
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Chapter 1 (Saturday)

	Chad pulled his car into one of the parking places as close to the stairs leading up to his new apartment as he could get. It had been a long day of moving. A sad day in many ways, but in other ways it represented a new freedom for him. His divorce from his wife would be final in another month. That alone saddened him greatly. But his wife - make that ex-wife - couldn’t live with his ever growing desires. Desires that weren’t in any way normal. It was his problem and he knew it, but he also knew that it was a problem he had no intention of ever getting rid of. The problem had finally cost him his marriage. Well, so be it.

	As he pulled one of the large heavy plastic bags out of the back of his car filled with the last of his stuff, he heard a woman’s voice behind him. “Can I help you with that?” He turned and saw the woman who lived in the apartment next to his. The one he had pegged as being the “nosy neighbor.”

	“Oh, that’s ok. I can get it,” he replied. “Thanks anyway.”

	“Don’t be ridiculous. Here, let me help.” Before he could stop her, she had pulled two smaller bags out of his car and was leading the way up the stairs. He quickly pulled out a second heavy bag himself and began lugging them behind her, more often than not, struggling to keep them from scraping against the cement stairs too much.

	She was waiting for him at his apartment door. He unlocked it and she carried her two bags inside ahead of him. She was obviously looking around carefully at everything. The apartment was a total mess, but what could she expect, he was still moving in. “Um… As you can see, the place isn’t quite presentable yet.” She just turned and gave him kind of a sly smile.

	Unfortunately, that was when one of the heavy bags he was carrying ripped under the strain and the contents tumbled out all over the floor. An embarrassing assortment of items spilled out where she could see them: dresses, skirts, high heels, bras… diapers, plastic panties, and baby bottles. The small quick intake of her surprised breath let him know that she hadn’t missed a thing.

	“Um… excuse me,” he said quickly as he knelt down, throwing what was left of the bag over the items, desperately but unsuccessfully trying to cover them all up. He couldn’t look up at her. He was too embarrassed.”

	“Yours?” he heard her ask as he tried to cover it all.

	He said nothing back. As efficiently as he could, he scooped things together and covered them with whatever he could find before he stood back up again. He had no doubt his face was very red as he took the two bags she had been holding and said, “Thank you.” Then to finally get her out of the way, he added, “Now, if you’ll please excuse me, I have a lot of work to do.”

	“Oh, of course,” she said, still somewhat surprised. “Oh, by the way, my name’s Melissa… Mel.” She stuck her hand out to shake his, but his hands were both full from the bags she had just handed him.

	“Chad,” he replied, still looking a bit uncomfortable about her being there.

	Fortunately, she took the hint and left. Unfortunately, he could tell that she was still shocked by what she had seen. She was a nosy-neighbor, and now she had seen a little too much. Chad wished very hard just then that he could afford to move to someplace else right away.

	Mel walked back to her apartment, still somewhat shocked. She had pegged him from the beginning as either a new divorcee or someone who was about to be divorced. Now, she wasn’t quite sure. In fact, after what she had seen fall out of that bag, she wasn’t sure about anything to do with him at all. She was a woman. It was her duty to herself to know about her neighbors. Did she need to be afraid of this guy? Was he a pervert? Now she wasn’t quite sure. If he was one of those strange guys who liked to wear dresses, then she didn’t really feel like she should be afraid of him. But you never really know. What she did know however, was that she was curious – very curious. And she was going to have to find out more. But after seeing all his “private” stuff, she was fairly convinced that he wasn’t going to be all that interested in seeing her again. She’d have to find someway though. Perhaps some kind of peace offering she thought. Yeah, that would be a good idea. Now what was it that guys seemed to like the most?

	Chad spent the rest of the day sorting through boxes and deciding what to do with everything. The answer to most of it though was to leave it where it was. He had almost no furniture. Just one chair he had managed to rescue from storage that he wife didn’t want anymore. Not even a kitchen table or a bed to sleep in. Getting some furniture was something that was going to have to be a priority. He’d sleep on the floor tonight and start looking for some tomorrow.

	Late in the afternoon, there was a knock on his door. When he answered it, there was his nosy neighbor – Mel, holding up a couple of six packs of beer. “Just great!” he thought to himself.

	“Hi neighbor,” Mel said cheerily. “I brought you a house warming gift,” she added, holding up the beer. “I kind of thought you could probably use some about now.”

	Chad recognized her peace offering and that she was trying to be polite… but… “Um, I don’t really drink,” he explained apologetically.

	“Not at all?” she asked shocked.

	“Well, not usually,” Chad replied.

	“How about just to be nice?” Mel asked.

	Chad nodded. He was a bit thirsty… and hungry now that he thought about it. Not that he had any food in the house either.

	“Where’s your furniture?” Mel asked as she set one of the six packs down on his kitchen counter.

	“I don’t have any yet.”

	“None?”

	“Nope. Uh… my wife and I are separated,” he explained. “We’re getting a divorce. This is all I have.”

	“Oh, ok. I understand,” she replied as she pulled a bottle out of the container and handed it to him. She had been right the first time. Getting divorced.

	“It’s cold,” he said somewhat surprised.

	“It’s been chilling in my fridge all afternoon.”

	She opened a bottle for herself and raised it towards him. “To being neighbors,” she toasted.

	Chad wasn’t a drinker at all, so it only took half the first bottle before he was starting to feel the effects. Fortunately, Mel hadn’t mentioned the things she had seen fall out of the bag earlier. That was an event he really wanted to just forget.

	But Mel hadn’t forgotten, she just hadn’t gotten around to asking him about it yet. She didn’t get around to it till they were both out getting a quick hamburger for dinner since he had no food or a table where they could sit together to eat it. “So,” she finally started, “all that stuff was yours?”

	Chad blushed. He knew instantly what stuff she was talking about. “Yeah,” he answered shyly.

	“Is that why you’re getting divorced?”

	Once again, Chad was uncomfortable about the question, but all he could say was, “Yeah.”

	“So you’re into all that kind of thing then - I mean the women’s clothes and things?”

	“Yeah.” Chad wasn’t at all comfortable talking about it. He really wished she would just drop it.

	“How about the diapers and bottles I saw? Those too?”

	This time, Chad just nodded his head sheepishly. Then to change the subject he said, “Come on, let’s get out of here. Ok?”

	When they got back home, Mel invited Chad over to her place where they could at least sit down together. But she had Chad bring over the rest of the first six-pack with him. Chad went, mostly because he had no furniture of his own.

	Two beers later, Mel once again got back to the subject that seemed to haunt her. In truth, she couldn’t quite grasp it all and was consequently overly curious about it. “So tell me about it?” she finally asked.

	“About what?”

	“You know, the stuff I saw.”

	“Ugh. I’d rather not.”

	“Come on. I’m the pushy type – if you haven’t figured that out by now. I’m going to keep pestering you till I find out anyway.”

	Why did she have to make it sound like he didn’t have any choice in the matter? He took another big swig of his beer to think. He was definitely buzzed. “Geez! What do you want to know? I like it. Ok? It’s complicated, damn it!”

	“Ok, ok. You don’t have to swear. I’m just asking that’s all.”

	“Yeah, sorry. Look it’s not something I’m used to talking about you know.”

	“Yeah, I’m sorry too.” She waited a few minutes while they both sipped at their beers. “And the baby stuff?”

	At least he was calm about it this time. “Yeah, I like that too.”

	“So… do you wear the diapers and wet them too?”

	“Yeah, sometimes.”

	“Tell me about it.”

	Maybe it was the beer, or maybe she was just wearing him down. He took another big swig and laughed a bit to himself. “What can I say? It’s another little quirk of mine.” Then he seemed to reflect on his beer bottle for a moment before he continued. “I have this… friend… on-line, who whenever my wife was away for a while, would give me some… let’s say “assignments” involving the diapers and dressing and stuff. They were fun. Exciting.” He paused for a minute. “I have this crazy fantasy where I’m forced to wear the diapers so much that I actually become incontinent from it – like a baby. In fact,” he blushed again, “the whole baby thing gets me off too. The last time it went on for almost a month. It was great.”

	Mel waited for him to continue. When he didn’t she asked, “So, did you actually become incontinent?”

	“No, not even close. I did almost wet the bed one night afterward, but that’s as close as it got. It couldn’t really happen though. It’s just a dream.”

	“Well, it was only a month.”

	“I don’t think it matters how much time. It’s like I have this switch in me that turns it on and off.”

	It was probably the beer that made her say it. “I could make you do it. If I wanted to, I could make you incontinent – just like a baby.”

	He looked over at her like she was crazy and laughed a bit. “No, it’s impossible. I know myself too well. Besides, it would probably take someone who was here with me all the time to ride me unmercifully – and do it for months and months on end. Even then, I seriously doubt it could happen.”

	Now it was her turn to laugh. It was definitely the beer talking… or was it? “You don’t know me very well. I could do it! If I wanted to, I could make you do anything I want, and there’s nothing you’d be able to do about it. I could turn you into such a baby that you’d never be able to go without your diapers again. You’d be sucking your thumb and crying for you bottle all the time.”

	They both laughed at the thought. After all, she was only joking, wasn’t she?

	“Couldn’t happen!” Chad reiterated. “I know myself too well.”

	“Yes it could!” she declared in no uncertain terms. They were both still laughing.

	“No it can’t!” he replied, just as certain.

	“Is that a challenge?” she asked.

	“Maybe it is,” he replied.

	“I could do it!” she stated

	“Never happen! Not in a million years!”

	“Oh, I don’t know. I don’t think it would take all that long.”

	“You don’t? How long then?”

	“You said you almost wet the bed after one month?”

	“Almost, but that’s all! I didn’t actually wet it.”

	“Then I could probably do it in… oh, I don’t know… say… two months.”

	He laughed again. “Never. It’s impossible. Like I said, I know myself too well.”

	“Bet I could!”

	“Impossible! No you can’t”

	“Bet I could!”

	“It can’t be done!”

	“Bet… I… could!”

	“No… way!”

	“What do you bet?”

	“Bet? I don’t know. It can’t be done.”

	It was like she was locked in the heat of battle and things had just become serious. She looked around. What would she bet over it? “Tell you what, if I can’t do it, I’ll furnish your entire apartment with everything and anything you like!”

	“Anything? All the furniture?”

	“Anything!”

	Chad was stunned by the offer. It was a lot. “That would be awfully expensive.”

	“It’s ok. I’m a lawyer. I can afford it.”

	That stopped Chad for a moment. “I can’t match that. I’m getting divorced. I don’t have that much.”

	Mel thought for a minute. “Ok then, how about this, if I do manage to do it… and I have no doubt that I will…”

	“Ha!”

	“Then you’ll furnish and decorate your own apartment however I want you to. And… you’ll continue in service to me for an entire year – doing anything I tell you to. Agreed?”

	“That’s crazy! You know of course that you’re just offering to buy me all new furniture. And I have expensive tastes.”

	“No I’m not. I’m getting myself a personal servant for the next year, and one who won’t even need bathroom breaks!” She laughed again at the thought.

	“That’s crazy. It can’t happen!”

	“Bet it can!”

	“No it can’t!”

	“Bet?”

	“Bet!”

	They both leaned back on her couch and laughed while they each finished their beer. They were both joking, weren’t they? At least they were both just wondering that. But it could have been interesting.

	After things had calmed down a bit, Mel said, “Tomorrow I’ll draft a contract for you to sign.”

	Chad laughed again. “Sure!” Then he had another thought, since they were still playing. “What am I supposed to do for furniture in the meantime?”

	They both laughed at that. “I’ll think of something,” Mel replied. “Trust me!”

	 


Chapter 2 (Sunday - Part 1)

	Mel woke up the next morning with the rancid taste of stale beer in her mouth. She immediately brushed her teeth and started the coffee maker. What an evening it had been last night. She had certainly had a few too many beers. Fortunately, today was Sunday and she wouldn’t have to think about going into work or meeting with any clients – hopefully. But that thought led her back to the strange conversation she had had with Chad the night before – and the bet they had made… it was just in fun wasn’t it? And that led her to the statement she had made about drawing up a contract for it. She nearly laughed again. Even in fun, it was kind of an odd bet. What kind of contract would be needed? She was a lawyer, she liked figuring things like this out.

	She thought about that while she drank her coffee and got dressed. Eventually, she actually put some ideas down on paper. Then she decided she needed more information on the subject so she got onto the internet. It was all in fun, wasn’t it? But even so, working on this contract was something different for her. It was fun.

	One other thing that she recognized hit her out of the blue. She lived in that apartment because she was lazy. She didn’t want the responsibility of taking care of a larger home. She also didn’t want some strange maid coming in to help her. But having her own personal servant, all the time? On her own terms? One who would be bound to do anything she wanted? She laid her head back and dreamed. How nice, how nice, how nice.

