

Sublease

Part Four:

Socksucker

copyright 2025

Peggy Madchen


​The past two days had been low-intensity hell for Edward. Lucia hadn't said a peep to anyone about either his advances or the humiliating incident that happened when she was giving into them. Lucia did insist on checking him each morning to make sure that he'd complied with her request. No. Her order that he wear Doreen's damn toddler panties under his suit.

​Edward wasn't sure what was worse. Having to submit to his secretary's inspections. In the morning to make sure he'd complied, and random checks during the day to ensure he hadn't tossed the diapers in the trash after the day had started. Or having her think that it was his idea to buy the girl pull-ups when the whole thing had been a shitty joke, Doreen was playing on him.

​Lucia even ordered him to buy another pack of the same brand, style, and color. Not that he'd wet any of the ones he'd been forced to wear. The absorbent training underwear was disposable. Not being able to wash them forced Edward to toss them after a day's wear or risk embarrassing body odor.

​Leaving his apartment each morning in training panties also meant that he had to skip the gym. The changing rooms weren't jam-packed when he normally went to work out, but they weren't empty by a long shot. The last thing he needed was for one of the bigger gym bros to catch him in the sissy undies. He'd never live it down.

​There had been no further accidents. In his pants or while he was sleeping. The first night he'd been sent home in training pants, Edward ripped them off the moment he walked through his apartment door. Then he saw the laundry bags in his home office. Did he really want to risk another soiled bed? When he had something that would give him some protection? Even if it was humiliating to wear.

​Instead of rubbing one out in his comfy bed that night, Edward stood over the toilet and jacked off. He was surprised how much he had to focus on his body post-orgasm to feel the urge to pee come on. Even then, it felt like his body was moving faster than he was. His semen was still cooling in the bowl when his piss rained down on it.

​Just to be safe, Edward pulled the worn training panties back up. No one had to know. No one would see him.

​When Dana had set him free, Edward had planned on more than just masturbating. He hadn't had a decent fuck since a month before Betty put him in chastity. That had been over a year ago. Dana had given him a ride, but that was over so fast, he didn't count or even want to think about it.

​Lucia was the low-hanging fruit in his life. Low-hanging pussy. If things hadn't started going wrong with his dick, he'd have had her by now. She wasn't the hottest woman in the world, but she'd do.

​That door was closed. Permanently.

​The only other options would be to pick up a woman in a bar or a club, or pay a woman to fuck him. Neither was a great option with him running to the potty at the slightest twinge of his bladder. Worse yet, what would happen if he repeated what happened with Lucia? He'd made an appointment with a urologist, but it'd take two months to see her.

​Dana would be moving in long before that. He was on the fence about submitting to her. She wasn't half as hot as Betty, but she promised to take him deeper than Betty ever did. With Betty's plan and medical know-how.

​A standing fap over an open toilet was the best that he could hope for. Maybe some post-nut clarity would help make up his mind.

-----

​“Has he been behaving himself?” Doreen asked over her stein.

​“Yeah.” Lucia smiled back at her date. “I mean he clearly hates when I pat his little bottom to make sure he's wearing his girly pull-ups, but he doesn't say anything about it.”

​“He ask you for a change of pants yet?”

​“Not yet. I think now that he knows there's something wrong, he's being super vigilant. I see him dashing to the boys room at least once an hour. So far, he's always come back in a dry diaper. He's kinda cute. The way his butt crinkles when he walks. I don't think he even notices it.”

​“Couldn't happen to a nicer man. When I think about him getting you in that office …”

​“You're sweet.” Lucia took Doreen's hand in hers.

​“And that medicine I gave you?”

​“He's cut down on coffee to help his control, but I've convinced him he needs to stay hydrated. With all the cream he takes in his decaf, he doesn't notice the powder. He goes through about three cups of it a day on top of that giant coffee mug he lugs in with him. We aren't risking an overdose are we? He's not in any danger, is he?”

​“Only of wetting his pants. This stuff is very specific.” Doreen refilled her stein from the pitcher and topped Lucia's off as well. “I did a deeper dive on the stuff after that first night. I'm not surprised he piddled after getting off. According to the forums, guys have a … switch? Something in them that keeps the two sides apart. The stuff we're dosing him with messes with that switch.”

​“Is your friend really a dominatrix?”

​“Betty was. Her cousin … I don't know Dana as well. She's sounds interested. And inexperienced.”

​“I don't see how this is gonna lead Eddie into agreeing to be her slave.”

​“If I understood how men think, I wouldn't be on a date with you.”

​“Here's to stupid men.” Lucia smiled and raised her stein to her date.

