I had to.

She spent several seconds examining the workings of the device. The way it denied me access to the part of me that defined me as a man. The way it prevented me from ever getting hard. Ever getting off. She ran a finger up and down the front of the trap then flicked her talon like nail against the stainless steel.

“Ms. Kent put you in this?”

I just nodded my head slightly.

“And she has the only key?”

“No.” I said. I needed to keep my answers short. I prayed that she wouldn't ask the obvious followup.

“Who does?”

“bill.” I said in a voice so low even I had trouble hearing it.

“Louder.”

“Bill.” My voice was almost normal volume that time.

“Bill, what?”

“Bill has the key to my chastity belt.” I admitted. I could feel the flames burning the sides of my face, wished the ground would swallow me up, and all of the other cliches that you feel at a time like this.

“Does he fuck you?” Kaylee asked. “Is that what you have to do to get that tootsie roll between your legs out of its cage?”

“No.”

“So he only fucks your wife.”

“Yes.” I said and immediately regretted it. I hadn't meant to confirm the office gossip.

“I thought so. I've been on the receiving end of that little string bean and I know that I'd need a real dick if I were married to you. Speaking of me being on the receiving end, why don't you bend over the desk and take your turn.”

I leaned forward and placed my hands on the desk for support. Kaylee pushed my face down onto the hard wood then stepped back and kicked my legs as far apart as my lowered pants would let me. The position added pressure to my already straining bladder. I needed this to be over quickly or I was going to piss on the floor.

“Well, well, well. Look at Mr. Harvard now. Spreading his legs like a two dollar whore.”

The first hit came without any warning and caught me completely by surprise. I didn't even hear it whiz through the air. A lightning bolt of pain arced from my ass to my brain. Kaylee didn't look that strong, but she managed to put a lot of force behind that first spank. Unlike Miranda's punishments, this had nothing to do with love.

“Remember when you used to make me bend over this very same desk? Remember me spreading my legs for you? Doing whatever it took to keep you happy. Whatever it took to get you off.”

The next spank came down harder, on the other side of my ass. The force of it pushed me forward a couple inches and I let out a yelp of pain just loud enough that Joyce might have heard it from the other side of the door.

“Now it's your turn to make me happy. And you know what will really make me happy? Do you?”

The third blow covered my entire ass and pushed my face into the desk. I felt myself let go a few drops of pee before I was able to clamp down and keep it from gushing out. The small squirt of pee was stopped by the steel prison covering my cock. What would have normally been shot away from my body ended up dribbling down my leg.

“That makes me happy.”

She walked around to the other side of the desk and sat down in Bill's chair. Our rolls were clearly defined. She was the stern boss and I was the wayward employee. I served at her leisure. I looked up from the desk to see her smiling down at me.

“Do you hear that?” she asked. She cocked her head to the side like she was just barely catching some distant sound. “It sounds like Bill fucking your wife. I wonder if she spread herself out for him like you are now. Or maybe she's got her legs wrapped around him while he bangs her against the wall. What do you think?”

“I don't know.” I answered. “Please let me go to the bathroom. I gotta go. Bad.”

“I've got seven more spanks to deliver and you're not leaving this office until I'm finished. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Ms. Bresnahan.” I said. The longer I stood there the more I felt my bladder starting to burst.

“Kiss it.” Kaylee ordered and pushed the paddle under my face.

I was so desperate for this to be over that I'd do just about anything. I placed my lips on the paddle that had just tanned my ass and gave it a reverential kiss.

“Did you learn how to do that at Harvard?”

Kaylee stood up and took some practice swings with the paddle. She slowly walked out of sight behind me. I tried my best to brace myself for the next blow, but it was impossible to predict when the it would land.

The fourth hit had me in tears.

I howled in pain at the fifth. There was no chance that Joyce didn't hear that. The entire office must have heard me.

I dribbled more pee with the sixth spank. It followed the earlier pee down my leg and into the rumpled pile of my pants and panties.

She got a running start for the seventh strike. She didn't have that much space. Maybe seven or eight feet. But she managed to knock me off my feet and push me up against the desk. That's when the battle with my bladder ended and I started peeing. I tried to hold it back, but it was too late. The dam had burst and there was no stopping it now.

The only thing that I was able to do was pull myself away from the desk. The pee was flowing, but thanks to my chastity it was flowing straight down my leg and into my pants. I doubted if the cheap fabric of my pants and underwear would do much to contain the puddle forming on the linoleum floor, but they would all be easier to clean than an antique desk.

My head was all over the place. So many thoughts and feelings were running through it at the same time. There was the sense of relief as my bladder emptied. Embarrassment at pissing myself while being spanked. I felt like a toddler who had an accident. Fear at the thought of what Bill would do when he found out that I'd peed on his floor.

The eighth blow struck while I was still peeing. It came in hard and fast and made me scream like a little girl. Any shred of dignity that I had in this office was now completely gone. I forced myself to stand still and take the shot which just added to my misery. But it would have been worse if I'd gotten pee on the desk.

I barely noticed the final two blows when they landed. My ass was on fire and the final spanks were just adding gasoline to a bonfire. It made it worse, but it was already going strong. My tears were flowing so hard that I could barely see.

Kaylee came up behind me and pulled me upright. I was taller than she was, but I felt tiny standing there in front of her with my pants down, my ass red from her paddle, my cock locked in chastity, standing in a puddle of my own piss, bawling like a baby.

She reached out and took my hand. At first I thought she was trying to be reassuring, but that thought was quickly shoot down. Instead of patting my hand, or holding it, Kaylee pried my thumb away from the other fingers. Then she lifted my hand until it was level with my face and pushed my thumb into my mouth. She was making me suck my thumb! The sad thing was, I actually found it comforting.

She then marched me away from the desk. My sodden pants and underwear constricted my stride, making me feel like I was about to trip over them at any second. I could feel my urine squish inside my shoe as I walked.

I was led to an empty corner of the office and marched into it until my nose pressed into the wall. The balled fist of the hand whose thumb I was sucking barely fit between my chin and the wall. I felt Kaylee place her hand on my naked burning ass. She patted it condescendingly and walked away.

I heard her take a seat behind Bill's desk and shuffle things around. It sounded like she was looking though his drawers, but I couldn't be certain. The next thing I knew I heard her voice talking into the phone.

“Hello, maintenance?” Kaylee said. “This is Kaylee in Mr. Sterling's office. We've had an accident here. Could you send someone up with a mop? … Thanks.”

I stood there in stunned silence counting down the moments until a janitor walked in and saw me in this ridiculous position. I kept telling myself that it had to end some time. But there was a part of me that was convinced that this moment would never end.

“I'm going to miss you, Myron.” Kaylee said. “The office isn't going to be the same without you.”

What did she mean by that? I started to take my thumb out of my mouth, but Kaylee must have seen my head pull away from the wall. I felt a sharp slap on my abused ass as Kaylee hit me hard with the paddle.

“Nose in the corner! Keep sucking that thumb!”

That's the exact moment when I heard the door swing open and the janitor walk in.

“I … you needed … there was an accident?” the janitor said.

“Yes.” Kaylee said. “Myron peed on the floor while I was disciplining him. Could you mop it up please?”

“Whatever.”

I stood there dying of shame as the janitor cleaned up my mess. I wanted to aske Kaylee what she meant about me not being in the office any more. Did she know something about what I signed? Did she know what was going to happen to me? I felt myself falling even more and more into Miranda's grasp. Like that was possible.

I must have left a trail of pee when Kaylee marched me into this corner because I soon felt the mop hitting the back of my feet.

“His pants must be soaked.” Kaylee said. “Do you have a trash bag we can dump them in?”

I heard a grunt of disgust and the rustle of an unwrapped trash bag.

“Thank you.” Kaylee said. “Myron, I'm going to give you permission to take your thumb out of your mouth and your nose out of the corner long enough for you to take off your pants, panties, and shoes. I don't think you got any pee on your shirt, but double check and tell me if it's dry. Put your wet clothes in the trash bag that the nice man gave us.”

I did as she said. She was right, the shirt was dry. It was too short and too tight to go down that far. It meant that my blazing ass was on full display, but at least my shirt wasn't soaked to. I turned around and put the soaked clothes and shoes into the offered bag. I didn't look up to see the look of contempt that I knew was on the janitor's face. Today was going bad enough without me having to deal with that added indignity.

“Back in the corner, thumb in your mouth.”

I did as she ordered.

“Thanks.” Kaylee said to the janitor. Her tone was kind. Almost friendly. “He can be such a mess sometimes. You can just toss the bag out. He won't be needing clothes after today.”

I heard the mop being wheeled out. The door closed. But I didn't hear Kaylee walking back to take her borrowed seat behind Bill's desk. I stopped breathing and focused on the sounds in the room. The whir of the mechanical clock on the wall. The faint hum of some piece of electrical equipment. But I couldn't hear Kaylee in the room. Had she left with the janitor? Was I free to move about? Or was Kaylee standing there silently waiting for me to disobey her? Waiting with the paddle ready to rip me a new one. I listened, but still couldn't hear any clue as to what was going on.

So I stayed put. Nose to the wall; thumb in my mouth. Half my clothes had just been carted off to be thrown away. I was naked from the waist down in public. I had no idea what Bill would do when he came back and found me like this.

And what did Kaylee mean that I won't be needing clothes?

I stood there and pondered this new clue. After several minutes I was still no closer to an answer and still hadn't heard Kaylee make so much as a peep. She probably wasn't there. I could turn around and at least have the freedom of the office until Bill came back and killed me for peeing on his floor and being bottomless in his office.

But I stayed where I was and closed my eyes.

My ass was beginning to come alive with pain. It felt like someone had poured honey on my butt and dropped it into an anthill. I wanted to rub it, but I knew that would only make it worse. Especially if Kaylee really was standing there waiting to paddle me if I moved.

I don't know how long I waited. Standing there trying not to rub my blistered ass. Trying to figure out what I'd gotten myself into with Miranda's latest plan. The hand not in my mouth found its way to my crotch and cupped my trapped member. I could feel the heat radiating through the metal. Intellectually, I knew that the lump of stainless steel in my hands was covering a part of me. A very important part. But the whole thing, steel prison and what it held, just felt alien and out of place.

Then I heard the door open.

“Well, well, well.” I heard Miranda's voice say. “What have we here?”


The Cuckold

Part Four: Pegged At The Office


I let my hand drop away from my trapped cock, but otherwise stood stock still. I could only imagine what Miranda was seeing right now. Her husband standing in the corner of her lover's office, naked, sucking his thumb like a toddler, with his beet red ass pointed straight at the door she had just opened.

I heard the sound of feminine laughter, but it wasn't Miranda's laugh. I couldn't tell for sure, but it sounded like my former secretary, Joyce, was enjoying my current predicament. How many other people were standing there gawking at the spectacle that I had become? Were they lining up to see the freak show that used to be their former boss?

I felt another wave of emotion begin to swell up within my chest. I wanted to cry or scream. Anything to deal with the pressure that was building up inside me. Since I met Miranda my life had become a series of demotions and degradations that I had either loved or endured for my love of the woman who now controlled my life.

But the past 24 hours had been more intense than anything I had ever experienced in my life. Being kicked in the balls as I just started to cum. Being bullied on a public bus. Being spanked by my former sex toy while bent over my old desk. Pissing myself when things got out of control.

And all the signs pointed to things just getting worse.

I heard the familiar clicking of high heels on linoleum, but I didn't hear the door close. If I strained my ears over the sound of the clicking heels I could just make out the white noise of the office in the background. Whatever was about to happen next was going to be visible to everyone who wanted to watch.

I only heard one pair of heels. It could have been any number of women in the office. Kaylee, Joyce, half a dozen different secretaries, three different executives. But I knew it was Miranda without having to look. I knew her walk anywhere and could recognize the pattern of clicks in her commanding walk anywhere. It was the walk of a conqueror about to examine her captive; a lioness toying with a mouse.

Miranda walked right up behind me and pressed herself close to my naked body. I could feel the warmth of her clothed body on my naked skin. I could smell her perfume and the faint scent of her warmth.

I could tell she was angry. How could she be anything but angry with me? I wanted to take my thumb out of my mouth and explain everything to her. Tell her that it hadn't been my fault, that I wasn't to blame for all the things that had happened. But Kaylee had ordered me to keep my thumb in my mouth and I had to keep it there until someone countermanded that order.

I used to give orders, not take them. But here I was cringing in a corner unable to take my thumb out of my mouth because the office girl told me I had to. A woman who dropped out of high school and used her body to make it in the business world, a woman at the very bottom of the corporate totem pole, a woman who I had used and discarded like Kleenex, was now my superior.

“It seems that you've gotten yourself into quiet a predicament, Myron.” Miranda said. “Leave the thumb where it is for now. It suits you.”

Miranda rested the palm of her left hand on the wall beside my head and forcefully placed her right on my still stinging right butt cheek. I jumped slightly and let out a small yelp through the thumb in my mouth as a fresh wave of pain and humiliation washed over me. I felt trapped and scared as I stood there. Literally backed into a corner.

“Kaylee tells me that you've been naughty.” Miranda said into my ear.

Her voice was laced with anger and disappointment. She sounded like an exasperated mother who'd just been called to her kid's preschool because her son had been caught touching himself in class. I knew that I wasn't to blame, but I also knew that I had let Miranda down and I felt terrible.

“She tells me that you were hours late today and when she asked you about it you said some middle school bully stole your bus fare.” Miranda went on. “Then, when she was giving you the spanking you deserved, you peed all over the floor. Do you have any idea how embarrassing this is for me? Do you know just how bad you make me look every time you pull something like this? When I came to this company it was obvious that you shouldn't be in charge. It was just too much for you to handle. So I gave you a job that I thought you could. I created a job so simple that even you should have been able to do it; I made you the assistant for the office tramp. I thought you were a big enough boy to handle that, but it looks like I was wrong.”

Tears were rolling down my face by the time she finished her tirade. I was silently bawling into the corner of Bill's office as I wedged my thumb as far into my mouth as it would go. It actually calmed me down. Not much, but enough to keep from collapsing on the floor in a sobbing heap. What had started as a humiliating punishment from Kaylee had now become my only source of solace as my wife dissected my inadequacies for the entire office to hear.

Even if I wanted to collapse I don't think I could. I don't think that Miranda would let me. Her body was so close to mine. Her hand on my punished backside and the one on the wall limited my movement, hemmed me in, kept me as trapped as the useless piece of flesh between my legs was trapped; wedged behind a feminizing strap of stainless steel. I actually envied my chastised penis at that moment. As useless as it was it couldn't feel anything and I longed not to feel so much. If I had anything left to give I would have traded it to be as numb as my belted dick.

She stood there silently letting her words sink into my fevered brain. I still wanted to speak, try to explain how it had really been, try to make her understand, and earn her forgiveness. I knew that I shouldn't disobey, I knew that I was risking even more punishment, but the feelings too intense to keep inside any longer; if I didn't say anything I just knew that I would explode.

I yanked the thumb out of my mouth. I was pressed in too close to the wall to lower it away from my face so I had to leave it pressed against my cheek. I could feel my hot saliva running down my burning cheek. I imagined that it was Miranda's spit. Somehow thinking that my wife had spit in my face made me feel better about what I was about to do and say.

“Ms Bresnahan got it wrong. The bully girl didn't take my bus fare, she just kicked me off the bus after I'd already put the money in the box. I asked the driver for it back, but he wouldn't let me have it. And I couldn't go home cause I don't have a key. And I don't have a phone or any money to make a call. And I asked someone to use their's, but they laughed at me and called me names. Not that I'm saying that she shouldn't have punished me. She's my boss and I was late and Mr. Sterling told her she should. I didn't mean to make a mess. Honest. Bill … Mr. Sterling left me in here so long I really needed to go to the bathroom. But when I tried to leave, Ms. Rogers told me that I had to wait and she wouldn't give me a chance to explain. Then I told Ms. Bresnahan, but she thought I was faking, but I wasn't. I really needed to pee. And I held it in, but she hit me so hard that I couldn't control myself any longer and it all came out all over the floor and my pants.”
The words were flowing out of my mouth so fast and my voice was so strained from emotion that I didn't know if Miranda understood a word that I said as it all came tumbling out. After awhile the words just became pathetic guttural mewling. Then the mewling became tears as I put my head against the wall and cried some more. I was standing in the corner being punished like a small child and now I was acting like one.

I strained to hear anything as I tried to bring my sobbing under control. I knew that Bill's office door was still open, but I couldn't hear the steady hum of the daily office work flow as people went about their business. I could only imagine them looking in at me, their former boss, having a meltdown in the corner while his wife, the real boss, put him in his place. These people used to respect and fear me; now they saw me with disgust or, if I was lucky, pity.

Miranda didn't move or say anything. I expected her to start punishing me as soon as I took my thumb out of my mouth, but her hands never moved from their positions; her mouth didn't open to order me to shut up or put the thumb back in my mouth. This silence made me more nervous than swift action on Miranda's part. I'd been her husband and slave long enough to be able to predict how she was going to react to my flaws. My insubordination. I knew that I'd earned a hefty punishment and now I was left waiting for the hammer to fall.

I managed to get the thumb back in my mouth. It wasn't much, but it gave me enough comfort to take some of the edge off my growing nervousness.

“It's not your fault.” Miranda finally said.

I couldn't believe what I had just heard. Did she actually believe me? Was she actually going to let me off the hook? I tried to keep from getting too excited about her words; it wouldn't be the first time that Miranda had raised my hopes only to cruelly dash them.

She removed her hand from my ass. There was a thin sheen of sweat from the warmth of her hand and the painful heat of Kaylee's spanking. The part that Miranda had touched felt suddenly cold as the air conditioned air made contact with it.

It felt like Miranda was some sort of magical ice woman who'd left her mark on me with her frigid touch. And that may have made sense if she wasn't so warm. But my mind was overloaded and confused.

Miranda took her other hand off the wall and stepped away from me. I could hear the clicks of her stiletto heels on the cold tile floor. It was the only sound I could hear. Whatever was going on in the work area outside this office was being done in complete silence.

She took her warmth with her. I'd thought of her as some sort of ice princess seconds ago, but now thought of her as my sun. The source of all heat and light in my world. I stood there shivering in the corner waiting to find out what Miranda had in store for me.

“Do you have it, Joyce?” Miranda said.

“Right here, Ms. Kent.” I heard Joyce reply.

There was no sound of Joyce moving to the door or away from it. She'd been there the whole time watching her former boss be humbled by the new boss. His wife. The woman he brought into the company. How many other people were just standing there watching me? How many of them had their phones out and were taking pictures or videos of my blazing red ass?

I tried not to think about them. It was humiliating to be seen like this, but my top concern had to be Miranda. She was my Mistress. She owned and controlled me. I'd leave all of the other people behind when I went home for the night; Miranda would be there when I got home.

I heard Miranda's heel clicks returning to where I cowered in the corner. I had no idea what Joyce had given her, but I doubted that it was anything good for me. I imagined Miranda coming up behind me with some large and horrible paddle or metal tipped whip. Despite her words I just knew that she was going to beat my already abused ass raw and bloody for not obeying her and Kaylee.

But she moved in closer than I thought she would if she was going to hit me. Not as close as she had been when she had me backed into the corner, but too close to get a good angle to hit me. I felt her warmth again, but not as intensely as before. It was like my sun had come out from behind a cloud, but not all the way. I was thankful for what warmth I could get.

Miranda surprised me when she put her hand on my ass. The first thing that I felt was the cold and my mind went back to the fantasy of her being my ice princess. Then I felt a slickness and realized that she was rubbing something cold and wet into blistered backside. The lotion soothed the pain and the tenderness of her fingers made me forget my fear. I had been through Hell, but it was worth it for this brief but loving contact from my wife and owner.

“There, there. Mommy will make if all better.” Miranda cooed as she liberally applied the soothing lotion to my ass. “Mommy was very wrong to think that hims was a big boy. That hims was able to handle all of those big boy responsibilities. That hims could have a big boy job helping the nice lady do her work or take the bus to work and not get lost or picked on. Mommy was so very very wrong.”

My ass may have been cooling at the gentle application of the lotion, but my face was starting to burn in shame at the way Miranda was talking to me. Demeaning me in front of an audience that I couldn't even see. She'd never referred to herself as “Mommy” before. Was this a part of her plan? Something to do with that mysterious document she had me sign, but not read?

“Tell Mommy that you aren't a big boy.” Miranda said.

“I'm not a big boy, Mistress Miranda.” I replied, after taking my thumb out of my mouth.

“Say it again, but this time call me Mommy.”

“I'm not a big boy, … Mommy.”

I couldn't believe that after all these months of degradation upon degradation that Miranda could still heap even more humiliation upon me. I could feel my face burn even hotter. I was a grown man. I was her husband. I was the man who started this company. And here I stood being talked to like a toddler after receiving a humiliating spanking. I'd even pissed myself like a child. For the first time since Kaylee ordered me into the corner I was glad that I couldn't see the rest of the room. I didn't want to see the faces of my former employees after they saw me like this. I put my thumb back in my mouth.

“Good boy.” Miranda murmured as she continued to rub lotion onto my sore ass. Her maternal treatment of me combined with the soothing lotion started to make me feel better. I knew that Miranda loved me. She may have a strange way of expressing it, but she does love me.

“Kaylee told me that she spilled the beans.” Miranda said. “Told you that this was going to be your last day at the office. I'm going to have to punish her for spoiling my surprise.”

Kaylee was telling the truth! I was still holding out hope that she had been lying to me, teasing me, but that wasn't the case. Whatever my future was, it wasn't as even the smallest part of the company I created. I tried to focus on Miranda's soothing fingers working their way over my ass, but my thoughts were scattered and focused on Miranda's mysterious plan for me.

“Kaylee, come in here.” I heard Miranda order.

I heard the click of high heels as Kaylee followed my wife's instructions. The clicks stopped just short of where I stood.

“Yes, Ms. Kent?” Kaylee asked. She sounded as sweet and demure as she used to speak to me back when I was the boss and getting on my good side kept her employed.

“I told you that I didn't want Myron to know about my little surprise.” Miranda said.

“Yes, Ms. Kent.”

“But you told him part of it, didn't you?”

“Yes, Ms. Kent.” Kaylee's voice sounded weak and nervous. I could almost feel her eyes on me, looking at exactly what Miranda was capable of doing to a person. And Miranda loved me.

“When we break the rules there have to be consequences. Myron will never learn if we don't show him the right way, will he Kaylee?”

“No, Ms. Kent.” Kaylee answered. I could barely hear her and I was only a couple feet away.

“I was going to let you keep your clothes on for the next part, but I think your loose lips lost you that privilege.” Miranda said. “Get undressed.”

“Yes, Ms. Kent.”

I heard the sound of Kaylee stepping back and clicking her high heels on the tile floor and then nothing. Presumably she had taken her shoes off first and was taking off the rest.

I had no idea what was going on. What was Miranda going to have Kaylee do to me? Did it have anything to do with Miranda's plan for my life, or was it just another in a long list of humiliations? It was too much to hope that I was going to receive some sort of reward; Miranda only used Kaylee to punish me.

With all the worries and confusions running through my mind I still couldn't stop thinking about Kaylee being naked just a couple feet from where I stood. I'd seen her naked many times before in this very office back when I was in charge and Kaylee was just some high school drop out willing to fuck and suck to keep a good job. She had a fantastic body. Large, full breasts, firm thighs, and a butt you could bounce a quarter off of. She was a natural redhead and maintained a landing strip of flaming red pubic hair to prove it.

I could feel my cock fight against the stainless steel chastity belt as I remembered my times with Kaylee before Miranda came around. I could picture Kaylee bent over the desk. My grandfather's desk. The same desk that Kaylee had bent me over and spanked me on an hour ago. I thought of all the times she had given me head and my cock twitched again. I tried to remember what it was like to cum in her, but couldn't. That sort of unfettered orgasm was light years away from my current life, and my cock was far weaker than the steel that imprisoned it.

“Very good.” Miranda said. I think she was talking to Kaylee. “Now put it on.”

Miranda had been rubbing the soothing lotion onto my ass this whole time, carefully working it into each cheek. Her fingers moved inward, closer to the center of my ass. She placed a finger on the base of my spine, just above the cleft of my ass and slowly worked it downward until her lotion covered finger rested over the vulnerable rosebud of my anus.

I drew in a deep breath through the thumb in my mouth. I could feel her finger lingering at my opening, waiting there while I wondered if she was really going to penetrate me in front of all the people I imagined were crowding around the office door. I didn't know how many were there, but I knew that Joyce and Kaylee were definitely watching her every move. I imagined that at least one person had their phone out and was recording this, preserving this humiliation for future review.

She circled her finger around my opening, teasing me with the inevitable humiliation she was about to bestow. I tried to pull my legs as far apart as they would go in the hopes that it would make this go less painfully for me, but I was pushed fairly tightly into the corner and couldn't move freely enough to spread myself for Miranda.

Most men would have fought this with every ounce of strength in their bodies. At the very least they would have clenched up or tried to make themselves a smaller target.

Not me. Miranda had me well trained. I knew that Miranda always got what she wanted and the path of least resistance was the path of least pain for me. The best that I could hope for was to make this as comfortable for myself as I could.

I wasn't feeling optimistic.

Even though I was expecting it, I was still shocked when she pushed her finger into me. For all the other things she'd done to me she had never penetrated me like this. There was the butt plug, but that was something I had to put in myself. It was different than having someone else enter you. Even though it was only a finger.