	Unfortunately, it was all only in fun. Wasn’t it?

	Chad slept late. When he woke up, his head was still fuzzy from the beer the night before. But what an interesting night. Had he really told his new neighbor, and one he had just met, all about is odd habits and desires? That was one of the reasons he didn’t drink! He swore he’d never do it again. But even through all the beer he had last night, the conversation had fueled his fantasies enormously. If he hadn’t been so drunk, he would have been up all night masturbating – probably over and over again. Even now, just thinking about it again, he was getting excited. It was all just in fun, he hoped, but the very thought of somebody taking control of him, forcing him to become incontinent, lived at the heart of most of his fantasies.

	The more he thought about it, the more excited he became. Then he thought about the stuff that he had hidden in his closet that she had seen, all his diapers and girly things. He went to his closet just to look at them. What a joy. He was on his own now. He didn’t have to hide them away anymore. He could look at them and fondle them whenever he wanted. He reached down and picked up a pair of high heels. He became more excited just looking at them. He put them on his feet. He spotted his diapers. The conversation about the bet last night had been about wearing diapers. Should he put one on? Yeah, that would be great, but he had to do some shopping today. But he could still wear one and nobody would ever know – if he was careful. He decided to leave the diaper till after he had showered and shaved. Then he could wear it all day. That would be fun – especially on top of the conversation from last night that was still living over and over again in his brain. The very thought of it was so exciting. He gave up and minced in his heels to the bathroom and masturbated. Wow what a thrill.

	But as usual, as soon as he was done, the feelings diminished in him to the point where he had little interest. He jumped into the shower to finish waking up. And when he got dressed, he didn’t have any desire to wear the diaper either. He had other things on his mind. It was Sunday, he needed furniture. Where could he get some that wouldn’t cost a fortune?

	It was early afternoon when Mel finally left her apartment to do a little shopping. She had spent an interesting morning playing with new ideas and drawing up a fun contract. But now it was time to get back to the real world again. As she descended the steps to the parking lot, she saw Chad drive up. He got out of his car with a cup of coffee from McDonalds. “Hi Chad. How are you today?” she asked politely.

	“Doing ok, I guess,” he answered holding up his coffee so she could see it. “I want to thank you again for a great evening last night. I shouldn’t have drank so much. That’s why I don’t drink. But I have to admit, I really had a good time. Thanks.”

	“I enjoyed it too. A lot,” she admitted. Then she thought some more about the interesting morning of research she had just had. “Maybe more than I thought.”

	Chad nodded his agreement as he sipped at his coffee.

	“Did you find any furniture yet?” she asked.

	“That’s my problem. It’s Sunday. I don’t even know where to start. Any ideas?”

	Mel shook her head. “I don’t know. And you certainly can’t put anything you buy into that little car. Whatever you get is going to have to be delivered.”

	“Another problem,” he admitted. “And I have to work tomorrow. I can’t be here to wait around for deliveries.”

	Mel thought for a moment again. She kind of liked being with Chad. “Tell you what, I’m just going out to do a little shopping myself. Do you want to come along? Maybe we can think of something together.”

	Chad jumped at the idea. He kind of liked being with Mel. She was different than his wife – make that ex-wife. Mel was a lot more open. “Sure,” he agreed quickly.

	As Mel drove them out towards the mall, the odd conversation they had had last night was again on her mind. She couldn’t know it, but the same thing was on Chad’s mind too. Finally, she had to ask, “Chad, um… you know that bet we made last night? That was all just in fun, wasn’t it?”

	“Of course,” he answered. Then added uncertainly, “Wasn’t it?”

	Mel sighed a bit. “Yeah. But it could have worked out really nice for me.”

	“Why is that? You would’ve had no chance of winning it.”

	“No chance? I couldn’t have lost! But it would have been nice to have you as my own little personal servant. It’s one of the reasons why I have an apartment and not my own house. I don’t want to take care of that much. I’m too busy.”

	“You would have lost.” Chad stated. “I know myself way too well. It would be nearly impossible. Especially in only two months.”

	“I bet I could do it!” Mel replied. Then she laughed a bit. “You should see the contract I was drawing up for us this morning – just in fun of course. It was just such an interesting idea that I’m afraid I got more than a bit excited about it.”

	“Ha! You got excited. You should have seen what it did to me – although I’m sure I was excited in a different way – if you know what I mean?”

	Mel had to laugh at that one. “Yeah, I probably do!”

	The whole time they were out shopping together, they talked and laughed about the contract that Mel was working on – just in fun. Mel told him all her ideas, which mostly removed all blame for anything from Mel and made Chad totally subservient to Mel’s every little whim. Anything that Mel wanted Chad to do, he would be bound to do. Anytime she wanted to punish him, even for doing nothing wrong, she could – and in any way she chose. Chad would have no say in the matter at all. At the end of the two months, Chad would have forty eight hours to prove that he could once again control himself completely. If he couldn’t then Mel would win. If he could, then he would win.

	As they were driving home, Chad finally laughed at it all. “It’s all the stuff of my dreams,” he admitted. “It would be a great fantasy, but that’s all it can ever be, a fantasy.”

	“Why not?” Mel wondered.

	“Because in real life it just can’t be done.”

	“Oh, I don’t know,” Mel said as she considered it more carefully. “I think it could be done.”

	“Ha. It would be nice to have you buy me all new furniture for my apartment,” he chuckled.

	“You mean it would be nice for you to be my own personal servant,” she replied. “And like I said last night, one who doesn’t even need any bathroom breaks.” They both laughed again.

	Chad shook his head. “It couldn’t be done though.”

	“What?”

	“Making me incontinent in that amount of time. Like I said, I know myself too well. I’m one of those guys who’s just too much in control.”

	“I could do it,” she replied, sounding more certain than she really was.

	“No, it couldn’t.”

	“Bet I could!”

	“Bet you can’t!” Chad replied playfully.

	They both laughed for a second.

	“Oh, it would be nice though,” Mel sighed.

	“It certainly would be exciting,” Chad replied thoughtfully.

	They both looked briefly and shyly at each other. The feeling of excitement was driving full force in Chad’s stomach. A similar feeling was washing all through Mel. They both wondered what they were thinking.

	When they got back, Chad pulled the only bit of furniture he had bought out of the trunk of her car and carried it up to his apartment – a blow-up mattress. It was the only thing he could find. But at least he wouldn’t have to sleep on the floor anymore.

	Mel invited Chad over to her apartment again, just to show him the contract she had been working on – since they had talked about it so much. She pointed out and explained each of the items in it and they both laughed again over how much control it would give to Mel and how much it would take away from Chad.

	Finally, Chad shook his head. “God! It would be so much fun. It’s such a fantasy. I could just sign it.”

	Mel sighed. “Me too. It really would be nice.”

	They looked at each other for a long time. “Are we really considering this?” Chad finally asked.

	Mel nodded her head slowly. “I think so.”

	Chad gulped. “Do you have a pen?”

	Mel nodded and pulled one from the pen holder on her desk. She handed it to Chad. Then she stopped him. “No, wait! You can’t sign it yet!”

	“Why not?”

	“Look at the form. It has to be notarized!”

	Chad looked at the bottom of the contract. There was a line there for a public notary. “Saved by the bell,” he said.

	Mel though for a moment. “You know. If you really want. I have a friend from the office who I’m sure would do it for us.”

	Now it was Chad’s turn to think. “Do you really want to?” he asked.

	Mel thought for a few seconds, then nodded her head. She picked up her phone and dialed a number. “Andrea? This is Mel. I have something rather… odd… that I’d really like you to notarize for me. Can you come right over?…. No, I think I’d rather explain it when you get here… Thanks, see you in a few.”

	“Someone else will know,” Chad realized.

	“Yeah. But some part of it is bound to get out anyway, and I trust Andrea.”

	While they waited, they mostly just looked at each other. Were they really doing this? Each one had butterflies in their stomach. They were going to do it, but it just didn’t seem real, to either of them.

	Andrea turned out to be a middle-aged but still pretty blonde. She sat down at Mel’s table and took her stuff out of her bag. “You know,” she began, “I don’t have to see any of what’s in this document that I’m witnessing. You can just cover everything but the signatures up. I just have to witness you both signing it.”

	Mel looked over at Chad. “It’s ok, Andrea. I’m not going to show you all of it, but what it is, is a contract between Chad and myself about a bet. And it’s not going to be an easy one – probably for either of us.”

	“Ok,” Andrea replied. “Let’s just get on with it so I can get home again.”

	Mel set the copies of the contract on the table. She signed all of them, then she pushed them over to Chad. He spent a few seconds looking at Mel, reconsidering. Then he too picked up the pen and signed them. As soon as he did, it felt like a lead weight had just dropped on his stomach. Mel pushed the papers over to Andrea. She signed them too. Then she applied her stamp of certification.

	“It’s done,” Mel said simply.

	“That it is,” Andrea agreed as she gathered up her things and finally left.

	Once they were alone again, the two just looked at each other for a moment. “We’re actually doing it,” Chad said, still coming to grips with the reality of it.

	“Yeah, we really are,” Mel agreed, also a bit surprised.

	“Where do we start?”

	“I’m not sure,” Mel replied, but then she seemed to come to her senses a bit more. “But one thing I know for sure, I want you in a diaper right away! And that’s where you’re going to stay! There’s no way I’m ever going to lose this bet!”

	 


Chapter 2 (Sunday - Part 2)

	Mel stood back and just stared at Chad as he displayed himself wearing only the disposable diaper and plastic incontinence panties he had just pulled over them. She felt like she should be laughing at him, and indeed he did look a bit humorous, but somehow, she just couldn’t laugh. Chad had been more than a bit embarrassed about being naked in front of her, but as she quickly pointed out to him, he no longer had any choice in the matter – or in any other matters either.

	Chad was not a big man, in fact, he was really a bit scrawny. One thing she noted, was that the hair on his body would have to go. Could she really make him do that? She quickly realized, of course she could. But not right now. Maybe later today. Right now, she had started something that she didn’t know anything about. She was not some kind of dominatrix, she was a lawyer. Question, is there a difference? She smiled at her own personal joke. But the bottom line was that she had no idea of what she was going to do. She needed information and she needed it fast. In the meantime. She had to do something with Chad here. The obvious thing of course was to get him cleaning her apartment, wasn’t that what she was after in the first place?

	“You diapered yourself real fast,” she finally said to him. She had noticed that he had done it completely standing up instead of laying down like she had expected him to.

	Chad seemed to blush a bit. “I’ve had some practice.”

	“It’s a good thing. And you’re going to get a lot more.” She noticed Chad’s shy grin at her remark. He was enjoying this – so far. What else did he enjoy?

	“Do you want me to put my clothes on now?” he asked.

	Mel realized that she had been mostly just standing there, thinking. Chad was waiting for her to tell him what to do. Well, let him wait. Should she have him put his clothes back on again? She needed him to go back to her apartment to start cleaning. Finally, she said, “Get dressed,” and turned away from him.

	As Chad was pulling his shirt and pants on over his diapers, she walked into his closet to see what other clothes he had. He had some nice shirts and pants hung up neatly – a good sign. At one end of the closet, she saw a couple of dresses and skirts and blouses. She looked at them each more closely. These things were a major part of him too. She had to remember that. She looked down at the shoes he had on the floor and realized that there were more high heels in there than men’s shoes. She somehow found that to be very interesting too. She poked through the shoes more closely and finally picked up a pair of sandals with at least a four inch heel. The only women she knew who still wore heels like that were all a lot younger than she was – or hookers. She turned around with the heels still in her hand. Chad was just about to pull his socks on. “Wait!” she commanded. “Here, put these on instead.”

	Chad’s eyes went wide. He set the socks aside and took the shoes she handed him and sat on the floor to buckle them onto his feet. This was getting better and better. His excitement was now raging inside of him. He stood up again and took a couple of steps to make sure he had the feel of the shoes. The single diaper he was wearing was comfortable, but stimulating, the shoes added much more. But the fantasy of the whole situation had him to the point where he wanted to run to the bathroom to get himself off. He didn’t dare. This was too much fun.

	Mel watched Chad closely. Now, as he stood there, with the high heels on his feet, and knowing he was wearing a diaper under his pants, she did let out a laugh. She tried to stop it, but she couldn’t. Chad seemed to blush even further as she did. “Come on,” she finally said. “You have work to do.”

	Chad followed her out into his living room, wondering what she wanted him to do. But when she started to open his front door, he got distressed. “Wait! I can’t go out like this. I still have these heels on.”

