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2.Free Range

​Edward's head was in a thousand places as he hit I90 West.

​He hadn't expected any of what happened. He accepted the date expecting to have to explain things to this strange older woman. He was prepared for a little embarrassment confessing the sorts of things, he and Betty used to do. Frankly, he was prepared for a lot of humiliation.

​He hadn't expected, she'd know that much. He was wasn't sure what was worse – him having to tell her all the sick fantasies he'd played out with Dana's much younger cousin, or having Dana just know them. Fuck! He couldn't even be sure how much she knew. If she knew about “Daddy”, she could know everything. Anything he said could be an admission to something she already knew, or a confession to some fresh new level of humiliation.

​In his plan for the night, he hadn't expected her interest. The Edward who drove to Boston was pretty sure, she'd want nothing to do with anything this kinky. Everything he found out about her on social media screamed vanilla. His first impression of her at the restaurant had been “childless wine mom”. Maybe she exposed a little too much cleavage for that cliché, but it was close enough. Maybe Edward could buy her being into that 50 Shades bullshit most middle-aged women couldn't seem to get enough of; he did not see her pulling the amateur domme card like that.

​He figured, she'd take a few thousand of his hard earned dollars and she'd give him the keys after dinner. He'd quietly unlock himself in the men's room. Maybe he'd be able to control himself long enough to make it to a motel before jerking off. Maybe he'd shoot his load into the toilet and driving back to the City.

​She saw me naked and all I got to see was some of her cleavage. The thought aroused him more than he cared to admit. His erection had returned almost as soon as he'd finished his first cum in 26 days. It felt weird leaving it in the used condom as he hit the road. His cooling ejaculate had already mostly leaked out the bottom and left a small puddle in his boxer-briefs.

​She left me in my own cream pie. The thought was also sexier than Edward wanted. Dana is not my domme. Yet. Probably never, Edward corrected himself. She's right. She's too old and too fat for me. For the kind of money, I paid Betty, I can get a lot better than some middle-aged bint with a mommy domme kink. Even if her cunt is delicious.

​So … why didn't I toss the condom at the first rest stop I passed?

​Edward knew the answer, but couldn't put it into words or even think about it. The fact that Dana wasn't his physical ideal played into deeper parts of his fantasy than he normally swam in. The mindset he'd formed shortly after his first erection was that beauty equaled power. The hotter the girl, the more control she wielded in the world. In the years that had followed, he'd seen enough to know, that wasn't reality most of the time. But that evidence was never strong enough to shake his old beliefs.

​And in that kinky algebra, if the hottest woman could dominate the most powerful men, then … by simple logic, a mid woman could only control a weak man. In that equation, Edward came up short. That's why he was wearing a used condom that leaked into his underwear. Because he was weak, and an average woman ordered him to.

​And what was that about feminizing me?

​Edward had no intention of accepting her as his domme. There would be no contract between them, the way Betty had bound him to her. Dana would be a neighbor. Maybe he'd see her in the hall from time-to-time. Maybe they's bitch about the weather in the elevator together. That whole bit about Betty having a plan for him had to be bull. Betty would have told him about anything as drastic as that.

​Betty also never let you fuck her, even with a condom. And the closest you ever got to licking her pussy was Frenching her ass. There's a lot about Betty, you never got to see. And Dana wasn't wrong about that blood work. Did Betty really want to make me a girl?

​Edward had no doubt that Dana did. The woman may have seemed harmless enough, but she was a force of nature. From the moment she ordered for him at the restaurant to telling him, he had two minutes to get dressed and out of her apartment, he knew that she was the one in control. It hadn't been subtle. It hadn't been anything, he expected. It was making him twitch fresh precum into the cold mess inside the latex inside his panties.

​Underwear. Edward corrected himself. Men wear underwear. Women wear panties. Women and sissies. I'm neither of those things. I am a man.

​Edward hit the radio hoping to find something, anything to take his mind off his new neighbor. The smell of her lingered on his face. After bringing her off so many times with his mouth, her pussy juices were embedded in his beard, wicking up from the surface where they'd rained down. Every time he breathed, he took in the reminder that he'd spent an hour under her. Punishment for the failure he felt sticking in his pants.

​It wasn't fair. I could've gone so much longer if she'd let me get one quick cum out. Most men wouldn't have lasted half as long.

​When he stopped at the next rest stop, he popped the trunk and rummaged through the overnight bag, he stored there. The bottle of rubbing alcohol he'd packed had been a precaution. In case something went wrong with the fake beard he always wore. Over the years, his skin had gotten used to the spirit gum that had kept the false hair attached to his face, but there had been times when he'd needed his face to breathe. Tonight was one of those times.

​One wing of the rest stop rest room had been cordoned off for cleaning. Edward didn't see anyone there so he stepped over the sign and marched to the furthest sink. When he got out of anyone's potential line of sight, he readjusted the condom in his pants. When he got to the last sink, he washed his face thoroughly before weakening the spirit gum with the gentle solvent.