I expected her to pull it out immediately, but she just left it there, motionless in my ass. The initial shock and discomfort wore off, but not the sense of wrongness that I felt. It would have been easier for me if she had started working it in and out of me; fucking me with her finger. It was what I'd expect to happen when someone stuck a finger up my butt. Just leaving it motionless inside me seemed more sadistic.

I stood there in the corner of my former office naked, sucking my thumb, with my wife's finger pressed into me while an unknown number of my former employees watched on. The longer the finger stayed there the calmer I felt. I can't really explain it, but this strange and simple act was making me feel more docile, more submissive. Like I was about to enter a new level of service to the woman I had given up my world for.

We stood like that for a very long time before Miranda finally removed herself from me. She applied more lotion and returned the finger inside me over and over until she was satisfied with the amount of lubrication.

It was obvious that she was preparing me for something, but what. An even larger butt plug? Some new torture device?

Bill?

The thought of submitting to him in that way sent a shudder up and down my spine. We were once equals. Companions. Best friends.

Now he had my parking space, my office, and my place in Miranda's bed. I didn't want to be his bitch to. But if it was what Miranda wanted …

“I want you to get down on your knees without turning around, Myron.” Miranda's order brought me out of my reverie. “And take that thumb out of your mouth. Try to at least pretend that you're a big boy for a few minutes.”

I pulled my thumb from my mouth and lowered myself to my knees. The tile felt cold against my bare legs.

“Good boy.” Miranda said. “Now I want you to to crawl out of the corner, but keep your eyes down. Look at the floor.”

I crawled backwards out of the corner as Miranda ran her hand through my hair. It took me a moment to realize that it was the same hand that she used to apply lotion on and into my ass. I kept my eyes locked onto the floor while Miranda directed me where to go. I had crawled only a few feet before my head bumped something soft and fleshy and I saw something other than tile beneath me.

They were a woman's bare feet.

“Stop right there, Myron.” I heard Miranda's voice coming from behind me. “You're exactly where you need to be. Just stay still and don't look up. Not yet. I'm going to ask you some questions. Remember to call me Mommy when you answer me. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Do you see the pretty feet in front of you, Myron?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Good. Do you know who owns those pretty feet?”

“Are they Kaylee's pretty feet, Mommy?”

“Why yes they are. What a clever little boy you are.” Miranda said. “Since today is going to be your last day at the office I decided that we needed to do something special to commemorate the occasion. Something special that you'll remember for the rest of your life. Bill had some intriguing suggestions, but I decided to ask around the office to see if anyone else could think of anything. And I'm so glad that I did. It turns out that little Kaylee here had the perfect idea. You should thank her for being so thoughtful. Remember, don't look up.”

“Thank you, Ms. Bresnahan.” I said to Kaylee's feet.

“I think you can do better than that, Myron.” Miranda said.

“Thank you for being so thoughtful, Ms, Bresnahan.”

“That was better, but I think you need a little something extra to really show just how grateful you really are. Let's see, what can you do to show just how much you appreciate everything that Kaylee does for you?” Miranda paused for a moment. “I know. Kaylee's feet sure look dirty. All sweaty from doing all the work that you were supposed to be doing. Why don't you clean them for her like a good boy. Use your tongue to show you mean it.”

Miranda couldn't be serious. I hated Kaylee more than anyone else in the world. She was dumb, opinionated, and crass. She treated me like the shit that she stepped in, took credit for my work, and gave me the blame when anything went wrong. She was my intellectual, social, and educational inferior. And she was the biggest reminder of just how far I'd fallen since Miranda came into my life.

Of course I'd licked Miranda's feet before, but that was different. I worshipped and adored Miranda. She was my superior in every way a woman could be superior to a man. Licking her feet was a sign of my love and devotion to this goddess that I was lucky enough to find and blessed to be married to.

But to lick the feet of a woman like Kaylee was degrading. Almost an insult to the devotion and worship that I made to Miranda. It felt like cheating on your movie star wife with a three dollar hooker. It was so low and demeaning to lick Kaylee's feet.

And to do it while an office full of my former employees watched was salt on a mortal wound.

I looked at the feet beneath me. Kaylee wriggled her toes in anticipation of what was to come. I wanted to say no. I wanted this to end. To accept any punishment that Miranda deemed fit for openly disobeying her in front of others. But Miranda didn't need threats of punishment to get me to do what she wanted. I knew that if I didn't do this humiliating task that Miranda would be disappointed in me. And I couldn't stand disappointing the woman I loved.

I bent my head down and licked along the top of Kaylee's feet. They tasted of dead skin and dry sweat. My tongue must have tickled her because I heard giggles coming from above. I tried to not think about the woman attached to the feet I was ordered to service and focus on the job at hand, but my mind kept thinking about all the horrible things that Kaylee had done to me since she had been made my boss at work. All of the snide comments, the sneers, the ridicule that she had been showering on me flashed through my mind as I took each toe into my mouth and sucked it clean.

While I was busy licking and sucking one foot, Kaylee used the other to kick me. They didn't hurt much physically, but they were devastating to the last fragile shreds of my ego.

After what seemed like an eternity of licking and sucking her disgusting feet I finally heard Miranda order me to stop. I let Kaylee remove her big toe from my mouth; a thin line of drool connected us for several seconds afterwards. I thought I might be sick.

“You're a very good boy, Myron.” Miranda said. “The next part is going to be a little tricky, but I think you might be smart enough to do it without messing up. Do you think you can do it for me?”
“Yes, Mommy.” I said, but I had my doubts. If I was smarter then I wouldn't be in this situation.

“I want you to close your eyes and sit up. Keep your knees on the floor, just bring up the rest of you.”

I wasn't sure what was going on, but I did what I always did – obey Miranda.

I knelt there with my eyes closed facing Kaylee. I heard a smattering of giggles coming from the open door and had confirmation that I had an audience. I just wish that I knew what they were laughing about.

“Sit up just a little straighter, Myron.” I heard Miranda say. “Good. Now I want you to keep looking directly forward and slowly open your eyes. I don't want you to look at anything other than what is directly in front of you. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Then do what I told you to do.”

I slowly opened my eyes. The first thing that I saw was a line of black crossing the field of my vision. As my eyes opened wider it became clear to me exactly what the black line really was.

A black rubber cock.

It was huge. Much larger than mine even when it was free of chastity. Possibly even larger than Bill's, but I had no way to tell for certain; I'd never seen Bill's erect cock this close to my face. It took me a moment to realize that it was belted onto Kaylee with the huge phallus seeming to come out of her crotch. The realization that the office girl was allowed to have an erection, but not me sank in quickly.

I watched as Kaylee wrapped her fist around the black dick and ran her hand up and down the shaft like she was jerking off into my face. A pair of fake balls dangled under the base of the shaft. I could see them bounce as Kaylee jerked her cock at me.

“Do you remember what you used to make Kaylee do to you back when everybody thought that you were in charge, Myron?” Miranda asked.

“Yes, Mommy.” I didn't like the direction this was headed.

“Then tell us, Myron. Tell everyone exactly what you used to do to her when you two were alone in this office.”

“I … I made her give me blowjobs. And …” I was having trouble saying the words. I knew that as soon as I said them my fate would be sealed.

“And?”

“... and I had sex with her.”

“I think we're going to need a little clarification about what you mean by 'sex,' Myron.” Miranda said. “Would you call what you and Kaylee did 'making love,' or did you just pound her until you shot your little load?”

I could feel my face burn with shame. I was having trouble pulling air into my lungs. Everyone in the room knew the answer to Miranda's question, but I didn't want to say the words. Why did Miranda have to make me say them?

“Myron?”

“I … uh, just pounded her … until I shot my … little load.”

“That's exactly what Kaylee told me. I'm glad you told me the truth, Myron. You wouldn't be very happy if I caught you fibbing.

“Kaylee suggested that, as a special going away present, she would do to you all of those nice things that you did to her. You do work under her just like she used to work under you, so it only seems fair. Don't you agree, Myron?”

“Yes, Mommy.” I said, after a long pause.

I didn't want this. I'd almost rather be Bill's bitch than be taken by Kaylee's strap-on. Bill was at least someone who I respected and once respected me. I had nothing but contempt for this woman.

But that wasn't going to stop Miranda from having her way.

“It looks like you're in the perfect position, Myron. I want you to ask Kaylee, very sweetly, if you may please suck her off. And remember, don't look at anything but what is right in front of you. Maybe we can turn it into a game. You can pretend that you're asking Kaylee's dick if you can suck it.”

There was a fresh burst of laughter from the door. I counted at least half a dozen different voices mocking me. I couldn't blame them. I know that I'd do the same if I was in their shoes.

But I couldn't think about my audience, I had to think about what I needed to do. I stared at the rubber dildo in front of me. My eyes focused on the veins. I wondered what they would feel like inside me. I didn't want to know.

“May I … pretty please with sugar on it … suck you off?” I said.

I spoke the words directly at the strap-on, pretending to ask the dildo instead of Kaylee. Oddly, it did make things easier. The lump of rubber didn't mean anything to me. Maybe I feared it a little, but I didn't hate it like I hated Kaylee. It didn't judge me or look down on me like she did.

The only answer that I got was Kaylee stepping towards me bringing the monstrous cock closer and closer to my mouth. I felt the tip of the rubber beast press against my mouth. I wanted to resist, but knew that it was useless. I opened my mouth and let Kaylee push herself into me.

It was warmer than I thought it would be; almost as warm as real flesh. It tasted of well treated chemicals and felt slick against my tongue. Kaylee gripped the back of my head and pushed the fake cock down my throat until I started to gag on it. Then she pulled almost all the way out and rammed it into me again and again until she was fucking my face.

I heard the murmured comments of my former employees as they watched the spectacle that I'd become, but I wasn't really thinking about them. Not with a giant black dick being forced down my throat. And the almost certainty that this was not the only way that I was going to be violated today.

What made it worse was knowing that Kaylee was as naked as I, but not being able to look at her. Kaylee's body was the only redeeming thing about her. The thought of her huge breasts bouncing freely as she pounded my face with her strap-on made my cock stir inside my chastity belt. I found it ironic that I was wearing a belt that took away my cock while Kaylee was wearing one that gave her one.

My jaw was beginning to become sore by the time Kaylee pulled her cock out of my mouth and slapped it against my cheek. I felt my saliva mix with the dried tears that I had cried earlier. I had to fight back the desire to look up at my tormentor. I knew that Miranda didn't want me looking at Kaylee naked; the nudity was Kaylee's punishment, not my reward.

I kept my eyes on Kaylee's strap-on as she ran her hands over it. I could see that she was rubbing lotion onto the shaft and I knew what was going to be happening next.

“Well that takes care of the blow job.” Miranda said. “How about we move on to the pounding? Kaylee, has your cock had enough time to recover after Myron sucked you off?”

“Yes.” I heard Kaylee say over my head.

“What a stud you are, Kaylee. Certainly nothing like the little boy I married. Now tell me, what position were you in when Myron fucked you?”

“I was bent over the desk, Ms. Kent.” Kaylee said. “Tits down, ass up, and on my toes.”

“Well, Myron it sounds like you need to get on the desk. You heard the girl, 'tits down, ass up, and on your toes!'”

I turned away from Kaylee's dildo and looked at my old desk. A family heirloom that had been passed down through three generations of my family; all great businessmen, all great leaders. Above all things it was the symbol of my power and influence at the company. Not too long ago I sat behind that desk and gave orders; now I was expected to lay myself on top of it and spread myself like a cheap whore for the office girl. I had graduated top of my class from Harvard Business School and I was about to be taken by a high school drop out.

I crawled to my old desk. Miranda hadn't ordered me to; I just didn't have the strength to stand. I felt empty and scared and I just wanted this day to end, but I knew that it wasn't going to stop until Miranda was satisfied.

I lay face down on the desk with my arms stretched out. The desk was as large as it was old and I had to get on my toes and stretch as far as I could to grab the other side.

I felt Kaylee walk up behind me and kick my legs apart. I spread my legs as far as they could go leaving my toes barely touching the tile floor beneath me. Kaylee stepped into the gap between my legs and smacked my ass hard with her bare hand. I jumped at the renewed assault to my wounded ass.

I could feel the head of the dildo being placed against my puckered hole. I could feel Kaylee's strength as she pushed me down flush with the table with one hand and lined up her cock with the other.

Kaylee's cock slowly began to enter me. Invading my body one agonizing fraction of an inch at a time. Her strap-on was much larger than anything I'd had in my ass before – Miranda's finger, the butt plugs, anything. I could feel myself stretching as she pushed forward. I felt like it was tearing me up.

“Look at me.” I heard Miranda say from somewhere in front of me.

I looked up and saw Miranda sitting in the desk chair. I was so focused on what Kaylee was doing to my ass that I didn't even hear my wife sit down beside me.

“I want to look in your eyes as Kaylee pops your cherry.” Miranda said. “ I want to see your face as she treats you like you treated her. I want to see you jump a little every time she pounds her cock into you. I want to see your face contort with pain and hear you cry in pain. All because I want it to happen to you; all because you love me.

“I'm not going to lie to you, Myron.This is going to hurt. A lot. The plugs that I've been using on you should have stretched you out enough so that you don't suffer any permanent damage, but not enough to make this be anything less than excruciating.

“I'm just going to sit here and enjoy the show. No matter what Kaylee does to you. No matter how much pain you feel. No matter how much you cry. I don't want you looking away from me. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

I focused on Miranda's eyes as I felt Kaylee pushing further and further into my abused backside. The pain intensified as she savagely worked the head of the monster cock past my sphincter. I cried out in humiliation and pain as she tore through me, but I didn't take my eyes away from Miranda. It may have been Kaylee wearing the strap-on, but Miranda was the one doing the fucking.

The pain became more manageable after that. I could still feel her pushing into me, but the worst at least seemed to be over. I have never felt so powerless any other time in my life; never felt less like a man.

I had no idea how much time had passed, but after several agonizing thrusts I finally felt Kaylee's balls slap into me. She kept pushing until she was certain that there was no more room to go and then she stopped and left the dildo right where it was.

My head was awash in conflicting thoughts and feelings. I loved Miranda and trusted her with my life, but this was almost too much for me to bear. My life had become this huge string of humiliation after humiliation, but none so lewd and public as this. The things we did with Bill were close, but they went on behind closed doors.

Kaylee's cock was hurting me, but mixed with the pain was pleasure. It was like she was touching a small, but sensitive, part of my penis that Miranda had buried deep inside my body when she belted me. It wasn't the same as touching myself, but I could feel hints of sweet pleasure swirling around in the whirlwind of my pain.

Kaylee leaned over me and pressed her body into mine. I could feel her large breasts pressing into my back and her fake balls resting on my ass.

As slowly and savagely as she entered me, Kaylee began to withdraw from my wounded ass. She pulled almost all the way out and then pushed back in again. I had to experience the head re-entering me. The pain was still terrible, but I knew that it could fit inside me so I relaxed. I also knew that there would be a very small amount of pleasure once she hit that magic spot again.

Kaylee pushed in all the way again and almost immediately started pulling out. My ass was on fire, but offered less and less resistance with each thrust she made. Soon she was working herself up to a steady rhythm. She put her hands on either side of my hips and used them to leverage herself deeper and deeper into me.

She was picking up the tempo, going faster and faster, acting like a man who was getting closer and closer to dumping his load. She took her hands off my hips and started spanking me as she pounded my ass. Just like I had done to her whenever I fucked her.

I could tell that she was getting close. I don't know if she was getting off from this or if it was all an act, but she was acting like a man about to cum. I could hear it in her breathing and feel it in the way she was thrusting into me.

That's when I felt something warm explode inside me. At first I thought that Kaylee had ruptured something deep inside me, but it became obvious that it was something the strap-on was doing. She pulled the fake cock out of me and I could feel spurts of hot fluid being shot over my ass and back. This didn't make any sense to me.

I looked to Miranda for answers.

She just smiled at me as Kaylee shot her load all over me.

Kaylee stepped back from me. I wanted to wipe off whatever it was she shot on me. Whatever it was felt hot and stung my blistered ass. But Miranda hadn't given me an order to leave the position she ordered me into.

I heard Kaylee doing something behind me and the next thing I knew the dildo that had taken my anal virginity was laying beside my face on the desk. I looked at it out of the corner of my eyes, not daring to look away from Miranda.

“I wanted nothing but the best for your last day at the office, Myron. This fake cock can do almost everything a real one can. Including cum. You just have to fill the balls with whatever you want to come shooting out. Wine. Chocolate sauce. Anything liquid. But I'm a bit old fashioned. I think the only thing to come out of a penis when it's that happy should be come. Bill agreed with me and was very happy to make a special donation for your going away present. You'll have to thank him the next time you see him.”

Miranda looked away from me and addressed the crowd outside the door.

“Alright everybody, time to go back to work. Mr. Sterling and I will be leaving early. Myron will be left right where he is until closing time in three hours. Joyce, be a dear and get a tampon in him, I don't want him leaking. Kara, you're in charge of getting him home. I've e-mailed you instructions.”

Miranda stood up and walked out of my line of sight. Was she really going to leave me here for three hours with Bill's cum all over me? Was she at least going to close the door so that I could endure this humiliation alone?

I heard Miranda's heels click as they crossed to the door.

“See you at home, Myron.” she said and left.

I didn't hear the door close, just the sound of Joyce walking up to tampon my cum filled ass.


The Cuckold

Part Five: The Cuckysitter


I lay there on my former desk trying to take stock of what had happened and recover from my ordeal. My ass had been abused and abused in more ways than I could count. My cheeks had been spanked raw, then coated in lotion. My hole had been fucked hard by and oversized dildo. And a generous amount of Bill's cum had been injected into and onto my ass. What was inside me was trapped by a tampon while the rest was allowed to dry on my upturned ass.

The instrument of my humiliation lay on the desk beside my face. I had to close my eyes to not see the monster dildo and the series of straps that bound it around Kaylee the office girl's waist. I still couldn't believe that I was able to take the huge sex toy. No wonder I was in such pain.

I was left alone in my former office, but the door was left open. Miranda had told me to stay put when she left and I obeyed her orders without question. I could hear the sounds of my former employees going about their work days, probably sneaking a peek at their humbled former boss.

Joyce, my former secretary, came into the office and dropped things on Bill's desk. She didn't talk to me and I didn't try to speak to her. I knew she didn't like me and I didn't want to give her an excuse to get me in trouble.

My abused ass was facing towards the door. Anyone who walked by could see it bent over the desk. Most people could probably see the band of stainless steel that stretched over my crotch leaving me as femininely flat between my legs.

I was miserable and bored. There was nothing to do, not even a way for me to know how much longer I had to wait; I couldn't see the clock without getting up and getting up without permission would be very bad for me.

I lay there for hours watching a stream of sunlight slowly move across the office and out of sight. Joyce made several more visits to drop things off or pick them up. I looked up at her during one of those visits and saw a look of revulsion on her face. I didn't try to look up at her again.

It must have been getting close to closing time when someone new entered the room. I could hear someone coming through the door, but the footsteps were different than Joyce's. Lighter and without the click-clack of heels.

“You have got to be the most disgusting thing that I have ever seen.” I heard a woman's voice coming from behind me, but I didn't recognize it. “I can's believe that Ms. Kent would actually marry someone as pathetic as you.”

I didn't know what to do. Should I say something? Apologize? I didn't even know who this was. Miranda said something to someone named Kara, but I was still too in shock then to remember exactly what she said. And I didn't know anyone named Kara.

With no idea what I should do, I played it safe and lay there waiting for orders.

“We don't have all day, numb nuts. Stand up!” the woman ordered.

I stood up and turned around to face the woman who I assumed was Kara. I expected someone tall and domineering like Miranda, but was shocked to see what looked like a teenage girl standing there.

She was short and skinny. I doubt if she came up to my chest and I wasn't a tall man. She was flat chested and her limbs were thin as a willow. She looked far more delicate than she sounded. She had shoulder length brown hair which she wore straight with a blue hair ribbon. She was wearing a long sleeved white button up blouse, a pleated plaid skirt that came down just above her knees, a pair of knee high white cotton socks, and a pair of black Mary Janes.

And a pissed off expression.

“Kara?” I asked, but I knew there was no way that this little girl was Kara. Kara was supposed to be in charge of me.

“Yes.” the girl sounded annoyed and impatient.

“I … I think there's been some sort of mistake.” I said.

“Yeah, when your father forgot to wear a condom.” Kara said. “But it's a little late to do anything about that.”

“I mean … that is to say … it's just that you seem a little young.” I stammered out.

Her expression went from pissed off to furious as the words came out of my mouth. She marched up to me and came in close. She reached up and grabbed me by the nipples with her sharp finger nails. I felt stabbing pain in my sensitive nipples as she pulled my face down to hers.

“Lets get one thing straight, jack off.” Kara hissed at me, a little bit of her spit landed on my face. “I'm 22. I'm about to graduate college. I fucking hate it when people think that I'm a fucking kid just because I'm short and skinny. Normally, I do everything that I can to avoid looking like some pervert's schoolgirl wet dream, but Ms. Kent has promised me a job when I graduate. A really good job. A job so good that it's worth putting on this humiliating outfit and dealing with a pile of human garbage like you. I hate being seen like this. I told Ms. Kent that and she said I should take it out on you. And that's what I intend to do. Now lay on the floor before I rip your nipples off!”

She may have looked like a kid, but she had me terrified. As soon as she let go of my nipples I dropped to the floor and lay there face up.

She must not have liked where I was laying because she ended up kicking me several times with her patent leather shoes until I'd moved to where she wanted me.

I looked up at her as she placed one hand on the desk to balance herself before placing one foot and then the other on my stomach. I felt the wind being knocked out of me. She may not have weighed much, but it was all coming down on my vulnerable tummy. I was glad that I hadn't had any lunch or I may have thrown up.

“Now that I have your attention.” Kara said. “You are not to call me by my name. That is something reserved for real people. People who are my equals, and you aren't even equals with the shit at the bottom of my shoe. You are to call me 'Nanny.'

“Ms Kent has hired me to be, and I'm using her term here, your cucky sitter. I'm supposed to take care of you while Ms Kent is off fucking real men. Maybe she'll be fucking them at their homes. Maybe at a hotel. Maybe in the alley behind a bar. Maybe she'll be bringing them home to rub your nose in just how big a disappointment you are.

“Ms Kent has given me full authority over you. Some of the things that I'm going to be doing to you are her orders. Some will be my own ideas. Most of them involve making sure that when people are looking at us, that they focus on the pathetic loser bitch cuckold and not the woman who is going to be carded until she hits menopause. The more you resist me, the worse I'm going to make it.”

With that she jumped off my stomach and started rifling through a Wal-Mart bag that she must have dropped on the floor when she came in. She removed a large bag. It took me a moment to realize what it was; I felt fresh waves of humiliation pass over me as I realized that it was a bag of diapers.

Kara ripped into the bag and quickly pulled out a single hour glass shaped diaper. She spent a minute fiddling with it to make certain that she knew where the tapes were before coming back to me.

She kicked my legs apart and slowly worked the diaper into position. She laughed at me when she saw my tampon string hanging out of my abused butt. I expected some lotion or baby powder, but she just got it into position and taped it shut. I still had Bill's cum on and in my blistered ass and the tampon lodged firmly up inside me.

She stood up and walked over to the Wal-Mart bag. She pulled out something pink with pictures of cartoon animals on it. It didn't take me long to realize that it was a diaper bag. She transferred the diapers and the rest of the contents of the shopping bag and turned back to me.

“It's time for you to say your goodbyes.” Kara said. “I want you to walk up to everybody in this office and apologize to them.”

“Apologize?”

“That's what I said, dick breath.”

“Apologize for what, exactly?” I asked.

“For having to work with a waste like you.”

“Do I get any more clothes?” I asked. “I can't just go around in nothing but a diaper.”

“You go as you are. Question me again and I'll take away the diaper.”

This was ridiculous. This girl wasn't even out of college yet, looked like she was younger than that, and was significantly smaller than me, but she was ordering me around like she was older and bigger than me. I couldn't walk around the office in nothing but a diaper, could I?

I looked at Kara hoping that she would relent, but she was stone faced. I wanted to protest, but I didn't want to call Kara's bluff and end up walking around the office naked with a tampon string hanging out of my ass. It's not as though everyone hadn't already seen me naked and worse than naked over the last few hours.

Kara led the way out the door.

“This is your first stop.” Kara said, indicating Joyce's desk. “Joyce, cum-for-brains here has something he'd like to tell you.”

“What is it?” Joyce's voice could freeze gasoline.

“I'd … I'd like to apologize for making you work with me.” I said. I wasn't sure if that was going to be enough to satisfy Kara. “It must have been hard working with a loser like me around.”

“Get out of my sight, you dickless wonder.” Joyce said.

I scurried off behind Kara. I didn't look back at m former secretary. Maybe it was a good thing that I wasn't coming back here; clearly there were a lot of bad feelings.

Kara made sure that I walked up to everybody in the office. Each and every one of them someone who I had hired. Someone who used to call me “boss.” Someone who used to respect me. Someone who saw my gradual demotion from head of the company all the way down to the assistant to the office girl. None of them wished me well. None of them were sad to see me leave. Most were hostile.

Kara brought me to the final goodbye of the night. Most everyone else had left for the night. It was just Kara, me, and Kaylee. Why did it have to be Kaylee?