​“To stupid men.” Doreen clunked steins and drained it quick. “Not to put a damper on the evening, but how long until you turn into a pumpkin?”

​“Joyce is spending the night at a friend's place. So I don't really have a bedtime.”

​“Oh.”

​“Unless you want to give me one.”

-----

​The fact that Edward hadn't gotten much sleep wasn't an excuse to not show up for work. At least that's what he told himself as he dragged himself from bed to shower to kitchen. He wouldn't admit to the real reason he didn't want to stay home that day.

​Dana.

​The older British woman had been the primary reason he'd lost so much sleep last night. She'd let him out of Betty's emasculating chastity with the understanding that he'd use that time and freedom to decide if he wanted to submit to this stranger who happened to be the cousin of his deceased domme.

​Dana was moving in that day. Edward wasn't sure if she'd expect his decision the moment they met or if he'd have until she'd settled in to make up his mind. It wasn't a subject he was comfortable bringing up in text. She might look harmless. Even a little sexy, if he broadened his definitions a little. But Dana Thomas was a bear. And you don't poke the bear unless you're prepared to deal with the repercussions.

​Edward sat in his pre-dawn kitchen wearing nothing but a pair of the girly pull-ups, Doreen had left him as a joke, sipping his coffee and thinking thoughts he'd already rehashed when he should have been sleeping.

​The fact that the training pants barely contained his erection wasn't any surprise. According to the packaging, they were intended for girls age 8-12. Not a demographic known for their penis size. The fact that he was hard at all was embarrassing. In his life, Edward had to deal with one humiliation after another. He wasn't a psychiatrist. He had no idea why he chose to embrace those degradations instead of rise above them. No idea why he sexualized the things he hated.

​He hated his diapers. He hated Lucia. He hated Doreen for giving them to him. He hated Lucia for making him wear them. He hated Betty for breaking his dick with too much chastity. He hated Dana for wanting to break him more.

​Edward rubbed his erection through the padding. It felt good. The softness against his cock. The freedom to touch himself comfortably instead of standing in front of the toilet aiming his ejaculate into the same bowl he used for his waste.

​He told himself, he wasn't really doing this as he walked back to the bedroom. Told himself, he was only going there to get dressed. To put on his adulthood over the kiddie undies Lucia and Doreen had forced on him.

​There was still plenty of time to get dressed and get to work. Too much time. Especially now that he was skipping the gym. Maybe he could take a quick catnap. Under the covers to fight off the early morning chill.

​It felt wonderful under the covers. Warm and embracing. Like the padding covering his crotch. It couldn't hurt to give himself a little rub through the soft fabric, could it?

​Edward closed his eyes as his hand gently rubbed the front of the training pants. His training pants.  Mere physical stimulation was amplified by the humiliation of how he was touching himself and what he was touching. He'd struggled his whole life to be recognized for his true age. The padded purple and pink panties were an affront to both his adulthood and his sex. If he was a real man, Edward would rip them off and toss them across the room. Figure out his bladder problems. Find a woman and show her what a real cock could do.

​The bedside clock read 4:30 when Edward closed his eyes. It was 6:10 when he opened his eyes again. His hand had stopped rubbing, but he could still feel his stiffy pressing into the absorbent fabric.

​“Shit.”

​Edward threw the bedding off and jumped onto the cold floor. He wasn't late, but he wouldn't be as early as he liked to be. He made a quick pitstop in the bathroom before getting dressed. He didn't feel the need, but didn't want to take any chances. When he pulled down the training pants, he noticed a few wet spots on the interior. He prayed they were drops of precum absorbed by the fabric. He feared they were little accidents he'd made during his nap.

​It took a moment for him to will his erection down enough to piss. As he did he mused about the women in his life who'd made the simple act of urination inherently humiliating. Betty's chastity had forced him to squat on the toilet like a dickless wonder. Pulling Lucia's diaper aside was a grim reminder that he carried his toilet wherever he went.

​There was still a few drops left after he'd finished. He felt them express into the training pants after he'd pulled them back up. If it had been a pair of briefs, Edward wouldn't have given the few spots a second thought. Men had been leaving those sorts of gifts in their underwear for centuries. Pee, even a little bit of pee, in a diaper had deeper implications, Edward didn't want to think about.

​It was going to be a long day.

-----

​For not having much to move, Dana was exhausted.

​The truck with her things had been loaded up the night before. She hit the road before dawn, following the movers in the ancient Celica she'd picked up for cheap when she first moved to the States. The heater didn't work. The antenna had been broken off a decade before she ever lay eyes on it. The tape deck might have been helpful, if it was 1993. It was a cold boring five hours getting to her new home. By the time she got there, she was determined to make an upgrade.