​It came off slowly leaving a path of angry red skin behind it. Edward hated to have to use these fake beards, but he was already at a disadvantage due to his height. Standing under five feet tall and with his natural babyface, Edward read as a lot younger than he was. Unfortunately, he couldn't grow a beard if his life depended on it. The only reason, he was able to keep the fake one on indefinitely was because there was next to no growth going on underneath it. He once tested to see how long he could go before needing to take it off. After two months, he'd had barely enough peach fuzz to make him de-beard.

​I look like a little boy. Edward said to himself and the mirror. He couldn't tell how much of the red on his face was from the beard coming off and how much was from blushing.

​The alcohol smell was stronger than Dana's pussy. Barely. He took more brown paper towels than he needed and wrapped the beard up in them. He wished he'd brought the spare beard with him that night, or at least more spirit gum. Even if he wanted to put the old beard back on, he couldn't.

​A cop gave him a weird look when Edward got gum from the vending machine on the way out. Edward was dressed in a good suit, but as short as he was and as young as his naked face looked, the cop couldn't be sure she wasn't looking at a teenager out past curfew. Edward made a beeline for his car before her curiosity turned into action.

​Edward kept to the speed limit the first couple of miles after the rest stop. Once he was sure the cop wasn't following, he put on the gas. It was a long drive and the road was as empty as it was going to get so late at night.

​His bladder was making itself known around the time he came up to the next rest stop. This was the real test of Dana's power. There was nothing to make him obey her order about the condom. She wasn't his domme. She wasn't even his girlfriend. They'd had one date that ended in unexpected sex. Most of it oral. All of it directed at her. The fact that he'd left it on this long came down to levels of submission that he'd explored over the years, most recently with Betty.

​Now that there was a real and pressing need, he'd do what he had to do. Pull into the stop, walk into the men's room, toss the condom at the first chance, and piss. He'd even do it standing up. Edward puffed up at the thought. After 26 days with his dick buried, this would be the first chance he had to urinate like a man. He'd almost forgot what a urinal looked like.

​When he passed the rest stop, Edward told himself that he didn't need to go that bad. That he wanted to get a few more miles closer to home before he made another stop. That there was another coming up in only 36 more miles.

​36 miles later, Edward told himself the same thing.

​By the fifth rest stop he passed, Edward admitted the lie. A part of him tried to argue that he was testing himself. Seeing how far he could go. Demonstrating the willpower he needed in his life and career. Showing his control of his life.

​But it was Dana's control that really mattered. She wasn't even there. Probably had gone to bed without even thinking about Edward needing to pee on the long ride home. But that didn't matter. Some part of Edward wanted to obey. A part that had already made up its mind about Dana's offer. A part that was already her slave.

​With an hour left to go on the drive, Edward needed to piss so bad, he could taste it. He did stop, for gas, only because he wouldn't make it home otherwise. He fueled up as fast as he could and tried to ignore the inviting service island only a short walk from the pumps.

​Twenty minutes later, Edward gave up and decided that he'd lose the condom and clear out his bladder at the next rest stop. Ten minutes after that, he saw the “Closed” sign right before the barricade that would keep him from exiting and pissing in the parking lot.

​It was early morning by then. With traffic picking up, the option of finding a quiet stretch of empty highway quickly disappeared. Not that there were many good spots even if it was the dead of night.

​I am not pissing in my Lamborghini. I am not pissing in my Lamborghini.

​Edward was close to tears when he saw the traffic come to a halt in front of him. His GPS flashed a warning about the tractor trailer that had turned over between two of the busiest exits, two minutes after Edward could take an alternate route.

​His earlier erection had helped with his control, but he was exhausted and even as deprived as he was, Edward couldn't stay hard that long. His poor penis felt gross and nasty resting in his mostly dried cum. He wanted this to be over. He wanted to be home.

​Dry.

​As the traffic inched along, Edward knew he was going to be late. Even if he got home when he was supposed to, he'd probably have to skip the gym. Not that it mattered much. Edward closed his eyes and wrestled with the memory of Dana, some random British MILF who spent more time lifting a wine glass than pumping iron, manhandling him.

​What was the point of all that work, doing all those reps, if the strongest he could get was still weaker than a woman who put no effort in? Sure, he had some pretty well defined muscles. And he could bench more than his body weight. Not that he weighed much.

​I just look strong, Edward confessed. On the inside, I'm weak. Like my dick.

​The only upside to these thoughts was how well they played into his submissive fantasies. Memory of Dana overpowering him fanned the flames. The resulting erection was as welcome as it was uncomfortable. As much as it helped with his bladder control, it was more than a little gross feeling the dried cum break away as he grew and stiffened in the hours old condom.

​Thoughts of his weakness got him through the accident delay. Now he was going to be late for the office. If he had his beard on (and wasn't wearing the damned condom), he'd have skipped the clean-up and gone straight to the office. The thought of the people there seeing him with cum stains on his pants from where he'd leaked on the ride home, looking like a tween boy in his dad's suit, was more than he was ready to deal with.

​He texted Lucia, he'd be late, at the next light.