“I am so, so sorry for making you work with me, Ms. Bresnahan. I know it must have been absolutely terrible to have to be around a complete waste of space like myself. I know that I don't deserve it, but please, please forgive me.”

I was laying it on thick. Kara had prodded me through over two dozen apologies by then so I knew what she wanted me to say. I wanted this to be over with and I hoped that Kaylee would want to see the end of me.

I was wrong.

“You call that an apology?” Kaylee said. “You're not even on your knees.”

I dropped to my knees and started to repeat my apology.

“NO! Shut up. I don't want to hear anything that comes out of your mouth.” Kaylee ordered. “You want to apologize to me, you're going to have to kiss my ass.”

Kaylee turned around, hiked up her skirt, and bent over. I'm not sure if she wore underwear this morning and just decided not to put it back on after she fucked my ass over my former desk. Or if she had gone commando the whole day. Either way her ass was bare.

I looked up at Kara, pleading with my eyes not to have to do this demeaning task, but she just made a kissy face at me and pointed to Kaylee's rear.

I crawled on my knees to get into position behind Kaylee with her ass level with my face. I always thought that Kaylee had the most incredible body. People pay more attention to her huge breasts, but her butt could make a man swoon.

That didn't mean that I wanted to kiss it.

I bent forward and placed my lips on her left butt cheek. Her flesh felt warm against my lips. I pursed my lips and gave her a lingering kiss, hoping that kissing the cheek would be enough to end this portion of the nightmare that my life had devolved into.

“Now do the other one.” Kaylee said.

I moved my mouth over to the right cheek and gave that one an equally long kiss.

“Now do the middle.” Kaylee said. “And I better feel it, bitch.”

I hesitated for a moment and received a kick in my diapered ass from Kara. It wasn't too hard, but I wasn't expecting it. It ended up pushing me forward, putting my face right on Kaylee's crack, my lips just a little below her hole. I tried to put my hands on Kaylee's hips to balance myself, but one of the women slapped my hands away.

“You're not kissing the right part, Myron.” I heard Kaylee say.

I had to drag my face over the crack of Kaylee's ass in order to line my mouth up with her hole. Fortunately for me, Kaylee appeared to have decent hygiene. I could smell sweat, and faint traces of leather from where the strap-on belt must have run between her cheeks, but that was all. My lips finally came in contact with her anus. I pursed my lips and kissed the office girl's ass.

“I think he can do better than that, don't you think, Kaylee?” I heard Kara say.

“A French kiss would sure make me feel a lot more forgiving.” Kaylee said.

I knelt there literally kissing her ass and I was being told that it wasn't enough. It was one of the most demeaning things that I had ever done, and I had done some colossally demeaning things since I met Miranda, but it still wasn't enough for them. Once again I wanted to fight. I wanted to challenge them, but I could feel my willpower draining away from me the longer I kissed Kaylee's ass.

Defeated, I opened my mouth and pressed my tongue into her ass. I had to work to get my tongue inside. The taste was horrible. I don't care how clean she was, I was freaking out about having my tongue inside someone else's butt. I wanted to pull away and spit until I ran out of spit, but I kept my face pressed into her ass and my tongue buried in her hole.

“So when are you starting?” Kaylee asked Kara.

“Not sure. Soon, I hope. Ms Kent promised to give me more details after I finished cuckysitting the little ass kisser.”

I couldn't believe it. Here I was humbling myself in front of these two women, doing the most debasing thing imaginable, and they were making small talk. I could feel my trapped cock strain against its chastity.

“I think you'll like it here.”

They went on like that for several minutes while I tongued Kaylee's ass. My jaw was starting to get tired by the time they broke off their conversation.

“Well, I should be headed out.” Kara finally said. “If Myron here can bear to take his tongue out of your ass.”

Like I wanted to do that! I pulled my tongue out of Kaylee's ass and took my face off her cheeks. My face was sweaty.

“Time to go, ass breath.” Kara said to me. “On your feet. Now.”

I slowly stood up. My legs felt weak after kneeling for so long. Kara was already walking to the door, expecting me to keep up. She was giving no signs that she was going to get me anything else to wear. I was nervous about wearing just the diaper around the office, she couldn't possibly expect me to go out in public dressed like this?

“Uh … Nanny?” I asked in a very small voice. Kara turned around and looked at me. “Shouldn't I have something else on before I go outside?”

I expected her to explode, but she just smiled and bumped her hand against her head. “Silly me. Wait right there, I won't be a minute.”

Kara dropped the diaper bag onto a nearby chair and walked back to Bill's office. She must have left my clothes in there. I just hoped that they wouldn't be too embarrassing. But anything would be better than walking around in just a diaper.

Kara came out of Bill's office a few seconds later carrying the dildo from the strap-on that Kaylee had used to fuck me. As far as I knew, it hadn't been cleaned since Kaylee used me. Kara was holding it at arm's length with two fingers. Her face was scrunched up in a disgusted look as she walked quickly towards me.

Kara reached down and grabbed the front of my diaper. She pulled it forward and dropped the dildo straight down the front, leaving the balls hanging out of the top of the diaper.

“I can't go out like this.” I said.

“He's right, you know.” Kaylee said. I was surprised and amazed that she'd stick up for me like that. “With those balls hanging out the front, people might think that he had a dick.”

“Good point.” Kara replied. “How about this?”

Kara pulled the diaper away from me again, grabbed the dildo by the balls, and lifted it up. She then walked around behind me. I could feel her pull the diaper open behind me and stuff it into the seat. She took a moment to arrange it so the shaft was between my cheeks and the head was just over my hole. She snapped the diaper back in place and I could feel the fake testicles bounce against my lower back.

“There we are.” Kaylee said. “I'm sure the dildo is happier back there to. Myron's ass must be like home to it by now.”

“I can't go out like this.” I said. Even I could hear how pathetic I sounded. I used to have this office jumping whenever I spoke; now I was begging not to be marched out of here in nothing but a disposable diaper.

“Does he usually get this fussy?” Kara asked Kaylee. “It is getting a little late. Maybe he needs a nap.”

“Maybe he's overstimulated.”

“Better get him rigged up first.” Kara said. “Don't want him running into traffic or anything.”

“Good idea.” Kaylee added.

I saw Kara open up the diaper bag. I'd been tricked into thinking I was getting something to wear so I didn't let my hopes get too high.

I'm glad that I didn't.

Instead of an item of clothing, Kara took out what looked like a series of straps. She brought them over to me and began running them under my arms and over my shoulders. The straps were bright pink and made of nylon or something that felt like nylon. They certainly didn't seem like bondage gear. At least not any bondage gear that I had ever heard of.

Kara was nearly finished putting it together when I realized exactly what it was – a toddler harness. One of those devices you strap onto very small children and walk them around on a leash. Not only was I going to be going out in public wearing nothing but a diaper, I was going to be led around on a toddler leash by a woman who looked like a middle school babysitter.

I hung my head down and waited for Kara to finish adjusting the straps. I was too overwhelmed by everything that had happened to me in the last 24 hours to even want to think about how humiliating this was going to be.

Kara finished the final adjustment to the straps and I heard a lock click. She must have locked me into the harness. I suppose a real child wouldn't be able to undo the straps; she probably wanted to simulate that for me by going out of her way to make me feel as helpless as a baby.

Kara walked around in front of me. I could see the end of my leash in her hand. She reached up and grabbed my face by the cheeks and pulled me down to her level.

“Do you have to go potty before we go?” she asked me.

“Yes, Nanny.” I hadn't even thought about it, but it had been hours since I had the accident on Bill's floor; I could feel how full my bladder had gotten in the mean time.

“That's what the diapers are for, ass licker.”

Kara let go of my face and marched out the door. It wasn't long before I felt the pull of the leash and reluctantly followed her outside.

God, I didn't even have any shoes on.

It was still light out. We were well enough into summer that the sun wouldn't be going down for some hours yet. I wasn't going to get off easy skulking around in the dark.

The elevator was full when the door opened. Mostly secretaries leaving the offices above ours, and a few teenage girls who did odd jobs when school was out. What sounded like a lively conversation ended as soon as the doors fully opened and they got a look at us.

I froze like a deer in the headlights, but Kara wouldn't let me stand still. She walked into the crowded elevator and pulled me behind her with the leash on the toddler harness. The women parted to let us in and I soon found myself drowning in a sea of femininity. These were women that I didn't know by name, but had seen going in and out of the building over the years. If any of them recognized me as a former executive they didn't say anything.

Some of the women turned away unable to look at me. They were blushing almost as much as I was. The rest looked me up and down, taking in all of the humiliating details. I felt the rubber testicles bounce against my back when a woman I had never even spoken to flicked the end of the dildo sticking out of my diaper.

That's when my bladder decided to remind me that it needed to be emptied. I knew that there weren't any public restrooms in the garage or lobby levels, and Kara had made it clear that I was going to be using my diapers if I needed to relieve myself. I wasn't exactly happy about that prospect, but I was at least hoping to be able to wet myself without an audience of gawking secretaries.

All I had to do was hold it in until Kara took me off the elevator. We were either getting off in the lobby or going down to the parking garage below ground. I didn't know if Kara had a car or not. I hoped that she did; there was no way I wanted to get on public transport looking like this.

I pressed my legs together and tried not to think about the pressure in my bladder.

The elevator made a stop at one of the floors between my former office and the lobby. Two well dressed female executives were about to get in; they stopped dead in their tracks when they saw me. It took them a moment to process that they were seeing a grown man wearing nothing but a diaper and baby harness. Once they did they were laughing hysterically. They took out their phones and began to take pictures.

This set the entire elevator laughing at the ridiculous baby man. Everybody except Kara. She didn't seem too thrilled about being caught on camera dressed the way she was and holding my leash. She turned her head away to preserve her privacy. I tried to lower mine, but the lady executives wouldn't let me.

“Look at me, pretty boy.” One of them said.

“Awww. He's so shy.” Said the other. “Let's have a smile. Show us your pretty teethies.”

The women who looked away from me left the elevator and made a dash for the stairs. I was waiting for the executives with the camera phones to get in, but they were taking long shots. Unfortunately for me the women who remained in the elevator with me didn't mind holding the door open button.

My bladder was rapidly approaching critical mass and even holding my legs together wasn't going to stop me from peeing really really soon. I needed this elevator to get moving and soon or I was going to have a humiliating accident in front of about a dozen jeering women.

The executives finally got enough long shots and stepped into the elevator. Kara moved behind me and the two new arrivals stood on either side of me. Mercifully, the doors closed and the elevator continued going down.

“I think I've seen him around here before.” said the blonde on my left talking past me to her colleague.

“I think I'd know if I'd seen a big baby like this walking around the building.” said the brunette on my right.

“No,” said the blond. “I think he used to run one of the companies upstairs.”

“This little guy?” the brunette laughed. “He isn't even potty trained, he couldn't run a business?”

With that the brunette gave my diapered butt a slap. I could feel the rubber balls of the dildo bounce against my lower back and the head of the dick press down a little into my hole.

“What the hell.” the brunette said when she felt the unexpected rubber shaft. She looked behind me and peeled the diaper back. “Oh my fucking God, he's got a dildo in his diaper.

“What?” the blonde squealed.

“See for yourself.”

I heard the whir of more camera phones going off as an elevator full of women started taking pictures of the huge black dildo stuffed into my white plastic diaper. The elevator wasn't going fast enough and I was feeling the pressure in my bladder getting worse and worse. The diaper was hot and sticky; cool air came in when the women pulled open the back and started taking pictures. The shock of the cool air was enough to make me pee just a little.

Fortunately, the dildo kept the women from seeing the little bit of pee I released, but it wouldn't be enough if I let loose with everything I had built up. I clamped down on the pee, barely stopping myself from flooding my diaper.

The elevator finally made it to the lobby. I was doing a little pee dance as some of the women got out. I was hoping that Kara would be joining them, but she stayed in place. No one else got on, but I still had a large audience of women taking the elevator down to the garage, including the two executives. I was sure that most of the rest didn't have cars; they only wanted to keep going down to see me put through my paces by my babysitter.

The door closed. I closed my eyes and tried to focus on getting home. We were about to get to Kara's car, then it would only be a short commute home. I didn't relish the idea of making the trip in a wet diaper, but if I could hold out for only a few minutes more then I could pee in the privacy of Kara's car.

“What's your name, little boy?” the blonde asked me.

“Myron.” I said in a very small voice. It wasn't my real name; people had stopped calling me that a long time ago.

“What a pretty name.” said the brunette.

“So tell me, Myron.” the blonde said, leaning in close to my ear. “Why are you doing a little dance in the elevator?”

“Maybe he's restless. Did he just get up from a nap?” the brunette asked asked Kara.

“Tiny tits there has been laying on the boss' desk for a few hours after the office girl fucked his ass with that dildo.”

This sent the elevator full of women into a roar of laughter.

“I think,” said the blonde executive. “That little Myron here needs to use those diapers, but is too scared to do it in front of all of us big scary women.”

“Is that true, little boy?” asked the blonde executive. “Do you need to make pee pee in your didi?

My face burned red with embarrassment and I turned my face to the floor, too ashamed to speak or look at them. I just kept on dancing in place, praying that the doors would open soon and I'd be able to get away from these terrible women.

The door opened onto the parking garage. I breathed a sigh of relief and started to walk out onto the cool concrete. It felt hard and course against my bare feet, but it was getting me away from the audience of hateful women and closer to whichever car was Kara's.

I barely made it out of the elevator when I felt a tug on my leash. I was being pulled back into the elevator. I tried to resist, but Kara was somehow stronger than me. How was it possible that someone who looked like a tween girl could be that strong? Or had I simply become that weak?

“But … Nanny.” I tried to protest. “Doesn't Mommy want you to take me home?”

The women giggled at my juvenile statement. None of them made any effort to leave the elevator; they wanted to see how this played out.

“You're 'Mommy' gave me some latitude, douche nozzle.” Kara said. “I didn't like the way you ignored the nice lady. She asked you a simple question and you just looked at your feet. So we're going to ride this elevator up and down until you've pissed your panties. You ladies are more than welcome to come with us; I don't think it'll take long for little miss pissy pants to live up to her name.”

I looked at Kara like she was crazy, but I knew she wasn't going to show me any mercy. She had made it clear that she hated me with every fiber of her being and everything I did with her was going to be done the hard way. For me.

I started to dance in place as the elevator doors closed. The blonde executive pushed the button for the top floor, and I felt us start to slowly go up.

“STOP!” Kara yelled at me.

Her sudden outburst stunned the other women and froze me in place. I could feel a little more pee leak out of me before I was able to compose myself again. I almost wasn't able to stop.

“I want you to stand there, perfectly still, while we ride the elevator, cum for brains. You will not move until I say you can move. If you so much as sneeze without permission, I swear to God that I will pull that diaper off of you, stuff that rubber dick up your ass, and leave you for security to pick up. I'm sure a man with your talents will be very popular in jail. Now I want you to tell us when you are about to piss yourself. I've got a surprise for you that I just know you're going to love.”

I didn't like the sound of any of that, but the women around me were starting to look like sharks and I was feeling like blood in the water. My bladder was hurting so much. If I could only get hard I could have bought myself some time, but Miranda had made sure that that wasn't going to happen.

Kara took out a phone and pointed it at me. All around me the other women were doing the same. They were going to take pictures and video of me pissing my pants like a fucking baby and there was nothing I could do to stop them. I couldn't even turn away, everywhere I looked there was a woman with a phone pointed at me.

I started to cry. Again. I never used to cry; not until I met Miranda.

The elevator rose up and up. The door dinged open, but I was too focused on keeping my pee inside me to tell if anyone got on or off. The pain was growing more and more unbearable with each passing moment.

“Why are you doing this to yourself?” the blonde asked.

“You're just causing yourself more and more pain.” the brunette said.

“We aren't going anywhere, but up and down until you piss 'em, ass breath.” Kara said.

“There's no way you're getting off of this elevator with dry pants, Myron. Just let go. You'll feel so much better.” one of the secretaries said.

One of the women stepped up to me carrying a plastic water bottle. She slowly unscrewed the cap and started to turn the bottle over. She stepped back letting the water slowly trickle out as she went.

I closed my eyes to block out the sight of flowing liquid, but I could still hear it. Maybe they were right, maybe I should just give in. I knew I didn't have the strength or willpower to outlast these women. Even the least of them was my superior. That was one lesson that my experience with Miranda had shown me.

I felt so powerless, but I still tried to hold onto at least some control. Miranda had taken so much from me, did she want me to lose my continence as well? Turn me into a giant baby, neutered by the steel belt around my crotch.

I tried to hold out, but I was too weak. I felt a small trickle of pee come out. It didn't take long for the trickle to become a flood. Hot urine flew out of my trapped penis and was pushed down through the chastity to catch at the bottom of my diaper. I felt disgusted at the hot puddle between my legs.

I wondered if the lock of the chastity belt might rust.

“Somebody lost their friends.” Kara said.

I had no idea what she was talking about. I looked at her through tear drenched eyes. She pointed at the diapers. I looked down and saw that the cartoon characters had vanished.

“Those are special diapers. For really big babies who are almost ready for potty training. The cartoons stay as long as you stay dry. If you pee, you loose your friend, cum guzzler. And you just lost all your friends.”

All of this was recorded on video.

I just hung my head in shame and let Kara eventually get me to her car. I waddled as I walked, trying not to feel the hot dampness inside my diaper as I walked.

Kara drove a beat up old Ford. The sort of car you'd expect a college student to own. She laid out a trash bag on the back seat and told me to get inside. I wasn't even allowed to buckle my own seat belt; Kara did it for me, like she was buckling in a toddler.

She got into the car and started to drive. This day was nearly over. I had no idea what Miranda had in store for me tomorrow, but I had at least survived today. We'd be home soon. I wasn't thrilled to hear that Miranda might bring one of her lovers home, but it was a humiliation that I was used to. It was almost comforting after all of the shocks I'd had today.

Only Kara wasn't driving towards home. Even giving her the benefit of the doubt and thinking she knew some shortcut I'd never heard of, she was going in completely the wrong direction.

“Where are we going, Nanny?” I asked. “This isn't the way home.”

Kara just put on some music. A CD of little kids songs. I'd been reduced to being an annoying little kid in the backseat.

Kara drove and drove and didn't stop until she pulled into the parking lot of a pretty seedy looking dive bar called The Rooster.

The name sounded familiar. I had definitely heard it somewhere before, but where?

Kara came around the back and unbuckled my seat belt for me and pulled me out of the car by my toddler leash. The sun was still out, it was probably another hour until sundown, and the asphalt was burning my bare feet. Kara marched me to the front door of the bar. That's when it hit me. Where I'd heard about this place.

It was the place where Miranda had threatened to take me before. The place she used to get me to toe the line back in the early days of her dominance when I still fought her for control. Before she locked my cock away and started fucking my best friend.

The Rooster was a gay bar. Kara was taking me into a S&M gay bar wearing nothing but a wet diaper with a dildo stuffed down the back and a toddler harness.
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Kara strode towards the front door of the bar, dragging me behind her on the toddler leash that she had forced me to wear. I could hear the crinkle of my plastic diaper as I walked across the parking lot, my bare feet burning on the hot asphalt.

The insides of my diaper had time to cool since I peed them earlier. They felt dirty and disgusting. I tried to keep my legs apart to avoid feeling the disgusting mess in my diaper, but that wasn't doing much good. Repositioning my legs like that did remind me of the tampon lodged up my ass; the one that my former secretary put there to keep another man's cum from leaking out of me. Could the tampon absorb any of my urine? If it did, would that be a health risk? I just wanted to go home and get out of this ridiculous diaper.

But Kara had plans of her own and they involved going to The Rooster; a gay bar with a reputation for kink. We were certainly dressed for it.

“No kids allowed!” called the man behind the bar as soon as we walked through the door.

Kara was one of those women who would be carded until she was fifty and Miranda had made her dress in little girl drag to embarrass me. To drive home the fact that Kara was my babysitter. My cuckysitter.

Kara made a bee line for the bar, dragging me along behind her in her wake. I could feel her anger radiating off of her and knew that she was going to be taking it out on me sooner or later.

“I said, no kids.” the bartender said to Kara.

“Haven't you ever heard of a costume? Here's my ID.” Kara reached into her bra, pulled out a driver's license, and handed it to the bartender.

The bartender looked at it cautiously before finally handing it back to Kara.

“And him? And if you pull it out of his diaper, you can just turn around and go back to play school.” he said.

Kara reached into her bra again and brought out another ID. It took me a moment to process this. It had been months since I gave Miranda all of my credit cards and identification. To have her hand any of it over to some college girl who was babysitting me further reinforced my lowly status.

The bartender seemed satisfied with my ID. Kara took a seat at the bar. I wanted to sit down, but sitting on the barstool would only squash my pee soaked diaper closer to my clammy skin. I wanted to get out of the bar and out of my wet diaper.

“On the floor, cum dumpster. I've let you walk around like a grown up long enough.” Kara ordered.

I obeyed. I didn't see any other choice. At least it meant that I could stay on my knees and not press my piss soaked diaper into my blistered ass. I wondered if I'd get diaper rash or worse from the treatment that I'd received today.

I started to get settled on my knees when I felt a sharp tug from the toddler leash. I looked up at Kara and saw her pointing her finger at the floor.

“Sit on your ass, tiny tits!” she ordered.

I just plopped my diapered ass down on the filthy bar floor. I could feel the cold pee push out of the wet diaper into the skin of my abused butt. I felt like crying again, but managed to keep the tears back.

Barely.

I looked around the bar trying to get an idea of just how bad things were going to be for me. Luckily for me, there weren't too many people in the bar; unluckily for me, they were all staring at the freak on a leash.

Kara ordered a beer, but didn't get me anything. I hadn't had the chance to think about food or drink over the past few hours. Even when I was left on the desk my mind was too focused on my situation to think about the meals that I'd missed. It was going on supper time and I hadn't eaten or drank since this morning and seeing Kara eat bar peanuts and sipping her beer brought home just how hungry and thirsty I was.

I didn't dare ask her for anything; I could tell by the look on her face that she wasn't happy being seen by so many people in the ridiculous outfit that Miranda made her wear. At least it covered her up unlike the outfit Miranda had decided for me to wear. I wondered if bringing me to The Rooster was really Kara's idea or if she was under orders from Miranda. Kara didn't seem like the kind of person who liked admitting she was following orders.

I tried to give her a sad puppy dog face in the hopes that she would give me something to eat or drink, but all I got for my troubles was a kick to the shoulder.

“Looks like your baby needs changing.” I heard a man's voice say from behind me.

I whipped my head around and saw a tall muscular man with a bald head and two armfuls of tattoos talking to Kara.

“Are you volunteering to change him?” Kara asked, not even looking up from her beer.

“Yeah, I guess I am.” the man said.

“It'll cost you $50.”

“Thirty.”

Kara handed the stranger my leash and took his money without any further haggling. The big man pulled at my leash. I started to get to my feet, but he just put his hand on my head and forced me back down to the ground. I had to crawl after him like a dog as he walked me into the men's room.

If I thought the floor of the bar itself was filthy, the floor of the men's room was infinitely worse. It was dirty and sticky and smelled of piss. I balked at crawling over it, but the strange man pulled my leash until I was forced inside.

He walked over to a urinal and dragged me behind him. The stench of piss grew stronger and the floor got stickier the closer I got to the urinal. Once he was positioned in front of the urinal he started to unbutton his pants. He held my leash with one hand while he pulled his cock out with the other. He pulled the leash until my face was inches away from his enormous cock.

I don't think I had ever been more terrified before in my life. This man could literally do anything he wanted to do to me and there was nothing I could do to stop him. Even calling out for help seemed hopeless, he could shut me up before anyone heard me. Assuming that anyone here actually cared about the freak in the diapers who was dragged here by a woman dressed like a schoolgirl.

The man pointed his cock at the urinal. For a moment I felt a wave of relief flash over me. He wasn't going to force that thing in my mouth, he was only going to piss. He held his cock with the same hand that held my leash, twisting it a few times to draw my face closer to his crotch. I was so close that I could smell him. He didn't smell anything like me; he smelled like a man.

He aimed his cock at the urinal for several seconds without pissing. Then he looked at me.

“That pretty little face of yours has gotten me too hard to piss.” he said. “I guess I'm going to have to take care of it before I can take a leak. Don't you think?”

He wrapped the leash around my neck and forced my head to nod “yes.” I was too scared to speak.

“I'm so glad you see it my way.” the strange man said.

He moved my leash into his other hand and spit into his now empty right hand. He wrapped his hand around his massive shaft and began to stroke up and down. His hand was huge, but his cock was even bigger. When I'd masturbated myself, long long ago, my hand pretty much covered my entire cock and I only needed short strokes to go from tip to balls. Maybe that's why Miranda decided to lock away my dick.

Watching this strange man working his shaft in front of me made me start to feel sick to my stomach. If I had eaten anything I was afraid that I would have thrown it up right then and there. I wanted to look away from it, to turn my head away from the stranger masturbating at my upturned face, but he wrapped the leash around my neck with his off hand and forced me to keep my face pointed directly at his throbbing dick. I could have closed my eyes to shut out the images of his spit covered shaft sawing in and out of his fist, but I was mesmerized by the sight. Like a rat about to be eaten alive by a cobra.

Even though I was staring straight at his cock I was still surprised when the first line of hot spunk hit me in the face. It just seemed so unreal to me that it was easier to think of this whole experience as just another nightmare until I felt that first splash of hot cum on my cheek and I was brought down hard and fast to a reality that I didn't want to be a part of.