	Mel really wanted to laugh again. She knew she had to be tough. “Get use to it,” she said with a big grin and actually held the door open till he cautiously walked out ahead of her – turning his head to see if there was anyone else around as he did so. She stifled another laugh. Was she really enjoying this?

	Chad seemed so uncomfortable standing outside in his high heels that Mel purposely pretended to have trouble with her door lock. There was no one else around anyway. Why not have a little fun with him? She could almost hear his sigh of relief as she closed the door behind them. She threw her keys on the table by the door and looked back at him, he was standing in her living room, waiting to be told what to do. Fine. “Go clean!” she ordered. “You can start in the kitchen.” As she had expected, he moved immediately, clunking onto the tile floor with those heels he was wearing. He might like wearing them, but he didn’t exactly walk gracefully in them – yet. She made a mental note to have him learn to walk better in the heels.

	Mel headed straight for her computer. She had no idea about what it was she was doing. She needed to do some research and the first place to start was the internet. How do you go about making someone incontinent? Is there even any information about that anywhere? Has it ever been done before? Only time and research would answer that. In the meantime, she was at least happy to see that the clutter of dirty dishes on her counter was being cleaned up.

	Chad rinsed dish after dish and stuck them into the dishwasher. The woman wasn’t exactly a slob, but she certainly could’ve cleaned up after herself a bit more. Ok, he knew he was a bit of a clean freak, but still she was a woman. Weren’t all women clean freaks? He finally turned the dishwasher on and wiped down the counters and the sink. He looked around. The kitchen looked pretty good. He walked out into the living room where she was working at her computer – aren’t high heels wonderful? “All done,” he proclaimed. He could tell by the way she looked up that she had been really engrossed in what she was working on. She almost seemed annoyed that he had bothered her, but she got up from her work to take a look.

	Mel looked around at her kitchen. She had to admit, it didn’t look bad at all. Probably better than she would have bothered to do. How nice! Don’t let him stop now. “Nice,” she finally admitted. “Thanks. Now do the rest of the place.” As Chad turned to start looking around at the rest of her apartment, the words – or maybe they were commands – just started flowing out of her mouth. “The vacuum cleaner is in the closet. Oh, and there are clothes in the hamper in the bathroom that need to be washed, get those going first.”

	Chad headed directly for the bathroom to find the clothes hamper. Ok, this was sort of fun, but it was beginning to get tedious. What else did he expect? Wasn’t this what it was all about? He walked into the bathroom and spotted the hamper, directly across from the toilet. The toilet that he knew he wasn’t supposed to use anymore. Unfortunately, just looking at it made him realize that he was going to have to pee soon. As he picked up the hamper full of her dirty clothes, he clamped down and ignored the feeling. There was no way he was going to lose this bet!

	Mel looked up from her notes and watched as Chad lugged her hamper over to where the washer and dryer were. The clunking of his high heels was obviously making it harder for him. She kind of enjoyed that fact. As she watched him loading her clothes into the washer, she had a wicked idea. “Take your clothes off!” she ordered.

	“What?”

	“Don’t say what! I said take your clothes off. And put them into the washer. Now!” Chad seemed a bit confused and surprised, but he started to get undressed. It took him a few minutes since he had to remove his shoes to get his pants off then put them back on again. But a few minutes later, he was standing there in nothing but his diapers and heels. And the rest of his clothes were all soaking wet in the washer. He looked very embarrassed about it, but Mel had a feeling he was secretly loving it. “I think I like you better that way,” she said as she watched him continue working. The embarrassed grin that Chad returned was enough to make her laugh to herself.

	She got up to see him better. Yeah, he did look ridiculous dressed as he was. Why was she enjoying it so much? She stared at his diapers and realized something. She was supposed to be making him incontinent! “Have you wet yourself yet?” she asked.

	“No, not yet.”

	“Why not?”

	Chad shook his head. “I haven’t had to go yet.”

	Oh. That made sense. Mel realized that she had been overlooking something very important. She had to keep fluids going into him – lots of fluids to keep him peeing. That only made sense, didn’t it. She literally ran to the kitchen and found the biggest glass in her cabinets and filled it with water. “Here drink this – now!” she commanded as she handed him the glass.

	Chad sighed a bit as he took the glass of water from her. He already had to pee, but not badly, all that water was going to make it worse. But he began drinking, not all that fast, but he drank it.

	Mel watched as Chad gradually drank the glass of water. “Good,” she finally said as she watched him finish the last of it. She turned to carry the glass back to the kitchen, then realized what she was doing. She handed the glass to Chad instead. “Here, put this away.” As she watched him clunking in his heels back to the kitchen, she had one more thought. “I want you to tell me when you’re going to wet yourself. I want to know! And it better be soon!” she added as an afterthought.

	Mel went back to her research. There was so much to read and so many ideas, but so little about making someone incontinent. Evidently, there was no real good method other than time. A very long time. And that was something she didn’t have enough of. That fact alone left her frustrated and a bit angry. She hated losing anything. And she certainly wasn’t going to lose this bet – that was for sure!

	She looked up as Chad was pulling clothes out of her dryer and realized that he had never told her he was going to wet himself. “Did you wet yourself yet?”

	“Not yet,” he replied.

	She got up to talk to him. “Why not?”

	Chad shrugged his shoulders a bit. “I don’t have to yet,” he replied. The truth though was that he was fighting against it as hard as he could without letting it show.

	Mel was more than amazed. She headed back to the kitchen and got the same glass she had given him before out again and filled it with water. She realized she should have had him do it himself – she still had a lot to learn. She handed him the glass and told him to start drinking again.

	Chad took the glass from Mel, but he wasn’t at all happy about it. He really did have to pee and more water was only going to make it worse, but what could he do? He began drinking.

	Mel watched him closely. Chad looked more than a bit distressed. “Let me guess,” she finally said, “you have to pee. Right?”

	Chad stopped drinking and sheepishly admitted it. “Yeah, I do now.”

	“Then do it!” she commanded.

	“It’s not that easy!”

	“Why not?”

	“Well, it’s been a long time since I’ve done this,” he explained. “It’s hard. Sometimes it takes a long time to relearn to wet myself again.”

	That was news to Mel. “Well, you better learn fast then,” she said threateningly. “I suggest you start trying real hard right now. Now keep drinking!”

	She stood there and watched as Chad kept drinking the water, all the while, it was obvious that his discomfort was growing. But when the water was gone, he still hadn’t done it. She grabbed the glass and refilled it quickly. “Keep drinking!” she ordered.

	“Not more.” Chad complained. “I can’t drink anymore.”

	“Keep drinking!” Chad dutifully began sipping at the water again. “Faster,” she ordered.

	Halfway through the glass, Chad lowered it. There was distress in his eyes. “Ohhh… I’m peeing,” he said closing his eyes. A few seconds later, he looked up at Mel. “I’m done now.” Chad felt completely humiliated. This woman had just watched him wetting himself – make that flooding himself. Completely humiliating. Wonderfully humiliating.

	Mel was about to take the glass from him again but she stopped herself just in time. There was still water in it. “Finish it,” she commanded. As he hesitantly raised the glass to his lips again to continue drinking, Mel reached out to grab the front of his diapers. Even through the plastic panties, they felt warm and obviously very wet. She felt more satisfied. Now she just had to find a way to keep him peeing. She had no doubt that the only way she was going to win this bet, was to make him pee so much he barely realized he was doing it anymore. And that wasn’t going to be easy. She needed a plan. It was time to think a bit harder over the notes she had already made.

	Mel had Chad fix a couple of diet TV dinners for each of them that night. She also had him drink another tall glass of water again. But it wasn’t until well after dinner that Chad admitted he had to pee again. Once again she handed him the large glass of water to drink, and once again he didn’t wet himself till he had consumed most of it. When she felt his diapers, they were really soaked. She even had him pull his incontinence panties down so she could see them better.

	“They’re going to start leaking if I don’t change them soon,” he told her. “Can I go change now?”

	She had to think about that. She didn’t really want him leaking pee all over her apartment. “Yeah,” she finally said. “I guess we’re done here, for today anyway. You can go home now.”

	Gratefully, Chad put his shirt on, then grabbed his pants.

	“Wait,” Mel ordered. She grabbed his pants from him. Then she went back to the kitchen and got another glass full of water. “One more for the road,” she said as she handed it to him.

	“Oh God,” Chad muttered. “I’m going to be up all night peeing.”

	Mel giggled. “Good. That’s the idea.”

	When Chad had finally finished the water, he reached for his pants, but she just held on to them. “No, I’ll carry them. You can go home just like that.”

	Panic hit Chad full force. “I can’t!” he exclaimed.

	“Would you like me to carry your shirt too and you can just wear your diapers?”

	“Nnnnn No,” Chad stuttered.

	Mel picked up Chad’s keys and wallet from where he had left them when he put the pants into the washer and led the way to her door. She opened it and glanced quickly outside. It was just getting dark. Not too many people around. “You first,” she said with a wicked grin as she waited for Chad to walk out ahead of her. Reluctantly, he did so and she followed behind him, taking the time to lock her own door and check it. Then she followed him to his door and took her time switching keys before she finally opened it again. “That’s something else,” she said as another thought hit her. “Tomorrow I want my own key to your apartment. Got it?”

	Chad was really nervous standing outside dressed the way he was. And this woman was doing everything she could to make it longer. “Yeah,” he agreed. “Please, can we go in now?” Mel smiled and opened the door. Chad dashed in ahead of her.

	Mel watched as Chad cleaned himself up and re-diapered himself. As he did so, she saw him glance a few times at his toilet. She was going to have to find a way to keep him away from that. She just didn’t know how yet. “No toilets!” she commanded.

	“Yeah, I know,” Chad agreed sheepishly.

	“What time do you go to work in the morning?”

	“It’s not that far from here. I’ll probably have to leave here a little before eight.”

	“Good. I don’t have to be to work till nine. I’ll be here before you go to work to check your diapers.” She turned to walk back to the door, then stopped with one more thought. “And I want you to drink another large glass full of water before you go to bed.”

	“I don’t have any glasses yet,” Chad replied, feeling a bit cocky over the answer.

	Mel thought for a moment. She was about to bring him one of hers, but then she remembered something else. “You have baby bottles don’t you?”

	“Yeah,” he admitted sheepishly.

	“Then two of those before bed! See you in the morning.”

	Chad was finally left alone. It had been an interesting day. Were they really doing this? That answer was oddly clear. Yes, they really were. That thought alone fueled his raging desire. He went into the bathroom and pulled his diaper down and masturbated into the toilet. Then, because he could, he peed into it too. He thought about work tomorrow. He could do the same thing there too and Mel wouldn’t even know. She might make things difficult for him when he was home, and he had no doubt that she would, but while he was at work, there was nothing she could do. He was going to win this bet. And it was going to be easier than he thought.

	 


Chapter 3 (Monday – week 1 - Part 1)

	Chad didn’t drink any of the bottles of water the previous night. He did wet his diapers, once, but not till after he got up in the morning. And then it was only in case Mel might check. He did have to get up several times during the night to pull his diapers down and pee normally into the toilet. But there was no way that Mel could ever know that.

	His new apartment was a lot closer to work than where he used to live. That was one of the reasons he had picked it. He was now dressed and ready for work but it was still too early. He grabbed one of his baby bottles that he had stashed out of sight and washed it, then left it out on his kitchen counter so that Mel would think he had done as she told him to. He just hoped he hadn’t forgotten anything.

	At seven thirty, there was a knock on his door. “Finally,” he said quietly to himself. He was ready to get to work, and perhaps stop for some coffee along the way. He opened his door and Mel walked in, eyeing him critically.

	“Are you wearing your diaper?”

	It was a really dumb question, but Chad realized she probably had to ask. “Yes, I am.”

	“Let me see,” she ordered.

	Chad rolled his eyes a bit and undid his pants and pulled them down. She seemed satisfied.

	“Ok,” she said as she headed toward his kitchen. Chad pulled his pants back up again as he followed her. Mel grabbed the baby bottle he had left by the sink and held it up. “Did you drink from this last night?”

	“Two, like you said,” Chad lied.

	Mel wasn’t at all sure. She had no way of knowing what he did and that was frustrating. In the back of her mind, she had this feeling that he was lying, probably about a few things, but she had no way of proving anything. She filled the baby bottle from the sink and handed it to him. “Drink!”

	Chad rolled his eyes again and put the thing to his mouth and began sucking on it while she leaned against his counter and watched him. As usual, his mouth began to get tired after a few minutes and he stopped more and more often to rest.

	Mel glanced at her watch. “You’re going to have to hurry if you want to make it to work on time.”