​By the time he left the interstate, Edward was driving one hand on the wheel, the other wrapped around his cock through his pants, underwear, and condom. As close as he was to home, he was about to have a major accident in his pants. He knew the route well enough to know, there weren't any public bathrooms along the way, he could get into quicker than just going home.

​He needed to let a little of that pressure out. Which meant pissing, just a little, into the condom. He hoped, his grip along the shaft would be enough to keep that little spurt from leaking into his shorts and onto his seat.

​Letting go proved harder than Edward had expected. After all this time in chastity, he was used to sitting to pee. Betty liked to mock him about it. Make him refer to pissing as “making tinkles” like he was a seven year old girl.

​Maybe Dana wasn't lying about Betty's feminization plan.

​Even though Edward was used to sitting to pee, he wasn't used to doing it in his car, on the road, in the early morning hours of a very busy city. The angle of his seat was wrong. There was something under him, both the full seat of the Lamborghini as well as his layers of clothing. As strong as his body was trying to force the pressure out, he had to focus to overcome years of conditioning.

​He almost wasn't able to stop once he started, but he did. There was no way to tell how much, he'd peed into the condom, but he could feel the tip full of hot liquid. If he leaned forward, most of it pooled away from the tip of his half-hard penis. He tried not to imagine the fresh urine mixing with last night's ejaculate. The image made him a little sick.

​Lucia sent a text acknowledging, she knew Edward would be late.

​Steering with one hand with the other gripping his cock, wasn't easy, but Edward managed it well enough on the main drag. The challenge was the parking garage at his apartment complex. There were so many sharp turns and the assigned parking meant, he had to wind his way to the very end of the line and navigate into the tiny space the apartment managers had decreed was his.

​Edward managed to make it through the garage without exploding into his pants or denting his car on the heavy concrete supports. There was no way, he was going to park straight. He aimed as close as he could, killed the ignition, and called it good enough.

​The tip-full of pee sloshed around as he slowly extricated himself from the low riding car. He spent ten precious seconds after getting to his feet, making sure that the only stains, he'd made were in his pants.

​Thank fuck for that.

​He'd made it five steps from the car when a familiar voice called, “Hey!” from the other side of the garage. “You gonna fix that parking job?”

​“Hi, Doreen.” Edward knew what he must look like, holding his crotch like a little kid desperate for the potty, but there wasn't anything else he could do. “I just need …”

​“Edward?” Doreen stepped closer. “You shaved. You look … I didn't recognize you.”

​“Yeah, I … I'll be right back. I just need to get changed, and I'll be right back. Whoever parks there normally won't even know I was there.”

​“Are you on something?” Doreen stepped right up to Edward, put a hand on his shoulder, and looked deep in his eyes. He had to look up to meet her gaze. “Jesus, you better grow that beard back fast. You walk around town looking like that, the truant officer's gonna drag ya back to fifth grade.”

​“I'm just tired. It was a long drive and I really need to tinkle …” Fuck! Why did I have to say that? “I mean urinate.”

​“You're a big boy, Edward.” Doreen gave him a smirk. “Park right, then you can go tinkle.”

​Edward tried to pull away, but the larger woman's grip was too strong and he only had one free hand to fend her off with. He closed his eyes and summoned every last iota of his willpower as he turned back to his car.

​Just one more minute and you can pee. Just one more minute and you can pee. It wasn't the best mantra, but it was all he could come up with with an urgent bladder and a condom full of hot piss and cold cum.

​He might have made it if the Lamborghini hadn't been so low to the ground. If could have kept his hips level all the way into the car, he might have kept it together. Even if he had to step into a higher cab like a truck, his bladder might've held.

​As soon as he bent over to slide into the seat, the pressure shifted. His grip on his crotch loosened at the worst possible time and the pee surged up, over, and into his pants. The shock of hearing those first few drops hit the garage floor were enough to break his concentration. The rest of his pee came in one long hot unstoppable burst that balloned the condom out momentarily before gushing over the top, into his pants, and onto the pavement between him and Doreen.

​Doreen's expression was unreadable. Not that Edward could look her in the face after his humiliating display.

​“Are you drunk?” Doreen asked when the last drops had fallen.

​Edward shook his head.

​“Give me the keys.” Doreen's voice was calm and authoritarian. “I know, you have a nice car. I appreciate you not wanting to … mess it up. I'll park you in 19 until you come back and clean up your accident. Kelly should be gone till lunch, so there shouldn't be any problem using her space.”

​“Thanks.” Edward wanted to seep into the ground, but at least Doreen wasn't being too much of a dick about it.

​“Don't think I'm letting you off easy. When I say 'clean up your mess', that's what I mean. The rest of the tenants don't pay rent to smell your pee in their garage. You don't get your keys back until after you've mopped it all up. Do I make myself clear?”

​“Yes, ma'am.”

-----

​Doreen sent him back the first time, Edward returned. His work suit was too nice to do clean up in and she didn't approve of his replacement fake beard.