The next shot went in my eye. It stung worse than mace. I clamped my eyes shut and prayed that he would finish quickly and get me back to Kara.

He coated my face with his cum. I could feel it, hot and sticky, dripping over my closed eyes and mouth, threatening to come in if I opened either. The smell of the disgusting mess invaded my nostrils and drowned out the scent of piss and filth.

I felt the final spurts land on my chin and thanked God that this was nearly over. He was nearly done with me and soon I'd be able to wash his load off my face and return to Kara. With any luck she would be ready to leave and I could put this day behind me. My diaper was still cold and wet, but that was no where near as bad as what I had on my face.

My eyes were still closed when he finished. I didn't dare try to wipe his jizz away. This man was much bigger and stronger than me and I didn't want to give him any excuse to hit me. I heard the sound of him pissing into the urinal I was forced next to. He let go a river of hot steamy piss. I could smell it over the scent of his cum and felt the hot spray that bounced off the urinal hit my face.

I heard him zip up and waited for him to bring me back to Kara. The toddler leash grew slack around my neck and I started to crawl away from the urinal. I'd barely started when I was forcibly pulled back and pressed even closer to the urinal. I felt my leash being wrapped around both my neck and something attached to the urinal. It wasn't long before my head was securely tied right against the urinal with my face pointed away from the wall.

“There.” the strange man said. “The boys can piss in the pisser or in your mouth.”

“Please, no.” I begged. “I just want to get out of here. I don't really want to do any of this, no matter what the woman outside told you. I just want to get home and get out of this wet diaper and forget about this whole day.”

“I don't know about you going home, or forgetting about today, but there is one thing I can do for you.”

I couldn't see what he was doing without letting more of his cum into my eyes. I could feel him reach down and for a moment I thought that he had decided to show me some mercy and let me go. Instead I felt him pull open the tapes on the soggy diaper I was wearing and violently yank the whole thing out from under me.

“Nice pussy.” he said, seeing the feminizing chastity device I was wearing. “I hope for your sake it's stainless. And what's this? A pacifier.”

I had no idea what he was talking about until I felt something large and hard being forced into my mouth. It took me a moment to realize that it must be the dildo that Kara had stuck down the back of my diapers. The same dildo that Kaylee had strapped on and fucked me with a few hours ago. Some of his cum was pushed into my mouth when the rubber penis invaded me. And I remembered where the dildo had been and that it hadn't been cleaned and I wanted to gag.

“I'm going to be checking on you, bitch.” the stranger said. “If I find that you've gotten up or taken that pacifier out of your mouth, you will be one sorry little sissy fuck. Now I know you can't talk with that big dick in your mouth so just nod your head to show you understand.”

I nodded my head.

“Good.” he said.

I heard him head to the door and leave.

I started to panic. I was tied naked to a urinal in the men's room of a gay fetish dive bar. My well spanked and well fucked ass was now sitting directly on the hard and filthy floor. It had spent over an hour in a soggy diaper and was already close to diaper rash. I didn't even want to think what might be getting into my skin now.

I wanted to get up and wash this man's cum off my face; rip the filthy rubber cock out of my mouth and just crawl into a stall and cry until Kara came to bring me home; but the threats from the man who put me here kept me from doing anything. The only thing I dared do was wipe the cum from my eyes so I could at least see what was going to happen to me.

After a few minutes a man walked in. He didn't pause, just walked right up to the urinal I was tied to like he saw men bound to it all the time. I looked up at him, trying to beg for mercy with my eyes, but he just smiled and unzipped his pants.

I watched as he pulled his cock out. I told myself that it wasn't cause I wanted to see it; I just needed to know if he was going to piss on me or in the urinal. He was large and uncircumcised and thankfully not looking to piss on me. He let out a long stream and shock off the last few drops before putting his cock back in its home.

He didn't bother flushing.

Three more men came in over the course of the next hour. All took their turns pissing into the urinal I was strapped to, none of them flushed. The smell of stale piss was getting worse and worse and still I saw no sign of either the man who tied me here or the woman who got me into this mess in the first place.

I was beginning to give up hope when the door opened again and the man who did this to me walked in. He wasn't alone. Walking beside him was a black woman who stood taller than he did. Part of her height came from the six inch fuck-me boots she was wearing, but not all. The boots came up to her knees and her dress barely made it past her panties. She either was wearing an elaborate wig or had dyed her hair honey blonde. Her make-up was almost neon blue and applied heavy.

I wasn't sure if she was a transexual or a drag queen. Either way, I saw that she was carrying my diaper bag. Like so many things in my life recently, I didn't have a good feeling about this.

She gave me a sympathetic look and followed the man into the larger, handicapped, stall. They didn't bother closing the door behind them, giving me a perfect view of what they were doing. The black woman got on her knees and kissed the large man's crotch leaving a blue lipstick smear on the front of his jeans. She grabbed the tab of his zipper in her teeth and pulled it down.

I watched as her hands reached into his fly and pulled out his dick. My attention was drawn to her long, razor-like nails, each one colored in a swirl of the same blue she used on her face and the red of her dress.

She kissed the tip of the cock before taking it into her mouth. Her manicured hand reached around the base of the shaft while her mouth bounced up and down, fucking her own face with the huge cock.

It didn't take long for him to cum in her mouth. She didn't spill a drop as he worked his way down from his powerful orgasm. She held him in her mouth for another minute before letting him go. She made a show of cleaning his cock up with her tongue before he put it back in his pants. She was the kind of woman who had an abnormally long tongue, the kind that stretched out of her mouth like a snake. I wished that it was me she was cleaning up right now.

The man gave her a pat on the cheek and walked out the stall. He washed his hands while the black drag queen slowly got to her feet. He was gone by the time the drag queen had found her balance.

“You look so miserable, sweetie.” she said, looking at me. “Let's get you taken care of.”

She walked over to me and unwrapped the toddler harness from around my neck and the urinal all the while muttering soothing sounds like you would a baby. It may have been humiliating and emasculating, but this was the first kindness that anyone had shown me all day and I was more grateful than I could have imagined.

She pulled me up. At first I thought she was just trying to help me to my feet, but I'd barely gotten my weight under me when she picked me up in the air like I weighed nothing. I felt so small and weak in the drag queen's strong arms. I looked down at my feminized crotch and realized that this transexual hooker was more of a man than I was.

She pulled the dildo from my mouth. A chain of drool ran between my mouth and the rubber penis. I was glad to get it out of my mouth, but seeing it reminded me of where it had been. The powerful drag queen (or transsexual) just tossed it into one of the sinks.

“Thank you.” I said, when my mouth was free.

“You're welcome, sweetheart.” she said.

She carried me over to the baby changing station. I was surprised that they even had one; maybe there was a law or ordinance they had to follow. She shifted my weight to her right arm and lowered the changing shelf down with her left. She placed me gently on the table and started rifling through the diaper bag.

She came up with wipes, powder, and a tub of petroleum jelly. She lifted up my legs with one hand and gave my ass and groin a thorough inspection. I lay my head on the changing table and closed my eyes. As nicely as she was treating me, I still felt humiliated under her frank gaze.

“Looks like someone worked you over hard before putting you in your diapers.” the drag queen said. “How long has your little dickie been locked away?”

“A long, long time.”

“It must be pretty small to fit inside that little thing.” she said, running her fingers over my emasculated crotch.

I just nodded.

“That's ok. Not everyone can have a huge dick like me. Is that why it's locked up; you're so small that your woman decided to make you her bitch?”

I nodded again.

“There, there, sweetheart. I'm going to get you cleaned up and put in a fresh diaper. It does look like you're going to have a pretty nasty case of diaper rash in the morning, though.”

I felt my face flush at that. She began to clean me up, running a few wipes over my butt and crotch before applying a thick layer of the jelly along the crack of my ass and around my crotch. I could hear her fumbling with the white plastic diaper before I felt it slide under me. She gave me a generous spray of baby powder and pulled the diaper closed.

“There we are now. Sissy baby is all set to take on the world.” she said. “Now you stay here and be a good girl while I wash out that dirty old pacifier you were sucking on so hard.”

She left me on the changing table and walked over to the sink. She applied a generous layer of hand soap to the dildo that had been in my mouth and … other less appealing places and ran it under the hot tap water. She repeated this two more times before declaring it clean.

She walked back to me and put the black rubber dildo in front of my face.

“Open up like a good girl.”

A black transsexual prostitute was ordering me to open my mouth so that she could put a huge rubber dick in my mouth. A rubber dick that had been used to fuck me mercilessly only a few hours ago. And she was calling me a girl. My life had reached a new low.

I reluctantly opened my mouth and accepted the fake dick. She must not have rinsed it off too well after the last application of soap because I could still taste the strong flavor on the black rubber. I wanted to spit it out, but was afraid to. This strange woman/drag queen/ transexual was a lot bigger and stronger than me; she was treating me nice now, but I wasn't sure if that would be the case once I started rebelling.

She reached down and picked me up. I felt so small in her arms. Like I really was a small child and she was a woman helping my babysitter. She placed me on her hip with my legs on either side of her just like a real woman would carry a real toddler and walked out of the men's room to the bar outside.

The place was starting to fill up. It was still early so it wasn't too full yet, but there were easily three times the number of people here than when I first arrived.

I scanned the bar for Kara, but didn't see her. I didn't see her at any of the tables either. A woman stood out in a place like this; a woman dressed the way she was doubly so. I was starting to get worried that she had left me here in the hands of these strangers.

The woman carrying me seemed to sense my anxiety and began to rock me back and forth while patting my back with her strong hand. A lot of people took notice and it wasn't long before most of the bar was staring at the man wearing nothing but a diaper being carried by the black amazon. I buried my head in the drag queen's shoulder to hide my face. Just like a real toddler.

She caught sight of the man who abused me in the bathroom. He was seated at a booth on the other end of the bar. She carried me over to him and sat down, placing me in-between them.

“Did she give you any trouble?” the man asked.

“No, she was a little angel.” she replied.

“Good. Now listen to me, Sugar Tits.” he said to me. “Your cuckysitter has left you with us for a little while. If you're a good girl we'll get you back to her in one piece. If not, things will get pretty ugly.

“I'm Karl. That's Linda. For the next hour you're going to be out little baby girl while the two of us play mommy and daddy with you. So I'm Daddy Karl and she's Mommy Linda. You got that, cupcake?”

Karl took the dildo out of my mouth so I could answer.

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Daddy Karl.”

“Good girl.” Karl said.

“Have you eaten yet, baby?” Linda asked. “Other than rubber dick?”

“No. And I'm really hungry.”

“I'll go order something.” Karl said. “You get her started while I'm gone.”

Karl got up and went over to the bar. I expected Linda to pull something out of the diaper bag. Something that I'd hate like a bottle of baby food or a bottle of formula, but she left the bag under the table and just pulled me over her lap. I had no idea what she had in mind until I saw her pull down her dress on one side and adjust her bra until her right breast was exposed.

I stared at the dark breast hovering in my face. I supposed that this answered the question as to what Linda was; not a drag queen, a transexual. Mostly I didn't think about it too much, my mind was too busy focused on the dark brown nipple coming towards my mouth.

I wanted to resist, but Linda had already demonstrated that she was a hell of a lot stronger than I was. So I lay there in her lap and let her put her breast in my mouth. Linda placed her hand on the back of my neck and made cooing sounds as she urged me to suckle on her teat. I could feel the nipple begin to harden in my mouth as I began to apply suction to it. I couldn't believe that I was breastfeeding, let alone from the tit of a black tranny hooker who I'd met in the men's room of a gay bar.

I was scared and confused so I did the only thing I could think of and sucked her tit like she wanted me to. It felt totally like a regular breast and the act of suckling was surprisingly comforting. There wasn't any milk, but there was something about the act itself that took me back to a time before I could remember. Linda began to softly sing a lullaby as I lay in her arms. I looked up into her beautiful face and felt loved.

I lost track of time laying on Linda's lap, suckling at her breast. Karl returned with some sandwiches, onion rings, and beer. As nice as it was sucking Linda's tit, the smell of food was making my stomach rumble.

“Sounds like somebody is ready for some big people food.” Linda said, hearing the rumbling.

“Remember, her sitter said she was too young for real food.” Karl said. “You're going to have to baby bird it if dildo breath over there is going to get anything to eat.”

“That's really gross, Karl.” Linda said.

“I didn't make the rules.”

Linda rolled her eyes at that last statement.

Linda pulled her tit out of my mouth and tucked herself back into her bra and dress. She reached over me and picked up a sandwich.

“Alright baby. Your cuckysitter told us that if we fed you or gave you anything to drink that you'd have to do it like a baby bird. You don't have to, and I wouldn't blame you if you didn't, but if you say no then you aren't getting anything to eat from us. Maybe nothing to eat tonight.”

“I don't understand.” I said. “What do you mean?”

“A momma bird gets food and brings it back to the nest.” Linda said. “Worms or whatever it is that birds eat. Whatever it is, it's too big for the little baby bird to eat so the momma bird has to chew it up for them and spit it in their mouths.

“So think of me as the momma bird, you're the baby, and this sandwich is a worm. If you want to eat it then I got to chew it for you.”

That had to be one of the most disgusting things that I had ever heard in my life. There was no way that I was going to go through with this. There are some things that are just too demeaning even for me.

“Uh, … no thank you, Mommy Linda.” I said.

“That's ok, sweetheart. I understand.”

My declining didn't stop them from enjoying their meals. I watched from Linda's lap as they worked on the onion rings and sandwiches. The smell of the food was making my mouth water and my stomach rebel. I had no idea if Kara was going to feed me once we got home. I didn't even have a good idea when that would be happening, I still didn't see any signs of Kara.

Could I bring myself to eat food that another person had chewed up and spit in? Even the thought of it was gross. But every time I saw Karl or Linda take a bite of their dinner, the thought grew less and less gross to me. Could it really be any worse that having the dildo that had deflowered me getting shoved in my mouth? People exchanged spit all the time; this was just going to include food.

“Mommy Linda?” I asked in a small voice.

“Yes, sweetheart?” Linda said.

“Can I have something to eat and drink?”

“Are you ok being my baby bird?

I nodded my head yes.

“Let me get her started.” Karl said. I didn't like the sound of this.

Karl lifted a shot glass up and drank it down. He swished it around in his mouth making it obvious that whatever was in the glass was now waiting for me in his mouth. He bent down and placed his mouth over mine. It was the first time a man had ever kissed me; the first time I'd been kissed in a very long time. I opened my mouth, knowing that he was about to drop a liquid load down my throat.

He opened his mouth and let the harsh liquor pour slowly into my mouth. It burned the inside of my mouth. I wanted to cough or choke, but Karl held my head in place and just kept forcing more and more of the fire water and spit cocktail down my throat. I had no alternative but to swallow.

I felt the effects of the alcohol almost immediately. I was tired and weak with nothing in my stomach; totally vulnerable to the very potent liquor. I barely noticed as he ran his tongue over mine.

I looked up and saw Linda take a bite of her sandwich. I watched as she carefully and very obviously chewed it. Maybe it was the alcohol, maybe it was some perverse side of my brain, but she reminded me of a cow chewing her cud. Not that I would ever tell her that. Not when she still had so much control over me.

I watched as she chewed. I remembered what she was doing when I first saw her. The blowjob she gave Karl in the men's room as I looked on helplessly. My meal was going to be put through the same mouth that had gotten Karl off. My food touched by the same tongue that ran over his shaft and balls.

The thought sickened me, but my hunger kept me from complaining. I tried not to think about it, but every time I looked at Linda's mouth moving I could picture her on her knees in that filthy bathroom getting her face fucked by Karl.

After more chews than I really thought was needed, Linda bent over me and placed her face above mine. She hovered there for several seconds waiting for me to open my mouth like the baby bird that I had volunteered to be.

I opened my mouth, expecting her to lean in further and place the food in my mouth in the same way that Karl had kissed me to give me the alcohol. But Linda didn't move in any closer. Her face stayed still a few inches above mine. I looked at her uncertainly and watched as a ball of spit and bread and meat came falling out of her mouth and into mine.

I took it. God help me I took it in my mouth and began to chew it. I couldn't identify the type of bread or the meat from the taste. And the texture – well the texture was obviously very different than I was used to. I did pick up an undercurrent of something salty which made me wonder if Karl's seed had somehow lingered in Linda's mouth.

I chewed long and hard until the ball of food and Linda's spit was broken down enough to swallow. I had to swallow three times to keep from choking. My stomach was grateful even as the rest of me rebelled.

I'd barely finished the first bite when Linda followed up by spitting a ball of chewed up onion ring into my mouth. The grease and her spit almost made me sick, but I managed to keep it down. Karl followed up by giving me another kiss/shot.

We went on like this for several minutes. Karl switched over to beer; Linda, after seeing my negative reaction to the onion rings, switched back to the sandwich.

My hunger and thirst were going away. Unfortunately for me my extreme hunger had given me the motivation to eat anything, even the disgusting balls of half digested food that Linda was spitting into my mouth. Now that the edge was off my hunger I was having trouble with finishing my meal. I thought that I could taste Karl's cum in every bite and I knew I was tasting Linda. I felt the need to retch, but my stomach had fought so hard to be fed that it wasn't going to give it up easily.

I tried to race through the rest of the meal as best I could. The faster I ate, the sooner it was out of my mouth, I reasoned. Linda didn't see it that way. When she saw that I was chewing faster, she took longer to make a food ball. Smaller ones than I'd had before, forcing me to take longer whether I wanted to or not.

There was a flash of light. I turned to look and saw Kara standing in front of our table pointing her phone at me. Wonderful, now there would be photographic proof of my humiliation.

“Looks like someone's enjoying her din dins.” Kara said.

I opened my mouth to beg Kara to take me home, but Karl chose that moment to give me a beer filled kiss. It had been a long time since I'd been allowed to have alcohol and the shots and beer were going to my head fast. The fact that I had that first shot on an empty stomach didn't help.

“We were just finishing up.” Karl said. “You can have your baby girl back any time you want.”

“And feel free to bring her back any time you want.” Linda added. “She is such a little cutie.”

“I'd love to leave her with you, but I promised her wife that I'd get the sissy home before sundown so we gotta leave now.” Kara said to Linda before turning to me. “Say thank you and kiss the nice people goodbye, douche nozzle.”

I looked up at Linda and said “thank you.” She bent down and gave me a kiss on the mouth and a pat on the belly. I could smell her perfume, cheap and heavy, but I thought it smelled nice.

Karl put his tongue in my mouth almost as soon as Linda had sat up again. I felt it invade my mouth and explore every nook and cranny before he finally pulled up for air.

I got off Linda's lap and tried to stand up, but Kara took the toddler reins and pulled me down to my hands and knees. She was going to make me crawl out of the bar wearing nothing but my diapers.

Several heads turned my way looking at the freak crawling on the floor. I got a few whistles and some phone numbers tucked into my diaper, but I managed to make it out to the parking lot without any real trouble. Kara led me to her car and once again buckled me into the back seat, treating me like a small child.

I slumped into the seat exhausted and watched the world go by as Kara started to drive home. I don't know if it was exhaustion or the alcohol, but I ended falling asleep on the way home. The next thing I remembered was Kara shaking me awake in front of my house. Miranda's house. I'd fallen asleep in the car just like a baby.

It was still light out. I didn't want to get out of the car like this. No one in the office or at home respected me anymore, but I'd managed to keep my descent from the neighbors. Many of them I had known for years. My comings and goings had been at odd hours when they weren't home, but I could see some of them out and about. Mowing their lawns, cooking out, doing the standard suburban things that normal people do on a hot summer night.

Kara had to pull me out of the car by my toddler leash. I was once more surprised by just how strong the short woman was. My only hope was that she would get me inside quickly before too many people spotted me or anyone recognized the giant baby as being their former peer.

But Kara made me stand there while she got my diaper bag and a few things from her trunk. I wanted to run for the door, but was held fast by the damned leash. It wouldn't have mattered anyway; I didn't have a key to get in.

I put my head down and hoped that no one got a good look at my face. Kara finally got ready to go inside and pulled on my leash. I meekly followed.

We had just made it up the walkway to the house when I heard a word that I hadn't heard in a very long time – my real name.

“ROGER! Is that you?” It was a woman's voice saying my old name. The one I used before Miranda decided to call me Myron. It was a voice that I didn't want to hear right now.

I turned around and looked at the woman who called my name. It was her all right. The last person I wanted to see me like this and she was walking right up to me.
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I stopped dead in my tracks at the sound of her voice.

“Roger? Is that really you?”

I hadn't heard my real name in such a long time that I barely recognized it being called out by a woman who hadn't seen me since Miranda came into my life.

Her name was Kate. She lived a few houses down the street from mine. The house that used to be mine. She was a few years older than me, but still a knockout. I tried to seduce her more than a few times before I met and married Miranda. We hadn't seen each other since my life began the downward path that Miranda chose for me.

“Are you two going to a costume party or something? And aren't you a little young to be dragging a half naked man around on a leash, young lady?”

I was only wearing a diaper and the toddler leash. Miranda had made Kara, a soon to be college graduate, dress up like a tween girl and play baby/cuckysitter with me. Kara was one of those women who looked young without the help of middle school girl drag.

“His name isn't Roger, it's Myron.” Kara said more than a little testily. “I'm 22. I can show you my license if you don't believe me. Myron's wife, my boss, asked me to cuckysit him and wants me dressed like this. He gets off on being treated like the little sissy ass kisser that he is.”

“Can we go in now?” I asked Kara. Other neighbors were beginning to notice the man in the diaper being walked by what looked like a young girl.

“The grown-ups are talking, little boy.” Kara said to me. “You're just going to have to be patient.”

“Cuckysitter?” Kate asked. Of all the things to focus on she had to go straight for that one.

“It's a cuckold babysitter. Miranda is off having a good time with some stud and needs someone to watch over her pathetic little husband here. He's way too irresponsible and immature to look after himself. That's where I come in.”

“But Roger … Myron told me that he was a pretty important man. He said that he graduated first from his class at Harvard. That he was the head of a company down town and had a couple dozen employees who jumped at his every word.” Kate said.

“It sounds like Myron lied to you.” Kara said. “Myron here is the assistant to the office girl. You know the gal who gets people coffee and makes copies and gets on her knees to give blow jobs to the real important people at the company. That's Myron's boss. She dropped out of high school. Actually he couldn't even handle that job so he's getting demoted.”

Kate gave me a look. “Is that true?”

“Some of it.” I said slowly. I didn't want Kara to punish me for lying, but I couldn't admit the truth to the woman I had wanted to bed so badly before I sold away my manhood for Miranda's love.

“And here I thought you were some great big stud.” Kate said. “Would it be alright if I came inside and spoke to you some more about this. I have to admit that I'm finding the truth a lot more interesting than the lies Myron was telling.”

“Yes. Please can we go inside?” I practically begged.

Kara reached up and grabbed me by the mouth before I knew what was going on. She pulled my face down until it was level with hers while forcing my mouth open with her strong fingers.

“What did I tell you about interrupting, piss pants?” she roared right in my face.

She yanked hard on my leash and pulled me to the small tree in the front of our lawn. I watched in a confused daze as she wrapped the end of my leash around the thin tree and tied it off. I turned to protest, but as soon as I opened my mouth Kara stuffed the giant black dildo down my throat, shutting me up.

“This nice lady and I are going to go inside and have a nice little chat.” Kara informed me. “When we are done we may allow you to come inside and join us. But that will be up to us. I want you to sit out here and get plenty of fresh air. And you can think about whose in charge here, me or you. And just in case you think that the answer to that little riddle is you, I'm not going to let you in until I see your friends go away again. Do you understand me, douche nozzle?”
I nodded my head vigorously “yes.”

“Friends?” Kate asked.

“The little princesses on his diapers disappear when they get wet.” Kara explained.

“So you're ordering him to wet his diapers? And he's going to do that?”

“It wouldn't be the first time.”

“There is so much I need to talk to you about.”

The two women walked off and into the house leaving me tied to the tree. I felt exposed in the front yard. I looked around and saw more neighbors looking this way. Some had there phones out and were recording my degradation for posterity. I couldn't stand it any more. I don't know if it was the liquid courage of the alcohol that Karl had forced on me or if I'd reached the end of my rope, but I couldn't stay here another minute.

I reached around the tree and furiously worked on untying the knot in the leash. It wasn't easy. I'd never been very good with my hands and Kara seemed to know her way around a knot. I was also fighting nerves and panic. Was the couple next door looking at me? Was the man playing frisbee with his dog going to notice me the next time he threw? My heart was pounding harder and harder as I struggled to get out of view. It was bad enough that Kate had seen me, I didn't need any more exposure.

Kate had been a part of the neighborhood when I first moved here a couple years before meeting Miranda. She was about five years older than me, but still drop dead gorgeous with a body that made men lose their heads. I had to admit that I was one of those men. I tried to seduce her, but she always managed to keep me at arm's length. She seemed totally immune to my charms, both physical and financial. No matter how much I tried to impress her, she just treated me like I was some lovestruck schoolboy with a crush instead of the powerful man of business that I was.

I had barely seen her since I started seeing Miranda; not at all after the wedding. At first it was because I had Miranda and there was no need to go looking for. Later it was a matter of pride. I didn't want this aloof woman to see how far I'd fallen. If I was beneath her before, what must she think of me know?

