

3.Wet Dreams

​It was still dark when Edward woke up with his hand still wrapped around his dick and his phone, fallen on his pillow still playing the porn he'd started to fap to last night. A different girl was on her knees being fired upon by five fapping men. The fact that he was already hard when he awoke was no surprise to Edward; he was clueless why his hand and crotch felt so sticky. He hadn't remembered cumming. Even if he did, his balls didn't hold enough to cover that much surface area.

​As he came further awake, Edward noticed the wet spot, he'd been sleeping in. It was cold and clammy from his lower back to his knees. It took a couple exploratory pats with both hands and good strong sniff of stale urine to recognize what he'd done.

​“Nonononononono”

​Edward skipped the nightstand lamp and went straight for the overhead switch. His ass felt like it was freezing as the cool air hit the lingering pee as he blindly crossed the room. After his eyes adjusted to the sudden light, he examined the damage. He was mortified to see how bad it was. It looked like someone had dropped a water balloon right in the center of the bed. No. Two water balloons.

​Despite the cold, Edward's cock was rock hard as he examined the damage. It bobbled stiff and stupid in front of him as he pulled the comforter, blanket, and top sheet off in one awkward swipe. He breathed a little easier when he saw how little moisture had penetrated into the fitted sheet. It was more piss than he wanted, but it could've been a lot worse. The mattress below was only slightly stained.

​The smell of his own piss was intense as he gathered up the bedding and tossed it in a spare laundry bag. He emptied half a container of Gold Bond on top of it to keep the odor from getting out. It was pitch black out; there was no way he was going to deal with laundry in the middle of the night.

​He almost took a seat on the bare mattress, but remembered the dried urine in time. The last thing he needed was to pollute the mattress further by sitting on it.

​A brunette with too much eye makeup was getting spooged in the face when Edward picked up his phone again. He quit the browser window and got the time. Just a little after three in the morning.

​Edward jerked off in the shower after the scalding water and a lot of soap washed away the sticky residue on his ass and thighs. He debated waiting, but his dick had other ideas. After almost a month locked up, it was a crime, he'd only got to cum once since Dana released him. Edward needed to think. And he wasn't going to do that with the constant harassment coming up from his crotch.

​His phone needed to charge after playing porn for almost six hours straight. Edward left it plugged in on the nightstand while he booted up his laptop in the kitchen. He put on a full pot of coffee. He was going to need it for today.

​He'd barely started his search when the coffeemaker beeped it was done. He poured himself a cup and capped it off with a generous helping of cream. He liked strong coffee tamed by a lot of milk.

​Something was wrong with him. First the accident yesterday getting out of the car. Then wetting the bed last night after falling asleep mid-fap. The former made sense. He'd pushed his bladder too far and the inevitable happened. It could happen to anyone. But wetting the bed? Edward hadn't done that since he was … Edward couldn't remember.

​Something is wrong with my junk, Edward reasoned. My junk has been buried under a steel pussy for almost a month. There's gotta be a connection. Something's broke. Anything that can be broke can get fixed.

​At least that's what Edward told himself.

​The reputable medical sites had nothing about long term male chastity leading to incontinence. The closest, Edward could find were references to hygiene or mis-sized devices leading to obstruction of the urethral pathway.

​Not that there wasn't anything about chastity-based incontinence online; the material just became less and less medically sound the further he strayed. There was a pro-domme in Pittsburgh who claimed to have accidentally stripped away her sub's potty training by keeping him locked. But that guy had been under lock and key a lot longer than Edward and the whole thing read more like an ad for her dungeon than an attempt to educate.

​Edward was on his second cup of coffee when his erection returned. It didn't help that his research had taken him deeper and deeper into the fetish side of things. Even then, the closest thing Edward could find to what was going on with him was a kinky story about a very short man medically altered to pass as a tween girl. After a couple months without access to his junk, the faux little girl started to have wet dreams. After the second night of wetting the bed, his “Mommy” put him in training pants everynight for the rest of the story.

​Edward thought about the girly pullups in the other room. The purple package of cartoon horses that that bitch Doreen had left on his doorstep. For a brief moment, he was convinced that Doreen was behind this. That she somehow had made him pee the bed. But the more he thought about it, the more ridiculous that sounded. Yes, she'd kept him from making it to the toilet when he was desperate for a piss. That was lightyears away from making him piss the bed in the comfort of his own room. Not unless she made a voodoo doll out of Betsy Wetsy.