​I look like a ten year old, Edward said to his reflection as he prepped to leave a second time. With his clean cheeks, small size, and boyish shorts and t-shirt, he wasn't wrong.

​A text from Lucia asked where he was. His boss was looking for him and wasn't happy about excuses. Edward sent a text back and went off to clean his puddle.

​Edward knew, Doreen wasn't his biggest fan. He knew, she and Betty had been close before the young dominatrix's accident. He suspected, Doreen knew about their relationship, if not their contract. He wasn't sure if Doreen's dislike of him had anything to do with his kinks or some more public side of his personality. Still, he was grateful, she wasn't making this any worse than it had to be.

​She showed him where the water and cleaning chemicals were stored. Even suggested the best combo of cleaners to get the pee out. She didn't loom, but she did keep busy in the garage while the executive fumbled with the crappy mop and bucket reserved for the garage.

​The next text Edward got was from his boss demanding he be in the office five minutes ago. By the time, Edward had turned in his bucket and asked for his keys back, the unanswered text became a call.

​“Where are you Edward?” Mark Simeon's voice wasn't panicked, but it was insistent.

​“I had car problems, I can be on the road in ten minutes.”

​“You picked a shitty day to have car problems. I got the CFO here asking questions about your department. You don't have ten minutes.”

​“What am I supposed to do?”

​“You at home?” Mark read off the address.

​“Yeah, but what …”

​“We're in luck. Uber must've just dropped someone off right near you. There's a Rav4 waiting out front. You have thirty seconds to get in, or there's gonna be hell to pay.”

​“I gotta change. I'm all dirty from car repairs.”

​“I don't care if you look like a coal miner. Get your ass in that Uber and get it here. Now!”

​Mark didn't say goodbye, only hung up.

​“You did a good job.” Doreen handed Edward his keys. “If you ever want to try side-hustling as a maid, I'd give you a try. Now park your car where it belongs, the right way. Or it gets towed.”

​“That was my boss. I don't have time. I gotta get changed …”

​“I heard. Your boss doesn't give a crap how you're dressed. But I care about you parking the right way. Do what I tell you or I stop being nice.”

​Edward debated just taking his car and stiffing the Uber as he jumped into the front seat. That rebellions lasted until he reached for the wheel and couldn't touch it. For a brief instant, he thought that he'd shrunk. It took a heartbeat to remember, Doreen had moved the car in the first place, that she must have adjusted the seats for her tall butch bod, that he had to get it back.

​Looking at himself in the rearview dissolved any confidence, he had at driving himself to work that morning. All it would take was one cop thinking he was underage to make him even later than he was. New York cops were dicks in the afternoon, dicks at night, but most importantly they were dicks during rush hour.

-----

​“How long have they been in there?” Kerri perched on the corner of Lucia's desk. She nodded towards the main conference room.

​“Four hours.” Lucia tried to keep her tone neutral, but it came out a bit gossipy.

​The two women were technically equals even though Lucia was old enough to be Kerri's mom. If Lucia got knocked up in high school. Both had started in Administration at around the same time; Kerri coming from an even crappier job in retail; Lucia getting back into the workforce after a fairly bitter divorce.

​Kerri was a slender redhead with a pretty face and an ass that made men's heads spin. She was also a bone in the office dog fight. When Edward tried to make her, his personal assistant, Peter Frain swooped in and made her his. The two men had competed over everything else since they joined the company. While Edward had the overall edge in terms of wins; Peter's was the most visible. Every morning, Edward had to walk past his rival's office and see Kerri sitting there like a prize trophy.

​Edward ended up with Lucia. After the dust settled, she was the best qualified to do the job. More importantly, in Edward's opinion, she was the closest to fuckable among the remaining office staff. Where Kerri was slender, Lucia was zaftig. Where Kerri had a rock-hard pair of b cups, Lucia was full-figured with a pair of breasts that preceeded her into the room and the ass of a fertility goddess. Where Kerri was pale as her Irish ancestors, Lucia was as dark as her Mexican grandmother.

​Edward thought he got the shit end of the secretary stick and didn't let Lucia forget it.

​“That's an awful long time to 'answer some easy questions'.”

​“I wouldn't know.” Lucia recognized what Kerri was doing. Trying to bait the older woman into giving her something she could take to her boss. Lucia had no idea what sorts of rewards Peter might offer his Irish rose, but Kerri was angling for them. Lucia kept her head down in her work.

​“And what about the shave? Without his beard, he looks so young.” Kerri edged closer and lowered her voice to conspiritorial levels. “Marion was coming back from a coffee run when he got dropped off. She heard him get into a fight with the Uber driver. She made some crack about 'being in school' and called him 'Miss' when he bitched at her. Can you believe that?”

​“He still looks like a boy to me.”

​“Exactly. A boy. In his little shorts and t-shirt, he looks like he's gonna ask Joyce out to the Spring Fling instead of bossing us around.”

​“No, he doesn't.” Lucia looked at the smiling picture of her fourteen year old daughter sitting on her desk. She put up with a lot for her. She put up with Edward. Lucia wanted to add, “he looks like someone, Joyce would babysit”, but knew it would get back to Peter so she bit her lip.