​Doreen met her in the parking garage with a fresh cup of coffee and an update about Edward, she barely paid attention to. Her once-and-future sub was pretty low on her to-do today list. Hearing Doreen gush about her first date with Lucia was more fun and rewarding. Dana signed what she needed to sign. Got the keys. Thanked Doreen for turning a blind eye and letting her park in the space reserved for one of the vacant apartments.

​For all the orders she gave the movers, Dana didn't feel like the all-powerful dominatrix she'd spent the last several nights imagining. Reminding a pair of dudes that the boxes marked “KITCHEN” didn't go in the bedroom was not the sort of dynamic Dana had been masturbating to in her spare time.

​Dana left Betty's room alone for now. There was enough on her plate moving in, she could go over the piles of clothes and personal effects left by her deceased cousin another time. For now, she'd sleep in the spare room and save the deep dive for the weekend.

​She shared her lunch with the movers as part of the tip. Her first taste of New York pizza wasn't as good as she'd been led to believe, but it hit the spot and wasn't too expensive. She had plenty of time to find the good places. The secret spots only locals knew about.

​Unpacking started the moment the first boxes came up, was still going strong when the movers headed back to Boston, and was as done as it was going to be that day when the sun started to dip. Dana poured herself a glass of Merlot and attacked the leftovers.

​She was lounging on the couch eating her dinner when a text came in from Doreen. FYI Edward just pulled up Dana let that sink in.

​Without music or TV on, Dana could hear the elevator ding when it stopped on her floor. She had to focus a bit to pick up Edward's footsteps as they grew closer. Would he go home? Would he see the light on under Dana's door? Did she want to deal with him tonight?

​The knock on the door didn't come as a surprise.

​Dana was new to New York, but not to big cities. The door was locked, chained, and bolted. Even if she wanted to tell Edward to come in, he couldn't. She also knew, she shouldn't trust that it was Edward.              

​“Who is it?” Dana had already called up the ring camera feed on her phone. Edward looked … Dana wasn't sure if it was pathetic, desperate, or both.

​“It's … uh, Edward. Ma'am.”

​“You'll have to wait.” Dana rubbed her forehead and rested her head on her arm.

​“I can come back when you're ready.” Edward eyed the door of his apartment.

​“That's not what I said.” Dana studied his face through the camera feed. What she didn't know about being a dominatrix, she knew about human nature. She was pretty sure, Edward was on the fence about submitting to her. All it would take would be a small push. “Why don't you show me that you can pay attention. Tell me what I did say.”

​Edward's posture stiffened at the casual command. Dana could make out the hint of an erection tenting the front of his pants. She was sure it was more than it looked. Guys had tricks to hide their shit, and the pull-ups he was presumably wearing would have softened the effect a hard-on would have on his trousers.

​“You … you told me to wait.” Edward sounded like a schoolboy called on by teacher to go over the chapter he hadn't read. The confident asshole who'd tried to coerce his secretary into taking his dick looked nervously at his shoes.

​Dana rose from the couch and crossed to her front door, flipped the lock and deadbolt off, and opened the door as far as the chain would let her. She placed one hand out into the hallway.

​“Give me your keys.” Dana held her hand flat, palm up, and made an impatient “gimme” gesture with her fingers.

​“My keys?”

​“You won't ned them. I want you waiting right where you are. I'll give them back when we're done.”

​“But what if I …”

​“I'll need your phone too.”

​“Why do you want my phone?”

​“Give me your wallet while you're at it.”
​“What?”

​“I thought you were supposed to be a smart boy, Edward. A smart boy would listen me. A smart boy wouldn't make me repeat myself. Or question what I want from him. Since you're obviously a little slow, I'll spell it out for you. For every time you question what I want from you, I'm going to ask for more. I was very generous and let you have one question free. You owe me your keys, phone, wallet, and, thanks to that last 'what?', the unlock code for your phone. If you say anything more than 'yes, Ms. Thomas' and hand over what I've already requested, I'll ask for your pants. Do I make myself clear?”

​“Yes, Ms. Thomas.”

​The little man rummaged through his pockets for the requested items, stacking the keys on the wallet on his phone. His hand was shaking when he handed the lot over to Dana. He only saw a sliver of her face through the crack in the door. When he mumbled the unlock code, Dana made him repeat it clearer and louder. She let him keep his pants.

​The door shut, trapping Edward in the hallway in front of Dana's door with no way into his apartment, no way of calling for help, no way to drive off, and no money or credit cards to do anything if he could.

-----

​Edward felt like he wanted to cry.