​The search ended when he hit breakfast time. He never ate much. Some rye toast and crisp bacon washed down with his third cup of coffee that morning. The rest of the pot (topped off with a lot of creamer) filled his travel mug.

​Edward took it easy at the gym that morning. He didn't want to strain himself after skipping a day and getting his sleep disrupted so badly. He skipped his usual weights and doubled down on cardio. He was glad the gym wasn't that busy so early in the morning; his constant erection was impossible to miss in his exercise shorts.

​The second shower of the morning was only meant to wash off the sweat of a his workout. Halfway through, Edward convinced himself it would be best to take care of his hard-on before it became an issue at work. Jerking off in the private shower stalls at his gym was a safer option than trying to fap in the men's room at work.

​Edward tried to steer his fantasies towards the male power route he'd set his phone to last night. Tried to imagine some powerless woman on her knees before him, begging for his seed. When that didn't get him where he needed to go, Edward played back his conversation with Dana. He exploded into the drain remembering her firm British accent telling him she had such wonderful plans for his enslavement.

​After he came, Edward was too lost in thought to notice the small trickle of urine that leaked out of his spent penis. His body wasn't sending the signals it had previously. It didn't tell his mind that more than the last drops of his cum were being washed down the shower. Neither Doreen, the woman who'd spiked Edward's creamer with incontinence drugs nor Edward, the man who'd already unknowingly drank three doses already that morning, knew that the drugs had started to take effect.

-----

​Edward was hard again by the time he made it into the office early. At least he wouldn't have to worry about the CFO today; unless their flight was delayed, he'd be landing in DC right about the time Edward arrived at the office. One hour early. The perfect time to catch up on what he hadn't gotten to yesterday. There'd be no one there to slow him down or bother him with a million tiny problems that were, to be honest, beneath his pay grade.

​He was surprised to see Lucia behind her desk already deep in her work. He wondered briefly, who had let her in, but it wasn't that important. He was there. She was there. And there was no sign that anyone else was present on that side of the office.

​“Good morning, Mr. Duncan.” Lucia didn't look happy to see her boss.

​“You're here early.” Edward's tone was neutral. “What time did you show up?”

​“I've been here an hour, sir. I hope that's not a problem. It's just that I wanted to get caught up on some of the backlog while things were quiet.”

​It was a half-truth. She was working on the backlog, but most of the reason she'd come in early was to minimize the amount of time, she had to spend with her obviously lecherous boss. Either he'd have to authorize overtime, or she'd be able to leave a couple hours early.

​“You know, you need to authorize that with me, don't you?”

​“I'm sorry, sir. It won't happen again.” Lucia tried to make herself small as she saw Edward's eyes roam over her body. After yesterday, she'd dressed especially conservatively today. That didn't stop Edward from staring at her chest, covered as it was.

​“Actually, this might be perfect.” Edward stood a little too close to the seated secretary. His crotch wasn't exactly level with her face; he was too short for that. But the tent in his pants was in plain sight. “The office is dead enough, we can have that conversation you wanted to have yesterday without anyone interrupting us.”

​Lucia gulped. This was not the direction, she wanted things to go when she got up at dark o'clock that morning. Edward hadn't come to work early in weeks. Why did he have to chose today to be the early bird?

​“There's not much to say, sir.” Lucia saved her work on the desktop while she tried to figure out the best way out of this shit situation. She wasn't coming up with any great plans, but at least it took her eyes off the stiffy in the front of Mr. Duncan's pants. “The performance guidelines are very specific. I have been performing work associated with higher tiers ever since I became your PA. I'm at least one tier higher than my current position.”

​“Come into my office and we'll discuss it.”

​Edward didn't wait for an answer. He was through the door and taking his seat by the time the nervous woman rose to her feet and stepped into the doorway.

​“Close the door,” Edward ordered. He made a face when he sipped his coffee. It had an aftertaste he couldn't place.

​Lucia was over a decade older than the man who was ordering her around. She was over a foot taller than him and outweighed him by … Lucia didn't want to think about the weight difference. By most standards, she should have been the one with the advantages. He should have been worried about being alone with her. Why was it, Lucia felt like a schoolgirl called into the Principal's office.

​Lucia closed the door and crossed her hands protectively over her crotch.

​“Do you follow the news, Lucia?”

​“A little. Most of it's pretty depressing.”

​“So you know about the job market right now?”