​The conference room door opened. Edward was the first out. If he still had the beard and had been wearing his grown-up clothes, Lucia would have pegged him as pissed off. Clean-shaven and dressed down, he looked like a preteen trying to stave off an epic tantrum.

​Kerri disappeared by the time, Edward stormed across the short hall to his office. The way he glared at Lucia when she started to ask if he needed anything was enough to tell her, this was going to be a really bad day. She bit her tongue, took a deep breath, and thought about Joyce. You need this job, Lucia told herself. Joyce needs braces soon. He's just an asshole. You can get through this. You're better than him.

​Edward slammed the door going into his office. Lucia let out her breath.

-----

​Edward sat behind his desk wondering how a day could start so great and go to shit so fast.

​It had been a little after midnight when Dana let him out of the damn chastity. He had gone so long without so much as an erection, let alone ejaculation. Let alone actual sex with a very willing very wet woman.

​Sure, Dana wasn't his ideal partner. And, yes, he hadn't lasted long enough to please her. That fact still gnawed at him. But he'd gone from caged to screwing to giving her a moustache ride. That should have been enough to make this the best day of his life.

​If only his submission hadn't gotten the better of him. Made him obey the orders of some mid Brit with nice tits and an overbite. If he'd been thinking straight, he would've been home comfortably. Late, but with his dignity intact. Doreen was bad enough normally. He didn't want to think of how she'd treat him now that she'd caught him pissing himself in public. She even offered him an out. Asked if he was drunk. If he'd said yes, he's have an excuse. Piss poor as it was.

​Then there was the ride here. Marion only caught the tail end of his exchange with the driver. She was an older Indian woman. She had very strong opinions about children and made sure, Edward heard all of them. The fact that she assumed he was 10 only became obvious after the first few salvos.

​The looks from the office workers were almost as bad. A brief curiosity over a seemingly new face that quickly turned into the realization that the “little cutie” was a member of senior management. The snickers that followed were almost as emasculating as the chastity device that had given him a cameltoe for the past month.

​Then he got brought before the firing squad.

​The CFO's questions were fair, but Edward was caught offguard. With no preperation or sleep, he gave the wrong answers to too many questions. What should have been a friendly fifteen minute review dragged out to lunchtime. Fortunately for Edward, the underlying numbers were good. He just didn't have his head wrapped around them right.

​Part of that was due to lack of sleep. He'd hit the Kuerig four times already to keep awake. He was already feeling the need for a refill.

​Most of that lack of focus was laying between his legs. Edward may have been fighting exhaustion, but little Edward was raring to go like a dog let off the leash after barking too long. Worse, his shorts did nothing to cover the tent he was making. He was sure everyone saw it. From the receptionist who greeted him, to Mark, to the CFO who was browbeating him.

​OK. What was really worst was Lucia. He could see the ridicule in her eyes when she looked at him just now. Feel her judging him. Finding him lacking. Her opinion shouldn't matter. She was just some nobody trying to put her life back together after a mistake of a marriage. She was even less his type than Dana.

​Somehow that made him want her.

​Dana was too old for him. Lucia was four years older than that. Dana was too fat for him. Lucia must've outweighed Dana by fifty pounds. And she was shorter. The more Edward thought about it, the more Lucia became an exaggerated version of the woman who'd fucked him and kicked him out of her shit hole apartment. Different accents. Different skin tones. But the same feeling of superiority.

​“Bring me a coffee,” Edward hissed into the intercom.

​“Yes, sir.”

​The faintest sound of defeat in Lucia's voice perked Edward more than his first four cups of coffee. Maybe there was a way he could turn the shit day around.

​Edward was deep into his work when Lucia knocked with his coffee. He liked the way she demurred to him inside his office. The way she kept her eyes down. His hard-on liked it to.

​“I see you've put in for a promotion,” Edward said after she'd turned to the door. Her outfit was professional. Only a pervert who'd had his dick locked up for a month could sexualize the loose knee-length skirt.

​“Yes.” Lucia swallowed and turned back to her boss. “Not a big one. Just to the next PA level.”

​“It's not much of a raise.” Edward kept his tone neutral.

​Lucia could tell where his eyes were focused and it wasn't on hers.

​“No.” Lucia tried not to breathe hard or do anything that would draw further attention to her breasts. She was used to men looking. She was a big girl after all. But there was a world of difference between a casual glance and leering. Edward was leering and Lucia felt dirty. “But there's a bump in insurance coverage. My daughter needs braces. It'd help a lot.”

​Edward took a sip of his coffee and nodded. Lucia wasn't sure if he was approving it or acknowledging what she'd just said. She clasped her hands in front of her when his gaze lowered to her hips.

​“I have an idea.” Edward wore his best poker face. “My Lamborghini had some problems this morning. I had to Uber in. You have a car, don't you?”

​“Yeah. It's not as nice, but it gets me where I need to go.”
​“Perfect. Why don't you give me a ride home today. We can discuss what you need to do to get that promotion.”