I finally managed to undo the knot and ran to the front door. I knew that there would be consequences for disobedience, but at that moment I just wanted to get inside and away from the world.

The door was locked.

And I didn't have a key anymore. Miranda wouldn't let me

I was still exposed to the curious neighbors so I creeped around the edge of the house, sticking to the bushes as I made my way to the back door. It was probably locked to, but I wasn't exactly lousy with options at the moment and I had to try something.

I didn't find out if the back door was locked or not. I didn't even get around to that side of the house. I turned the corner leading there and saw a group of high school boys playing basketball at the end of the driveway in the house behind ours. They had an unobstructed view of the entire back of our house; there wasn't even a bush between me and the back door. Even if it was unlocked there was no way for me to get there without being seen in this humiliating diaper. And if it was locked, I'd have to face their scrutiny even longer.

I crouched behind the bush out of sight and tried to come up with a plan as I watched the young men run and jump in the late evening sun. I really didn't want to attract the attention of these young jocks, not now. Probably not ever.

Climbing through a window wasn't an option. Miranda had an alarm system put in place after I signed the house over to her. I didn't know the combination and I wanted to deal with the police even less than I wanted to deal with the basketball players.

I couldn't think of anyplace that I could go. Our house was surrounded by other homes and it seemed like every one of them was bustling with cook outs, swim parties, or people just enjoying the warm summer night.

The only thing that I could do was wait in the bushes until Kara and Kate decided that I could come in. It wasn't fun, but at least it was better than being tied out front where everyone could see me. I hoped that Kara would be merciful when she found out that I untied myself.

I crouched there by the side of the house waiting for Kara to come out or the boys to go inside. It didn't take long before my legs got tired and I had to set my diapered butt onto the dirt. Any relief that I felt from getting off my tired legs was made up for with the pain that hit me as soon as my tender ass touched solid ground.

In the past few hours my ass had been violently spanked, fucked with a strapon, and made to sit in a diaper that I had pissed in. It was raw and even sitting on the soft ground was enough to make me yelp in pain.

“What was that?”

Damn. It was one of the high school boys. He must have heard me when I called out. I got on my knees and started crawling away, hoping that the bushes would cover my escape.

“I saw someone.” another player called out. “I think someone's trying to break in.”

I got off my knees and tried to run to the front door. If I could make it there before the boys I would bang on the door until Kara let me in. I would accept any punishment she wanted to give me, but I had to get away from the jocks who were chasing me.

I felt something hard slam into the back of my head and I crumpled to the ground. It took me a few seconds to realize that they had thrown the basketball at the back of my head. I just lay there on the ground trying to pull myself together as I heard the boys run up to me.

“Jesus Christ!” one of the boys exclaimed.

“It's some perv in a diaper.” said another.

“I bet he was trying to peep through the windows.” said a third. “My neighbor's pretty damn hot.”

“Or maybe he was looking at us.” said the first boy.

“Were you doing that, perv?” the second boy kicked me in the stomach. “Were you looking at us and rubbing yourself in your diaper?”

“No. No.” I cried. “You've got it all wrong. I live here. I was trying to get inside.”

“Fucking liar.” the third boy didn't have a good angle to kick me in the stomach so he kicked my diapered ass, knocking me down into the dirt. “My neighbor is a smoking hot MILF named Miranda, not some diaper wearing sissy faggot.”

“It's true.” I said, pulling my face from the dirt.

“So why were you sneaking around, dickless? Trying to get a good look at us?”

“I don't have a key.” I said. “Mistress Miranda won't let me have one.”

“So you're Miranda's sex slave or something?”

“I'm her husband.”

The boys laughed at that.

“Alright baby perv. We'll just see if you belong here. We'll tell the people inside that we found you out here either perving on us or them and let them decide what to do to you.”

I felt three pairs of hands lift me up to my feet. They may have been high school students, but they all towered over me. I felt cowed by the young men and didn't offer any resistance when they pushed me towards the front door.

The boy who claimed to be our neighbor knocked on the door of the house that I used to own. It seemed to take forever for Kara and Kate to answer the door. Kara shot me a look that told me that I was in deep shit. Kate looked amused.

“I'm sorry to bother you ladies, but we found this creep hiding in your bushes. We don't know if he's a peeping tom or whether he was getting off watching us play basketball. We grabbed him and he told us a story about how he lives here and is married to the lady who owns the house. I was just going to call the cops on him, but decided to check with you first.”

The boys were all staring at Kara and Kate. Kara was older than them by three or four years, but looked younger thanks to good genes and Miranda's choice of costumes. Kate looked every bit the part of her hot mother. I didn't have to imagine the sorts of thoughts going through these boy's heads at the moment.

“Yes, he lives here.” Kara said. I could tell that she was forcing her voice to sound pleasant in front of the boys. “I tied him to the tree out front so Kate and I could have a little talk inside, but it looks like he broke away. He probably wanted to watch the hot boys get all sweaty. Didn't you, Myron?”

“... no. No. I was …” I sputtered out.

“Didn't I just bring you home from a gay bar?” Kara asked. “Didn't I find you there getting kissed by a great big man while you sat in the lap of a transexual hooker? Weren't they feeding you by mouth?”

“...yes.”

“I'm sorry that Myron tried to perv on you.” Kara said to the boys, ignoring me. “He's going to be punished.”

“OK.” one of the boys said. Clearly this was getting a lot weirder than they had expected.

“Myron, have you wet your diapers?” Kara asked me. Her voice sounded harsh, but I knew she was holding back in front of strangers.

“No.” I said. I felt like the earth was going to open up and eat me.

“I told you that I wasn't going to let you into the house until you wet yourself again.”

“I know.” I said, hanging my head down.

“You mean he uses those things?” one of the boys asked. “To … you know … wet himself?”

“He does.” Kara said. “And he knows that he's supposed to pee in them now, but he was too busy sneaking off to stare at the hot young studs to do as he was told. I really don't know what to do with you, Myron. I haven't finished telling Kate all about what a little bitch you really are and I'm not about to let you into this house with dry pampers on. But if I let you stay outside, you're just going to get into trouble. If only I had someone who could keep you out of mischief.”

Kara was all but telling the boys that she wanted them to babysit me while the grownups had a conversation about me. The high school boys were putty in Kara's hands, tripping over their feet to get in the good books of the hot girl and the smoking older woman who looked on bemused.

“We'll watch over him while you talk.”

“Yeah, we can show him how to play.”

“I'm sure that Myron would just love to play with your balls, boys.” Kara said. “Just bring him inside when it's time to change his diaper.”

The boys started to march me out, but Kate had another idea.

“Hold on, boys.” Kate said. “Let me just take care of something before you take this big sissy with you.”

The boys stopped. I looked at Kate, mortified. It was one thing for her to find out about some of the things that Miranda had done to me, but she was going to get it all. And from Kara who was more than happy to paint me in the least positive light possible. I had no idea how much she had already been told, but I knew that she had seen me in diapers, being dragged around by a toddler leash. And she didn't bat an eye when Kara told the boys about my experience at the Parrot. I had no idea what she wanted to do, but I didn't have a good feeling about it.

“You are a terrible mess, young lady.” Kate said, examining me. “We'll have to get you cleaned up once you get inside. After we get you out of your wet diaper. You look like the kind of little girl who would pee in the tub. No self control at all. Well we can't have you showing that dirty face to these nice young men so come over here, Myra.”

I don't know what was worse, being exposed in front of my former crush or having her treat me as bad as all of the other women in my life were treating me. I obediently stepped forward, prepared for the worst.

Kate pulled out a handkerchief and began to dab at the dirt on my face from where I'd landed face first on the ground. When the handkerchief alone wasn't enough to do the job, she dabbed at it with her spit and reapplied it to my face until it was clean enough for her satisfaction. I felt ridiculously childish standing there in front of these people being treated like a little child. And Kate was calling me Myra and using feminine pronouns. Did she know about the chastity device that left my crotch as smooth as a woman's?

“All done. You go off and have fun with the big boys while the grownups talk. Have fun.” Kate turned me around and sent me on my way with a strong pat on my diapered ass.

The boys didn't waste any time marching me back to their driveway. They were all bigger than me despite my greater age and took a great deal of satisfaction at pushing me around until I stood on the hot asphalt. I found myself having to jump from one foot to the other to keep from getting burned by the blacktop. The sun was going to set soon, but a good deal of heat was still trapped under my bare feet.

The three boys formed a rough circel with me in the middle. They began tossing the ball back and forth to one another, the ball almost hitting me in the head with each throw. Then they started circling me while passing the ball back and forth faster and faster. All the while saying the most vile things that they could think of.

“Oh, is the little faggot baby going to cry?”

“Piss yourself yet, sissy?”

“I bet he wears a diaper cause it's the only way he gets to piss standing up anymore.”

The next throw went straight at my crotch. I was so tired and uncoordinated (and a little drunk from the whisky and beer that Karl had kissed into my mouth) that I wasn't able to block it in time. The ball crashed hard into my diapered crotch.

I fell to the hot ground in agony.

It wasn't fair. The chastity belt kept me from getting even a hint of pleasure from my cock, but it did nothing to protect me from the pain of being hit like that. I lay there grabbing at my wrecked crotch, unable to actually touch any of effected area. I heard the boys laughing above me.

The boy who lived there began to dribble the ball right beside my head. Faster and faster he bounced the ball. I stared at it in fascination not sure if the next bounce would come down straight on my head. I felt terrified for my life.

“please, oh please, oh please, just let me go inside” I babbled up at my tormentors. “I'll be good. I promise. I'll never do it again. Please.”

I didn't even know what I was saying, I was just trying to make this nightmare end. At least this small part of the overall nightmare that today had turned out to be.

“Close your eyes.” the boy who was dribbling the ball ordered.

I obeyed.

The dribbling stopped.

“Keep them closed, or I'll kick your dick so far up inside you that you'll be able to taste it.”

“Yes, sir.” I said. A few months ago this was a kid who I wouldn't have given the time of day to. Maybe hired him as an intern and forgotten about him. Now I was calling him “sir” and begging him to let me inside my own home.

I heard the young men laughing about something, but whatever it was, I wasn't able to see.

Then I felt the first hot stream hit me. By the time the second had joined it I was pretty sure that I knew what was happening. By the time all three men were pissing on me, I knew exactly what they were laughing about.

I sobbed as they emptied their bladders on my prone body. One of them spread his stream over my upturned face, washing away my tears with his hot smelly piss. I felt my own bladder release at that moment. I don't know if it had anything to do with getting hit in the groin while wearing my chastity, or a reaction to being pissed on, or simply submissive urination at the humiliating and degrading treatment that I was being exposed to. All I knew was that the inside of my diaper was as wet as my outside was.

“Jesus Christ! I think this perv just pissed his diaper.” one of the boys said. “Those princesses disappearing … that's something my niece's diapers do when she wets herself.”

“You can open your eyes now, toilet bowl.”

I opened my eyes in time to see the young men zipping up. I saw the huge puddle of piss that I was in and realized that it had gotten into my hair as well.

“Well, you've pissed yourself.” the neighbor boy said. “That means you can go home. Get up and get off my driveway and if I ever catch you peeping on me or my friends again, I'll cut your dick off and shove it up you nose.”

Like I had a dick worth cutting off.

I got to my hands and knees. I didn't have the strength to get back to my feet just yet, but I needed to get away from the bullies outside and take my chances with the bully inside. I barely made it to the grass when I felt the basketball hit me hard in the ass. The force of the shot knocked me back down into the dirt. It took me awhile to pull myself up. I could here there mocking laughter as I did.

I made it to the front door on my hands and knees. I could barely move and I didn't care who saw me in my diaper. I needed to get inside and get out of this wet diaper and have the piss washed out of my skin and hair.

I rang the bell twice and knocked three times before the door finally opened. I looked up and saw that Kate had answered. She looked down at me. I couldn't tell what she was thinking, but it couldn't have been flattering.

Kate just stood there and stared at me, her expression neutral. Her lips looked like they could turn into a smile at any minute, but whether she would be laughing at me or my situation was unclear. Kara walked up behind her and looked me over. I had no problem figuring out what she was thinking.

“What the fuck happened to you, cum breath?” Kara said louder than I would have liked. “I know you're full of shit, but there's no way you had that much piss in you.”

I nervously looked behind me and saw that this scene had drawn a small audience. There were the three high school kids who had pissed on me as well as a few local couples and single women who I had known for years.

“Look at me when I'm talking to you!” Kara grabbed my ear and pulled my face down to her level. I yelped in pain at the unexpected force and turned to face her fully. My diaper clad ass was now facing the small crowd. Everyone could see that I had not only wet my diaper, but was soaked.

“Let me in.” I said. I don't know if it was the fear making me talk or some left over courage from the alcohol that Karl had spit down my throat at the Parrot, but I was coming close to rebellion.

“You're not coming in here covered in piss and mud, carrot dick.” Kara said.

I looked up to Kate to see if I could count on her for support or even sympathy, but she just looked at me with a bemused grin on her face.

“This is my house, Kara.” I said, trying to sound stronger than I'd felt. “Let me in or I'll have to force my way in.”

There. I did it. I'd made the rebellion that I had dreamed about for so long. I stood there in front of this tiny woman trying to hide my fear.

“You think you can, dickless?” Kara smiled at me. She didn't seem at all concerned about my chances of success. “Try it!”

Kara let go of my ear and moved in front of the door. She put her arms akimbo on her his and set her feet apart, completely blocking the door. If I wanted in I was going to have to go through her.

I rushed at her, hoping that my greater size and weight would give me the force needed to push her aside. My neighbors might thing that I was a bully for pushing around someone who looked so much younger than me, but I'd rather have them think that then the truth; that the woman who looked like a middle school Lolita pushed me around and bullied me.

I didn't make it to the door. I barely made it a few steps before Kara's skinny leg came down hard and kicked my left leg out from under me. The force that I was hoping to use on her only ended up hurting me when I came crashing down hard onto the steps of the house that used to be mine.

I felt iron in my mouth and a swelling in my lip and realized that I was bleeding from the mouth, but I was too shook up from the fall to really think about it. I felt Kara put her fingers in my nostrils and lift my head up. I stared up at the face of my smiling conqueror.

“I thought you were going to get inside.” Kara said. “You said this was your house. You were going to be all butch and manly and push the little girly out of your way. Know you've shown all these people what a little bitch you are.”

I could hear giggles from the women in the crowd as they watched this petite girl put me in my place.

“Does it make you sad knowing that they know what a pathetic little bitch you really are?” Kara went on. “Does it make you want to cry, little crybaby?”

“Please just let me inside.” I begged. “You win.”

“Of course I win, crybaby. Look at what I had to compete against.” Kara dug her fingertips deeper into my nostrils and pulled my head up. “It's ok if you want to cry. I know I would if I was a loser like you.”

I heard murmurs in the crowd as my neighbors reacted to me being treated like this. I felt small and weak. I felt like I couldn't breathe. I felt my mouth open wide and suck in air, but the more I took in, the less effect it was having. My chest was heaving from emotion and stress and I could feel my eyes begin to water. I'd lost track of how many times I'd broken down today, but this time it was going to be in front of an audience who had no knowledge of my gradual descent to this point. People who, if they remembered the old me, remembered him as a strong, virile man of the world. The head of his own business. Not this diaper clad freak being disciplined by a slim girl.

Kara watched as tears ran down my face. I watched as she extended her tongue and leaned in and licked the tears that were streaming down my face.

“Sissy tears!” Kara said into my ear before taking another lick. “My favorite.”

Kara then stood up, dragging me by the nose into a kneeling position. She strode past me, walking down the steps. I was forced to follow her down the steps and to the side of the house. I had no idead what she was doing, but I didn't have any way of stopping her. Kara had clearly demonstrated her superiority to me; any fight that I had was washed away with my new tears.

She plopped me down on the grass and walked away. I kept my head down. I couldn't look my former friends and neighbors in the eyes. Not after what they'd seen.

The jet of cold water hit me by surprise. I looked up, shocked at the unexpected coldness and force of the blast. I saw Kara standing by the side of the house holding the garden hose and smiling evilly as she sprayed it over me.

“Don't give me that look, crybaby.” Kara said. “There is no way that I'm going to let you inside as dirty as you are right now. And as everybody just learned, you aren't getting inside unless I let you. So just sit back like a good little sissy and let me spray you clean.”

I knelt there in the grass shivering at the touch of the freezing water. I felt further infantilized if that was possible. This was the way you treated a naughty toddler who got too dirty playing outside, not the way you treated a grown man. I sobbed as the hose cleaned away the dirt and the piss, leaving nothing behind but me and the diaper that I had wet in.

Kara turned off the hose and walked over to where I knelt in the grass. She looked down at me, her smile seemed etched into her wicked face.

“Crawl.” she said, pointing the the front steps.

I obediently crawled in front of her, my soggy diaper swishing on my abused ass. My lip was starting to feel swollen, but I couldn't taste the blood anymore.

I made it to the front step and was about to cross the threshold to the inside when I heard Kara yell for me to “STOP!”

I stopped. I looked up and saw Kate standing there looking down at me. How much of that humiliation had she seen from up here? Did it matter after all of the things that Kara must have told her and the other things she'd seen?

“Get on your back.” Kara ordered. “That ought to come naturally for a slut like you.”

I closed my eyes and rolled over onto my back. I had to shift my position to keep from banging my head against the railing. I heard Kara walk up the steps and stand over me. I felt her reach down and tug at the sides of my diaper.

I heard the sound of the tapes being pulled open and I prayed that she wasn't actually going to change my diaper out here where everyone could see. They already knew I wasn't a real man; did they have to see my abused ass or the chastity belt that flattened my small penis and gave me a camel toe?

My prayers were not answered. They never were any more. Not since Miranda came into my life. I felt the wet diaper being pulled away from my sore body. Kara lifted my legs into the air and pulled the diaper out from under me. She held them up while she spoke with Kate.

“I've got my hands full with the sissy.” Kara said. “Can you get me a fresh diaper, Kate?”

“It looks like I'd better get some powder and lotion to.” Kate said. “I think somebody has gotten himself a bad case of diaper rash.”

A fresh round of laughter came from the crowd. I wanted to fall through the earth, but I just lay there with my legs held up, waiting to be changed and allowed to go inside and away from all these people.

“Maybe.” Kara admitted. “But some of that is from the spanking the office girl gave him. Right before fucking his ass over the boss' desk.”

“Her boss, the office girl?” Kate asked.

“Yes.”

“Little Myra here really exaggerated her importance at the office back when she was trying to get in my pants.” Kate said. “You should have heard some of the fibs that came out of her mouth.”

“And there was nothing she could have done anyway.” Kara said. “Unless you happened to have a strap on handy.”

Kara lowered one hand from my legs and flicked the stainless steel chastity device.

“I can see that.” Kate replied.

I felt something being placed under my butt and Kara lowered my legs until I was seated on top of a fresh diaper. I was hoping that the diapering would end when we got home, but it looked like I was going to be placed in my third diaper of the day. I wondered how long it would be before I peed in this one. Or if I'd be allowed to use a toilet for a bowel movement.

My life had reached the point where the decision as to whether or not I shit my pants was no longer mine to make. I had to hope for mercy from a woman who clearly hated me or I was going to experience a new level of shame.

I felt Kara's hand rub lotion over my ass, thighs, and the parts of my crotch not covered by steel. I have to admit that it felt good. It didn't completely stop the irritation or take away the humiliation of having my diaper changed in front of a group, but it was more solace than I'd experienced in a long while. The closest thing to comfort that I'd felt in the last 24 hours was laying in the lap of a maternal transsexual prostitute and suckling on her breast.

Kara then covered my diaper area in a thick layer of powder. Then I heard the tapes being pulled up and the diaper being closed around me.

“Get up and crawl inside, sissy.” Kara ordered. “I don't want you even thinking about standing up and walking in like a real man. You crawl like the bitch you are.”

I got up on all fours and hung my head down. I knew I still had an audience, but couldn't deal with facing them after they had seen me degraded in such a manner. I slowly crawled to and through the door, feeling a slap land firmly on my diapered ass.

I couldn't tell if it was Kara or Kate who delivered it.

I finally made it inside to the relative comfort and security of my home. Miranda's home anyway. I heard the door click shut behind me and I felt a surge of relief wash over my body. Whatever else was going to happen to me was going to happen behind closed doors and away from prying eyes.

Other than those of my cuckysitter and the woman I had previously tried to seduce.

Kate walked in front of me, her ass wiggling in its tight skirt at eye level just in front of me. I could feel my cock stir inside the confines of the chastity belt, but the stirring was never allowed to become anything more substantial.

Kate took a seat on the sofa; Kara stayed behind me. The older woman looked at me and pointed to a spot in front of her on the floor.

“Little sissies aren't allowed on the furniture.” Kate said. “I want you to kneel right there while I tell you what I'm going to do about you lying to me about being a big important man.”
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“Do you have any idea how badly you have disappointed me?” Kate asked.

I looked up at my neighbor from where I was kneeling on all fours. This was a woman that I had at once tried to seduce with the power and position that I had given away when Miranda took over. She was older than me by a few years, but that didn't mar her beauty. If anything it just added an element of power and refinement that women half her age would have given their right tit for.

I shook my head “no” uncertain how to respond or how to address her. I looked at the floor. I could only imagine what I looked like to her now – naked save for a fresh diaper that she had changed me into on the front steps. She'd seen my small caged penis. She'd seen those high school boys abuse and torment me. Saw them piss my diaper. I was as far removed from the man of power who once propositioned her as a man could be.

“You told me you were this great big man. You said that you ran your own company. You said that you knew how to take care of a lady. You made it sound like you had something useful in the front of your pants.” Kate said, her voice harsh and mocking. “Tell me, Myron. Are there many successful business men who have their own babysitters? Is that a thing? To turn yourself into a little sissy baby and hire some girl to lock up that little swizzle stick between your legs and take you to gay bars and suck the tits of transexual hookers? You're not a real man. I don't even think that you like women. Aside from having someone to change your diapers after you've been gang banged by the basketball team. You're just a little sissy baby, aren't you?”

I wanted to protest. I wanted to tell her that this was all Miranda and Kara's idea. I was just doing what I was told and I hated every minute of what was being done to me. I wanted to tell her the truth, but one stern look from Kara told me that I'd regret telling Kate any of that. So I just nodded my agreement.

“That isn't acceptable.” Kate said. “I want to hear you tell me exactly what you are.”

“I … I'm a little sissy baby.” I said, looking at her feet. I felt that if I even tried to look her in the eyes that I would break into tears again. I never used to cry. Not until I met Miranda.

“Do you like my feet, sissy baby?” Kate asked. “You're staring awfully hard at them. Is that another one of your fetishes? Feet? I bet it is. I bet you just slobber all over my pretty feet like the fucking dog that you are.”

I heard Kara snort at the thought of me debasing myself to the former subject of my desire.

“That's right, Kara. You should laugh at him.” Kate said. “That's the nicest thing that a pretty young girl like you would ever do with a piece of shit like this. When you see something that pathetic and ridiculous you either laugh or you kick him where his balls should be.”

“You said you were going to punish her.” Kara said. She sounded like she could hardly wait.

“So I did.” Kate said.

Kate crossed her legs with one knee over the other and let her high heeled shoe dangle from her foot. My eyes were focused on the black stockings she wore. I wondered if she was going to make me lick her feet. I didn't have a foot fetish. At least I told myself that, but at that moment I would have given anything in the world to put my foot down on her tender toes and caress them with my tongue.

“Well?” Kara clearly wanted the show to get started.

“Don't get so impatient, child. I have one sissy baby to deal with; I can easily make it two.” Kate's threat was obvious.

“I am not a child.” Kara sounded pissed at the suggestion. I half expected her to stamp her foot. “I'm just dressed this way because Ms. Kent wants me to.”

“I'm sure that the little sissy baby at my feet thinks the same thing.” Kate said. “Now be patient and obedient or I'll take you over my knee and spank you like a school girl – skirt up, panties down, feet kicking in the air. And I'll make the sissy baby watch. Now be a good girl and bring me Myron's baby bag.”

The younger woman glared at the older. It was like watching a mother and daughter fight for dominance in the home. And I was the helpless baby forced to watch silently from the floor.

Kara made no move to retrieve the bag.

“If I have to get it myself you'll end up looking even younger than you do now.” Kate said. “After I've finished spanking you I'll take away your big girl clothes and put you in diapers. The ones we took off of sissy baby here. The really sweaty ones that those boys peed in. Now are you going to get me that bag or does the thought of all that butch boy piss pressed right up against your little girl hole just get you so wet that you want me to make Myron a playmate?”

Kara continued to glare at the older woman. Kate started to stand up and I watched Kara cave and bring the baby bag to Kate.

“Good girl.” Kate said to Kara.

The younger woman turned away and started to walk back to where she had been standing. She'd barely taken a step when Kate gave her a powerful slap on the ass. It sounded like thunder and the younger woman almost jumped into the air.

Kate looked through the baby bag that Miranda had made for my Kara, my babysitter, to humiliate me with. I had no doubt that there were dozens of things in that bag that would debase me even further. Some of them designed for babies and others of a more adult origin. Kate was careful not to show me what she was looking at as she rummaged through the oversized bag. I caught a glimpse of a change of diapers, but that was it.

“This should do nicely.” Kate finally said. “Entertain yourself with the sissy while I get things ready in the bathroom.”