	“This isn’t easy!” Chad complained. “I get tired real fast. I don’t know how babies do it so easily.”

	Mel smiled. “Maybe you just need more practice.” Her comment actually sent thrills down his spine. He kept drinking.

	Finally, he finished and handed the bottle to Mel. “Ok,” she said. “You’d better get to work. Remember, no toilets!”

	“I know,” Chad replied.

	Mel reached into her purse and pulled out a card. “Here’s my private cell number. Call me if you have any questions or problems. If I’m busy, you may have to leave a message. She reached into her purse again and pulled out a pen. “What’s your number?” Chad told her. “Ok, remember what I said.”

	“I will,” Chad replied as they both headed for his door.

	A little while later, Chad was once again at work in his cubicle. His job designing and maintaining web sites was in reality a very lonely one. Often, he hardly talked with anyone in person all day long. Most of his communicating was done either by email or by phone. But the solidarity of the work made doing things like wearing diapers to work once in a while all that much easier.

	Normally, whenever he wore diapers to work, he would barely drink or eat anything all day so he wouldn’t have to wet them too much. Of course during those play times, he really did want to use his diapers – like a baby. But this time he was out to win a bet. He had purposely not fastened the diaper as tightly to make it easier to pull it down whenever he had to use the bathroom. He reached for the extra large coffee cup he had allowed himself and took a sip. Much better than all the water he had drank last night. He leaned back in his chair and dreamed. This little bet might be difficult at times, but overall he expected he was going to have a lot of fun. And there was no way he could lose. As he thought about how easy it was going to be for him to win, he had another thought. “I wonder if she’ll spring for a new pool table for my apartment when this is all over? She did say anything.”

	“Hi Mel,” Andrea said as Mel walked into the office. As usual, Mel’s arms were laden with her laptop, her briefcases, and her purse. She walked into her office and dumped them as she usually did on the couch there. Andrea followed her in, her own hands full of papers. “Mr. Cravin called again. He’s coming in later this morning to update his will… again.”

	Mel rolled her eyes. “Again? This is the third time in the last few months.”

	“Fourth. You have two clients first, property closure and then that accident lawsuit. And don’t forget court right after lunch.”

	Mel nodded. It was the usual stuff. “Ok,” she sighed. “I’m on it.” But what she really wanted was to get back to planning for winning the bet she had made. But Andrea didn’t leave as she normally did. Mel looked up at her.

	“Look,” Andrea began, “I know I’m not supposed to be asking about this, but… well, I did see some of the end of what was written in that contract I witnessed yesterday. And… well… I was just wondering if you would tell me about it, that’s all.”

	Mel really didn’t know if she should tell her or not, but Andrea was a good friend… and she could be trusted. “Close the door first,” she said. Mel spent a few minutes outlining most of what was going on. Andrea went from unbelieving to outright laughing to unbelieving again.

	“Oh God, please keep me informed on everything!” Andrea finally said as Mel got to the end. “This is going to be better than a soap opera.”

	“I will,” Mel agreed. Then she glanced at her watch. “But now it looks like I have to hurry. I’ll bet the first clients are already here.”

	“They have been for the last half hour,” Andrea replied. “Oh… don’t forget your therapy this afternoon too. Do you need me to cancel it?”

	“No. I’m probably going to really need it this time.” Andrea laughed. Mel thought about her therapy sessions that she went to every week. Not normal therapy, relaxation therapy. It was one of the few highlights of her life.

	It wasn’t until the middle of the afternoon that Mel had time to get back to planning for what she was going to do with Chad… or maybe it was more like what she was going to do to Chad. One thing she knew for sure, she was going to have to get a lot tougher. She was capable of being very tough, but this was a whole new direction for her. Her plan so far seemed like a mental spiral to her. Starting out in one place and forever spiraling downward to the eventual end, which in this case was the end of Chad’s ability to control himself and the beginning of his real servitude to her. Chad was interested in the baby stuff and the crossdressing. She would use all of that in ever increasing amounts – especially the baby stuff. She wanted him to associate having no control like a baby to being ever more of a baby himself. She laughed at the mental image she had of him for the future. Absolutely ridiculous, and absolutely under her thumb.

	When Chad got off from work, he started to head straight home, but he remembered half-way there that Mel had wanted a key to his apartment. He wasn’t exactly thrilled about that, but he also wasn’t exactly sure about how much choice he really had either. That contract was really something. And she was a lawyer. He had no doubt that somehow it could all turn out to be perfectly legal. He turned around and headed for the hardware store instead to get another key made.

	When he was done, he hurried home. He wasn’t sure what time she would get home, but he felt safer if he could check first. Her car wasn’t in the parking lot. That was a good sign. Once inside his apartment, he allowed himself to wet his diaper for the first time that day – just in case. Then he took it off and replaced it with a fresh one. But now he was hungry and she wasn’t home yet. He had no food in the house. Should he get some, or wait for her. He decided to try calling her to find out.

	Mel’s cell phone rang as she was walking from her car to her therapy session. She was only a little surprised to see that the call was from Chad. “Hello.”

	“Uh, this is Chad.”

	“Yes, I know. What do you want? I’m busy.”

	“I just wanted to know if I could go get something to eat or if you wanted me to wait for you?”

	That was a nice thought, Mel decided. “I’m going to be a while yet. You’d better get something for yourself. Oh, and make sure you get a large drink with it!”

	“Ok,” Chad replied. “No problem.”

	“Are you wet?”

	“Not right now. I just changed myself after work.”

	That made sense to Mel. She really needed a better way to keep tabs on him. “Ok, I’ve got to go. See you later.” She walked into her therapist’s office with only thoughts of how she was going to handle Chad on her mind.

	Mel’s relaxation therapy was just that. A professional relaxation session. It took all the cares and stress of her life and for a little while, threw them all away. It relaxed her mind and body both. From the moment she had tried it, she had been hooked. As she laid back on the comfortable chaise and relaxed, she let the aroma of the incense fill her lungs. She breathed it in deeply. How luxurious.

	“You seemed a bit pre-occupied today when you came in,” Gloria, her therapist noted.

	“Yeah, maybe,” Mel replied as she closed her eyes.

	“So what’s eating you?”

	Mel didn’t know why, but a long time ago she had started sharing everything with Gloria. It really seemed to help. And this time was no different. She talked for most of her allotted half-hour about Chad and what she was doing. Fortunately, Gloria didn’t seem at all shocked. In fact, she had seemed more than a bit interested.

	Near the end of Mel’s session, Gloria asked, “Have you thought about using hypnosis on him?”

	“Yeah, but from everything I’ve read, all those recordings you can buy don’t really work.”

	“How about a live hypnotist?”

	“Why? Do you know one who would do it?”

	“I might.” That got Mel’s full attention. “Tell you what, as you know I keep some evenings open for group sessions. I have Thursday evening free right now. Why don’t you bring him by for some nice group relaxation? Just the two of you together. I’m sure he’ll love it. And maybe we can even sneak a little something else into the session. I’ve been known to dabble a bit with hypnosis and I’ll see what I can do with him. Of course, I’d have to charge you double.”

	Mel didn’t care one bit about the cost. “Could you really?”

	“I can try. I can’t guarantee it will help at all, but like I said, I can try.”

	“That would be great!” Then Mel had another idea, “Oh, is there any way you can do it so he doesn’t know he’s been hypnotized?”

	Gloria smiled at the idea. “Like I said, I can try. We’ll have to start slow though and it’s probably going to take more than one session.”

	“If it helps, I don’t care!”

	After her therapy session, Mel went grocery shopping. Her research had given her some ideas for drinks that would hopefully make Chad pee a lot. As she searched the shelves she came across another item that suddenly struck her as possibly being useful. She picked up several boxes before she headed home.

	 


Chapter 3 (Monday – week 1 - Part 2)

	Chad was getting bored in his apartment with no TV and only one chair to sit in. So he was really glad when his cell phone finally rang.

	“Diapers, shirt, heels, and nothing else! Oh, and bring a baby bottle!” the voice on the other end said. No hello or anything else. But Chad jumped at the command. He just wasn’t all that sure about going out through his door with no pants and wearing the heels. But he didn’t have a whole lot of choice. Besides, he was bored.

	Fortunately, he was only going to the next apartment. Unfortunately, his heels were making an awful lot of noise as he walked. Also unfortunately, someone else was coming out of her apartment on the opposite side of his. He knocked quickly on Mel’s door, but the darn woman was taking her sweet time answering it. The woman who had come out of her apartment was staring directly at him. He knocked again. Finally, Mel opened the door and he nearly pushed her out of the way trying to get inside. “Somebody saw me,” he gasped.

	Mel smiled slyly. “Awww. Get used to it. Maybe we should invite them in to see what else you’re wearing.” She opened the door to look out.

	“No! Please,” Chad pleaded. Fortunately, Mel closed the door again.

	“Shirt off!” she commanded quickly.

	As soon as Chad was dressed in only what she wanted him wearing, she took his baby bottle from him and led the way into the kitchen. There was a pot of something sitting on the stove. Chad couldn’t tell by the smell what was in it. Mel filled the bottle from her sink and handed it to him. “Sit on the floor over there and don’t get up!”

	Chad sat down on the tile floor and put the bottle to his mouth to start drinking. Mel went back to the pot she had on the stove and stirred whatever was inside before putting the lid back on again. “I think that should sit a bit more,” she said before she walked away, leaving him alone on the floor. As Chad sat there drinking from the baby bottle, he couldn’t help but think about how much like a baby he felt doing it, and that feeling was thrilling to him.

	Mel didn’t come back again till he was almost finished. She glanced at him, then checked her pot again. As Chad continued to finish his bottle, he watched her grab a large spoon and begin taking what looked like tea bags out of the pot and throw them away.

	“I’m finished,” Chad finally said as she was working. She barely glanced at him. “You’ll have to sit there and wait. I’m a bit busy right now,” she said as if she were talking to a child. She finally poured whatever was in the pot into a large pitcher and put that into her refrigerator. “There,” she finally said, closing the door. That’s all ready.” She took the baby bottle from his hand and put it up on the counter. “Did you get a key for me?” she asked.

	“Yes,” he replied, still sitting where he was.

	“Well?”

	He felt like such a child. He got up immediately and got the key for her from the rest of his keys.

	“Thank you,” she said as he handed it to her – again like she was speaking to a child. And he was loving it completely.

	She opened her pantry closet and brought out a bucket and a scrub brush. She filled the bucket with hot water from her sink and added some cleaner to it. Then she put it on the floor in front of him. “Start scrubbing,” she commanded. “On your knees,” she added. Then she left him again.

	Chad sighed. Some of this was fun, and some of it wasn’t.

	A few minutes later she poked her head around the corner and said, “I’ll be back in a few minutes. I expect to see some progress when I get back.” And then she was gone. She had said she would only be a few minutes so he dared not stop working.

	She was gone longer than he thought, but when she came back she immediately went to the kitchen to check on him. He was almost done, fortunately.

	“Ohhh. You’re doing pretty good I see,” she said as she headed straight for the refrigerator. “Have you wet yet?”

	“Not yet he replied as he threw the scrub brush into the bucket and started to stand up again.

	“Ah, ah, ah,” she warned him. “Babies stay on the floor today.” He sat back down in a state of shock. She could be so good sometimes.

	Mel pulled the pitcher she had put into the refrigerator earlier out again and set it on the counter. Then she grabbed his baby bottle and filled it from the pitcher before putting the pitcher away again. “Here,” she said as she handed him the bottle. “Time for your bottle.”

	It hadn’t been all that long since he finished the last one, but he took it reluctantly and started sucking on it again. The liquid was still warm, almost hot, and it tasted very strong and strange. “What is this?” he asked making a face. He really didn’t like it.

	“Green tea. It’s good for you, so drink it up.”

	He forced himself to bring the bottle back to his lips and continue sucking. By the time he finished it, he really did have to pee. Since he wasn’t supposed to stand up, and not knowing what else to do, he called out, “I’m finished.”

	Mel came back into the kitchen only seconds later. “Did you pee yet?”

	“Not yet, but I’m getting to where I’m going to have to soon,” he admitted.

	“You better do it fast, or you’ll be more than sorry. Now follow me.” Chad started to get to his feet. “And crawl like the baby you are!” Chad instantly dropped back down again and crawled behind her. “Are you peeing yet she said as she walked without turning around.”

	“Not yet,” he replied.

	“You might want to…” she said, leaving him to wonder what she had in store for him next.

	Deciding to err on the cautious side, he wet himself as well as he could while he crawled. An interesting experience he decided. “I wet myself he told her.”

	“It’s about time,” she replied as she headed into her bathroom. Chad crawled in behind her. “Ok, now strip. Completely!”