​“I meet all of the qualifications, Mr. Duncan.” Lucia felt her skin crawl at the implications. How far was she willing to go? How badly did she need this job.

​“I'm sure you do. I'm sure you do. This will just give us the chance to have a nice chat. Away from the distractions of the office. You know how people talk.”

​Lucia had been around enough horny men to know when she was on the menu. She couldn't prove any of it, but she could see Edward's hunger in his eyes. He wasn't as subtle as he thought. She was sure, if he stood up now, he'd be as stiff as he was this morning when he thundered in. She was sure there was more to his last comment. That if she didn't go home with him, it was only a matter of time before tried something here, behind the closed locked door of his office. Lucia had two heartbeats to make up her mind.

​“I'd love to give you a ride, sir.”

​“That'll be all, Lucia.” Edward returned to his screen.

​Lucia returned to her desk and examined her options.

-----

​Neither of them was comfortable on the drive to Edward's. Lucia because she'd read the writing on the walls and hated what it said. Edward because of several little things that took away from the experience, Edward assumed he'd be having.

​When he told Lucia, she was driving him home, Edward had this picture in his head of how things would play out. Images of him being in control even if he wasn't in the driver's seat. He needed that so badly after a month under Betty's posthumous thumb and the absolutely shit way his day had gone so far. After spending all that time playing at being powerful, he needed to be powerful. Even if his submissive side won out and he took Dana up on her offer, the next few days provided him a chance to sow a few power-dom oats.

​And Lucia makes the perfect sow to sow in.

​The drive hadn't gone as masterfully as he'd fantasized.

​Lucia drove a beat up two door that felt more like a Mommobile than a fuck wagon. She was very apologetic about the coffee spill on the front passenger seat. It still hadn't dried by the time, they left the office. Edward didn't want to be seen behind the wheel of anything that mid. Besides, he was still feeling the all-nighter he'd pulled.

​The back passenger seat was full of her daughter's crap, so Edward had to get in on Lucia's side. As small as he was, there was little space in what was left of the backseat. When Lucia got behind the wheel, Edward realized that he was trapped there until she let him out. He thought, he'd ride home like a king, and here he was feeling like a little kid being driven to soccer practice.

​Lucia apologized about the AC being out. The air that came through the windows wasn't that cool and wasn't that pleasant. Edward hadn't even realized that the heat and the long night had finally gotten to him until Lucia was shaking him awake in the garage of his apartment building. Like a little boy getting shaken awake when his Mom got to Grandma's.

​Edward was feeling the seven cups of coffee when he came to. It didn't help his mood that he could just see the spot where he'd pissed himself that morning from the one visitor's space that the apartment gods had allowed.

​“We're here, Mr. Duncan.” Lucia sounded nervous. Even to herself.

​“Let me out.” It wasn't a request. He was not polite.

​“Yes, sir.”

​Edward shrugged her hand away when she offered help out of the back. He looked more like a stubborn tween getting pissy at his mom than a powerful manager about to abuse his authority. Worse. He felt that powerless and pissy.

​Doreen popped her head out of her office when she saw the visitor's space had been taken on the monitor. She didn't recognize the pretty Mexican lady behind the wheel or the brat she was struggling with in back. Not on crap cameras that hadn't been updated since Reagan's first 100 days.

​Doreen was going to ask who they were here to see, but stopped herself when she recognized the brat as Edward and held back. The woman didn't seem like the sort, Edward used to bring home back when his cock was free range. She obviously didn't have his money. And while being dressed for the office didn't preclude anyone from being a sex worker, Doreen didn't get that vibe from her. She briefly wondered if maybe Edward was auditioning another domme, but quickly discarded that idea. Whoever this woman was, she wasn't in control, the brat was.

​“Hi, ma'am.” Doreen stepped out of the shadows with her hand extended. The smile she gave to Lucia was genuine. “I'm Doreen. I manage the building.”

​“Lucia.” She took Doreen's strong calloused hand and managed to smile back.

​“Doreen, now's not …”

​Doreen wasn't paying Edward any attention. “I don't want to be an ass about this, but part of my job is monitoring parking and keeping everyone happy.”

​“There isn't a problem?” Lucia's tone suggested to Doreen that she wanted there to be.

​“A lady like you is never a problem.” Doreen stepped between Lucia and Edward. Was it Doreen's imagination, or was Lucia relieved by the protective gesture? “I do know that one of the other tenants is planning on having a special friend over tonight. It's his birthday and he asked if I could see to it that the visitor space was available in …” Doreen checked her phone. “Half an hour.”

​“I can go now. I haven't even put my keys away.”

​“That's not how the visitor's space works, Doreen. And you know it.” Edward pulled himself up to his full height and tried to stare down someone who was a head and a half taller than him.

​“He's right, Lucia.” Doreen kept directing the conversation to the beautiful office worker instead of the dick who lived in her building. “I can't make you leave. I was hoping, that your …”

​“Mr. Duncan is my boss. I'm his personal assistant.”