​Why did he have to be so weak? Why did he have to fold like a crap hand of poker every time a woman showed even the slightest hint of dominance? He'd spent the day working up the nerve to walk into Dana's apartment and inform her that they'd just be neighbors. Depending on their schedules, it might have been the last time they saw each other face-to-face.

​And that would have been perfect.

​The first sign that his plan was unraveling came when he stepped into the hallway off the garage leading to the elevator. Doreen was waiting for him, all smut smiles and confident swagger. When she told him, Dana wanted to see her in her apartment, she was staring at his crotch. He knew she wasn't looking at his dick, she was imagining the pull-ups under his pants. The same girly training pants, she'd left for him. The ones her new girlfriend was making him wear. Being talked to like that. Being seen like that. Took a lot of wind out of Edward's sails.

​On the elevator ride up, Edward told himself he'd get it over with fast. By the time the doors dinged open, he'd convinced himself that the reason he was going straight to Dana's place before his own apartment was because he wanted to rip the band-aid off quick. It had nothing to do with being summoned by a woman who wanted to have power over him.

​He should have told her to fuck off the second she started making demands. He'd been Betty's slave, not Dana's. Betty was everything Dana wasn't. Young and hot with a surprising amount of experience under her strap. She was the perfect domme. The kind of woman a man could be proud to submit to.

​Dana was pretty enough, but Edward had prettier with less excess weight than his would-be-dominatrix. The fact that some of those pounds had settled in her full breasts and wide hips was nice, but Edward could get all the tits and ass he wanted in a dozen other packages.

​Why did he give in?

​The moment her hand snaked out of the apartment demanding his keys, he knew he was going to give them to her. Knew that he was going to wait on her doorstep like a pet waiting for his owner to let him in. Knew that he wasn't so sure how their conversation would go once he was inside. Would he have the willpower to tell her “no” after giving in to her so thoroughly?

​Without his phone, Edward had no way of telling how long Dana was making him wait. He wished he'd worn a watch that day, but they were dinosaurs in the day of constant information. Why strap something to your wrist when all you had to do was look at the most convenient screen? Especially when there was a screen in your pocket all the time.

​Was she reading his emails? Browsing his search history? Would she find the porn he'd surfed the day after fucking him? Would she punish him for what she found? Edward didn't want to admit it, but he wanted Dana to punish him. Wanted her to degrade and humiliate him. Wanted to submit to her and all her imperfections.

​His cock was hard in his diaper.

​The minutes dragged on without any sign that he was about to be let in. He tried to focus his thoughts on what he was going to tell Dana. How he was going to politely decline. That it was for the best that way. How having sub and domme living so close together would be too much for both of them. He silently added a couple other bullet points to his theoretical presentation.

​Then he felt it.

​Two weeks ago, the faint tickle of his bladder wouldn't have bothered Edward in the slightest. He was a healthy disciplined adult. He knew from experience, he could hold his water for hours before it became an issue. Maybe more if push came to shove.

​Three accidents later and Edward wasn't so confident. Now, when he felt this tingle, he'd head straight to the nearest toilet. Better to err on the side of caution than end up with a wet crotch and another puddle in his loafers.

​Only now he couldn't. Not with a locked door in front of him, a locked door behind him, and the keys to his car on the wrong side of the door.

​That was just precaution, Edward told himself. I only did that to make sure. I'm still in control. I can wait it out.

​For all the internal pep talks he gave himself, Edward still pressed his thighs together and prayed.

-----

​When holding her phone became too onerous, Dana worked her IT magic and sent the ring camera feed to her TV. She still couldn't believe Edward had caved so hard and so fast. It was obvious to her that he'd come to offer himself to her body and soul.

​That didn't mean she had to make it easy for him.

​The look on his face was priceless. A wonderful blend of nerves and horny as his eyes darted from one corner of the hallway to another uncertain where to land.

​I made him do that. The thought and the feelings that thought created in her washed away the exhaustion and uncertainty of the move. Dana had never wanted a man more than she wanted Edward at that moment. She had his phone, his wallet, and his keys. I'll have his dick next.

​Her mound was wet and sticky when her hand reached past the waistband of the loose sweatpants she'd worn for the move. She may have been dressed for grunt work, but she felt like a deity as she worked her fingers around her damp bush. When her bra got in the way of playing with her nipples, Dana unsnapped the hooks and pulled it off without removing the matching sweatshirt.

​As aroused as she was, Dana could have gotten off quick and often, but she didn't want to give Edward that mercy. He was under her thumb as much as her clit at that moment and she wanted him to stay there until he knew his place. Dana had no idea how long that would take, but she knew it wouldn't be fast.