	While Chad worked on removing one high heel, she started the water running in the tub, then, because he was slow, she went to work on his other shoe. After that it was just a matter of removing his wet diaper and plastic panties. “Into the tub,” she ordered.

	Fortunately, the water was nice and warm. Chad felt nice and relaxed in it – till she brought out her razor. “You’re not…”

	“Yes I am,” she replied, leaving no doubt that she was going to shave him completely.

	She took a very long time about it and was very thorough, even shaving his private parts completely. By the time he was finished, the only hair he had left was his eyebrows and the hair on top of his head. “Much better,” she remarked as she finally allowed him to get out of the tub and handed him a towel.

	“What am I supposed to wear?” He asked. The diaper he had worn earlier was wet and he couldn’t put it back on again.

	Mel smiled slyly and handed him his plastic panties and his high heels. Then she led him back out into the living room where she handed him his shirt to put back on again. Before she took him back to his apartment, she went back to the kitchen and got the pitcher of green tea and handed it to him. “Carry this,” she commanded. Then she grabbed his keys and wallet along with her purse and led the way out of her apartment. Once again, Chad wanted to die for being dressed as he was outside. Fortunately, all was fairly quiet outside, but Mel did take her sweet time opening his door for him again. As usual, Chad got back inside as fast as he could.

	Mel grabbed the pitcher from him and sent him to his room to get re-diapered for the night. “Oh, and Chad, from now on, two diapers every night when you go to bed.”

	“Two? Why?”

	“Make that three!” she said almost angrily.

	“Three!”

	“Do you want to try for four?”

	Chad got the point and shut up. “I’m going to have to get more diapers tomorrow,” he said quietly.

	“You’re going to have to get more than that. Tomorrow night, I want you to have baby powder, baby lotion, and at least four bags of diapers on hand. Got all that?”

	Chad’s eyes went wide, but he nodded his head. “I’ll get them.”

	“Oh, and Chad, I read that if you slit the crotch of all the inside diapers then the excess pee can drain through to the next one. Make sure you do that from now on too.”

	Chad just nodded his head and headed into the bathroom where his diapers were. But when he got there, the first thing he noticed was his toilet. It was still his toilet, but she had managed to make it totally useless to him. It was wrapped in layer after layer of plastic cling wrap. As he looked closer, under one of the top layers was a piece of masking tape that went over the lid and under the rest of the toilet. She had put the date and then signed her name on the tape before wrapping more cling wrap over that too. There was no way at all that he could remove any of it without her knowing it. The bitch had managed to find a way to completely block him from using it. He would be stuck using his diapers completely whenever he wasn’t at work.

	Mel said nothing at all to Chad about her handiwork to his toilet. She didn’t have to. But the look on his face had been absolutely priceless. Something she would never forget for a very long time. While he was diapering himself, she found the other two baby bottles that were still in his apartment and brought them into the kitchen where she rinsed them out and filled them with the green tea. Then she took more masking tape and wrapped them around the lid so that he couldn’t unscrew them without her knowing about it. She took one further precaution of writing her name on the tape of each one. Chad would be forced to drink both bottles.

	When she left that night, she left a slightly bewildered and also very horny Chad, sucking on one of his baby bottles as he sat on his blow-up mattress. The thickness of three diapers between his legs felt strange. He also had to pee again. He realized he had no choice so he let himself wet his diapers. He wanted to get off badly so he began rubbing himself through the diapers, but the thickness of the diapers was preventing him from getting very hard, especially now that they were wet.

	Reluctantly, he finally laid back down on his mattress and sucked on his bottle while he tried to figure out the best way to get around what she had done to his toilet. It was going to make things a bit more difficult. Of course, he finally realized, he could always pee into the tub and she would never know it. But what if he had to do something else? He had been very careful about relieving himself in the toilet at work today so that he wouldn’t have to mess his diapers while he was at home. That would certainly continue to work during the week, but what if he had to do it some other time? That might not be so much fun.

	As Mel left Chad’s apartment, she finally broke out in total laughter. She had gotten him good tonight and she knew it. Now, if only that green tea would do what it was supposed to…

	 


Chapter 4 (Tuesday – week 1 - Part 1)

	Chad spent a very restless night since the green tea did indeed stimulate his system. Twice he got up and had to struggle to get the mass of three wet diapers down so he could pee into his tub. The first time he did it, he masturbated into the tub too because his need was just too great. But then he had to pull all those diapers back up again and it was proving to be very difficult and time consuming. As his stimulated system continued to tell him all too often that he had to pee, eventually, he gave up trying to use the tub and just allowed himself to wet the thick diapers instead, which only made them thicker. The extra bulk between his legs also made it more uncomfortable for him to sleep since eventually it was getting more and more difficult to put his legs together. He didn’t doze off solidly for a very long time.

	Mel set her alarm very early. Way too early for her, but she had something she needed to do before Chad went to work. She hoped he wasn’t up yet, although she figured he should be getting up very soon. She dressed quickly and then grabbed the pitcher of green tea from her refrigerator and went out and slipped into his apartment. Everything was quiet, he was still asleep. She set the pitcher of tea on the kitchen counter and went into his room and turned on the light. “Wake up baby!”

	The light and Mel’s voice startled Chad, he had finally fallen sound asleep. He was absolutely shocked to wake up and see Mel standing there. “What?” he said sleepily.

	“Time for babies to get up.” Mel explained. She walked over and found one of the baby bottles he had finished last night and examined it. Empty. “Good baby,” she said. “Where’s the other one?”

	“In the kitchen.” Chad was still so tired he could barely comprehend what was going on. All he wanted to do was to go back to sleep again.

	“Better get up,” Mel told him, or you’re going to be late.

	Chad glanced at his watch. “Oh hell.” He rubbed his eyes. “I didn’t sleep hardly at all last night.” Then a bit more angrily he added, “I kept having to pee!”

	Mel smiled wickedly. “Gooood baby.” Then she got up and left him. While Chad was shaving his face, she filled both bottles with the green tea again. Since it took him so long to finish the bottles, she handed him one of them to drink before he took his shower. She made him sit on the floor while he drank it, still in his obviously soaked diapers. She had been thrilled when she saw him have to waddle as he moved around because his diapers were so thick. Something to remember.

	While Chad was busy drinking the tea, Mel poked around again at the clothes he had. She wasn’t really very interested in his male clothes, although she looked at them carefully too. She was more interested in his female clothes. He really needed more she decided. A lot more. She found his bras and panties and a pair of pantyhose he had and examined them carefully. He needed more of those too – although obviously not the panties.

	“I’m done,” Chad said as he finally finished his bottle. The problem now, was that he had to pee again.

	“Into the shower and be quick about it,” he heard Mel call from his bedroom.

	He gladly pulled off the ton of diapers he was wearing. Wow were they soaked – and they were heavy. Then he got into the shower. But the shower water was making him have to pee all that much more. Smiling slyly, he allowed himself the luxury of peeing in the shower instead of his diapers.

	When he got out of the shower, Mel was waiting for him, leaning against the bathroom doorway. She watched as he dried himself off completely. “You look much nicer without all that hair,” she commented.

	Chad didn’t even blush, he was still too tired. He reached for the diaper he had set out for himself, and found two there instead. “Two?” he said shocked and angry. Then he saw Mel’s face get angry and before she could say anything else, he quickly added, “Ok, no problem. I’ll wear two today.”

	“You’re leaning,” Mel replied. “It was very close to three.”

	“I’m sorry,” Chad said. “It just surprised me, that’s all. But the extra bulk… Someone at work might notice.”

	“Tough! Live with it.” Her tone of voice left him no room for argument. “In fact,” she continued, “get used to it. Because from now on, I never want you to be wearing less than two diapers. Ever!”

	Chad nearly had a fit. There was now so much more chance for people to see what he was wearing under his clothes. What was he going to do? But then what could he do about it. The darn woman was making his life more and more difficult. But then, wasn’t that what he was craving? Suddenly, he was incredibly horny again.

	As soon as he got his plastic panties over top of his diapers, Mel handed him the pair of pantyhose she had found. “Wear these too. And while you’re stocking up on supplies tonight, get three more pair.”

	Chad wasn’t at all against wearing the pantyhose under his pants to work. He had done it a few times before and it was fun. When he realized that the pantyhose would also probably help disguise his thicker diapers he was even happier about it.

	Mel let Chad finish getting dressed. Then, before she let him go to work, she handed him the second baby bottle. She just pointed to the floor and Chad sat down to drink it. This time, he seemed to finish it a bit quicker. “I think you’re getting faster at it,” she said as she took the bottle from him. As she finally followed him out of his apartment, she stopped to offer one more comment. “Have a good day… baby.” Then she turned and went back to her own apartment.

	Chad stared after her again. “Baby,” she had said. She seemed to be using that word often now and every time the word sent chills of pleasure down his spine. Damn the woman could be fun.

	When Mel got to work, Andrea followed her into her office as she usually did, but this time, instead of reminding her about her appointments and things, Andrea wanted nothing more than to hear how things were going with Chad. A few minutes later, she was squealing with laughter.

	“As I see it now,” Mel told her, “my biggest concern is keeping him from removing his diapers. I saw a few ideas on the internet, but I need to look into it a bit more. That’s one of my priorities for this morning.”

	The look on Andrea’s face changed suddenly to serious. “No it’s not! You’ve got a full schedule today. Is this something that I can research for you while you’re meeting with clients?”

	Mel thought about that for a few seconds. “I don’t see why not. It would be a great help.”

	“Good,” Andrea replied. “This research might actually be fun.” They both laughed at that. “Now, Mr. Gromer is in conference room two waiting for you, and then…”

	Chad was getting thirsty. After his first cup of coffee that morning he had had to use the bathroom again. Having to pull down the pantyhose plus the two diapers was a lot more difficult than having to deal with just one diaper. But not all that hard. It was just a nuisance enough to make him limit how much he had to drink all day. Besides, he figured that Mel would probably be shoving baby bottles full of that rancid tea down his throat all night again. What a pain. The stuff tasted awful and besides, it had woken him up at least a dozen times during the night because he kept having to pee. But there could be little doubt that overall he was having a lot of fun.

	Mel didn’t get time to sit down with Andrea to discuss what to do with Chad till late in the day. Andrea had a folder she had made full of printouts from the internet. “Now here are some of the options I came up with,” she said as she laid the folder in front of Mel.

	Mel looked at each of them carefully. One she really loved, but it had to be ordered from the internet. She pulled that one aside to take care of soon. But some of the other ideas that Andrea had come up with were definitely interesting and could be purchased locally. One in particular she decided to act on later that night. Strangely, she realized that the thought of it was actually stimulating her.

	As soon as she finished with Andrea, she took the one printout she had set aside and went to the website. But there she saw a few other things that caught her eye too. The order was expensive, but she hoped it would be worth it.

	When Chad left work, he went to one drug store to buy his diapers, then another one to get the baby powder and lotion, then still another one to get the pantyhose. There was no way he could ever get all those things at the same time in the same place. People would wonder for sure what he was doing.

	When he got back to his apartment, he noticed that Mel’s car wasn’t there yet. That was pretty much what he figured. That would mean that he would have a little while every day after work to fix things so she wouldn’t know what he really was doing. The woman was going to lose, and lose big. He walked around his living room where he wanted his pool table to go. Yeah, it was going to be great!

	When Mel got home, she immediately went to see Chad. She knocked on his door this time, even though she had her own key. He opened it fairly quickly. “Hi Chad,” she said as she walked in.

	“Hi Mel, he replied. “I was just trying to envision what kind of furniture I want in here when I win. Will you spring for a pool table? You did say anything.”

	Mel laughed. “What do you mean when you win? No chance buddy!”

	“I’m not going to lose,” he replied.

	“Neither am I!”

	The two of them just looked at each other and grinned. Finally, Mel said, “Yeah, if you win, a pool table will be up to you.”

	“Yes!” Chad exclaimed. “It’s going to be so great!”

	“Don’t count your chickens before they’re hatched.” Mel walked around his living room looking at it critically. “I’m thinking maybe some pretty pink ruffled curtains… maybe a doll collection on the wall over here…”

	“A doll collection! No way. That’s where the rack for the pool cues is going to go.”

	“Don’t bet on it!”

	“We already did, and I’m going to win.”

	Mel just looked at him slyly. “We’ll just have to see now, won’t we?”

	“Yeah, we will!”

	“Ok then, first things first. “Have you eaten yet?”

	“No, I was waiting to make sure you didn’t need me for anything first.”

	“Good,” she replied. “Ok, show me your diapers.” Chad dutifully pulled his pants down to show her what he was wearing, he had changed into two fresh diapers and he still had the pantyhose on. “I take it you changed your diapers when you got home?”