​“I was hoping that your boss would show the same flexibility and kindness that I demonstrated to him this morning when he was having problems of his own.”
​“Doreen … helped me with my car this morning. It was acting up.” Edward felt the wind getting taken out of his sails.

​“It's not exactly the same thing,” Doreen side-eyed Edward. “But I can think of a few very specific details about how I helped you that seem … what's the word? … Pertinent? Yeah. Pertinent.”

​“Half an hour should be plenty of time for our business.” Edward took a step back at the veiled threat. The thought of his secretary finding out about him pissing himself would be the cherry on the shit sundae that had been his day. But maybe he could salvage a quickie out of the situation. It wasn't as though he was going to anything more than use her and send her packing anyway.

​“Did I say half an hour?” Doreen knew she had beaten him. “I meant five minutes.”

​“Fine.” Edward sounded petulant even to himself. “Lucia, I'll see you tomorrow.”

​“Good night, Mr. …” Lucia didn't bother finishing; Edward had already stormed out of the garage.

​“You ok?” Doreen looked Lucia in the eyes.

​“Yeah. I … thanks.”

​“Want to talk about it?”

​“I shouldn't.”

​“That's not a 'no'.”

​“I only have five minutes.” Lucia's smile was as real as Doreen's, only a little flirty around the edges.

​“Let me buy you a cup of coffee. I know a place close by. Plenty of parking.”

​“I don't know if you'd fit in the back and I spilled coffee on the front seat.”

​“I'm good with the wet spot.”

-----

​Edward was fuming when he stepped into the elevator. It wasn't as though he had a stable of women, he could call upon when his dick was free. He didn't have the time or energy to wine and dine someone. And hiring an escort? Edward might have been a scrawny little nothing, but he had his pride. He'd never paid for sex.

​“No,” he told himself. “You pay to not have sex.”

​He was exhausted, starving, and hornier than a forty piece brass band. If Doreen hadn't interfered, he could have taken Lucia doggy-style, slapped her ass, and make her fix dinner for him before one last blow job. Thanks to the bitch of an apartment manager, he'd have to settle for Doordash and porn before crashing for the night.

​The green and yellow package leaning against his apartment door was the first thing, Edward noticed when he got off the elevator. He didn't have any deliveries. Had no idea what it was until he was almost at the door.

​The package read “Easy Ups. Girls Disposable Training Underwear.” There was a rainbow and cutesy cartoon horses looking up at him as he picked up the crinkling plastic. There was a note attached.

​In case you have any more accidents. It wasn't signed. Edward knew who they were from.

​Edward took all his frustration out in one violent throw. There was a brief moment of catharsis when the bag of pull-ups hit the wall, but it was wildly anti-climactic. He'd been inside his apartment five seconds when he marched back into the hall and retrieved them.

​Not because I need them, Edward told himself. I don't want Doreen getting the satisfaction.

​The bag ended up getting tossed on the sofa in the living room as he made a beeline for the bathroom. For the first time in almost a month, Edward lifted the lid and the seat. Standing to pee was a small freedom, but Edward reveled in the cheap victory. He laughed out loud when he realized, his only other bright spot that day had been using a urinal in the office.

​“You're a real man's man, Eddie,” he said into the bathroom mirror as he shook the last of the piss out of his cock. “Peeing like a big boy.”

​He wolfed down some leftover Tai food instead of ordering new. It wasn't great, but it filled his gut now, and now was better than later. Bladder empty and belly full, all he had left to do was drain his balls and he could collapse into the void.

​He didn't bother getting under the covers after he undressed. All he needed was his phone and the bottle of lotion he kept by his bedside. He'd been to all his usual porn sites every night even in chastity. Daddy insisted that he tease himself with what he couldn't have. Some days, she made him write reports about how humiliating it was surfing porn without a dick. Edward wondered if Dana had those pages now.

​All of it was different flavors of femdom. Jerk off instructions. Cum eating instructions. Verbal humiliation. Bi encouragement. None of them fit the mood Edward was in. He was a free man. This was his chance to be powerful. Be strong. He needed porn that reflected his new outlook.

​He settled on bukkake.

​He fell asleep with his dick still in his hands and his screen full of degraded women.

-----

​“Thanks a lot.” Lucia was standing beside her car saying goodnight to Doreen. “I really needed someone to vent. You're pretty easy to talk to.”

​“I'm not, you know. There's something about you that brings out my better self.”

​“I don't want to go, but …”

​“Joyce. I get it. You have to put your daughter first.”

​“Thanks for understanding. About everything.”

​“Want me to have another talk with your boss?”

​“I don't think that's a good idea.”

​“This probably won't be the last time he tries anything.”

​“You make a wonderful white knight, but … I need to handle Edward on my own.”

​“Alright. How about dinner? Whatever night works best for you.”

​“What kind of dinner?” Lucia had a sly smile on her face when she asked.

​“A date kind of dinner. If you're cool with that.”

​“I've never been on a date with a girl.”

​“And I've never been on a date with an angel. So we're even.”

​“It's been forever since I went on a date. I probably suck at it.”