​With one hand working her pussy and the other alternating between her engorged nipples, Dana worked herself up to a long slow cum.

​She was so focused on her own pleasure, she didn't notice the growing changes in Edward's body language until they became too obvious to ignore. When she saw his hand shoot down to his crotch and watched him shift back and forth in an exaggerated attempt to keep control, Dana knew what was happening. If she had any doubts about how long to keep Edward waiting, they vanished in a quicksilver instant.

​You wet your pants, big boy and I'll wet mine.

​Dana laughed out loud when the man she was toying with turned his back to the camera and tried to open the door to his apartment. It didn't get him anywhere. Stupid as he may be, he wasn't dumb enough to leave his apartment unlocked. Not even accidentally.

​The ring camera told Dana when Edward was about to knock on her door again. She slammed her fingers into her wet snatch in time to those knocks. The only response she gave were low moans Edward couldn't hear.

​“Uh … Ms. Thomas?” Edward's desperate voice only added gasoline to the fire in Dana's pants. “I really need you to let me in. I wouldn't ask, but it's an emergency.”

​Dana licked her lips and didn't say a word.

​When Edward started to cry, she rubbed faster. He wasn't blubbering. It wasn't a full blown emotional meltdown. Not yet. Even through the camera, Dana could tell that the emotion was getting too much for the little man to keep inside. It was only natural a few tears would get forced out.

​When he started pacing the hall, Dana matched her thrusting fingers to the pace of his steps. Edward only walked a few steps either side of Dana's door. Like a pet on a leash. The thought his Dana harder than she ever thought possible. This man. This powerful man. Was about to piss his pants like a little boy. A little girl from the pull-ups Dana knew were under his boy clothes.

​And I'm the one who made him.

​Dana was close now. So close to cumming her whole body was vibrating with need. It would be so easy to push herself over the edge into one of the best climaxes she'd had in fuck knows how long.

​But Dana prided herself in her self control and wanted to prove something to herself. In that moment, she decided it was a race. Between a woman who had failed at everything in life and a man who hadn't. She'd lose control only after he did.

​It didn't take long.

​Edward froze in front of Dana's door. The ring camera was set at the perfect level to capture every line of painful desperation, every iota of humiliation. Edward rested his weight on one arm propped against the wall beside her door. The other hand ground into his crotch like he wanted to punch the need to pee out of his overwhelmed penis. He whimpered. His mouth twisted like a newborn working up the wind to bawl.

​Dana knew the exact moment Edward lost control. She saw it in his face. That expression burned itself into her mind as she let herself go. She flayed and thrashed on the sofa as wave upon wave of pure pleasure washed over her. They'd both lost control in their pants. Only one was smiling after.

-----

​Edward was kneeling on the doormat when he heard the locks flip open and the chain pulled.

​He didn't know how long it had been since the accident. The pee was still warm in the padding that clung to his crotch. He knew it hadn't caught it all. He knew he'd leaked.

​“It looks like someone knows their place.” Dana glowed above him on the right side of the door.

​It wasn't like that. Edward wanted to explain that the only reason he was on his knees was to keep his legs apart without pressing the wet pull-up closer to his junk. “May I please come in now, Ms. Thomas?”

​“Is your dick hard?” Dana made no effort to keep her voice down.

​Edward nodded. He had no idea how, but he was stiff in his wet pants.

​“Give me your hand.” Dana offered hers. “Now follow me.”

​The lock, deadbolt, and chain were replaced once they were both inside. Edward didn't know if he felt comforted or trapped by the sounds of them being reset. Her hand felt dirty against his. He wondered what she'd been doing while he agonized on her doorstep.

​Dana led him by the hand like a naughty child into the center of her living room. She left him standing in the middle of the room while she returned to the sofa.

​“I take it, you've made a decision.” Dana didn't offer him a seat. “About my offer.”

​“I have.” Edward couldn't look her in the eyes.

​“And that is?” Dana sounded like a school teacher trying to pry an answer from an obtuse child.

​“I don't want to be your slave.” There was more, but Edward wasn't sure if he could get it all out without breaking down. It was enough to tell her “no”.

​“Really?”

​Edward nodded.

​“Take off your shoes and socks.”

​“I'm not … I don't want to be your slave.”

​“Then you don't have to do anything I say. Easy peasy.”

​That made perfect sense. Just because Dana had told him to jump, he was under no obligation to say how high.

​The two sat and stood silently for a very long time. Dana stared at the stains on the front of his pants where excess urine had flooded out his pull-ups. Edward looked at the floor. The lowest moment of his life was also the highlight of hers.

​Neither said anything when he kicked his shoes off and removed his socks. The hardwood was cold against his bare soles.