​“It's not good.” Lucia didn't need the news to tell her that; she'd been looking for another job for weeks with no luck.

​“I'd hate to have to find work in this market. I've heard about people with Master's degrees applying for entry level positions just to put bread on the table.” Edward took another sip. The taste started growing on him. “You don't have a degree, do you Lucia?”

​“No, sir. I had to leave college when my mother got sick.” Lucia knew where this was going. The only question was if Mr. Duncan wanted her on her knees or over his desk.

​“No degree. Wow. That is some disadvantage. And your age. There aren't many opportunities for women in their 50s.”

​“I'm 45. Sir.” Lucia looked down.

​“Well, I'm sure that with those credentials, you'll have no problem finding work. With that resume you'd make the perfect cleaning woman. Though it might be hard finding you a uniform that'd fit. You're a big girl after all.”

​Lucia bit her tongue to keep from saying the stupid thing she wanted to shout.

​“It's tough work being a cleaning lady. All that time on your hands and knees cleaning up other people's messes. I mean, if you had to find another job.” Edward could feel himself throb as he teased the helpless secretary. Maybe he wasn't as submissive as he'd thought. Maybe he was dom. A switch at least. Putting Lucia through her paces was almost as hot as a session under Betty. “And the pay? Even with alimony, I doubt you'd be able to keep up the house. But I'm sure that you and your daughter could find a place cheap and safe.”

​“I deserve this promotion.”

​“Do you? From where I'm sitting, I don't even know if you deserve your job.”

​“Are you firing me?” Lucia felt a hollowness in her chest when she asked the question.

​“Get down on your knees,” Edward ordered. “Get a feel for what it's like to be my cleaning lady.”

​As prepared as she was for this moment, Lucia felt like she'd been hit by a truck when Mr. Duncan asked her that. No. Not asked. Demanded. She was a good woman. She wasn't a prude, but she didn't throw herself around like that. Let men use her body. She saw the way they stared at her huge chest and caught more than a few of them watch her walk away. It was the price of being a woman, she told herself. As long as they weren't too gross about it, Lucia let it slide.

​But she couldn't let this slide. This was her boss threatening her job, financial safety, and the security of not only herself, but her daughter Joyce. If she did this, Lucia wasn't sure she could look herself in the mirror again. If she didn't, Joyce might not have a future.

​“I'm waiting.”

​Lucia's face burned as she stepped out of the short heels she'd chosen that day. The tile floor was ice on her feet. The black pantyhose she'd worn that day gave no protection. The loose skirt of her frumpy dress offered more insulation against that cold though it did little to cushion her knees. She put her hand on the seat of the guest chair for balance. When she was all the way down, Lucia kept her legs tight together and her face pointed at her hands crossed once more over her lap.

​Edward drank it all in like a sailor spotting land for the first time in months. Yes, he'd had sex, real sex with a woman since his dick was freed. But that was on her terms and those terms were not favorable to him. He hadn't even seen the pussy he fucked. Or her tits. And she rode him too hard. After 26 days locked, was it any wonder he spurted like a teenager after only a few strokes?

​In a perfect world, Lucia would have been a twenty-something model with a thin waist and saline tits that defied gravity. Still, the older, fuller-figured woman wasn't without her charms. He wished she'd come up to his apartment last night. He would have been able to do more and do it longer in the privacy of his own home. As much as he wanted to have her strip. As much as he wanted to see those mammoth tits bounce free. As much as he wanted to see her full ass jiggle. This was still the office. Someone might knock. There wouldn't be time to put all of that back on before the guest became suspicious.

​No. Lucia would have to remain clothed. That didn't mean he couldn't enjoy her.

​Lucia could hear Mr. Duncan's chair pull away from his desk. Then the steady footsteps as he crossed around to face her. They stopped shortly after his feet came into her downcast view.

​“You're a smart girl,” Edward told her. “You know what to do.”

​Lucia had the presence of mind to turn around, stretch her arms out as far as they could, and lock the door. Mr. Duncan's erection was still there when she turned back. He hadn't bothered taking it out of his pants.

​How can such a small man have such a big thing? she wondered.

​“I'm waiting, Lucia.”