	“Yeah, I needed it.”

	Mel wasn’t at all sure, but there was nothing she could do about it. She led the way into his bedroom and ordered him to take his shirt off while she started to poke through his things again. As soon as he did, she handed him one of the bras she had found earlier.

	Chad’s eyes nearly popped out of his head. “You can’t be serious!”

	She turned and headed for his closet. “I guess you want to wear one of your skirts to dinner to.”

	“No!” Chad cried in alarm. “I didn’t mean it. I’ll wear the bra.”

	Mel turned back toward him. “You know, I’m getting awfully tired of you second guessing me. If I wasn’t so hungry right now I’d blister your backside good. In fact, I still may do it later.”

	“Sorry,” Chad said contritely. “I’m trying. But this isn’t exactly easy for me.”

	“Like I said before, get used to it. I guarantee, it’s going to get worse!” There wasn’t any hint of sympathy in Mel’s voice at all.

	Chad just gulped and awkwardly fastened the bra around his chest. He had no doubt at all that Mel would make things progressively more difficult for him. But wasn’t that what he secretly craved? Right now, he wasn’t so sure anymore.

	As Mel drove them out toward one of the local restaurants, Chad tried to get used to the bra he was wearing under his shirt. At least it wasn’t one of his padded bras, that would have been much worse, but he wasn’t at all sure about how noticeable the bra he was wearing would be under the shirt he had on. But what could he do about it if it could be seen? Nothing.

	Dinner was actually uneventful, except that Mel insisted that he drink a lot more than he wanted to. Fortunately, she also picked up the check, which Chad considered a bonus. Let her spend all she wanted on him. It only saved him money in the long run.

	But after dinner, Mel drove directly to the mall and went into one of the bigger department stores there. Chad followed her around quietly as she made her way slowly through the women’s department. Several times she looked at various clothing items. He was relieved when the ones she took off the racks she held up against herself and not him. She was obviously looking for things for herself. But eventually, she wound up in the lingerie department where she told Chad to stay where he was and wait for her while she tried to find some help. Chad began to get nervous, but so far, things were going just fine.

	Mel came back with a saleswoman a few minutes later and followed the woman over to a drawer against the wall where they both looked through whatever was in it carefully. Finally, Mel looked over at Chad. “Chad, get over here.”

	Chad’s nervousness grew, but he went. When he got there, Mel was holding some kind of large woman’s girdle in her hands. “Stand right there,” she told him. Then she proceeded to hold the thing up against him to see how it might fit – and she did it right in front of the saleswoman who was obviously very amused. The garment wasn’t exactly a girdle but some kind of thing that looked more like an all in one foundation garment, since it combined a bra and a long line panty girdle all in one. “I’m not sure,” Mel was saying. “Do you think it might be too big?”

	“I think it might be alright,” the saleswoman replied. “You can always hold up the smaller one and check that instead.”

	Mel grabbed another one and held that up against Chad. Both Mel and the saleswoman looked at it critically. “I’m not sure,” the saleswoman said, sounding a bit skeptic. “I think it might fit, but it also might be a bit too tight. Of course you can always adjust the shoulder straps.

	Mel nodded. “Yeah, that should work.” She finally took the thing away from Chad then she said, “I’ll take two.”

	Chad wasn’t exactly happy. The thing had looked like it would be a royal pain. But unfortunately, Mel wasn’t done humiliating him yet. “Have you wet your diapers yet?” she asked – right in front of the saleswoman.

	Chad clearly saw the woman’s shock. “Not yet,” he admitted.

	“But you do have to pee now, don’t you?” Mel continued.

	“Yes,” Chad had to admit.

	Mel seemed to look more satisfied. “Then do it now!”

	Chad looked horrified. He was about to say that he couldn’t, but the stern look on Mel’s face made him stop. “Please,” he said softly, knowing that Mel would understand that he didn’t really want to wet himself in front of this strange woman.

	“Do it! We’re waiting!”

	Chad realized he wasn’t going to have a choice in the matter. It actually wasn’t easy for him to relax himself enough under the circumstances, but eventually he managed it and wet his diapers. “I did it,” he said softly as soon as he was done.

	“What?” Mel asked. “You’ll have to speak louder. We couldn’t hear you.”

	“I did it,” Chad replied a bit louder.

	“You did what?” Mel asked.

	“I wet my diapers.”

	The woman totally burst out in laughter. Chad was so humiliated he wanted to crawl into a deep hole and never come out.

	Before they left the department store, Mel made one more purchase for Chad. She bought him a baby doll nighty to wear to bed from now on. The nighty he secretly loved and was looking forward to, but that other thing she had bought, he already knew he wasn’t going to like it one bit.

	 


Chapter 4 (Tuesday – week 1 - Part 2)

	When they got home, Mel took Chad straight to her apartment where she sat him down on the kitchen floor again and immediately gave him another bottle of the green tea to drink while she busied herself elsewhere. When he finally finished the bottle, he called for her. “I’m finished.”

	Mel immediately came back into the kitchen. “Did you wet again?”

	“Not yet.” Mel took his bottle from him and refilled it with the tea again. “I’m going to have to make some more of this soon,” she noted. Then she handed him the bottle again. “You can stop drinking as soon as you wet yourself again. So I suggest you get to it.”

	Chad reluctantly took the bottle and put it back to his lips. He had already had more than enough of her nasty tasting tea. It was a few minutes though before he fully realized that he could stop drinking it if he just wet himself. So he did. “I wet again,” he called out.

	Mel came back almost immediately and took the bottle from him. “It’s about time. Now follow me… and crawl!”

	Chad was glad to be done with the baby bottle, at least for a while. He was also glad that she seemed to be continuing the baby bit again, although today there hadn’t been any of the babying lilt to her voice. In fact, she sounded mostly angry.

	As soon as they got into the living room, she ordered him to strip. Completely. He was more than a bit surprised by that, but he did as he was told. “Crawl over here,” she said, pointing to the edge of her coffee table. He did that too. “Now bend over it!”

	Chad was more than a bit apprehensive about doing that, but he did so, reluctantly. The next thing he knew, she was pulling on his left arm and tying it tightly to a piece of rope that she pulled out from under the couch. “Hold still!” she ordered. This was something new for Chad. He had fantasized about bondage of course, but had never done it. Now, the reality of it left him feeling all too vulnerable and exposed. A minute later, his right arm was also stretched, tied tightly to the other leg of her sofa. She walked around behind him and kicked his knees. “Spread them… wide!” He tried to do as she said, but it was difficult in the position he was in since much of his weight was resting on them. “Wider!” she ordered. He did the best he could. A moment later, she was tying more rope around his knees and stretching them apart, tying them to the opposite legs of the coffee table. Chad couldn’t move.

	Mel came over and leaned close to his head and spoke into his ear. “You’ve been bad, haven’t you?” Chad didn’t say anything. “Don’t worry, I know you have.” She paused and walked around to talk in his other ear. “Do you remember what it says in our contract? You have to do anything and everything I tell you to. Period! No questions, no second guessing, everything!” She paused again and walked around behind him. “But you haven’t done everything like I told you to, did you?” She came back to the first ear again. I know perfectly well that you’ve been pulling down your diapers and using the toilet, probably mostly at work. Don’t deny it, I know it. Since we started, there hasn’t been the least little evidence of you making a mess in your diapers at all. None! And nobody can go that long. So I’m more than sure you’re peeing in the toilet too.” She stood back up and walked around to his other ear again. “Now, to be honest, I wouldn’t normally care that much, as long as you keep going, but I read in a few places that you need to stop associating using the toilet with when you have to pee. Otherwise, you hold back too much. So going in your diapers – all the time! – is really the best option. Don’t you agree?”

	Chad still didn’t say anything. Actually, he didn’t think she wanted him to say anything.

	“So,” she continued, “the question remains, what are we going to do with you? I know you want to win this bet, but so do I. And I don’t like losing! So tonight I’m going to punish you and the next time I catch you doing something you shouldn’t, I promise you, the punishment will be twice as bad. Understand?”

	Chad pulled a bit more desperately against his ropes. He was starting to get very nervous now. He finally nodded his head and just said, “Uh huh,” as he pulled and struggled with no hope of release.

	Mel walked away from him for a few minutes, then she finally came back. She was behind him so he couldn’t really see her. There was a quick woshing sound and he suddenly felt a sharp pain across his backside. She had hit him with something. “Ouch!” he yelled as his body jerked from the sudden pain. She waited a moment then did it again. “Ouch!” he yelled again. Whatever she was using on him really stung. She did it a third time. “Are you enjoying this? She asked.

	“No! It hurts!”

	“Good! Then maybe you’ll remember this since we’re just getting started!” Then she quickly began bringing whatever she was hitting him with down on him over and over again. Fast and hard. Chad struggled against his bonds for all he was worth, but the only thing he could move was his legs from the knees down, and that did nothing to stop her.

	Eventually she stopped. Chad was breathing hard, almost hyperventilating. He wanted to cry. But Mel wasn’t releasing him yet. Instead, he felt her grab is ankles and tied them both together. A minute later, there was a rope running from his ankles to a heavy chair on the other side of the room. Now he couldn’t even move them.

	Again, Mel brought whatever she was hitting him with down on his backside. It felt like it was on fire. “Are you learning your lesson yet?”

	“Yes,” Chad got out. It almost sounded like he was sobbing.

	“Then let’s just make sure, shall we?” Then she began hitting him all over again and he began going wild again. Fortunately, it didn’t last as long this time. “Are you going to misbehave anymore?” she asked.

	There were real tears coming out of his eyes. “No,” he sobbed.

	“Good.” She walked away from him again. Chad expected her to untie him, but she didn’t, she had just left him there like that. She was back a few minutes later but still she didn’t untie him. “Don’t go anywhere now,” she teased. And he heard her walk out her door.

	Chad pulled weakly on his ropes again in vain. His backside was on fire. He hurt all over. The bondage and spanking might have been the stuff of his fantasies, but this was not fun, not at all. He hoped Mel wouldn’t leave him like that for long. He desperately wanted to move his aching arms and legs, not to mention rub his sore bottom. She had made her point – in spades – but that didn’t really mean much. He would still do everything he could to thwart her. He actually smiled at the thought through his pain. God he hoped she’d come back soon and release him. He’d have to be much more careful. He didn’t ever want to go through that again.

	It was a little while before Mel came back. When she did, she didn’t release him right away. Chad could hear her doing something on the floor behind him. “Please release me,” he asked weakly.

	“In a minute,” she replied. Chad could only wait. Finally, she came close to him. “Are you going to behave?”

	“Yes,” he agreed softly.

	“Ok, no trouble now!” Chad wasn’t in any condition to cause her the least bit of trouble. All he wanted was relief. He felt her untying his ankles, then his knees, and finally his arms. He rolled off the coffee table and onto the floor. The ability to move brought not only sweet relief, but also its own pain. He wanted to cry, to move all around, but she put her hand on his stomach. “Roll over,” she said almost kindly. Not wanting to give her any trouble at all, he weakly rolled onto his stomach. A moment later he felt something very cold being squeezed onto his burning backside. When he felt her spreading it out gently with her hand, he sighed aloud with relief. He realized that she was spreading the baby lotion he had bought earlier on him. The lotion cooled the burning, but only slightly. It did nothing to really relieve the pain.

	He felt her doing something for a few moments next to his side, but he didn’t dare look. “Roll over now,” she said and put her hand on his side to help him roll the right way. He felt himself roll onto something thick. His diapers he realized quickly. She was going to diaper him. She sprinkled the front of him liberally with baby powder, the scent smelling odd, but pleasing to his senses. Then she began pulling the diapers up and taping them firmly. The whole process was pleasing, almost relaxing, especially after the beating she had just given him. In fact, it was one of the nicer things he had experienced in a while. Eventually he felt her pull his plastic panties up his legs. He automatically lifted his bum so she could slide them all the way up. Yes, it had been a really nice experience. He started to sit up, but she pushed him back down again. “No. Stay.” He didn’t even try to get up again.

	She left him for a moment, but she was back quickly. She placed the nipple of his baby bottle between his lips and said, “Hold this.” He automatically started sucking on it. The bitter liquid actually felt good against the back of his throat.

	But then she was wrapping more rope around his wrists again. “No,” he started to say.

	“Hush!” she commanded. He had no choice. He continued to suck. She wrapped the rope from his wrists loosely around his neck so that he couldn’t pull his hands any further away. Then she was wrapping more rope around his ankles, tying them tightly together. “Pull your knees up,” she commanded. He did so. She pushed harder on his ankles to bring his bent legs together more, then she tied the rope around his bent knees to keep them that way. He wasn’t going anywhere for a while. “Just finish your bottle,” she said as she stood back up and left him again. There was really nothing else he could do. He was horribly uncomfortable, but there was nothing he could do about that either.