​“Practice makes perfect.” Doreen stepped closer. There was only a small gap between them now. Lucia didn't pull back. “If you like, we can count this as our first date. Takes the pressure off dinner.”

​“I'd like that.”

​“You know that means, I'm gonna kiss ya.”

​“You better.”

-----

​Doreen had to walk around the block to come back down to Earth. Lucia wasn't perfect, but on the surface, she was exactly what she needed. Enough dates and Doreen would see beneath the surface.

​Edward's floor wasn't anywhere close to Doreen's small manager unit. That didn't stop her from taking the elevator up. Part of her told her to let Edward alone. He was the kind of man who didn't do well on his own. He needed someone to tell him what to do. He'd been almost ok when Betty was pulling his strings, but Betty was gone and who knew how long it would be before another good woman took the tiny dick under her heel.

​There was no response when she knocked. She shouldn't have used her passkey. She lied to herself that it was a safety thing. She had to make sure the unresponsive tenant was alright, didn't she?

​The only lights were left on in the kitchen and the screen of his phone on the bed.

​“Edward!” She said to the naked lump laying on top of the covers.

​Nothing. Coma victims were more responsive than the lump of flesh fondling itself.

​A flicker from the screen drew Doreen's attention. Edward's video had been part of a playlist; it had kept going long after Edward zonked out. Doreen stared down at a very nervous woman kneeling on a hard floor surrounded by naked men. If there was any doubt about what she was dripping in, they disappeared the moment the next man in the circle ejaculated on the wretched girl. He aimed for her face. She had to close her eyes to keep them from stinging. He slapped her cheek with his spent cock after he was empty.

​It took all of Doreen's willpower to not pick Edward up by the throat and dangle him out the window. As much as she wanted to hurt him. As badly as he needed to be dealt with. As much as she wanted to protect Lucia. It was wrong.

​What she came up with instead wasn't right, just less wrong.

​Putting his hand (not the one that had been on his dick) into a bowl of warm water wasn't the most mature thing, Doreen could have done, but it felt good doing it. She didn't have any masterplan at that point. Maybe one would come later. Right now it was about humiliating him. Even if the only one who knew about it was him.

​Edward had peed a lot that day. Seven cups of coffee would do that to anyone. But those seven cups meant, he had a lot more to get out of his system.

​Doreen waited patiently as Edward emptied his bladder onto his bed. When that wasn't enough, she rooted through his kitchen to find his travel mug. The one he usually took to work in the morning. She took it to the shower, pulled down her pants, and filled it with her own hard day's piss. After she made herself decent again, she poured the still hot liquid out over his bare crotch letting it pool under him with the rest of his urine.

​Instead of rinsing out the mug, she left it where she found it in the kitchen and left Edward for the night. She smiled at the beat-up looking bag of pull-ups laying on his sofa, when she headed for the front door. She'd picked up the girly training pants as a joke, but after what she found out about Lucia …

​It was obvious, Dana had given the asshole his dick back. She hoped the Brit made the dick pay through the nose for his freedom. It was obvious, Edward wasn't responsible enough to have a penis. Less than a day out of the cage Betty locked him up in, and he was being gross to women. Lucia didn't deserve that. No woman did.

​This is stupid. Stop! Yeah, what he's doing is wrong and illegal, but what you're thinking about could land you in jail if anyone finds out.

​She walked back to the kitchen to check the fridge. When she saw the creamer, she knew she had a delivery system, she just needed something to deliver. They had a drug for everything else, they had to have one for this.

​She googled from the safety of her own apartment. It was still relatively early by the time, she found what she was looking for. According to their webpage, the Duane Reade's on the corner had it in stock.

​Doreen skipped knocking the second time, she broke into Edward's apartment. The puddle she'd left him in had cooled to room temperature, but everything else remained the same. The playlist of misogy-porn kept on playing on Edward's phone.

​The pills ground up easy enough. Doreen had come straight from the drug store, so the work was done in Edward's kitchen. If he woke, she'd make some excuse about checking on a gas leak before redirecting the conversation to his “accident”.

​The container of half-and-half was already open. She measured what was left into a mixing bowl to figure out how much of the drug she had to add for the desired effect. The warning labels on the packaging told her essentially what the internet had, even if she had to translate some of the medical-ese. The drug wouldn't impair Edward's thinking, coordination, or most other aspects of normal adult living. They would simply impair his continence. The signal that normally flowed from bladder to brain either wouldn't get sent, arrive late, or would be muted out by the dozens of other messages, Edward's body was making. Given a strong enough dose, Edward's bladder would be tricked into thinking it had the ok to let lose.

​Whether finding himself with an adult wetting problem would be enough to get Edward into the girly pull-ups was a question. He could buy his own incontinence products; he didn't have to slide My Little Pony up his legs.

​But either way, Doreen knew that a man in diapers wasn't going to be making advances at the office. A man like that was going to keep his head down and pray that no one noticed him. If this worked, Doreen would be taking his dick away without having to bother with holding the key.

​If this works.
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