​She gulped down her pride and reached out to her boss's crotch. He'd been hard since she saw him come in. He was tenting his shorts yesterday. He wanted this so bad, Lucia could taste it. Only Lucia didn't want that thing anywhere near her mouth. She'd given oral to her ex from time-to-time, but oral sex wasn't her favorite even with it was someone she wanted to have a relationship with. Maybe she could use his horniness against him. Wound as tight as he was, it might not take much to make him pop. And if she could delay taking it between her lips long enough …

​“Is that all you, sir?” Lucia put a hand on his crotch. She could feel the heat radiating even through the pants and briefs between. She applied gentle pressure to the penis inside, sandwiching it between his belly and her palm as she did so.

​“Yes.”

​Edward was having trouble thinking. Even though he'd cum a couple times already that day, his dick was making up for time lost in Betty's cage. Before he submitted to his neighbor, Edward got off at least once a day either with his hand or a partner; he had near a month worth of fun built up in his balls and they were screaming to explode for the third time that day.

​“It's very big, sir.” Lucia laid it on thick as she stroked Edward through his pants. She closed her eyes and pretended she was in the backseat of Billy Cayer's Tercel back in high school. Unlike Edward, Lucia liked Billy. While she hadn't been ready to go all the way back then, she understood that he had needs. Needs that she could meet without having to make skin-to-skin contact with her first penis. “And very sensitive.”

​Edward half sat, half collapsed against the corner of his desk. Lucia wasn't the sexiest woman in the world, but she didn't have to be. She looked pretty, feminine, and full on her knees before him. When she looked up at him, he felt the old power returning. Dana may have fucked him, but that was a quick cold moment. The only time she touched him was when she planted her sopping crotch on his face after he'd cum too quick. This was different. He wasn't sure if it was better. There was a lot to be said about the touch and comforting voice of a pretty woman with big tits.

​Lucia knew it worked a split second before Edward. She kept on rubbing through the first few spasms. Just enough to make sure he exploded into his underwear instead of her face or mouth. When his thing had fully committed to the cum, she pressed it firmly against his belly and let her hand ride it out like a cowgirl at her last rodeo. She hoped it would leave a stain on his pants. She hoped everyone would notice.

​Edward didn't care where he came when he was coming. As Lucia expressed the last few drops from his overworked member, Edward became all too aware of what she'd done and worse, how fast she'd done it. He was her boss. He was a grown man. There was no way he could spurt in his pants like a preteen still dealing with wet dreams.

​But there he was leaning against his desk in a pair of cum-stained shorts and a $600 dollar pair of pants. It was demeaning. Humiliating. And not the way he was going to let things stand.

​When Lucia started to get to her feet, Edward put a hand on her shoulder to stop her.

​“Take it out,” he ordered. “And clean it up. With your mouth.”

​Lucia felt sick to her stomach as she put her weight back on her knees. She was so close to getting away with the juvenile handjob. So close to not having to deal with the reality inside her boss's pants. And now he was demanding this. Technically, it was better than giving him a blowjob, but just barely. She'd still have to debase herself in front of him. She'd be tasting his tool and his spunk all day long. Even if she gargled after. Even after lunch. It would be a flavor that would fester the longer she thought about it.

​“I'm waiting.” Edward didn't sound patient.

​Lucia took small comfort in seeing the stain forming on the front of Edward's crotch. If she didn't know any better, she'd swear it looked like he'd peed himself.

​Her hand stopped partway to his zipper. Something wasn't right. Something was happening there that didn't make sense. The stain was spreading faster and farther than it should. No man had that much cum. And he's finished shooting his load a minute ago.

​“Are you peeing yourself, Mr. Duncan?” Lucia put her hands in front of her mouth to keep from laughing.

-----

​Lucia kept a straight face from the office to her car. She managed to keep from bursting into full blown laughter until she was safely behind the wheel with the door shut behind her. Things had gone from the worst day of her professional life to one of the most cathartic.

​Seeing her dick of a boss piss himself in front of her was so liberating. The expression that came to his face when he realized what he was doing. The surprise and terror that flashed over him as he discovered that he couldn't stop himself after he'd started. In five seconds, he'd gone from dominating lech to humiliated little boy.

​Lucia loved it. Even having to see Edward naked took on a whole new meaning post-pee. This wasn't a man taking his clothes off in order to dominate his secretary. This was an extremely embarrassed boy ashamed at what he'd done. When he shucked off the soaked suit pants and button down shirt, he wasn't exposing himself to Lucia, he was being exposed. It was a subtle difference, but one that Lucia found deeply satisfying.