Kate stood up and walked past me to the bathroom carrying the diaper bag with her. My eyes watched the curve of her hips and the sure and steady sway of her firm ass as it went by. Her perfume wafted over me as she passed. It smelled as rich and sultry as the woman who wore it. I could feel my cock begin to strain against its stainless steel cage. I wanted desperately to touch myself at that moment, but it was not going to happen.

Kara caught me looking and flicked my nose. The sudden stinging pain forced my attention away from my gorgeous older neighbor and back onto my cuckysitter. While I was being punished for things that I hadn't done Miranda was off fucking whoever she pleased. It didn't seem fair, but my life hadn't been fair for a very long time.

Kara plopped herself down in the seat that Kate had just vacated and stared at me for several long seconds. I didn't know if this was another mind game or if my young babysitter was legitimately trying to decide what to do with me. Whatever it was, I knew I wasn't going to like it.

Kara snapped her fingers at me and pointed to her shoes.

“Use your tongue.” she said. “I want to be able to see my underwear in them.”

I looked at Kara's feet and was confused. She was wearing a pair of black patent leather Mary Janes. Shoes that emphasized the juvenile school girl look that Miranda wanted, but the college age Kara hated. But I could have sworn that she was wearing something else earlier. Had she changed her shoes when I wasn't looking? She certainly had plenty of opportunities. Or was I so turned around that I was remembering wrong?

“Chop chop, ass breath. These shoes aren't going to lick themselves.” Kara said. “I know you'd rather lick Mrs Robinson's toes, but you're stuck with my pervert schoolgirl shoes. And if you don't want to, I can always ask those nice boys to come inside and have you give them a lick. I bet you'd like that. Your tongue right on their dripping pee holes. Getting them nice and lubed before you spread your checks for them.”

I got my tongue on her black leather like my life depended on it. It was bad enough dealing with these two women; I didn't need to be humiliated even further by those bullies. A couple years ago I could have bought and sold guys like that; now they terrified me.

The shoes were already shiny, but I didn't want to piss Kara off by pointing that out. The residual polish tasted awful and sucked the moisture from my tongue. I thought that she must have worn them outside because I kept finding random clumps of dirt along the edges of the leather. And I could smell how incredibly sweaty her feet were, even through the leather.

When I was finished with one shoe she stuffed the other one into my face and inspected my work. When I had polished the leather to her satisfaction she pressed her sole onto my face and waited for me to start licking. I could taste asphalt and grass on them. I almost gagged when I remembered that the neighbors walked their dogs on the grass that Kara had walked on.

“I'm ready.” Kate's voice called from the other room. “Bring him in here.”

I was nearly finished cleaning the first sole when Kate's voice interrupted my humiliation. I was almost relieved when Kara put her foot down, but remembered that this respite was short lived. Whatever Kate had planned for me would probably be far worse than what I had been going through.

Kara stood up. I started to get up as well, but she slapped me hard on the face and pointed to the floor. The pain from the blow was intense. I'm sure that Kate must have heard it in the other room. My face went red and I could feel my eyes begin to tear up.

I got the message; I wasn't allowed to walk in my own home. At least what was my old home.

Kara had me crawl ahead of her. As soon as my ass was in front of her I felt the shoe that I had just shined with my tongue kick me hard on my diapered ass. The diaper provided some cushioning, but not much. I yelped in pain as my already abused ass took even more punishment. I needed this day to be over.

I didn't know what to expect when I crawled into the bathroom. I half expected the place to be turned into a medieval dungeon. I was definitely surprised to find Kate standing there wearing a rubber apron. I couldn't see any sign of the dress she had been wearing and I thought that she was nude under the rubber. Then I caught a glimpse of her bra strap and realized that she had just stripped down to her lingerie before donning the rubber apron.

I wondered where the apron had come from. Was it something in the bag or was it something that Miranda had laying around the house? Did it matter? Then I felt my cock try to press against its feminizing confinement and all practical thoughts left my head.

“I've decided to give you one more chance to show me that you can be a big boy.” Kate said. “Or at least that you can pretend to be a big boy when you have to. I'm going to give you a little test. One that any healthy grownup can pass without a problem, but no little sissy baby ever could. If you pass I'll put you in big boy pants and let you use the potty. Do you have any questions?”

“What happens if I fail?” I asked.

I didn't dare hope that I would succeed; I never did when dealing with any of the powerful women in my life. Miranda. Kaylee. Kara. And now Kate.

“Then you've proven to me that you are nothing but a hopeless little baby to your pretty young cuckysitter and your hot older neighbor. And neither one of us will change your messy diaper until beddy-bye time tonight.”

“What do I have to do?” I asked. I didn't like the idea of being left in my diaper for that long, but I was clean now and I figured I could hold it until just before they sent me to bed.

“All you have to do is show us that you can control yourself, Myron.” Kate said. “All you have to do is not shit your pants in the next hour. That doesn't sound so hard now does it?”

“No, ma'am.”

It sounded strange calling Kate that. It wasn't that long ago when she had been my peer. Maybe even a little lower than me on the social ladder, but not by enough to matter too much. Now I knelt before her in the bathroom of what used to be my house overseen by a babysitter, about to undergo a test of my self control to try to win back the most basic adult privileges. It was all too clear who was in the superior position; all too clear who deserved to be spoken to with respect for her authority.

I hadn't had a bowel movement since this morning, but I hadn't eaten much that day. Mostly the well chewed food that was pushed into my mouth from Linda's. And I didn't feel the urge to go. Even if I did I knew I could easily hold it for an hour or so; I'd done it dozens of times when a bathroom wasn't convenient. Kate was right – this was just something adults did every day.

There had to be a catch.

“I want you to lean over the tub. Put your tummy on the side. Palms flat on the bottom. Head down.” Kate ordered.

I did as instructed, unsure of what my two tormentors had in store for me. The porcelain tub felt cold against my bare skin. With my head in the tub I couldn't see what Kate and Kara were doing behind me. I could only hear them move around the cramped confines of the downstairs bath.

One of them stood over me and leaned into my body. I felt warm rubber pressed against the back of my body and knew that it was Kate who was towering over me. I felt something thick and dense bounce off my cheek and saw the dildo that had defiled me earlier in the day. Kate pressed it against my closed lips, forcing me to open up and accept the tool of my emasculation. She pushed it deep into my mouth and down my throat until I started to gag on the rubber cock. It wasn't the first time I'd had to suck it, but familiarity didn't make this any easier or less humbling for me.

Kate stood up, leaving me to hold the dildo in place with my clenched jaw.

“I know that you just love that dick in your mouth, ass breath.” Kara said. “I bet you want to chew it like your very own dog toy, but don't. It's real expensive and we don't want to see any teeth marks in it.”

“And it serves a bad precedent – a sissy should never bite that cock that feeds it.” Kate added.

It was bad enough that I had to submit to them. Been forced to wear diapers and piss myself. Had other men piss in them. Had to have a sex toy that I'd both fellated and been fucked with shoved down my throat. But making it seem that I actually loved doing all of these things was petty and cruel. I knew that I was powerless in every way that a man could be; they didn't have to rub my nose in my failure.

I knelt there on the cold bathroom floor, my body half in, half out of the bathtub, awaiting the next indignity that they had planned for me. I had no idea what it was going to be, but I doubted it would be anything that I liked. I had barely known Kara, but she hated me with a passion. I had no idea that Kate could be this hurtful, but I'd seen a side of her that I didn't think existed.

I felt smooth hands glide over my body and pull the adhesive tape off of my diaper. Why were they doing that? I'd only just been changed and it wasn't as though I was truly incontinent. The only reason I had used them was because I had to; I still had enough adult control to not piss my pants. At least I hoped I did.

Soon I was naked except for the feminizing chastity device that was locked over my groin. It felt odd kneeling there and not feeling my cock and balls drooping downward to the floor. At least the cool air felt good on my sweaty ass.

“Poor little guy.” Kate said. “Someone sure went to town on your poor little bottom, didn't they?”

“It's what she deserves for being a slut.” Kara said. “You should have seen her at the office on her knees sucking off anyone who asked before bending over the boss' desk and inviting everyone to gang bang her. Of course most of them didn't. You'd have to be pretty desperate to want to fuck a skank like that. Even if she was begging for it.”

“Well this should turn this dirty little slut into a nice clean girl.” Kate said. “Whether she's a big girl or a little sissy baby is up to her.”

I wanted to ask Kate what she meant by that, but didn't dare risk speaking at that moment. If I'd learned one thing today it was that these women could cause me serious pain when I was as vulnerable as I was now. It didn't pay to antagonize them while I was kneeling there with my ass up in the air making an inviting target.

I felt something thin and rigid press against my anus. There wasn't any lube, but it was very thin and I wasn't as tight as I had been before the monster dildo had split me open. Kate slowly and painfully worked it into me until I could feel something round and thick resting at my opening. It was too small to be a sex toy. At least none of the sex toys that I was familiar with. I tried to figure out what it was, but had no clue until I felt a gentle pressure inside me and liquid begin to fill me.

It was a disposable enema.

“This is more or less what you use for a pussy isn't it, sissy?” Kate asked. I couldn't speak; I could only focus on the water slowly filling my bowels. “Maybe I should be using a douche instead of an enema. You seem like a Summer's Eve type of girl to me.”

I felt tears starting to come. It seemed like all I did was cry lately. Crying is what sissies did instead of standing up to their tormentors and I was definitely a sissy. I gave up being a man the day I married Miranda.

“I know your thinking that there is no way for you to win our little bet.” Kate said. “Even a real man can't keep from pooping after he's gotten enough water up his backside. “Don't worry your pretty little head about that. This is only a child sized enema and I'm not going to squirt the whole thing in you. Just enough to make you have to work for it. It wouldn't be fair for me if I made this too easy for you. Before you start acting like a big baby and whining about it, remember that I could have gotten a real enema bag and pumped you with a gallon of soapy water. Hercules couldn't hold that for an hour.”

I knelt there waiting as Kate filled me.

“There we are.” Kate finally said. “That's about half of the bottle. Less than half.”

I felt the nozzle withdraw from my abused rectum. A few stray drops of water came with the plastic applicator. I felt them lubricate the nozzle on its way out then drip down my upturned cheeks. I was worried that more would follow and I'd fail the test right there. I clenched down hard and felt the slight pressure of the water inside me trapped on the other side of my sphincter.

I might be able to do this. The pressure wasn't great. It only meant that I had to stay focused for the next hour and then Kate would let me expel the enema into the toilet. The thought of releasing the mess inside me into my diaper and sitting in my own filth until bedtime was a powerful motivator.

I still had a chance to win my way out of diapers.

I had once brokered million dollar deals. Commanded the respect of corporate and civic leaders. Ruled over my office like it was my private fiefdom. Now my highest aspiration was trying to not mess my diaper for an hour. I was pathetic.

“See. Less than half.” Kate said, dangling the partially empty enema bottle in my face. “Just hold it in for another 55 minutes and you can use the big sissy potty to make poops. Or use your diaper like the big sissy baby you really are.”

“He wants that.” Kara said. “He's too chicken-shit to admit it, but he really wants to be a big baby. The grown up world is just too hard for him. He tried to be the big boss and wound up becoming the office girl's butt monkey. He couldn't even handle that. He wants to be a baby and have someone else make all his decisions for him.”

One of them wrapped a fresh diaper around me and taped it shut. I wondered how many of these Miranda had provided. Would they let me stop wearing them if they ran out? Was I already admitting defeat with that thought? The pressure remained steady, but I thought I still thought that it was manageable.

“Out of the tub, ass breath.” Kara ordered. I felt Kate pat me on the head like I was a dog.

I pulled my upper body out of the bathtub and back onto my hands and knees. Kate walked in front of me. I couldn't help but see her perfect, lingerie clad, ass wiggling in front of me at my new eye level. I crawled forward transfixed by the skimpy black lace of her panties and the sheer silk of her stockings. I barely registered the fact that the huge dildo was still lodged in my mouth.

Kate stopped suddenly. Too quickly for me to come to a complete stop. My face ended up butting right up against her perfect ass. Burying my nose between her perfect cheeks.

“Isn't that what dogs do, Myron? Sniff their owners butts?” Kate said. “Is that what you really want to be? I can always demote you from little sissy baby and make you my bitch.”

“Maybe he's jealous of your big girl panties and needs to get a closer look at them.” Kara said.

“Either way, I think he likes it back there.” Kate said, wiggling her butt; pulling me deeper and deeper into her crack.

“Bad dog! No sniff!” Kara emphasized her point by whacking the sole of my left foot with a yard stick.

I yelped in pain around the dildo and pulled my face away from Kate's ass. I felt my focus slip and my firm grip of my bowels weaken between the pleasant distraction of Kate's body and the pain that Kara had delivered. I felt a little moisture release itself into my diaper, but I managed to clench down before anything solid worked its way out.

Kate stepped aside letting me crawl in front of her into the living room. She took a seat on the couch while Kara went into the kitchen. The younger woman returned in a few seconds with a wind up timer. An antique that Miranda had brought into the marriage.

“How much time left?” Kara asked Kate.

“Fifty three minutes.” Kate answered.

Kara wound the dial to the specified time and placed the old fashioned clock on the end table just at my eye level. At least I didn't have to wonder about how much longer I had to go before I could relieve myself in the toilet. I was growing more confident that I could make this work and have one victory today. No matter how small a victory it might be.

Kara fell into one of the overstuffed chairs resting her back on one arm and kicking her legs up over the other. I could see up her juvenile skirt and got a good view of her plain white underwear. It was hard to remember that this was a young woman about to graduate from college and take up a position of authority at my former company.

I turned my mind away from what Miranda had done to Kara. It was only temporary. Tomorrow Kara could dress any way that she wanted, look as mature as she wanted. I didn't have that option. Even if I passed this test I'd still have no control over the vast majority of my life. I looked at the clock and resolved to wait it out and become a grown up again. Even being a grown up slave was better than being a little sissy baby.

“She looks dehydrated to me.” Kara said. “Don't you think she looks dehydrated, Kate?”

“It has been an awfully warm day.”

“And she had all that alcohol at that gay bar she made me take her to. You should have seen her drinking beer and shots from a real man's mouth.”

“I'm sure she was a perfect little slut for him.” Kate said.

“I think she was trying to get drunk enough to let him do what she wanted him to do.”

“Alcohol is a great way to overcome those pesky inhibitions.” Kate said. “But it will leave you dehydrated.”

“She's a whiny little bitch. I bet she'll use that as an excuse when she finally fails this test.” Kara said. “Maybe I should fix her a bottle. She seems to like having something in her little slut mouth. Maybe we can pry that cock out of it long enough for her to get a drink.”

“There's no need to go to that trouble, Kara.” Kate said. “I've already got a bottle right here. Waste not, want not.”

Kate held up the half full enema bottle. The one that had been in my ass only a few minutes before. There was no way that she could be serious. The thought of me putting that in my mouth sickened me. Then I thought about the dildo already in my mouth and where it had been today. At least that had been washed in the sink at the gay bar; Kate wasn't getting up to wash the enema nozzle.

“Come here, Myron.” Kate ordere, her voice like honey. “Show me that you can be a big boy and make your bottle all gone.”

I remained motionless too stunned to act. If I was smart I would have gotten on my feet and ran to my tiny room and barricaded myself in, but I wasn't as smart as I thought I was. Miranda had shown me that truth a long time ago.

Kara got off of her chair and moved towards me. Her pleated skirt flounced as she strode the short distance between us. I expected her to hit me again and I put my head down, covering my face with my arms. She reached down and grabbed me by the ear and dragged me to the couch and over Kate's lap.

I was facing up looking into Kate's beautiful face. She looked down at me and smiled like a Madonna. She was so gorgeous and sexual and maternal all at the same time. I wanted to resist her, but as soon as I found myself trying to marshal the strength to get off her lap I felt my control over my bowels weaken. I had the strength to actively rebel these women or try to win the war in my diaper, but not both.

I chose the latter.

I lay there with my head on Kate's lap. The rubber apron she wore felt smooth and warm against the back of my neck. I could feel the warmth radiating out from her. I imagined her crotch was an inferno.

Kate took the dildo from my mouth and placed it on my tummy. I could feel its wet warmth against my skin. I wondered if she was going to put it back once she was done with my “feeding.” The instrument of my sexual shame turned into my pacifier.

Kate placed the thin plastic nozzle into my mouth. I tried to keep it closed. Maybe I could just focus on keeping myself clamped up on both ends and win both battles. But Kate wasn't having any of that. She kept pressing the thin plastic against my lips until she finally pushed it through.

The taste was awful. I wanted to vomit, but didn't have the energy to even do that. I closed my eyes and tried to think about this all being over. No matter how bad this was it would pass in time. I'd just need to get through the disgusting present.

Kate squeezed slowly pushing water into my mouth. The liquid came in a thin trickle towards the back of my throat. Not like a baby bottle at all. If it had it would have washed some of the taste out of my mouth, but the water wasn't making much contact with the exterior of the nozzle before going down my throat.

Kate placed her other hand on my stomach beside the dildo. She gently rubbed my belly while slowly feeding me the enema water. It felt comforting and kind and my head swam at the thought that the same person who was torturing me with her right hand was comforting me with her left.

I felt the pressure start to grow inside my bowels. It was getting harder and harder to keep myself clenched and closed. There was too much stimulation going on for me to focus like I had been. I heard the ancient timer tick down, but I had no idea how much time I had left. Even if I opened my eyes I wouldn't have a good view of it. I knew it hadn't been that long.

“There, there, there.” I heard Kate croon down to me. “You're trying to be a big boy and fight it, but we both know that's silly. You're not a big boy. You're not a boy. You're just a little sissy baby. Wouldn't it be easier to just admit that to yourself? Wouldn't it just be easier to let go and be what you really want to be? It's ok, baby. You're wearing a diaper. I won't be angry if you use it. I know you can't help it. I understand. I really do.”

I lay there on her lap listening to Kate's soft drone, having her squeeze more enema water down my throat, feeling her rub my tummy. It would be so easy to just give in. To admit that I am nothing more than the baby she says I am. A part of me wants to give up, but another part of me can't stand the thought of losing this one last dignity.

I felt Kara run her fingers over the soles of my feet. I flinched, expecting her to hit me again, but her soft fingers don't go for the attack. She just ran them back and forth over my exposed feet.

Then she began to tickle me. It was so unexpected that I jerked up in Kate's embrace, but the older woman was stronger than me. In every way possible.

It would have been easier for me to withstand the pain of another attack than the unexpected tickling. I felt myself lose all control as my young babysitter assaulted my feet. The pressure inside my bowels let loose in one great instant and I felt warm water and filth flood into my waiting diaper.

Kara stopped tickling me, leaving me to focus on the sensations of laying there in a messy diaper every bit the sissy baby that they had wanted me to be. I think the diaper had contained it all. There really wasn't that much liquid, but what there was was enough to spread the filth throughout my diaper. I felt the warmth flood over my ass and around to the front.

I began to cry again. I didn't know why I bothered to even try to win; the women around me were too smart and too strong to give me even a small success.

Kate took the nozzle from my mouth and said some soothing words. I felt something press against my mouth and briefly thought that she had returned the dildo, but it was too soft and warm. It was in my mouth before I realized that she had pulled the apron down and pushed her bra aside and stuffed her tit into my mouth.

It was bad enough that I had proven my immaturity; did she have to comfort me like a baby as well?

She rocked me back and forth on her lap as the poop settled into my diaper. I cried and cried as she hummed a lullaby to me and suckled me on her teat. I offered no resistance; just taking the comfort that I could from her soft voice and soft breast.

There was a crash from the front of the house. I opened my eyes and turned my head to the door, somehow managing to keep Kate's breast in my mouth.

The door came open with a crash and I saw Bill stumble into the room and fall on the floor in front of us. There was a moment of stunned silence before the person who pushed him through the door walked into the room.

It was a man that I had never seen before. He was huge. At least six and a half feet tall with muscles that strained against his skin tight tee shirt. His skin was the color of burnt coffee and his head was shaved perfectly smooth. He walked over Bill and put a foot upon his chest, forcing my former best friend and tormentor flat on the floor.

The large man just smiled down at us without bothering to look at the helpless man beneath his feet.

Miranda stepped into the room just a few steps behind him. She saw me laying there in a strange woman's lap suckling on her bare teat wearing a freshly filled diaper.

“I see you've been having fun, Myron. So have I.” Miranda said. “There's been some changes made and it's time for me to tell you how things are going to be from now on.”
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I lay there with my head on Kate's lap sucking at her teat like the baby I was dressed as. If you could call wearing nothing but a very full and very well used diaper being dressed. I was scared of what Miranda was going to do on finding me in the arms of another woman, but also confused about what was going on between her, Bill, and the hugely muscled black man who tossed my former best friend around like a whipped dog.

Miranda just strolled up to Kate and ran her fingers through my hair. I tried to take my mouth away from Kate's nipple, but my older neighbor just forced my mouth back onto her luscious tit.

“I hope he hasn't been too much trouble for you.” Miranda said, treating me like I wasn't even there. “It smells like he didn't pass the test.”

Wait! Miranda knew what was going on? Maybe even arranged it?

“Yes. He tried to pretend to be a grown up man, but he wasn't even able to pass as a little boy. He's just a little sissy baby.”

“This is your husband?” the black man asked.

“I'm sorry, I haven't introduced everyone.” Miranda said. “Kate and Kara, this is my lover Dorian.”

“I thought Mr. Sterling was your lover.” Kara said.

“Yes he was, just like Myron used to be my husband. I found a superior man to fill my … position and I really don't have any more use for little Billie any more.”

Bill was picking himself off the floor when she said that.

“You can't do this to me! I'm the president of the damned company for fuck's sake.”

“And Myron used to be the owner; you see where that got him. Kara take Dorian upstairs and get him ready. I've texted you the instructions. Dorian, why don't you join them to make sure that little Billie here doesn't get too fussy.”

In a flash Bill was off the floor and making a run for the door. He moved faster than I'd ever seen him move before, but Dorian was faster and got between Bill and his freedom. Bill threw a punch, but the powerful black man just grabbed the punch out of the air, holding it in his meaty fist while he smiled down on the weaker white man.

“Try that again and I'll pull down your pants and take you over my knee, little boy.” Dorian said in a deep, thundering voice. “Now let's get you upstairs so Kara can make you all pretty for the big day you got planned for tomorrow.”

Bill threw another punch. Dorian didn't even bother blocking it, just letting it land impotently on his massive chest. It didn't look like Dorian felt anything from the blow other than annoyed. He reached out with his massive arms and grabbed Bill by the shoulders. Bill struggled, but was tossed over the black man's massive shoulder like a bag of potatoes. Bill beat his hands and kicked his legs looking more like a teenage girl throwing a tantrum than a grown man.

“Be still!” Dorian ordered, spanking Bill hard enough to be heard on the other side of the room.

Bill's body went limp and defeated. I knew what he felt like.

Kara went up the stairs followed by Dorian carrying Bill.

Miranda took a seat next to Kate and put her feet up on the coffee table.

“Sorry about the drama.” Miranda said. “You know how boys can be when they find out they aren't the men they think they are.”

“When it turns out there monster cocks are really just shortcomings.”

The two women laughed.

Miranda ran a finger under my chin.

“I suppose it's time to tell you about your new life, Myron. You just keep on sucking that tit and let me explain the way things are going to be for you from now on.”

I didn't like the sound of this. Miranda had made it clear that I wouldn't be returning to the office, but she hadn't told me why. Between some of the things she, Kara, and Kaylee had said or implied, I got the impression that my life was going to change a hell of a lot more than just not going into the office.

“Did you know that you had family who came from the South, Myron?” Miranda asked. “Don't bother answering, it's impolite to talk with your mouth full of another woman's titty. And I'm not sure if a little titty baby like you should be allowed to talk anyway.

“You had an uncle. Well an uncle with an awful lot of greats in front of that title. Who was actually a plantation owner. Ended up losing almost everything when the Civil War ended and he had to make do without all that slave labor.

“Dorian is actually a descendent of one of the slaves that your foreuncle owned. A woman named Rhonda. Rhonda actually taught her self how to read and write and kept a very detailed journal of all the horrible things that your great uncle did to her. After she died the journal went to her son and it's been passed down all these years to Dorian's sister.”

I had no idea where this was going. So what if someone I was distantly related to owned slaves a hundred years before I was born? Yes, it was terrible, but it wasn't anything I had any control over. You don't get to pick your relatives.

“I got in contact with Dorian's sister a few months ago.” Miranda continued. “She's a real spitfire, that girl. Strong, opinionated, looking to change the world one person at a time. Everything that you're not. And very interested in what happened to Rhonda. In addition to the journal, she found copies of all legal documents pertaining to her great great grandmother. Her marriage certificate after she became a free woman. Her tax documents. Death certificate. Even the contract and bill of sales putting her into your great great uncle's possession.

“She even went out and bought the old plantation where Rhonda was kept a slave. You know, the one that your family used to own. I wonder if that sort of thing is somehow genetic. Losing things. Your grand uncle lost the family fortune; you lost everything, but a saggy shit filled diaper wrapped around that pathetic excuse for a cock.

“But I digress. She was very interested to hear about our relationship, Myron. How you were my slave. I told her about everything we do and all the fun things I make you experience. Unlike you, she's smart and knows her way around the business world. That's how she was able to afford to buy and refurbish your family's old plantation.