	He laid there and sucked on his bottle till it was finished. He heard her working and humming to herself in the kitchen. He tried to pull the bottle away from his lips, but he couldn’t get it all the way out. “I’m finished,” he called. His words were slightly distorted by the nipple between his lips.

	She came back to him and took the bottle from him. “You can just stay there and be quiet now,” she said before she left him again.

	Chad struggled against his ropes trying to get a little bit of comfort. Any movement at all was welcome. Eventually, he managed to roll over on his side which seemed to help a bit. Mel was ignoring him. He heard her moving around her apartment once in a while, but mostly he figured she was working at her desk. He tried to relax as best as he could. About an hour later she was back again. She rolled him onto his back again and placed another baby bottle full of tea against his lips. He had no choice. He grabbed it and started sucking on it again while she went back to whatever it was that she was doing. This bottle was hot again. She had made another batch of the tea.

	When he finally finished the bottle, he called her again. She came back and took the bottle to the kitchen. He rolled over on his side again for some relief. But she was right back again, pulling him back onto his back once again. But fortunately, she was untying his wrists. As soon as the rope was gone from his wrists and neck, he started to rub them to get a little relief, but she was roughly pushing him back on his side again and pulling his arm behind his back. She pushed him further and pulled his other arm behind his back too and tied his wrists again. He wanted to cry, especially when she tied the rope once again around his wrists to the rope holding his ankles together. He was more uncomfortable than ever – much.

	When she was done, she stood over him. “You can just spend the night like that and think about things. And if I hear a single sound out of you I’ll gag you too.” And then she walked away. The lights in the living room went off a few minutes later. He could just barely hear the TV playing in her bedroom. He was totally miserable.

	 


Chapter 5 (Wednesday - week 1 Part 1)

	Chad woke up when he heard Mel’s alarm clock go off. It was just getting light outside. It had been, without a doubt, the most miserable night of his life. Between being tied in an uncomfortable position and having to pee over and over again, he had gotten very little sleep – again. He was so tired he could scream.

	Mel was at his side a few minutes later, still in her nightgown and robe. He was so relieved when he realized that she was finally untying him. “Follow me into the bathroom as soon as you can,” she instructed. And then she was gone.

	Chad rolled over and painfully stretched his muscles and rubbed his arms and legs. He could hear water running in her tub. He crawled into the bathroom where she helped him get totally undressed. She helped him into the tub. Whatever she had put into the water smelled sweet and sensual. Nice. She let him just soak for a long time. He nearly fell asleep again – until she brought him another baby bottle to suck on. Reluctantly, he did so.

	When he was done, she let him get out of the tub and dry himself off while she laid three diapers out on the floor again. She coated his raw bottom with more baby lotion and had him lay down on the diapers so she could powder him and tape the diapers up. His plastic panties soon followed. But then she made him step into the all-in-one girdle she had bought the night before. The thing was a nightmare to pull on. It was so tight he could barely stand it, especially around his now well-padded backside. She adjusted the shoulder straps so they were a bit too tight and then stood back to inspect her handiwork. She was smiling broadly. He wasn’t. The thing was going to be a nightmare all day.

	She handed him a new pair of pantyhose and he put them on. “Go home and shave and get finished dressing for work,” she told him. “Come back as soon as you’re ready and you can lay on the couch. I’ll leave the door unlocked for you.”

	Chad wasn’t at all happy about going outside dressed the way he was, but she wasn’t giving him any other choice. He knew better than to tempt fate or even offer any kind of resistance just then. He quickly grabbed his keys and his wallet and went out her door and walked the short distance to his own apartment. It was early, but someone down in the parking lot was staring up at him. He ignored him and got back into his own apartment as quickly as he could.

	The darn girdle he was wearing was awfully tight. The shoulder straps dug into him almost painfully. The thickness of the three diapers he was wearing under it felt strange to him, especially as compressed as they were under the girdle. He put his hand down to touch the front of his crotch. He couldn’t even feel his cock under all that padding. Worse, he realized that there was no way he could get to it at all. The only way would be to get totally undressed which would be major difficult, not to mention getting it all back on again. And strangely, despite how tired he was, his situation was also making him very horny again. But she had fixed him so he not only couldn’t get at his diapers, but he also couldn’t get at himself to get any relief. Quite a predicament. And the more he thought about it, the hornier he got. But, he was stuck.

	It was earlier than usual for Mel, but not really all that bad. She was out of the shower and was selecting her clothes for the day when she heard the soft knock on her front door and she heard it opening. “Chad?” she called out.

	“It’s me,” he replied.

	“Go ahead and lay down on the couch and get some rest. You probably need it.” She had no doubt at all that he would do just that.

	As soon as she was mostly dressed, she walked out into her living room. Chad was indeed stretched out on her couch and looked like he was sleeping. She went into her kitchen and filled his baby bottle with another dose of the tea, then she woke him up and handed it to him. He didn’t look at all happy about it, but he started drinking it. She went back to getting ready for work. By the time she was finished, Chad had finished his bottle and was dozing peacefully once again. He was definitely getting better at drinking from the bottles now. Of course she was giving him lots of practice. And that practice was going to continue – for a very long time.

	She checked the clock. It was time. “Wake up Chad!”

	Chad jumped. He had fallen asleep finally. But the few minutes she had allowed him to sleep did nothing to ease how bone-weary tired he felt.

	“It’s time for you to go to work,” she said.

	He knew that. He checked his watch, it was indeed time. Wearily, he got up off her couch and stood up.

	Mel stopped him before he walked out the door and walked around him, examining him critically. She couldn’t really see the all-in-one girdle he was wearing under the heavy shirt he had chosen. She also couldn’t see any indication of all the diapers he was wearing under the slightly baggy pants he had on either. She ran her hand across his chest. Yes, the all-in-one was there. She ran her hand against his crotch. The diapers were there too. She was slightly surprised to find how solid his crotch felt under his pants.

	“Can you see any of it?” he asked uncertainly.

	“No, not at all,” Mel replied. She realized that she was actually disappointed about that. Chad however was obviously relieved.

	“Go to work,” she told him with a pat on his backside and watched as he walked out the door. It had been a long evening, especially for him. But he had to learn that he couldn’t get away with trying to fool her. Oddly though, this entire experience was growing on her. Stimulating her in ways that she hadn’t expected. She had to wonder what else she could make him do. Anything at all she reminded herself with a small grin.

	Chad sat at his desk and stifled a yawn. He was so tired he could barely think straight. The damn girdle she had made him wear was incredibly tight – all over. His whole body felt horribly constricted by it. He was grateful the room he worked in was kept so cool, otherwise he’d be even more miserable. “Oh God!” he swore softly. He had to pee… again. He had already wet himself twice since she had diapered him – the first time while he was shaving, then again shortly after he left for work. That damn tea she was shoving down his throat was still doing its job – a little too well. He would have loved to take off the girdle and pee normally, or even just stretch and breathe for a few minutes, but the darn thing was so tight that it had been very difficult to get on. He had no doubt it would be just as difficult to get off again. He couldn’t think of anything else to do except to pee in his diapers. At least he couldn’t think of any way around it while he was so tired. He relaxed his bladder and felt the warm pee going into his diapers again. He stifled another yawn. It was going to be a very long day, and it had only just started.

	When Mel walked into her office, Andrea was again right on her tail, waiting to hear the latest about Chad. Mel didn’t hold back anything and Andrea mostly stared at her unbelievingly as Mel told her about tying him up and beating him with her yardstick.

	“Poor guy,” Andrea finally said when Mel had finished. “That must have hurt.”

	“That poor guy is going to have to learn that whatever I tell him to do, he has to do, no matter what and no matter if he doesn’t like it at all.”

	“So what are you planning for today?”

	“Not a lot. I think I’ll let him go to bed early. Of course, he may not sleep much again since I’m planning to introduce him to something else tonight.”

	“What?”

	Mel leaned forward and smiled slyly. “I’ll tell you tomorrow.”

	Chad jolted himself up out of another mini-nap that he had just taken. He was trying as hard as he could to stay awake, but he was just too tired. At least he could go home soon, but would the bitch let him sleep? He wasn’t even sure he could ask her. “Damn,” he swore softly. He had to pee again. He had long ago lost count of the number times he had wet himself today. It had slowed down a lot since lunch hour when he didn’t dare drink anything, but never the less, he was still peeing. Once again he relaxed his bladder. His diapers were now so full that he could barely walk. When he realized at lunchtime that he was waddling too much, he had gone straight back to his desk and stayed there. He didn’t dare get up. But soon the business day would be over and he’d have to get up and leave. He figured he’d have to stay a bit later till everyone else left so nobody would see him. Another major pain!

	But then his cell phone rang. He was too tired to look to see who the call was from. “Hello.”

	“Chad, it’s Mel. Do you get off work soon?” “Yeah, but I’m going to have to stay a bit later today. At least till everyone else is gone.”

	“Why’s that?”

	Chad dropped his voice to an angry whisper. “Because my diapers are so full I can barely walk! Don’t you think that might be a bit embarrassing?” Damn the woman!

	Mel laughed. “Now that’s just what I wanted to hear. Listen, when you get out of there, don’t go home. Come straight to my office instead.”

	“What? Why?”

	“Are you questioning me again?”

	Chad backed off quickly. “No, I’m sorry. I’m just so tired that I keep falling asleep while I’m working. That darn tea you keep making me drink keeps me up all night because I have to keep peeing too much! I can’t sleep!”

	Mel laughed again. “Well then, just think how much easier sleeping will be as soon as you learn to wet yourself in your sleep.”

	Damn the woman. Chad wanted to slam his cell phone down and step on it. “I’ll be there,” he finally said reluctantly.

	“Good. Andrea will be expecting you.”

	Damn the woman!

	 


Chapter 5 (Wednesday - week 1 Part 2)

	Andrea was working on the paperwork for another will when Chad finally came waddling into the office. She nearly burst out laughing just watching his straddle legged walk. The two clients that were waiting in the office were staring at him too. He looked horribly embarrassed. The poor guy was miserable, that much was for certain.

	“Mel’s not back from court yet,” she told him as she got up from her desk. “She told me to have you wait in one of the offices in the back.” She led the way down the hall while Chad followed as fast as he was able to, which was really none too fast. The office she led him to had a beautiful leather couch. “I’ll be right back,” she told him.

	Chad headed straight for the couch and laid down. He was so tired that he felt dizzy with relief when he did so. But before he could fall asleep, Andrea was back again – and holding a large cup of coffee in her hands.

	“Mel wants you to drink this before you do anything else,” she told him.

	Chad just looked at her. Did he have to do whatever Andrea told him to do too? Ok, so Mel had sent the instructions through her. He decided to err on the cautious side again and drink the coffee. As wet as he already was, it wouldn’t even matter if he had wet himself again. He took the coffee she was holding out for him and sipped it. At least it tasted good. Far better than the awful tea she usually made him drink.

	“I almost hate to wake him,” Mel said a few hours later after she had finished with the last of her clients for the day.

	“I know what you mean,” Andrea replied. “God, you should have seen him waddling in here when he arrived. It was hysterical.”

	“I can’t get over it. Look at how bulky his diapers are, even compressed under that girdle. He better get used to it though because that’s just how I want to keep him. I’ll put him to bed early tonight. That part he’s probably going to appreciate.”

	Mel left the room and came back a few minutes later with another cup of coffee in her hands. “He’s really going to hate me.” Both women giggled.

	“Chad, wake up. Chad! Wake up!” Mel had to shake him a bit to break him out of his slumber.

	Chad finally startled awake. “Can we go home now?”

	“Just as soon as you drink this,” she said as she handed him the coffee.”

	“Oh hell!”

	Mel busied herself getting ready to go home while Chad finished the coffee. Chad was still bone-tired, but at least the coffee had helped wake him up a bit. “Go home and get yourself cleaned up. I’ll get some burgers for us for dinner, then I’ll be up to diaper you again as soon as I can.”

	Chad gratefully went home. He was hungry, he was tired, and he had had enough to drink in the last few days that he didn’t ever want to drink anything ever again. And worse, the coffee was making him have to pee again. He sighed and relaxed as he wet himself yet again. Worse, he was beginning to feel the need to relieve himself in another way too because he hadn’t been able to get his diapers off earlier to do it. He had no doubt that that was going to be a problem tonight.