​“You're soaked.” Dana was the one who finally broke the silence. “Why don't you strip down to your diaper and I'll sort you out.”

​“It's not a diaper.” Edward's protest didn't keep him from stripping off his suit.

​“No. You're wearing your big girl training panties.”

​Edward didn't have anything to say to that.

​“I know what you did, Eddie.” Dana leaned forward, wineglass cupped in both hands. “I've had a good long talk with Lucia and Doreen. I know about how you tried to force yourself on Lucia. Do you think it's appropriate trying to get your personal assistant to go down on you? To take her back to your place? To withhold earned promotions until she took your dick?”

​“no”

​“I have a lot of very interesting material about you. Signed slave contracts. Not to me of course. You don't want to be my slave. You've made that very clear by your defiance.” Dana's eyes stared pointedly at the pile of clothes that she'd ordered him to remove. “Videos of you admitting to the most shameful things. Videos of you doing them. Tell me, Eddie, would it be right for me to use them against you the same way you used Lucia's promotion against her?”

​“No, Ms. Thomas.” The blush on his face burned hard.

​“Don't worry, I don't plan on using any of that against you. I think it's obvious to look at us that I'm the bigger man. It looks like Lucia and Doreen have you under control. I'm pretty sure a little pants wetter like you isn't going to try to get his dick polished at work any time soon.

​“There does, however seem to be some confusion about your role. You say that you don't want to be my slave. But you follow my orders. If you'd genuinely knocked on my door planning to end this, you never would have surrendered your keys, phone, and wallet over to me. If you don't want to submit to me, why did you strip for me the way I order.  Now, I don't think that I'm the one who's confused.”

​“I guess not.”

​“You haven't done a very good job being a man, have you?”

​“no”

​“You don't have to be, you know. You don't even have to pretend. The moment you say 'yes' to me is the moment you start your journey. Away from what you think you have to be. Towards what you really are. And what you really are isn't a man.”

​“I … I …”

​“It's ok. It's ok. I know. It's hard being a man. So hard. For you at least. Most men don't even have to think about maintaining their masculinity. It must be such a strain trying to play butch when your assistant makes you wear Pampers.”

​The tears that had started in the hallway came back. A little stronger this time. Dana was right. Why did every thing have to be so goddamn hard all the time? Why couldn't he just be who he was?

​“I think the hardest thing in the world for you is saying what you want. There are a lot of other people in the world in the same boat. Unable to admit their happiness. I want you to be happy, Eddie. I really do.

​“So I'm going to make it easy for you. Just this once. I'm going to listen to your actions, not your words. If you want out of this … relationship, you can put your clothes back on, walk out that door, change yourself into a fresh pull-up, and never hear from me again. I won't try to blackmail you or bully you. Or interfere in your dating life. Once you're potty trained again, you can have a different woman each night. As long as you don't try anything gross like you did with Lucia.

​“But if you want to accept my offer. If you want to belong to me. If you want me to be the one who decides when and if you get to be a man …” Dana looked thoughtfully at the ceiling as she decided her next words. “Tell me, Eddie, are you one of those boys who gets off on women's feet?”

​“No, I … I don't have a foot fetish.” Edward shook his head.

​“What about a thing for diapers? Do you roll over in the night and rub one out in your wet nappies?”

​“NO! No. I … this is the first time I wet my … pull-ups.”

​“Right. Right. The times with Doreen and Lucia, you weren't wearing your training panties.”

​Edward didn't have anything to say that wouldn't make things worse.

​“I am talking full feminization. By that I mean changing everything about you. Replacing everything that is even vaguely masculine with the divine feminine. Your body and appearance. Your thoughts and emotions. Your preferences. All will be womanly. You will be a woman. It will be a gradual process, but every day will get you closer to femme.

​“Like I said, I don't think either one of us can trust your words. If you agree to be my toy. My pet. You will crawl to me on your hands and knees, remove the trainers I've been wearing all day, and suckle my gross sweaty feet while you rub yourself out into your wet pants. I'll give you your apartment key then and you can scamper off home leaving your boy clothes behind.

​“If you don't … well, I've already told you what you need to do. Now, Eddie, it's 'the lady or the tiger' time. Which door are you going to take?”

-----

​The hardwood felt cool against Edward's knees and palms as he started crawling towards his goal. He didn't remember deciding. He barely remembered lowering himself to his hands and knees. The only thing that mattered was dealing with the humiliating erection pressing into his soggy pull-ups, the feet of the woman who wanted to tame him, and the promised sanctuary of his apartment. The fact that he could have skipped most of these indignities and gone straight home didn't even register. It wasn't an option.