“Do you know what she wanted me to do, Myron? Do you have any idea in that tiny little pea of a brain? She wanted to buy you from me. She offered me a small fortune to transfer your ownership over to her and make you go through all of the indignities that Rhonda went through 150 years ago.

“Of course I told her no.”

Thank God. I couldn't imagine living a life like that. It was bad enough being a slave to a woman I loved. Being turned over to a strange woman who hated me for no good reason was more than I could imagine or bear.

“There was no way I was going to sell you for a small fortune.” Miranda said. “You're not worth more than a dollar.”

She stared at me while her words sunk in.

“Remember that contract I had you sign, Myron? The one I wouldn't let you read. That was a slave contract. An almost word for word copy of the one used to sell Rhonda to your grand uncle so many years ago. Of course Rhonda never signed, but we all agreed that it would be a nice touch. Signing yourself away to another woman for a dollar.”

I stopped sucking Kate's tit and prayed that Miranda was only saying these things to scare me.

“Dorian came to collect you. He'll be taking you to your new home tomorrow. I'm sure you'll be happy there. Lot's of fresh air and sunshine and they'll treat you real special. Like a 19th century slave doing their labor for their masters and mistresses. Not too different than how things are around here. Of course they'll use you as a female slave. Once they saw video of you I had to convince them that you're technically male.”

“I don't understand, Mommy.” I said from beneath Kate's boob.

“There's no need for you to understand, baby.” Kate said. “Let the grownups make the real decisions.”

“Of course I had to ask Bill for the keys to your little cock lock.” Miranda said. “He didn't seem to happy about that. Or the fact that I'd fucked Dorian. He started to make a scene, but Dorian soon put him in his place. I'd been thinking about getting rid of him anyway. He was getting boring. And he called you 'faggot' and I don't find homophobia all that becoming in a lover.”

“What are you going to do with him?” Kate asked.

“I'll tell you when I tell him.” Miranda said. “Kara should hear this to.”

The two women chatted about their businesses. Mundane conversation that had nothing to do with me. Kate pushed her breast back into my mouth and I tried to take comfort in suckling her teat, but my mind was racing at the thought that I was going to be sent away from Miranda, forced to live a degrading life a thousand miles away from the woman that I loved and had sacrificed my everything for.

After a long while Dorian walked down the stairs. He had a huge smile on his face as he grandly gestured at the stairs behind him.

Kara walked down next wearing the almost fetishized schoolgirl outfit that Miranda had forced her to wear to add to my humiliation. It made her look so much younger than 22. She hated being mistaken for a teeny bopper and took out that hatred on me.

Kara was carrying the lead to the toddler harness that I had previously been forced to wear. Bill was wearing it now. It and not much else.

It was obvious that Kara had removed all of the hair from Bill's body. Except for what was on the top of his head. I'd seen him nude the other night as he fucked Miranda. Had my face right up against his crotch. And I knew that he had body hair then. Now he was as smooth as a new born baby.

As smooth as me.

There were bright pink and yellow ribbons tied throughout his short hair. It was like looking at the head of a baby girl whose mother didn't want her to be mistaken for a boy. His nails, both on his hands and feet, were painted neon pink. His face was done up with excessive make-up that both feminized his features and made him look like a two dollar whore.

The only thing that he wore that might be construed as a piece of clothing was a chastity device locked around his cock. It was identical to mine. A piece of stainless steel that pressed the penis down flat, giving the wearer a feminine crotch. I'd never seen it on anyone else before.

Kara marched Bill in front of Miranda and handed her the key.

“You can take the harness off now, Kara.” Miranda ordered.

Kara unbuckled Bill from the humiliating child harness. Bill looked to the door like he was debating about making a run for it, but stayed still. I didn't know if he thought better of it because Dorian was still there or if he didn't want to face the world outside wearing nothing but a chastity belt and a whore's makeup.

“Give us a twirl, Billie.” Miranda ordered, making a twirling gesture with her finger.

Bill didn't move at first, but Dorian slapped his ass and my former friend and rival turned slowly around, giving us all a show of his shaved body.

“Good girl.” Dorian told the feminized white man.

“You can stop now, Billie.” Miranda said. “I think it's time that we told you what's going to happen to you now that you've been dethroned.”

“I don't give a damn about your proclamations you fucking b....”

Bill's insolence was cut short by a hard, sharp spank delivered by Dorian. It sounded like a thunder clap and I could see Bill lifted off the ground by the force of it. Bill shut up immediately. I saw tears forming in his eyes.

“Billie will be staying with us tonight. There's something very special we have in store for her and Myron. Some things tonight. Some tomorrow. But I won't spoil that.

“After tomorrow Billie is going to be returning to the office, but not as president of the company. I think she's demonstrated that she's not capable of handling such responsibilities. And I have a very incriminating record of malfeasance should little Billie decide to get uppity and try to take her old job back or look for work elsewhere.”

“You have nothing.” Bill spat at Miranda.

“I have all I need to keep you from working at any job that pays more than flipping burgers.” Miranda said. “And when all your savings are depleted and you've sold your sports car to pay rent on the one room apartment you'll barely be able to afford, we'll take you to court and have your pretty little ass thrown into jail for the next thirty years. By the time we're through with you you'll be the most popular prisoner on Cell Block D. The boys will just be lining up to pay five cigarettes for that sweet ass of yours. Who knows, maybe your pimp will let you have one of the five. If you suck his dick. So it's a choice between being my bitch or being their bitch. What'll it be, Billie?”

Bill just looked down at the ground and said in a very small voice, “yours.”

“Who's going to be in charge at the office now that Billie's getting demoted?” Kara asked.

“You will be.” Miranda said. “Starting Monday. Your first duty will be finding something for little Billie here to do. Something that matches her very limited skill set.”

“I hear Kaylee is going to be in need of a new assistant.” Kara said, smiling at the thought of her former boss reduced to the status of assistant to the slutty office girl. A woman who only had her job because she put out for me back when I was in control. A job that I was vacating to become even more of a slave than I already was.

“That sounds perfect.” Miranda said.

Bill looked like he wanted to protest, but thought better of it with Dorian looming over him. Bill looked pathetic standing there wearing nothing but a chastity belt. His soft hairless body looked even more feminine when contrasted to the hulking muscles of the large black man standing behind him smiling.

Maybe Bill thought that he could get away from this. Escape when Dorian was out of the picture and figure out some way to get the damned chastity belt off. But I knew Miranda too well. She'd have thought of every contingency. Bill was doomed to live the life I had lead since Miranda talked me into giving myself to her.

“That covers his work life, but what about the rest of the time?” Kate asked. “Are you planning on keeping little Bille around the house?”

“No.”

“A little sissy like this can't be trusted to be on their own.” Kate said. “She'll just make a mess of everything. Forget to pay the rent and have to suck the landlord's dick to keep from getting her pretty little ass thrown out into the streets. Forget to wear pants one day and come in to work dripping from all the men who pounded her on the way in. She needs someone to look after her. Give her the attention and the guidance a little fucktwat like this deserves.”

“Did you have anyone in particular in mind?” Miranda asked.

“Ever since you told me about Myron here I've found the idea of owning a slave fascinating. And having the chance to play with your little sissy baby has shown me that I need someone like that in my life. Someone who has to do what I tell them to do or else.”

“She's yours.” Miranda said. “He's not worth much, but if you really want her … Just make sure that she gets to work on time. I hear her new boss is a real stickler for coming in on time.”

“Yeah, the office girl is pretty strict with her underlings.” Kara added. “And while we're at it I think that little Billie is going to require a special dress code. Just so people don't mistake him for anyone with any real authority.”

“There's not much risk of that.” Miranda said. “No one's going to mistake this prancing flower for a real man. What were you thinking of?”

“Well, after today I'm not going to have any more need for this.” Kara said, lifting up the hem of her schoolgirl skirt. “This may be a little tight on her, but either she can lose weight or Kate can find her something like it in her size.”

“I love it.” Miranda said.

“When we leave tonight why don't you wear little Billie's boy clothes home and leave that outfit for her. I'll make sure she puts it on before I bring her back to my place.” Kate said.

“Speaking of leaving.” Miranda said. “Why don't you get the little sissy baby cleaned up and then head home, Kara. You know where little Billie's boy clothes are. Feel free to take her wallet and keys; a little sissy like her doesn't have any need for money or driving.”

Kate pulled her tit out of my mouth and Kara pulled me to my feet. I expected her to take me to the bathroom to change my stinky diaper, but she just spread out a changing mat on the floor in the middle of the living room and forced me down on it.

Kara made a face when she opened my filthy diaper. I can't blame her, the smell made me want to gag and I was responsible for making it. I could see Kara biting her tongue to keep from complaining about being made to do this. After all she'd just been made president of the company I'd founded; she could deal with a little shit for a job like that.

I felt totally humiliated laying there on the floor as a woman who was barely out of college unpinned my messy diaper and proceeded to clean me up. I closed my eyes and listened to the snickered laughter of the two older women and the larger man. Kara was clearly not happy about having to wipe my dirty ass, but did the best she could as quickly as possible.

Some of the loose poop had pooled in the diaper, but most was smeared all over my ass, lower back, and up my front. Kara grabbed my legs by the ankles with one hand and lifted them up in the air. I felt wipe after wipe being rubbed over my abused backside until Kara was satisfied that I was clean in back.

Kara let my legs fall back to the floor and kicked them apart to clean my crotch. Cleaning around the chastity belt took time, but the worst of the smell had gone when Kara tossed the used diaper and wipes into a diaper pail.

The other women and Dorian made small talk while Kara was dutifully cleaning me up. Bill tried to interrupt, but was silenced by a hard slap from Dorian. I didn't hear him speak again for a while.

“Just clean her up, Kara.” Miranda said. “We're going to leave her dressed just like Billie. They're going to be sissy playmates tonight and I'm sure they don't want diapers getting in the way of that.”

“Yes, Ms. Kent.” Kara said, dutifully. “Does that mean you want me to do her make up to?”

“Of course, how silly of me.” Miranda said. “I don't know why I hadn't thought of that.”

“In your defense, she doesn't look grown up enough to have makeup.” Kate said. “I mean she is only barely potty trained.”

The four of them kept on talking while Kara applied my make-up. It took over half an hour, but when she was done I looked just as slutty as Bill did.

“Perfect.” Miranda said. “Just get changed, Kara and go home. Kate, I hate to kick you out, but I've been waiting for this all day. I do hope you understand.”

“Just call me tomorrow, when you're ready for me to pick up little Billie.”

For Christ's Sake, stop calling me little Billie!” Bill had choked back his anger long enough and was up and running for his clothes.

Dorian reached out and grabbed Bill by the back of his hair and yanked the running sissy to a complete stop. Bill punched at Dorian, but was still unable to get the larger man to even notice his pathetic blows. Dorian turned Bill around and pushed him up against the nearest wall.

The large black man let go of Bill's hair and let him stand free for several seconds before reaching down and resting the palm of his hand on Bill's feminized crotch. Bill looked surprised and confused, but was too cowed to run. Dorian pushed Bill back hard against the wall and picked him up by the one hand pressed into his crotch.

I could see a look of pure agony cross over Bill's face as his weight was now being supported on his chastity covered crotch. I could just imagine his little penis being pushed harder into his body and his testicles being about ready to explode.

Dorian held Bill up like that while Kara went off and changed out of her ridiculous schoolgirl outfit and put on his three piece suit. She took her time before coming downstairs. Bill looked like he was about to be sick or cry as she walked passed him wearing the last shreds of his masculinity.

“There you go, Kate. Something to dress little Billie in when you pick her up.” Kara said, handing Kate the schoolgirl outfit piece by piece.

Bill watched as the young woman who had taken his life handed the woman who, for all intents and purposes, owned him the outfit that he'd be marched out of here in. The white blouse. The short tartan schoolgirl skirt. The knee length white socks. The black Mary Janes. The childish white panties and the matching training bra.

“Thank you.” Kate said. “I suppose I should wash these tonight, but I doubt I'll have the time. You won't mind if I make little Billie wear your dirty clothes for a few days, do you?”

“I think that would be great.” Kara said. “Let me just do one more thing.”

Kara reached down and picked up the white panties. They were full cut and about as juvenile as you could get and still be able to fit a grown (if short) woman. Kara held them out in front of her as if she was examining them, but it was obvious she was putting on a show for Bill.

She found the spot she wanted and brought the panties up to her face. She pressed her nose to them and blew hard and long. When she pulled the panties away a long line of snot connected her nose to the juvenile underwear. She put her nose down into the cotton undies and blew until her nose was empty and clean.

Kara and Kate said their goodbyes and walked out the door.

“I think little Billie has learned her lesson, Dorian.” Miranda said. “Haven't you, little Billie?”

Miranda was going out of her way to rub Bill's nose in his new name.

“Yes, Miranda.”

“You know you can't call me that anymore, don't you?” Miranda said. She sounded more bored than angry. “I don't let Myron call me that and she used to be my husband; you just used to be my lover.”

“How do you address her?” Dorian asked, giving Bill a firm push to the crotch.

“Yes, Mistress Miranda.” Bill managed to get out as he winced in pain.

“That's better.” Miranda purred. “Let her down, Dorian. I'm sure that little Billie promises to be a good girl.”

Dorian just let go leaving Bill completely unsupported. The man who used to fuck my wife tumbled to the ground in a comic heap.

“Now I want you to crawl over to Myron, little Billie. Be a good girl or Dorian will spank you again. And this time he won't be so gentle.”

Dorian spanked Bill? That must have happened before they came back here. I watched Bill as he crawled towards me. I didn't have the best angle to see his butt, but it did look like it was sore and red. Probably not as sore and red as mine was, but the thought of Bill Sterling falling from president of the company to obedient spanked sissy was something I was still trying to wrap my head around.

“That's so cute. Myron is checking out little Billie's cute little sissy ass.” Miranda said.

I looked down. I didn't think that anyone was paying attention to me. The thought that I was sexually interested in the man who went from being my best friend, to stealing my wife and job, to being reduced to the same sexual slavery that I'd been living in for months; the thought of that humiliated me to the core of my being.

Bill crawled until he was kneeling beside me. I looked at him. Saw the fear and disgust in his heavily made up eyes. Kara had done a good job with the makeup even if it was over the top. If I only looked at the face I could almost believe that this was a woman beside me. A fairly pretty one at that.

I wondered if Bill was thinking the same thing.

“We're going to go to bed now.” Miranda said. “Well Dorian and I are going to bed, but you two little sissies will get a very special treat tonight. Tonight you'll get to sleep on the floor of our bedroom. You'll get to see everything that goes on with your very own little sissy eyes. And we have a special surprise in store for you, but we'll get to that later. Right now I want you two to look into each other's eyes.”

I wasn't sure where this was going, but didn't dare disobey. I still saw the same fear and disgust in Bill's eyes.

“Now I want you to put your hands on the back of the other sissy's head. Be gentle; this is romance, not a wrestling match.”

I placed my hands around the back of Bill's head. I felt his fingers lace through my hair. Both of us were trembling over what we knew Miranda was going to make us do next.

“Now lean in close. Almost close enough to kiss, but not quite.”

This took me by surprise. I figured she was just going to have us kiss. Now she was micromanaging our humiliation.

We pulled in close. I could feel Bill's warm breath brush against my lips and knew that he was feeling mine. I felt my cock twitch in its confinement. I didn't want to feel turned on right now, but I had been in a hyper sexual state all day and it was too easy to forget that the man I was getting closer to wasn't the whore his face suggested.

“Now stick out your tongues and touch them together. I want to see them just glide over each other.”

I looked into Bill's eyes and saw that he looked as nervous as I felt. I put my tongue out first and waited for him to do the same. It took him a minute to work up the courage to obey Miranda, but he did finally stick his tongue out of his mouth. He didn't make contact with mine, but I could see his hot pink tongue glistening in the light.

I leaned a fraction of an inch closer and let my tongue brush against his. It was getting harder and harder to think of this person I was tonguing as a man anymore. I had to keep calling him Bill in my head to remind myself that this was a man. An old friend turned alpha male now beta male to Miranda's new lover.

At first Bill didn't respond, but soon he was flicking his tongue over mine as much as I was his. I wondered if he saw me as female now. It must be easier for him; he'd had so many months of seeing me as less than a man that it wasn't hard to make the mental leap. I felt my cock throb in its steel prison and I wondered if I liked the idea of Bill thinking of me as a woman.

“Now kiss.” Miranda ordered.

We didn't need to be told twice, we just pushed our faces forward slightly and pressed our lips together. I could taste Billie's lipstick and mine as we started to kiss passionately. Our tongue played back and forth between each other's mouths until Dorian pulled us apart. I saw a thin line of saliva pulled between Billie's mouth and mine. I saw Billie's perfectly made up face before my eyes drifted downwards and I saw his flat, almost masculine chest.

“It's time for bed sissies.” Miranda said. “I want you to stand up and hold each other's hands so you don't get scared going up the stairs.”

My knees were shaking as I rose to my feet. I reached out and put my hand in Billie's. I could feel his hand shaking in mine and I wondered if he could feel how much I was shaking as well. I looked over and saw Dorian looming above us. I felt like a little girl in front of this giant man. No wonder Miranda took him as a lover over Billie or me.

We walked up the stairs first with Dorian walking right behind us. I felt his strong callused hands pat my ass when he thought I wasn't going fast enough. I'm pretty sure he did the same to Billie.

We were marched to my old bedroom. The one that Miranda had made her own and kicked me out of except for those special moments when I got to watch her fuck that Billie used to be or some stranger she had met at a bar. This wasn't too strange or different for me, but it had to be confusing for Billie. Until a few hours ago he had been the one fucking Miranda. I'm pretty sure that he had been fucked her this afternoon while I was being put through my humiliating final day at work.

Miranda walked into the room last. She'd started undressing on the stairs and was down to black bra, panties, stockings, and a pair of black stilettos with a red vamp. I couldn't help but want her, but as soon as my cock reacted to her beauty and raw sexuality I knew that it would never happen. There was more than my steel chastity belt keeping me from screwing Miranda.

After all these months of being degraded and bossed around I realized that I wasn't even on the same

plane as this goddess. For me to touch her like that would be like making a gorilla finger paint over the Mona Lisa.

Miranda lay on the bed and watched Dorian undress. It didn't take long for him to kick off his shoes and strip nude. He had the physique of a Greek god and a cock that was frightening to see.

“Sissies should be on their knees now.” Miranda ordered.

Billie and I knelt before Dorian. It was impossible was us to take our eyes of his monstrous cock when we were standing. Now it was at almost hypnotic watching it sway in front of us at eye level.

“Impressive isn't it?” Miranda said from the bed. “I think you should each give it a nice little sissy kiss to get it ready for what's about to happen.”

I leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on the hard cock. My lips were dwarfed by the mammoth head. When I pulled back I could see a ring of my lipstick marking the spot where my lips had touched him.

Billie left her own stain.

“What good little cuck sissies you are.” Miranda said. “You both know the number one rule of the world – the little cock worships the big cock. Myron you used to think you were quite a man until I showed you the truth. Showed you what a little small dicked loser you really are. I fucked your best friend in your bed while you watched. Even made you clean us up afterwards. How did that make you feel? It didn't piss you off. I would have known. It turned you on. It turned you on knowing that I was getting the dick I deserved.”

I hung my head in shame, but didn't dispute anything she said.

“And you, little Billie.” Miranda went on. “You're not much better than Myron. I gave you everything he ever had. His job, his office, even my pussy and all you did was become more and more of a dick. Sure you're bigger than Myron, but that isn't really saying much now is it? It's not as though you have to be a real stud to win that dick fight.

“And now I've found a real man. One who can give me everything I could ask for and the two of you are going to watch. I'd say watch and learn, but that would be like a blind man learning how to see; some handicaps you just can't bypass. Now Myron is used to this sort of thing so I've decided to make it a little more interesting for both of you. I figure since neither one of you is man enough to please a real woman that you should be each other's sissy girlfriends. So while I'm being pounded by a real cock, you two can have the best sex you're capable of.”

I didn't know what to think. I'd fallen so far that the thought of watching my wife get fucked by another man didn't upset me, but the thought of having sex with her cast off lover was almost more than I could stand.

On the other hand, my cock was aching for release and the thought of sex, even with a feminized man, was forcing me to push my fears aside.

“Of course it won't be real sex you little sissies will be having. No. That sort of thing is for those of us higher up the food chain than you two ever will be. Dorian and I came up with something that we know you're just going to love.

“You know what sixty nine is, of course. You put your mouth on your partner's junk while they lick you off as well. We asked ourselves what it would be called if there was no junk, just a stainless steel chastity belt to lick. You know what we came up with?

“Sissy nine.”

Miranda and Dorian laughed at their joke, but neither I or Billie found it very funny. Just the thought of being in such an intimate position with another man. Having my head between his legs and his between mine was wrong. And for all that, we still wouldn't get any damn relief from the pressure building up behind our steel prisons.

Dorian pushed us to the floor and put Billie's head between my thighs. I could feel her warm breath on me and feel her makeup rubbing off on my spread legs. I assumed her mouth was over my cock, but there was no way for me to feel it with the chastity in place.

Dorian then pushed my face between Billie's legs. I could feel the heat radiating out of his caged cock, washing all over my face, ruining my own perfect makeup. My mouth was forced over his chastity belt and Dorian instructed me to “lick” so I licked. I could smell Billie's musk rising up from her trapped penis and I wished that there was some way for my cage to be removed, but Billie's to stay in place. I had to have at least earned that much. Suffered so much that I get this one bit of joy that Billie wouldn't.

But that wasn't going to happen.

I lay there and licked the sexless man that I was bound to while he licked my sexless body. I watched as Dorian strode like a conqueror to the bed that my wife inhabited. I licked the hot, steamy metal of Billie's chastity while watching this strange man push Miranda onto all fours and mount her from behind.

This wasn't the way Miranda did things. Even when she had other men it was always clear that she was the one calling the shots, but now she was playing submissive to this huge black man. She might be my all powerful mistress, but she was Dorian's bitch right now.

I watched as he pounded his huge dick into her waiting pussy. I watched as her tits bounced up and down from the force of his thrusts. I watched Miranda's face show pain at being entered by such a gigantic shaft. I watched as that look of pain gave way to pleasure as his cock hit all the places mine could never come near.

I watched my wife being taken by a stranger as I'd seen so many times before. Only this time it was different. This time I felt that I had truly lost something. This time I knew that whatever flicker of love that she might have had for me was completely gone now.

I closed my eyes and obediently licked the false crotch of my former friend and rival. I tried to ignore the gasps of pleasure escaping Miranda's lips, but that was impossible.
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I woke up hours later with my face still planted firmly between Billie's spread thighs. My mouth had fallen open and I had drooled all over the flat steel chastity belt that kept little Billie's cock firmly down and gave him a feminine smoothness between his legs. The same sort of cage that kept my own cock. My saliva had almost completely coated the steel. I could see where it had dripped through to the interior to Billie's trapped tool.

I felt like I was going to be sick.

Little Billie and I had been up for hours mindlessly licking each other's chastity devices. Performing what should have been an intensely intimate and exciting activity, but not feeling a thing. Having the intense humiliation of sixty-nineing another man without the pleasure of feeling a tongue wrapping itself around my shaft may have been the worst thing that Miranda ever made me do. And to have to perform such an act in front of her new alpha male only made it worse.

We weren't allowed to stop licking until Dorian had finished. The first time he mounted Miranda he'd only lasted a half hour. We were allowed to stop licking while he recovered. The second time Dorian lasted an hour and there was less down time between the second and third fucks. He managed to get it up five times that night forcing Billie and me to lick each other for almost six hours. When Dorian finally fell asleep Billie and I just collapsed into each other's bound arms and fell asleep.

I could feel Little Billie's breath on my cock. The cage was flat steel, but it had some venting to allow circulation of air. It allowed his drool to get on my cock as well. And now that he was awake his morning breath was drying me off.

I felt the need to pee, but there was no sign that either Dorian or Miranda were going to be waking up anytime soon. I debated about just pissing on Billie's face. If anyone deserved it it was that little sissy. He'd been my friend for years, but turned into a real douchebag when Miranda brought him into our bed and made me her slave.

I felt that I was owed at least a little revenge on the man who made the last few months of my life a living nightmare.

But I chickened out. If I pissed on him, he was in the perfect position to retaliate.

“Myron. Are you awake?” Billie whispered between my thighs.

“Yes.”

“This is sick. What they're making us do. We need to get out of here. Do you think you can get out of your bondage?”

I made a show of trying and failing. I don't know how much of it he was able to see with his head buried between my legs, but I at least made the effort.

“No.” I said.

I felt him struggle as well. He tried for several minutes before he finally gave up.

“They can't do this to me.” Billie said. I'm sure he was trying to sound all tough and macho, but it came out pouty coming from a man wearing nothing but makeup and a chastity belt bound in a sixty-nine position with another sissy dressed exactly the same way.

“They already have, Little Billie.”

“Don't call me that to, you little faggot bitch.” Billie snapped at me.

“I think the sissies are having their first domestic.” Dorian said from Miranda's bed.

“So it would seem.” Miranda agreed. “But that's no excuse for Little Billie using that nasty word.”

“I could teach her a lesson if you'd like.” Dorian said. “I think I've recovered enough to teach her not to use that kind of language with her fellow sissy. Unless you'd rather get my attention.”

“I think I'll need a little more time to recover before I let you plow me again. Go play with the sissies. And give Little Billie a nice lesson.”