​The middle-aged Latina gently deposited the take-out bag with Edward's clothes onto the floor of the passenger side. The plastic was probably thick enough to keep any stray pee from leaking out, but Lucia didn't want to take any chances. Even after she composed herself from the deep laughter, she smiled at the thought of Edward naked and trapped in his office.

​And I'm the only one who can help him. Just thinking it gave Lucia a tingle.

​It was all in the bag. The button-down shirt had taken the least damage from the torrent that spewed out of the humiliated boss, but it was tucked in close to the line of fire and had its share of urine. They used the dry parts to soak up the excess that had gotten onto the floor. Lucia offered to get a mop, but Edward vetoed that. He didn't want anyone outside that room suspecting that anything went wrong. He didn't need anyone poking a curious head around the corner.

​Edward had been so focused on the cleanup, he hadn't noticed Lucia pull his phone and wallet from the soggy pants he handed her. Not only was he naked in the office, he had fewer options to get out of this mess. His only link to the outside would be his work computer and that was monitored.

​The deal was simple. Lucia wouldn't breathe a word about what had happened and Edward agreed to sign off on the promotion she deserved and behave like a gentleman. The cost for her taking his wet things back to his apartment and returning with a pee-free outfit was a fast-track to the next promotion. Lucia refused to leave Edward's office until he'd sent the e-mail to HR.

​Lucia felt like a kid skipping school as she drove through the lunchtime traffic. This was freedom. This was wonderful. If she was lucky, maybe Doreen would be there. She liked the idea of flirting with her knight in garag armor while Edward shivered nervous and naked behind his desk.

​The visitor space was open when she got to Edward's building. She took her time getting her things organized hoping Doreen would notice her on the security cams and make the first move. Lucia was mildly disappointed when no one came to greet her. She poked her head in the maintenance office on her way to the elevators, but it was empty.

​Edward lived in a nice building, but Lucia preferred her little house. It was a drive to get to work, but it meant that Joyce went to a good high school and the taxes weren't too bad.

​Julia heard voices coming from the apartment across from Edward's as she fumbled for the right key on her boss's chain. It sounded like two women. One of them might have been Doreen, but the closed door muffled most of the sounds.

​Edward's apartment was exactly as she'd imagined. Not toxic masculinity per se, but an apartment that wasn't comfortable with its manhood. An apartment that had something to prove. An apartment that was compensating almost as much as the man who lived there.

​Julia wan't in a hurry to find the bedroom and exchange soiled clothes for fresh. Not when there was an apartment full of dirt for her to root around in. There was nothing in the kitchen worth mentioning. It came as no surprise to Lucia that her boss had more takeout containers in his fridge than fresh ingredients. Aside from making his own coffee, Edward lived off of going out and Doordash.

​The bathroom was equally boring. There were half a dozen supplement bottles. Some for overall health. Some for increased stamina. Most were for gaining muscle mass.

​“He should get his money back.” Lucia smirked at the over-the-top claims made on one of the last bottles. She'd seen his muscles. All of them. He had tone and a little muscle mass, but if he needed this crap to get him that far, he'd be skin and bones without them.

​Lucia stumbled on the first sign of anything odd going on in the apartment when she opened Edward's home office. It mostly looked normal. The sleek desk went with the dude décor of the rest of the apartment. The chair was a custom model she'd seen gamers use. High-backed and ergonomic. With the name of the company stitched into the headrest for maximum visibility during streaming. The empty coffee cup by the keyboard would probably stay there until Edward pulled another all-nighter.

​What was different about the office was the three bags left in the center of the room. They were as out of place in the home office as Lucia was in Edward's apartment. It was obvious to Lucia that they were soft goods, probably clothes, from the lack of hard edges or angles. She guessed rightly, they were laundry bags before she got to them. Why her boss stored his laundry in there instead of his bedroom was a mystery, but not a great one.

​The smallest of the three seemed innocuous enough until she got a good whiff of it. Lucia recognized the suit as being one Edward rarely wore to the office, and even then only when he planned on meeting his date straight from work. Everything looked fine, but Lucia caught the unmistakeable smell of stale urine under the powders and cologne, Edward had tried to use to hide it. Today at the office hadn't been the first time Edward had peed his pants.

​“Huh.”

​The second and third bags had bedding. A full set of sheets, blankets, pillowcases, comforter, and the same half-hidden ammonia stench that indicated that Edward peed the bed as well as his pants.