​With Dana keeping one leg crossed over the other, he'd have to decide between the foot pressed against the floor and the one wiggling at his new eye level. She smiled and tilted her head at him when he made the easy choice. The path of least resistance of the raised foot.

​“They're going to be very stinky, I'm afraid.” Dana sounded more triumphant than apologetic. “I've been in them since before dawn and I've been on my feet all day. You don't mind do you?”

​“no” The answer was muffled spoken more to the shoe than the woman above.

​“And you're sure, you don't have a thing for ladies' feet?”

​The tiny redheaded man nodded his agreement.

​“Not even a little bit?”

​“No. I think they're disgusting.” Edward stared at the floor. “I … I used to make fun of guys who … got off on them.”

​“I like the sound of that. I really do. Maybe we can make this part of your release schedule. Once I have your little shortcoming under lock and key again. Would you like that? Only being let out if you lick my gross feet clean while touching yourself?”

​“I'd hate it.”

​“And I'm going to love seeing you grow into your new fetish.” Dana leaned back into the sofa making her foot gently kick into Edward's cheek. “Take your time undressing my foot. I want you to savor this experience.”

​Edward took his time unlacing the sneaker in his face. It was so close to him, he could feel the heat radiating off of the worn leather. Catch the faintest whiff of the odor trapped inside. He really didn't want to do this. He already had enough fetishes, did he really need to cultivate more?

​As he slowly worked the sneaker over the heel, Edward got his first strong burst of scent from Dana's foot. She hadn't been lying about wearing and working in the sneakers all day. The sweat and dirt had almost fermented it had been locked away in the dark so long. He wondered if his cock had smelled so bad after it had been trapped so long.

​“Kiss it before you put it down,” Dana ordered Edward when he held the sneaker in both hands. “On the inside. Get your whole face in there and French it.”

​She had to be joking, right? Edward looked up at his new owner in her sweats and smiles. She looked radiant above him. Radiant and serious as a heart attack.

​Edward loosened the laces and peeled the sneaker open. Looking at it up close, he couldn't tell how old it was. At arm's length, Edward could tell Dana had had them for years and wore them often. What he was about to taste would have undertones of all the times she'd worn them before. The trapped sweat and odor of a hundred workouts. The bittern remnants of dozens of back-breaking days.

​Dana laughed when he made a face kissing the inside of her worn sneaker. She wasn't sure if he was telling the truth about not having a thing for shoes and feet. Most of the subs she'd read about were into feet more than whipping. After how he'd treated Lucia, Dana wouldn't be surprised if he tried to trick his new owner into “making” him do something he secretly longed for. The face he made when his tongue made contact with the sweaty insole was the perfect lie detector. Edward really hated this.

​The sock was worse. The outside of the sneaker was warm, but dry. There was no part of the sweat sock that wasn't drenched in Dana's stale perspiration. The skin of his fingertips crawled as he worked the damned thing down Dana's ankle, over her heel, and past her toes.

​“You have permission to suck my sock. Do a good job and I'll let you go crazy on my feet.”

​“Permission?” Edward was confused. He didn't want this. Dana knew that he didn't want this. Why would he ask permission?

​“I know. It's a very big word. It means that I let you suck my sweaty old sock. You don't have to be embarrassed about doing it. Just pop the tip in your mouth and slurp until you get as much of my foot juice down your throat. And one more thing. I want you to keep eye contact while you do it.”

​Edward glared at her. He looked over at the pile of clothes he'd abandoned behind him. “And if I say 'no'?”

​“You won't.”

​“What if I get dressed and walk out of here?”

​“Are you still hard?”

​“I don't see what that has to do with anything.”

​“If you still have a chubby in your Pampers, you haven't made a cummie in them. You have until then to reject my offer.”

​“I'm free to go?”

​“Of course you are. But we both know you won't. It would take a strong man to pull himself out of this. That's not you, Eddie. It never had been you. But go ahead, prove me wrong. If you can.”

​Edward's continued glare was met by a bemused look from Dana. The longer he knelt there in front of her, her hot damp sweat sock in his hand, the more he felt like her subordinate. No. Her pet. His brain screamed at him to turn around, pick up his clothes and keys, and get the fuck out of there. He had no idea why his body didn't obey orders his brain wasn't willing to send.

​He was oblivious to the sock he lifted to his mouth until the sodden toes were pressed against his lips. He didn't know why he was submitting. At least that's what he told himself. He knew his place and that place was beneath women. The fact that Dana wasn't his ideal woman only made his place lower. That's what he wanted. That's what made his cock throb into the piss-filled lining of his girly training pants.