Dorian got out of bed and rose to his full height. He instantly towered over everything around him. He didn't bother putting on clothes. His dark black skin glowed in the light pouring through the window highlighting every sinew of his powerful muscular body from his long legs to his powerful thighs to his enormous cock to a chest that was as broad as Billie's and mine put together.

He walked over to us and started undoing the bondage we had been forced to be in for over twelve hours. As he bent down to untie us I felt the tip of his cock brush my hip. I don't think he was trying to press his huge dick into me, it was just a matter of it being so long that it dragged low beneath him.

Dorian finished untying us and set us up on our hands and knees beside each other. I got a good look at Little Billie's face and saw how badly his make up had been smeared against my thighs. He looked like a cheap whore who had spent the night servicing a football team. I was guessing that I looked about as bad myself.

“Crawl to the bathroom. If either one of you makes a run for it I will hurt you worse than you've ever been hurt in your entire sissy life. And then I'll fuck your little sissy asses. Without lube. Do you sissies understand me?”

We nodded.

“I didn't hear you, sissies.”

“We understand.” Billie and I said, almost in unison.

“Say 'we understand, Master.'”

“We understand, Master.”

Calling Dorian Master came easier for me. Little Billie hesitated and got a thunderous spank on the ass before he relented. I had spent the last few months having my inferiority ground into me on a daily basis. Calling this naked god Master only seemed natural to me.

“Now crawl to the bathroom and kneel on either side of the toilet.” Dorian ordered.

We obediently crawled before our naked black master. If we went too slowly he gave us a motivational spank on the ass and sent us on our way.

Little Billie and I made it to the bathroom and got on either side of the toilet. Dorian strode through the door with his huge dick swinging between his legs. On some level I still considered myself straight despite all the evidence to the contrary, but it was simply impossible to take my eyes of his magnificent member. I watched it bob up and down as Dorian moved into position and I felt my mouth begin to water just a little.

Dorian stood in front of the toilet and lifted the seat up.

“I'm going to show you little sissies the difference between real men and little sissy bitches like yourselves.” Dorian said. “This is how real men piss. Standing up. With the seat up.”

Dorian put his hand on his huge cock and aimed it at the bowl. Little Billie and I watched carefully. I looked past Dorian's huge cock and saw the intense expression on Little Billie's face. It was comical to see him looking so intently on something so mundane as peeing, but I knew that at least some of that focus was the result of Billie not wanting to be disciplined by the huge black man.

It didn't take long for a huge stream of pee to start coming out the end of Dorian's half erect cock. It arced through the air and landed in the bowl. It was amazing to think that the massive dick hanging in front of my face wasn't really hard. Dorian's flaccid dick was still longer and thicker than Little Billie's was when fully erect. And Little Billie was larger than me.

“You can always tell when a man pees by the sound.” Dorian said. “Listen to that piss hit the water. It's a forceful powerful sound. The sound of a man taking a piss.”

Dorian finished peeing and turned his cock to me. I looked at it, stunned, not knowing what he wanted me to do. I looked up at him trying to convey my confusion with my eyes. I felt so submissive kneeling there beside a toilet with a giant dick staring me down.

“You've been a good little sissy, Myron.” Dorian said. “I'm giving you the privilege of licking the last drop of piss off of my piss hole.”

I looked at the huge cock staring back at me and gulped down the spit that had been building up in my mouth. This wouldn't be the first time I'd taken a cock in my mouth. Not even the first time that Billie saw me do it, but this seemed somehow both more important and more frightening than the other times I'd done it. This man was the brother of the woman who now owned me. It was very possible that licking his dick and swallowing his cock was going to be one of the duties that she made me perform on a regular basis. It sounded like she wanted to put me through everything that her ancestor Rhonda was put through by my ancestor and it wouldn't surprise me to find out that she'd been used that way by my great great grand uncle.

I leaned forward and took the head of his cock in my mouth and ran my tongue over his pee hole. Even soft the head was huge. I had to open my mouth wide to let it inside. If he were erect I think I'd have to dislocate my jaw to take him inside me.

I felt the warm drops of urine land on my tongue and trickle down my throat. I could smell his musk mixed with Miranda's dried sexual excretions and I felt my tiny cock throb in it's steel prison. I told myself that it was just a reaction to Miranda's scent, but I knew that I wasn't the man I used to be. That man was a powerful force in the business world. In control of his life and the world around him. Now I was a sissy kneeling at the feet of my black master, so confused about my sexuality that I wasn't even sure if I was straight any more.

“Good girl.” Dorian said, patting me on the top of my head like a good little whore. He pulled his cockhead out of my mouth with a pop and let the spit damp shaft flop down on my cheek. I could feel the heat of his cock on my face and I didn't know if I wanted to take it back in my mouth or cry.

“Now get up on the potty and show Little Billie how a sissy pees.” Dorian ordered, stepping back. Taking his cock away from me before I decided what I really wanted.

Dorian lowered the seat. The implication was impossible to miss. A real man stood to piss; a sissy sat down to pee. Not that I needed him to point that out to me. The chastity belt I was wearing not only made my crotch smooth and feminine, it forced me to pee sitting down. The two times I'd tried to stand I just peed all down my leg and made a huge mess.

I was unsteady when I got to my feet, but I didn't have to stay standing for very long. I pivoted my body and sat down on the seat. I could smell the scent of Dorian's hot piss rising up from the bowl below. I felt self conscious sitting there while Little Billie and Dorian watched, but eventually I relaxed my muscles enough to let my built up pee flow.

“That's the sound of a sissy peeing.” Dorian said, as we all heard my pee fall limply into the water of the bowl. “Real men piss; little sissies tinkle.”

I felt weak and defeated as I finished making tinkle in the potty. When I was done I wiped myself without being told. I'd been doing it for months now, it had become second nature to me by now.

“Myron, get in the shower. On your knees.” Dorian ordered. “It's your turn to tinkle in the potty, Little Billie.”

I got off the toilet and crawled into the shower. Billie took my place on the toilet while I knelt down and waited for whatever Dorian had in store for us.

Little Billie took longer than I did. I think he was even more piss shy than I was. And possibly even more intimidated by Dorian's huge cock floating in front of his eyes.

After a few minutes of Dorian staring him down Little Billie finally let go and peed into the bowl. The sound was distinct. Not the geyser of piss erupting from a real man's cock. This was the gentle tinkle of a little sissy relieving herself in the potty. Dorian was sure to tell Little Billie to wipe himself before he was allowed to get off the toilet and join me on my knees in the shower.

We watched as Dorian brushed his teeth. His back was to us leaving his firm muscular ass at our eye level. That ass had pushed his giant dick into my wife's pussy. The pussy of the woman I had lost to Little Billie and Little Billie had lost to Dorian.

Dorian finished brushing his teeth and spit into the sink before stepping into the shower between us. He stood with Little Billie behind him and me in front. His giant cock swung free, gently slapping me in the face.

He turned the water on and I felt the warm water run down both our bodies.

“You sissies have a job to do.” Dorian said. “I am going to stand here and let you wash me. Myron gets the front side of me; Little Billie gets the back. I don't want to catch you doing a piss poor job of this. If I think for one second that you aren't cleaning me to the absolute best of your abilities then I'm going to take you over my knees and spank you like the little girls you are. Got it?”

“Yes, Master.” we obediently answered.

Dorian gave us both a bar of soap and a wash cloth.

“Start at the bottom and work your way up.” Dorian ordered.

I ran the wash cloth over his feet and up his legs making sure to lather frequently and rinse everything off afterwards. Once I made my first pass at his lower legs I went back to his feet and focused on cleaning between his toes before working my way back up his thick, muscular, legs.

I had to look away from his crotch to keep myself focused when I got to work above his knees. Part of me was getting too distracted by his monster cock while the other part of me was embarrassed by the feelings I was experiencing being on my knees in front of this ultimate alpha male.

I worked around Dorian's penis as much as I could before I had to deal with cleaning his most intimate area. I built up a heavy lather in one hand and lifted his cock up with the other. I applied the soapy lather to his balls and worked the suds deep into his sack. I then began to work my way up the shaft cleaning away the evidence that he had pounded Miranda mercilessly for hours. I had to stop and apply more lather three or four more times in order to fully cover his shaft.

I could feel his tool pulse under my fingers as I worked the soap into his skin. I could feel it grow in my hands and I couldn't help but feel more like a woman than the man I once imagined I was.

I took my wash cloth and rinsed the soap off his cock. I don't know what came over me, but once I'd finished washing his magnificent dick I pressed my lips against the tip and gave it a passionate kiss.

“Thank you, Master.” I said in a breathy voice. I don't know if I was talking to Dorian or just to his penis.

Dorian placed his hand on my head and patted my wet hair.

“Now that is how a sissy is supposed to treat her Master.” Dorian said.

His words should have sent waves of humiliation through me, but the man who used to feel that way was long gone. Replaced by a simpering sissy kneeling in a shower worshipping her Master's cock. The cock that had ravaged the woman I loved. The cock that could please her like I never could. I didn't feel humiliated servicing another man; I felt pride that I had pleased my Master.

“You should do the same thing back there, Little Billie.” Dorian said over his shoulder. “Unless you want that spanking I've been promising.”

Dorian lowered my head to just above his knees and placed his huge cock on the top of my head. His unspoken message was clear – stay put until he deigned let me up. His cock felt heavy on my head, but I loved the weight.

I looked forward and saw Little Billie on the other side applying the wash cloth and soap to Dorian's muscular ass. Dorian must have wanted me to see Little Billie's next humiliation. Maybe this was my reward for pleasing him. Maybe this was just an extra layer of punishment for Little Billie. I knew my fellow sissy didn't like me or being placed at my level. Demoted out of Miranda's good graces and bed and turned into the sort of man who literally kissed the ass of her new lover.

Little Billie stared at me through Dorian's legs. His face was even more of a mess than it had been before. The mascara and eyeshadow that hadn't sweated off in the night had started to run with the shower water. He looked so sad. Like a drowned hairless perfectly smooth clown. I probably looked like that to, but I didn't care about how pathetic I looked, it would never be as pathetic as I actually was.

Little Billie hesitated. Not wanting to degrade himself by kissing Dorian's ass. Especially not in front of a person he had abused and debased methodically for the last several months.

Finally Dorian reached around and grabbed Little Billie by the hair and stuffed his face into Dorian's firm ass. Little Billie reached his hands out as if to struggle, but held back from actually resisting for fear of punishment. He just flailed his arms around in the falling water as Dorian pushed his face deep into his dark ass.

At some point Little Billie gave up the fight and just went with the flow. His arms stopped flailing impotently around. I could hear a steady licking coming from Dorian's ass and realized that not only was Billie kissing Dorian's ass, he was French kissing it as well.

The hands that had fluttered around impotently before came to rest on Dorian's hips. As if Little Billie was using them to help support himself as he worked his tongue up Dorian's butt.

After several minutes of this Dorian lifted his cock off my head and allowed me to finish washing him. He kept Little Billie where he was, reaming the giant black man's ass.

Dorian stepped out of the shower and directed us to clean each other up while he dried off. It felt odd rubbing soap over Little Billie's soft little body after running my hands over the body of a Greek god like Dorian. It was strange to think that I used to find Billie so tough and manly when he was just a little bitch like me.

Dorian handed me some face cream and we began to remove each other's makeup. Neither one of us had any experience doing anything like that and it ended up taking a very long time.

After we were as clean as we were going to get, Dorian had us crawl out of the shower and dry off. He didn't offer us any clothing and made no move to put anything on himself. He just stood there as proudly naked as he was when he marched us in here.

I found myself growing more and more obsessed with his cock with each passing minute. I didn't think of myself as gay, but that didn't matter to me. I think I wanted it because it was something that I wanted to have for so long. Something that I maybe kidded myself that I already possessed.

Dorian ordered us to crawl out into the hallway and down the stairs. I noticed Little Billies was moving faster this time. I wondered if he was becoming as obsessed by Dorian's ass as I was Dorian's cock as we crawled around behind the nude black titan.

Going down stairs on all fours is tricky. Especially if you have to do it forward like Dorian was making us. After a couple near falls we made it all the way downstairs and into the living room. I noticed that Little Billie took a good long look at the front door before continuing forward. I suppose he could have made it outside, but he wouldn't have gotten far. I'm sure the bullies next door would just love to play with a shaved sissy like him.

Miranda was sitting there on the sofa still nude. Still unwashed from her night of being pounded by Dorian. Her arms were stretched out behind her and her legs were spread wide open. I could see the faint layer of dirty sweat that had dried all over her body. Her pussy glistened in the early morning light. I didn't know if that was because she was aroused or if she was still leaking the seed that Dorian had injected her with over the course of several hours last night.

“Good morning, sissies.” Miranda greeted us. “Don't you just look absolutely adorable with your hair shaved smooth and the little mistakes between your legs locked away. I'm so glad that you're beginning to get comfortable with your new places in the world.

“We have something very special planned for you two today. Sort of a going away event for Myron. As you both know Dorian's going to be delivering him to his sister on the plantation. Life isn't going to be all that easy for Sissy Myron after today so I think he deserves something special.

“But before we go any further I think you sissies look absolutely naked without your makeup on. Don't you Dorian?”

“Absolutely, babe.”

“Give them their presents.” Miranda told Dorian, handing the large black man a small pink bag.

Dorian walked over to us and stood there, towering over us as he went through the contents of the bag and handed bot of us a very pink, very feminine, makeup kit. I took mine in my hands and just stared at it incredulously. I had no idea what to do with it.

“We decided that it's time you sissies learned how to do your own makeup.” Miranda said. “We can't have real women wasting their time getting you pathetic little losers all gussied up. Now I can see from your faces that you aren't sure what to do. That's ok. We've figured out the perfect way for you to learn how to do yourselves up real pretty. Take your makeup kits and kneel opposite one another.”

We did as instructed.

“One of the tricky things about makeup is putting it on yourself. It's never that easy putting it on while trying to get a good look at yourself in the mirror as your try. So we're going to make it very easy for you. Easy enough for even your little sissy brains to be able to figure out. Myron is going to put Little Billie's makeup on and Little Billie is going to do Myron's.”

“Get to it, sissies.” Dorian gave me a slap on the shoulder to motivate me.

Little Billie and I opened our cases and tried to figure out where to start. Of course I knew what most of the implements were for. I'd seen Miranda and other women in my old life putting on their face so I recognized lipstick, eyebrow pencils, blush, and the host of other things in the very girly case. But knowing what they were for and using them properly were two completely different things. I knew what a hammer and nails were, but that didn't mean I could build a house either.

Little Billie gave me a look that said he was just as lost as I was.

With no other choice but to obey we began to paint each other in the bright shades of makeup provided. I knew right away that I was screwing up. I couldn't get anything to line up right and I was probably using the wrong colors anyway. I felt like a little girl learning to color for the first time and finding it impossible to keep inside the lines.

I could only imagine how badly Little Billie was painting my face.

After almost an hour of applying each other's makeup Little Billie looked like an odd fusion of whore and clown. His lipstick was haphazard at best and I couldn't get the blush to come out evenly on both cheeks.

“That's it. You two look absolutely adorable, don't they, Dorian?” Miranda asked.

“They still need a little something extra, don't you think?”

“Of course. How silly of me to forget the most important part. Why don't you put them on for the little sissies. I don't want to take the chance that they'll get them dirty with their messy little fingers.”

I looked up at Dorian standing over us, still naked, his monstrous erection swaying between his legs. He reached into the pink bag and pulled out a puff of white lace fabric. At first I thought it was some sort of lingerie, but Dorian put it on Little Billie's head and fluffed it out until I could see that it was a bride's wedding veil. Dorian placed the veil over Little Billie's face before putting my own veil on me.

What was going on? My mind was giving me answers that I didn't want to hear. I felt dizzy. I felt like I was going to be sick.

“Surprise!” Miranda and Dorian cheered in unison.

“We thought that two little sissies like yourselves deserved to be together as sissy and wife. Or maybe that's just sissy and sissy.” Miranda said.

“My sister suggested this.” Dorian said. “Rhonda was married to a man she really loved before she was sold to your great grand uncle. My sister thought it would be appropriate that you be separated from the love of your life as well.”

“But that's Mommy.” the words came out of my mouth before I realized I'd spoken them.

“Awww. That's sweet Myron, but we both know that we've been separated for a very long time. When was the last time you were able to get inside me? Not with your tongue or some sex toy I loaned you, but with your little dicklette? When was the last time I let you kiss my mouth? When was the last time I treated you like my husband instead of the sniveling little fuck pillow that you are now?”

“I don't remember, Mommy.”

I hung my head in shame. Everything she said was true, but it didn't make things hurt any less. I hadn't really been Miranda's husband for a very long time. Knowing the depths of my own inadequacies it's possible that I had never really been her husband no matter what the marriage license said.

“You and Little Billie are going to make the cutest little sissy brides ever.” Miranda said. “And as a special treat, you're both going to be allowed to make a cummie outside your chastity belts.”

A part of me leapt at the thought of getting to have an orgasm while another part wondered how Miranda was going to ruin it for me. I worshipped Miranda, but I knew how she thought and operated.

Miranda tossed something at Dorian who caught it casually in his left hand. He reached down to my groin and inserted the key to the chastity belt. With one flick of his wrist I felt the lock click open and the belt fall down. Dorian then unlocked Little Billie.

“Now I want you sissies to stay kneeling and face each other.” Miranda said. “Look deep into each other's faces. See how pretty you made your sissy bride look and imagine how pretty you are right now.”

Dorian placed a small bowl on the floor between us.

“Move in a little closer girls.” Miranda said. “I want your little clitties hanging over that bowl. Good girls. Good girls. Now a sissy wedding is different than a real wedding in a lot of ways. Don't worry your little heads about what you're doing, just do what you're told like a good pair of bitches and everything will be just fine.”

Little Billie and I were really close together now. I could feel his sweet breath on my face and the heat radiating off of his blushing body. I knew I was blushing just as much as he was.

“Now I want you to raise your jerk off hand up in the air.” Miranda ordered. “Good. Now I want you to put it up to your sissy bride's mouth. Cup it in front of her lovely mouth. Very good. You are such smart and obedient sissies. Now I want you to spit into the cupped hand of your sissy bride. That's going to be what she uses to lube up her little clitty when she gets to stroke. It's almost like you're getting a blowjob from them. Only you're just jerking your meat like some thirteen year old. Well, even a thirteen year old is better hung than either of you two. Make sure to give her a lot of spit so she's nice and lubed up.”

I spat into Little Billie's hand and watched as he filled my palm with saliva as well.

“Now I want you two sissies to take your hands and place them near your clitties. I don't want you to start yanking on them just yet. That'll come later. Right now I want you to just be ready to tug when I say the word. Now make sure you know exactly where the bowl is. Look down so you know where it is in relation to your little sissy bodies. You're going to cum in that bowl. If you miss I'll have Dorian rip your dick out by the roots. So you better know where it is with your eyes closed.”

Little Billie and I looked carefully at where the smooth bowl lay between us, knowing that Dorian was more than capable of making good on Miranda's threat.

“Now I want you sissies to kiss each other. The way you did before.”

We leaned in close and put our tongues out letting them lick up and down each other before moving the action inside our mouths.

I felt something hot and heavy press down on top of the bridge of our noses. Without breaking the kiss I looked up and saw that Dorian had laid his erect cock over our faces. His cock was weighing down our kiss.

“You may begin to stroke off.” Miranda said.

I cupped my hand full of Little Billie's spit around my hard cock and began to pump for all I was worth. I could imagine that the tongue darting in and out of my mouth was a woman's and that helped get me further in the mood. Not that I needed much to motivate me. It had been so long since I had a good cum. So long since I'd been able to get off. I could hear Little Billie jacking off for all he was worth as well.

It was impossible not to be aware of Dorian's penis. The feel of it on my skin. The weight of it pressing down on my face. The smell of his arousal permeating every fiber of my being. I wanted to lick it. I wanted to take it in my mouth and suck it dry while my fist pumped my own cum out of me. I wanted to be Dorian's bride at that moment, but his dick never moved from its resting place on our sissy faces and I didn't dare do anything that either Miranda or he expressly ordered.

Being able to cum would have to be enough.

“I see you little sissies are going at it like bunnies on their honeymoon, but I want this to be something special for both of you. I want you to get to cum together. Isn't that what everybody wants for their new bride? To climax at the same time? I'm going to give you a count down. When I get to 'one' you better cum. If you don't cum then, you're not going to cum again for a very, very long time. Ready? Ten.”

Little Billie and I picked up our pace as Miranda slowly counted down. It was possible for us to get off, but it was going to be tough getting there as quickly as she demanded. But the thought of having my orgasm taken away from me was proving to be a very powerful motivator. I stroked and stroked. Most of Little Billie's saliva had already been used up getting my dick as moist as it was then. The buildup of friction was already getting uncomfortable when Miranda decided to set a faster pace.

My cock was raw by the time Miranda said “One,” but I managed to shoot my load into the bowl at the same time that Little Billie exploded. Dorian took his cock off our faces and Miranda told us to stop kissing.

I leaned back on my heels feeling physically and emotionally spent. That's when the waves of humiliation and regret started flowing over me. Now that my dick was soft and sated I couldn't rap my head around the thoughts that I had leading up to that epic cum.

Had I really been thinking about blowing Dorian? Was I really getting off to Bill's tongue tonsil boxing with me? Despite everything that had happened to me over the course of the last few months I still considered myself to be straight. Was I so far under Miranda's spell that she was actually changing my sexual orientation? Or was this some hidden part of me that her training only brought to the surface?

I didn't have any answers, just a bowl of hot cum cooling at my knees.

Considering how much built up cum I had and whatever Bill had contributed, there really wasn't much there. Maybe a couple ounces tops. I looked up at Bill and saw the same feeling of “what have I done” pass over his face. As hard as it was for me to experience this, it must be worse for him. I'd been brought to this place over the course of several months; Bill hadn't even been Miranda's slave for a day at that point.

Dorian took out a pair of gold spoons from the pink bag and dipped them into the bowl. He used them to stir our loads together, swirling our semen together until it was impossible to tell whose cum was whose. He then divided the combined loads into both spoons and handed one to each of us.

“You've already kissed the bride.” Miranda said. I don't know which of us she was talking to. It probably didn't matter. “But that's not how a pair of sissies like you seals their sissy wedding. No, your little union is sealed with cum. Your own cum. Just as you two are about to become united in sissy marriage, your little sissy juice has united on those spoons. I want you to take those spoons and feed your partner the proof of your love and devotion to one another. I want you to take your sissy bride's spoon into your mouth and lick it dry. Do you understand me, sissies?”

Little Billie and I nodded our understanding even as we felt sick about what was to come. I placed my spoon to his mouth and he to mine. We paused there, unwilling or unable to make the final step needed to push the spoon forward until Dorian finally prodded us.

The spoon felt cold in my mouth, but that coldness was quickly washed away by the salty heat of the combined load of cum that gushed off of it. The taste was even worse than I'd imagined it. Salty and slimy. Spitting it out wasn't an option, but I couldn't imagine swallowing it. On the other hand, leaving it in my mouth only forced me to taste it longer and longer. I could feel the disgusting liquid mix with my spit. I was salivating like crazy trying to build up a layer of defense against the filthy semen, but it only made things worse.

Finally, I couldn't take it any longer and I swallowed down the whole thing. All the combined spunk and spit went sliding down my throat. I could feel the slime wind its way down my throat leaving a salty trail all the way to my stomach.

“I know pronounce you sissy and sissy.” Dorian said, slapping our faces with his huge cock.

I looked down at the ground, ashamed of what I'd let myself become at the hands of Miranda. I wasn't a man anymore. I was barely human now.

“When people get married they exchange rings.” Miranda said. “But sissies exchange something else. Up until now I or Dorian have been the ones to hold your keys, but from now on you're going to do it yourselves. Myron will carry Little Billie's key and vice versa.”

This was too good to be true. The key to my orgasm in the hands of someone as desperate to cum as I would be? All we'd need was some time together to unlock ourselves and get off. Sure, Dorian would probably force us to go back into chastity, but we'd be able to cum before that.

“There is, of course, a concern that little sissies like yourselves might lose that valuable key. You can be such ditzes sometimes. And it's not like you have pockets or a purse to put them in. But don't worry your pretty little heads about that; Dorian and I have come up with the perfect solution. Dorian, if you would.”

Dorian picked up Little Billie's chastity belt from beneath him and began to secure it. I watched intently as the giant black man carefully adjusted the belt and maneuvered Little Billie's limp dick into place. Once he was ready to make the final adjustment and snap the belt shut he took a key and laid it across Little Billie's flaccid penis.

Dorian then snapped the lock closed.

“Little Billie will be carrying Myron's key inside his belt.” Miranda explained. “Since he can't get into his belt there is no chance that he's going to lose the precious key.”

Dorian then belted me, also placing a key beside my drooping cock.

“But, Mistress Miranda.” Little Billie said, nervously. “Isn't Myron going out of state today? How will we ...”

“If you're a very good little pair of sissy brides, a conjugal visit might be arranged.” Miranda said. “Every six months or so.”

“Whose going to have the spare key?” Little Billie asked. “In case of medical emergency.”

“There is no spare key, Little Billie.” Miranda said. “The only key to your chastity belt is the one that Myron has.”

“B...b...but he can't get to it. And I can't get to his key.”

Miranda's mouth formed the sweetest smile when she spoke.

“That's not my problem, bitch.”


THE END
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