​If Edward hadn't forced her to get him off, she might have felt some sympathy for the little guy. She wasn't sure why she felt compelled to take pictures of the stained clothes and bedding. Insurance? Leverage? Proof to herself that she hadn't imagined the whole thing.

​Edward used the same login for his work-from-home laptop that he did with his office desktop. Lucia felt no guilt or shame logging into it. She didn't expect to find anything wrong. No siphoning of funds or other illegal activities. Edward may have been a dick to her, but he was an honest dick, too scared of getting caught doing anything wrong to push boundaries. She thought about Edward trapped naked and helpless in his office while she had the run of the town. While she dug around through his literal dirty laundry. The thought excited her.

​Edward had made some subsequent emails since Lucia left. None of them retracted the promotion request. HR's response had come back. Lucia printed the forms knowing that Edward wouldn't dare. Not with the printer 50 yards from the safety of his closed office.

​She left today's stained outfit in the bag with the other pissy suit and went on to the living room. She laughed outloud when she found the little girl pull-ups on the sofa where Edward had thrown them. She tucked them under her arm and sauntered to the bedroom.

-----

​“You're serious?”

​“Absolutely.” Doreen stretched her legs out as she sat on Dana's floor. The two had been talking there more than an hour and she was getting a little stiff. “If I hadn't been there, he'd've taken her up to his apartment and …”

​“I should never have let him out.”

​“Don't beat yourself up. Beat him.”

​“He seemed … decent. Maybe a little off the beaten trail, but decent.”

​“Yeah. He was that way to Betty too. All smiles and 'yes, mistresses' to her, but he treated everyone else like shit. Betty was gonna do something about it. Before the accident.”

​“I wish I'd known this before I set him loose.” Dana took a long sip of her Merlot. “His dick would never see the light of day again.”

​“Amen.” Doreen clinked glasses with her host. “Speaking of which, how long before you take it away?”

​“I told him, he'd have until I moved in to make the choice. Now I'm not so sure I want him having options. If he's going to use his penis like that, he doesn't deserve to have one.”

​“Consent arguments aside, how long till you're officially here?”

​“Unless something goes wrong with the movers, that'll be two days. My excuse for coming here today was to get the utilities in my name, but I could've done that in Boston. Mostly, I wanted to compare notes with you. It sounded like you knew what Edward and Betty were up to.”

​“Betty and I were pretty close.”

​“Close?” Dana looked up at Doreen over her wine glass.

​“We played a little, but she wasn't my type and I wasn't hers.”

​“If I asked what your type is, would that come off as nosy or flirty?”

​“I like my women like I like my wine.” Doreen held up her glass and looked at the red wine through the overhead light. “Properly aged.”

​“She was a little young for you?”

​“You can say that again. Did you know, Edward wasn't the only sub she had? He wasn't even the only one she had cock-locked. She had …” Doreen made a gentle math-face. “ … seven. No, eight men around the city who literally came at her command.”

​“So, I have a harem?”

​“Nah.” Doreen shook her head. “I was … I'm not sure if there's a term for it. Kink insurance? If anything happened to Betty, I was supposed to make sure her pets were freed. I know where all the bodies are buried. I've got all the skeleton keys. I broke the news to most of her clients with an offer to let them out, no questions asked. Three of 'em decided to stay locked.”

​“You're their mistress?”

​“Key holder. Big difference. They pay me a monthly fee to keep them from touching themselves. One guy pays extra to meet up once a month and beg to be let out. He pays double if I turn him down.”

​“Men are weird.”

​“Amen.”

​“You didn't let Edward out. Was that because he's a prick?”

​“Yeah. The rest of Betty's boys were decent enough once you got past the groveling. Hell, most of them send me Christmas cards. All of 'em showed up for the funeral. Edward doesn't know I have copies of all the keys. As far as he knew, the only one was in this apartment. I was planning on laying down the law with him after the dust settled. I didn't expect you to find out before that.”

​“How were you planning on 'laying down' that law? There's a lot of conflicting thoughts going through my head right now and I could use a little advice.”

​“Honestly, I was hoping, I'd figure it out. I don't want to have a sex predator loose in my building, but there's a line, I don't want to cross either. Is it ok to blackmail him into playing nice? Is keeping someone in chastity against their will kidnapping? And how does that fit with my views on consent? Consent is huge in my books.”

​“Did you hear something?” Dana looked at the door. “Across the hall?”

​“Little Eddie isn't due home for hours.” Doreen pulled herself to her feet and was at Dana's door quick as a cat. “Huh.”