​Edward worked one hand inside the sock keeping his fingers extended. Dana gave a little nod from above when it was full. He wrapped his lips over his teeth as he let the phallic sock puppet inside. Just like all the women who'd sucked him off had done over the years.

​“You make a very pretty socksucker.” Dana ran a hand through his hair. She could see the shocked look on his face. That odd melange of submission and disgust. Disgust at the taste. Disgust at himself for doing this of his own free will and knowing that it was what he really wanted. “I'll tell you when you can stop. After you take it out, the first thing our of your mouth is going to be a sincere thank you. Followed by some pretty begging to do the same for my feet.”

​Dana curled the hand on Edward's head into a fist. Pulling his hair. Making him wince the same way he'd made a dozen other women wince when they were in his position. She pulled his head forward on the sock cock. Then back. And forward again. Creating a steady rhythm fucking his face. If Edward tried closing his eyes, Dana squeezed painfully tight.

​There were more tears flowing down Edward's cheeks by the time she let go.

​“thank you” He wanted to spit the taste out of his mouth.

​“You're welcome.” Dana traced the back of her hand down Edward's wet cheek. “What else do you have to say?”

​“Can I … may I … may I please, please worship your feet?”

​Dana made a show of licking his tears from the back of her hand. She knew she was playing it over the top, but fuck it felt wonderful having this much power over a man. Betty had been so damn right picking this.

​“What would you say if I told you, your tears make me wet?”

​“I don't understand.”

​“Seeing you cry makes me horny.”
​“I … I don't …”

​“Shhhh. Shhhhh. It's ok. I understand. It's been a very big day for you hasn't it? It must be so overwhelming for you.”

​Edward nodded.

​“Of course you can love my feet. You're my good girl. How could I say 'no' to my good girl?”

​Dana rested her toes on Edward's trembling lips. He cautiously opened and took them in.

​After the insole and the sock, the taste of Dana's filthy feet wasn't that bad. It still made Edward recoil, but at least it was better than the sock. Fresher. The flesh beneath the foul smell and the sweaty flavor was warn and reactive. Edward could get used to this. He hoped he wouldn't. He doubted he'd have a choice.

​Dana waited until Edward had swabbed her foot from toes to ankle with his tongue before she told him, “You can touch yourself now.” When Edward's hand fumbled at the waistband, she added, “You do not have permission to wank. Only rub. And only through your nappy.” When Edward's hand cupped his padded crotch and started rubbing, Dana cooed “Good girl.”

​Edward was disgusted by the whole business. The taste and smell of Dana's feet in his face. The gross wetness around his crotch. By all rights his dick should shrivel up and retreat into his crotch like a turtle scared of a predator. Instead, his little turtle was sticking its neck out further and further the worse Dana made things.

​“That feels good doesn't it?” Dana stroked the back of his ear like he was her faithful dog. Her bitch.

​Edward nodded into her foot. He never felt more degraded in his life and he was never so hard.

​“Remember our deal. You make cummies in your nappy and you're mine. I'll send you home in nothing but your wet training knickers. Someone might catch you crossing the hall in your little girl undies. Your wet little girl undies.”

​Edward was getting closer than he wanted to admit. He could feel Dana's gaze pushing down on his shoulders. Feel the weight of her smirk pushing his face down. How could he be doing this? Why was he still rubbing himself? He'd stop before it became too late. Right?

​“That's it. That's it.” Dana continued to coo above him. “That's what your nappy is for. All the bad stuff that isn't supposed to stay inside. All the toxic nastiness in those widdle biddy balls. You need to milk it out of you. Yes, you do. Yes, you do.”

​Dana's toes were in Edward's mouth when he finally let go. When she felt the first spasm of his last orgasm as a man, Dana pushed her foot as far into his mouth as it would go. She wanted to gag him. Wanted to remember a woman gagging him with her toes as he spewed boy juice into his nappy.

​Dana's pussy was wet from the tears streaming down Edward's face as he exploded into his own wet diaper. She had never wielded this much power over anyone in her life and it hit like a whiskey shot after a good fuck.

​They both knew Edward was broken when his cock stopped spurting. For Dana it was a dream. Edward's post-nut clarity was screaming at him, calling him idiot, cunt, and worse words. Dana wiped Edward's spit from her toes to his shoulder before kicking him upright.

​“Get up. Go home. Do as you're told and there won't be any problems.”

​Edward staggered to his feet in front of her. Dana snuck a finger under the leg band of his pull-ups to see just how soaked Edward was. She took the key to his apartment off the ring it was on and handed only that key to him.

​“I'll see you later.” Dana laughed when she patted his padded bottom goodbye.
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