​“What is it?” Dana got to her own feet nowhere near as smoothly as Doreen.

​“My future wife.” Doreen swung the door open. Lucia was on the other side exiting Edward's apartment carrying a couple brown grocery bags. “Lucia. It's so good to see you again. Dana, this is my new friend Lucia. Lucia, this is Dana. She's going to be a new tenant. I think there's a lot you two have in common. You got a minute?”

-----

​Lucia had been gone over two hours and Edward was getting frantic she just wasn't coming back.

Without his phone he couldn't call her and she hadn't responded any of the vague emails he felt comfortable sending from his company computer.

​The door was locked and no one had any reason to visit, but Edward felt vulnerable and exposed seated naked behind his desk. He'd come up with a couple excuses in case anyone knocked. He prayed he wouldn't have to put them to the test.

​Even if he did get out of this with his dignity intact, there was Lucia to deal with. He'd tried to get a blowjob and ended up pissing his pants in front of his fluffer secretary. Worse. He exploded in his shorts before she could even pull his dick out. She didn't even see his cock until he was stripping off his soiled clothes. He felt about as manly as a toddler. Lucia's strong mom-vibes didn't make it any easier.

​Would she ever let him live it down? Probably not.

​But would she tell?

​Edward had no clue. She seemed happy enough that he'd approved her promotion. Was it enough to keep her silent? It wouldn't have been for Edward if he was in her place.

​Thinking about being in her place wasn't doing Edward any favors. As dom as he tried to be with Lucia, he was still a sub at heart. This was the sort of thing Edward fantasized about. The abused secretary taking the haughty boss down a peg. In his dream, Lucia was 20 years younger and a size five, but it was the same principle.

​Lucia taking her time was a power play. She was showing off her freedom and agency while he was stuck in his office hoping his balls didn't stick to his leather chair.

​Edward was feeling that power play in his dick. Half an hour after he painted the inside of his shorts for Lucia, he was at half mast even though he'd already cum three times in nine hours. Maybe it'd be better if he was locked up again. He had to admit, he wouldn't be in this mess if he was still in Betty's chastity. Were four orgasms really worth this much humiliation?

​All of that paled in comparison to the real question. What the fuck was going on with his bladder? He had an excuse for the first time. Didn't he? He held it as long as humanly possible before that bitch Doreen fucked his concentration.

​But what about last night? He'd fallen asleep jerking to bukkake porn only to wake up in a soaked bed. That was 50 shades of wrong. And then in the office. He didn't even feel the need before he started. He was still so blissed post-orgasm that he didn't realize he was peeing until he felt a hot stream run down his leg and into his shoe.

​A garage. His bed. The office. Fully aware. Unconscious. And oblivious. The only through-line he could see wasn't one that thrilled him. His penis. In all three incidents something was interacting with his dick. The condom that Dana made him keep on. His hand as he fell asleep. Lucia's hand when she milked the last drops of cum from his spent member.

​He'd never spent a month in chastity before. Were there side effects he'd never heard of before? Was his dick broke? The only problem he had peeing while in the device was the way it made him have to sit to pee. At the time, he thought it was the most humiliating thing he could have endured in the bathroom department. It seemed like nothing compared to this.

​Edward wanted to WebMD that shit, but didn't dare from the company computer. He wasn't sure how often or how well they monitored his web usage. He didn't want to find out. He'd have to wait until Lucia came back with his phone.

​If she came back.

-----​

​Edward almost had a heart attack when the door opened. He started to hide under the desk before he recognized the intruder as Lucia. She'd been three hours. Even with the worst traffic possible, it shouldn't have taken her more than an hour.

​“Where are my clothes?” Edward only saw a piece of paper in his secretary's hands. He wanted to ask why the fuck it had taken her so long, but thought better of it.

​“We'll talk about that soon enough.” Lucia was all smiles. Of course she was all smiles. “I just need you to sign my promotion document and I'll walk it over to HR.”

​“Then you'll give me my clothes?” Due to their height difference, Edward had to look up at his secretary under the best of circumstances. It was worse having to crouch behind the desk to hide his bare ass and hard cock from her.

​Lucia didn't say a word, only put the paper on Edward's desk.

​He skimmed it quickly thinking (hoping?) that she had snuck in something that would give her additional power over him. There wasn't any as far as he could see. Just a boring document that gave Lucia a little extra money and a much better health plan.

​As soon as Edward signed it, Lucia scooped it up and was out the door.

​The next ten minutes took an eternity for the trapped executive. The rock-hard erection screaming for attention between his legs wasn't doing him any good. He'd never wanted to punch himself in the crotch before.

​When Lucia stepped into his office again she was carrying her purse.

​“Kerry said she'd scan it into the system and message you with a link to the file.”

​“That's … what about my clothes? You didn't have any problems getting in, did you?”

​“A gentleman would offer a lady his seat.”

​“I … uh , only have one.” Edward looked at her with full deer-in-the-headlights expression.

​“I don't mind.”

​“But I'm …”

​“It's ok. You're not the first boy I've seen naked, Eddie.”

​Edward hated being called “Eddie” almost as much as he loathed being referred to as a boy, but he covered his junk with his hands and bashfully stepped around the desk to let Lucia take his chair. She took her time settling in.

​“I can imagine how embarrassing this must be for you, Eddie. Continence issues aren't anything to laugh about.”

​“I don't have any issues.”

​“I found the wet sheets, Eddie. And the other suit you peed in.”

​“That's …”

​“None of my business.” Lucia cut him off quick. “What is my business is my boss making improper and unwanted advances towards me. What concerns me is my boss holding a promotion over my head in the hopes that he can use my need to support my daughter as a bargaining chip in his office sex games. I am here to work, Eddie. So are you. We don't have time for this caca.”

​“No, ma'am.” Edward didn't know where that “ma'am” came from, but it was sincere.

​“I'm willing to put this in the past. You're obviously having some extreme urological issues. I can imagine how emasculating it must be to feel your potty training erode as much as yours clearly has. I can forgive you overcompensating. Eventually. For now, I need you to do some things my way.”

​“Your way?” Fuck, he could feel his penis throb at the suggestion.

​“The first and most important. You will never try anything sexual with me again. You will not make sexual overtures. You will not tell me any naughty jokes. When you touch yourself at night, you will not think about me. Can you do that?”

​“Of course, Lucia.”

​“Good. And would it kill ya to be a little bit nicer? To me and everyone else in the office.”

​“I guess not.”

​“As to your other little problem.” Lucia opened her purse and started rummaging through it. “I think you know you need some extra help while you get things sorted out. I know it must be hard for you to accept, but I need you to commit to keeping your pants dry.”

​Lucia took a pink and purple pull-up from her purse and laid it out between them on Edward's desk.

​“That's not mine.”

​“I found it in your apartment.”

​“It's a stupid joke.”

​“It's your size.”

​“If I was having … issues that bad, would I get those? I'm a grown-ass man. Why would I get little girl training panties?”

​“I'm not here to question your sexual identity or gender expression. I just want you to deal with your problems and not run from them. For whatever reason, you chose these instead of big boy pull-ups. Fine. Now you need to live with that choice.”

​“”I found the fucking things on my god-damned doorstep.”

​“Sure you did.” Lucia gave him the same condescending smile a mother gives her toddler when she catches them telling a story. “Do you need to go potty now? It's been awhile since you last peed.”

​“No. I don't. And I really did find them there.”

​“Are you sure, you don't have to go?”

​“Positive. I …”

​“Cause it looked like you didn't think you had to go the last time. And we both know what happened then.”

​“Can I have my clothes?”

​“Once I'm sure you'll keep them dry.” Lucia looked pointedly at the training pants on the table.

​“You can't be serious.”

​“Eddie. I won't tell anyone about your problem. If you do what I say. And what I say is, you will put your little girl training pants on, and I will give you your clothes. I expect you to wear your training panties under your big boy outfit every day at work. I'll check. If you stay dry, we don't need to talk about this again. If you wet yourself, you'll ask me for a replacement and you'll change yourself in the boys' room. I want literally nothing more to do with your pee-pee than that.”

​“And if I don't?”

​“Then everyone on this floor will know that my mean tough boss gets a raging hard-on at the thought of wearing Pampers. Girl Pampers.”

​“They'd never believe you.”

​“Wanna find out? I can scream 'rape' at the top of my lungs. That'll bring everyone here.”

​Edward glared. Lucia smirked. The naked executive was the first to cave. He snatched the pull-ups from the desk, turned his back to Lucia and stepped into them.

​“I never thought I'd say this, but you've got good taste in diapers, boss.”

​“They're not diapers.”

​“Sure they aren't.”
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