	Getting his male clothes off was easy. Getting his pantyhose off wasn’t hard either. But that’s where the easy part ended. Just pulling the shoulder straps off from the girdle wasn’t easy. When he finally got them down, the straps had left deep, red, marks across his skin where they had been all day. He rubbed them to ease the pain. Then he had to struggle and struggle to get the rest of the girdle off. In doing so, he actually pulled his diapers and plastic panties off with it. There was just no separating them. But finally he was free from it all. He got into his shower and just soaked for a long time under the warm spray. He hardly even thought about it when he had to pee again and he simply let loose.

	Mel rushed in as he was drying off. “Oh good, it looks like you didn’t have to wait too long for me.”

	“I just now got out of the shower,” he admitted.

	“When was the last time you peed?”

	Chad blushed. “In the shower… I’m sorry, I know I shouldn’t have, but I just didn’t think about it. I’m really just too tired tonight.”

	“Don’t be sorry. I’m glad you peed when you did.”

	Chad was a bit confused, but he chalked that up to being so tired.

	Mel prepared four diapers for him on the bathroom floor. Then she had him lay down on his stomach. She noticed that his backside was still a bit red from the night before. She was actually glad about that. She once again coated it liberally with the baby lotion. Chad was about to roll over again, but she stopped him. “Wait a minute.” She got up and went to a small bag she had in her purse from the drug store and brought out a small jar. She opened it and took out a glycerin suppository. Then she put the jar away again. Kneeling once again over Chad she said, “Now hold still.” Then she inserted the thing as far as her finger could reach.

	Chad arched his back. “What are you doing?”

	“Never mind,” she told him. “Just lay still.”

	Chad didn’t dare move while Mel got up to wash her hands. He just couldn’t figure out why she had stuck her finger up his butt. When Mel came back, she rolled him over again and powdered him heavily. Then she taped all the diapers up firmly and put a clean pair of plastic panties on him. Chad was expecting her to make him wear the darn girdle again but she didn’t. Instead she dressed him in the baby doll nighty instead. After what Chad had worn all day, he actually felt very comfortable, even with four diapers on.

	Mel picked out another pair of heels for him and had him put them on. Then she told him, “We’re going back to my place, and don’t you even think about giving me any lip about the way you’re dressed!”

	Chad started to panic. But he had no way out. She practically pushed him out the door ahead of her. Unfortunately, several of the neighbors were walking up the stairs when she did it. Both of them women. Chad had no place to run to because Mel was right behind him, locking his door. The neighbors were staring and squealing with laughter. And Mel was standing there and smiling.

	“What’s going on Mel,” one of them asked.

	“Have you met our new sissy neighbor?” she asked.

	“Oh, he’s just adorable, one of them replied.

	“Oh he is,” the other one added. “He could use a little bit of makeup though.”

	“And how about some nail polish too,” the other one added. They all laughed – except Chad who wanted to run – anywhere.

	“Maybe next time girls,” Mel replied. Then she finally led the way to her apartment where she waved to the two women before she unlocked and opened her door.

	Mel had picked up burgers for both of them and an extra large drink for Chad. She went straight to the kitchen and poured his drink into his baby bottle and handed it to him. “Get busy,” was all she had to say.

	Mel made Chad sit on her kitchen floor while he ate, while she sat at her kitchen table and watched him. When he finished his first bottle, she grabbed it from him and refilled it again. “We’re going to have to get you more bottles,” she decided. She looked at how much more of the drink that she had bought him was still left in the original cup. “Maybe a lot more bottles.”

	“Why can’t I just drink it from the cup instead?”

	Mel handed him the second bottle, “Because I like seeing you drink from the bottles.”

	Chad reluctantly put the thing back in his mouth and began sucking on it again.

	He was just finished with dinner and on his third bottle when the feelings in his stomach hit him. Mel saw that he suddenly looked very uncomfortable and worried. A minute later a small cramp hit him and he definitely looked worried. “Feeling like you have to do something?” she teased.

	Chad nodded his head as the intensity of the pressure quickly got worse. “Yeah,” he replied. Then he looked up directly at Mel. “Please! Please let me use the toilet. I have to go so bad I can’t stand it!”

	Mel nearly laughed. “No! Never again. You know that. That little suppository I stuck up you earlier is simply doing its job. And that’s just one more thing you’re going to have to get used to. So I suggest you let it all out, because otherwise, obviously, you’re just going to suffer.”

	“Suppository!” Chad grunted out. “Damn!”

	“Watch your mouth! I don’t like swearing!” She watched as Chad struggled a bit more, then he started to get up. “No, no! Babies stay on the floor!”

	Chad got back to his knees, but no further as the intensity became more than he was capable of handling. He had no choice, he let it all out into his diapers while Mel watched him totally fascinated. As he was nearly finished, he realized he had to pee too. He relaxed even more. He was so humiliated, he wanted to cry. This was something he had never done before and didn’t ever want to do again. When he was finally done and he had caught his breath, he looked back up at her again. “Please can I change myself now?”

	“No,” Mel said again. Not till tomorrow morning. “Like I said, that’s something else you’re going to have to get used to. So I intend on giving you one of those things every night from now on.”

	“Why?”

	“Because I want to. No other reason necessary. Now sit back down and finish your bottle.”

	Chad looked positively distressed. Sit back down? With what he now had in his diapers? But he had no choice. Very gingerly, he eased himself back to a sitting position. The feeling was not what he expected since the suppository had made everything come out so soupy. But it was fairly awful to him never the less.

	As he brought his baby bottle back to his lips, she asked, “Did you pee yet?”

	“Yes,” he nodded. “While I was doing the other.”

	“Good,” she replied getting up from her chair. “Now finish drinking quickly, there’s still a lot more soda in this cup. And as soon as you’re done, you can go to bed.”

	Bed! The very thought of it was like a beacon his soul had been searching for. It took two more bottles before Mel decided that he had finally had enough and let him get to his feet again. Mel noted how gingerly he was walking now that his diapers were messy. That thrilled her too. “I’ll be there tomorrow morning again to help you get dressed. I better not find any evidence that you’ve tried to remove anything. Chad didn’t answer. He was just too tired and humiliated, and just then more worried about going out through the door again in his present condition. But she held the door wide open for him and ushered him out.

	Mel was catching up on some work she had brought home from the office a little while later when her doorbell rang. When she opened it, Cassie and Sandy, her two neighbors who had seen Chad earlier were standing there.

	“Ok, dish girl!” Cassie said before Mel could even say hi. “What’s going on? We’ve been laughing about it ever since we saw him and now we just had to stop by and find out? Where is he?” she added looking in through her door.

	“I sent him home to bed,” Mel replied, laughing a bit herself. These two girls had never come out and told her, but Mel had long ago pegged them as lesbians. They weren’t close friends, but they did see each other occasionally. Mel stood back. “Come on in,”

	Neither of the girls needed a second invitation. “You sent him to home to bed?” Sandy asked as she walked past.

	“Yeah,” Mel replied, “but he needed it. He hasn’t had much sleep in the past few nights now… and I’m afraid he may not get much tonight either.” While her two guests sat close together on her couch, Mel filled them both in on the details of the bet.

	“I don’t believe it!” Cassie finally said, at which point, Mel got up and showed them her copy of the contract. “Unbelievable!” Sandy remarked as she read through it closely. “You should frame this thing and hang it on the wall.”

	Mel’s eyes went wide. “That’s a great idea. I love it. In fact, I may do that to his copy too, so everyone can see it. Thanks.”

	“So do you still call him Chad,” Cassie asked, “or do you have some other sissified name for him now?”

	Mel was a bit surprised at the question. “No, I hadn’t thought of that. Really. I just call him Chad… But I like that idea too. But what do you think would be a suitable name for him now?”

	The three women banded about name after name and laughed over most of them. But finally, Mel cut to the chase. After hearing name after name, one of them struck a note that she really liked. “That’s it,” she declared. “I’ve decided.”

	“What?” both her guests asked at the same time.” Mel put a teasing look on her face. “I’m not going to tell you.”

	“What?” the two girls said together.

	“I think I’ll let him tell you himself.”

	Cassie and Sandy both looked shocked. “I can’t wait!” Sandy said.

	“When?” Cassie added.

	Mel shook her head. “I’m afraid that’s going to have to wait for a while. There are other things I need to do to him first before I change his name.”

	“Oh come on,” Cassie complained.

	“You’ll just have to wait. But I promise you, when the time comes, you’ll be the first ones to know.”

	Chad laid down on his inflatable mattress in misery. He had to pee… again. He barely gave it a second thought. Damn the woman. She was constantly coming up with more and more things to make his life miserable. But he was so tired he could barely think straight. He fell asleep, for a while. But all the liquid she had once again forced down his throat was waiting to get out. For the first time, he didn’t bother to roll over onto his back to do it like he usually did, he just let loose. It was easier. He immediately went back to sleep, for about half an hour. Then he had to pee again. Later still, the suppository did the rest of its work.

	 


Chapter 6 (Thursday - week 1)

	Mel woke Chad up even earlier than she did the day before. Mostly because she figured that since he was going to be a smelly mess, it was going to be harder to handle and take longer. She wasn’t exactly looking forward to it, but dealing with the mess and the smell were just something she was going to have to learn to live with. It was a small price to pay next to what she was forcing Chad to endure. But there was no way she was ever going to lose this bet and she figured that the only way to win it would be to destroy all of Chad’s ability to control himself – totally.

	Chad seemed to be at least a little more rested, but not a lot. “I kept having to go all night again,” he admitted. “But at least it’s starting to get easier.”

	“Just think how much easier it’s going to be once you learn to do it in your sleep,” Mel told him again.

	“Not likely!” Chad replied as he turned the shower head on his messy, smelly backside and let it soak him clean.

	Mel dressed him exactly has she had done the day before, then left him to finish getting dressed with instructions to come back to her place again as soon as he was ready so she could give him his morning baby bottles. Then she went home again to get her own shower. She really did need to get him more baby bottles she decided as she filled the only bottle she had at her place. It would make this a lot easier. Maybe tonight. But that thought reminded her of just what else she had planned for the evening. And that was something she was really looking forward to.

	Before she left for work, she did one more thing, she stopped into Chad’s apartment and found his copy of the contract and took it. She seriously doubted that he would ever know. On the way to work she dropped it off to have it off to have it framed. When the woman she was working with saw what was in it, she started laughing. “You can’t be serious!” she said.

	“You can bet I am!” replied Mel.

	“The woman laughed. It’ll be ready later this afternoon.”

	When Mel finally walked into her office, Andrea was once again after her, wanting to know everything about how things were going with Chad. “Oh God,” she finally said when Mel had finished. You’re not going easy on him, that’s for sure.”

	“I can’t afford to,” Mel replied. “I’m not going to lose this bet! Oh, and there’s something I need you to pick up and for me this afternoon and hold onto for a few days.” Mel explained what it was.

	“No problem, I’ll get it for you,” Andrea replied. Then she filled Mel in on her schedule for the day. But before she finished, she added one more thing. “Oh, and your therapist, Gloria, called and wants you to call her back as soon as possible.”

	Mel was surprised at that. She just hoped that Gloria wasn’t cancelling out on her. She picked up her phone as soon as Andrea had left. “Gloria, this is Mel. What’s up?”

	“Hi Mel,” Gloria replied. “I’ve been doing a bit of research for what you want me to do with your friend, and I just wanted you to know that I don’t think this is something we can do in just one shot. I’m not a professional, I just dabble, but I still consider myself pretty good. I think I can at least help, but we’re going to have to start slow. Ok?”

	Mel wasn’t all that surprised. “So what are you recommending?”

	“That you move your weekly appointments to every Thursday night for both of you. That way we can build each time on what we did the week before.”

	Mel was only slightly disappointed. But what Gloria said made sense. “Ok, I can do that. Are we still on for tonight?”

	“Definitely. Tonight I just want to lay the groundwork. Make sure he can be hypnotized. I’ll set a few triggers and plant some suggestions, then hopefully next week he’ll be able to go deeper and we can plant some more.”

	“Ok,” Mel replied. “I’ll go along with whatever you suggest.”

	“Great. Now when you get here, I’m going to start the session normally, but at some point, I’m going to tap you on the arm. Then I want you to stop trying to follow my directions and just listen without saying anything. I don’t want to hypnotize you too.”

	Mel laughed. “That sounds like a good idea.”

	“When I start to bring him out of it, I’ll let you know. From there on, it should go more like normal. But Mel, most of the session is going to be directed at him. Understand?”

	“Perfect,” Mel replied. “If this even helps, I’ll be very grateful.”

	“Good. See you later then.”

	Mel now couldn’t wait for her day of tedious work to end.

	 

	Chad had been a little more with it all day today. For some reason, while he hadn’t sleep thorough each time he had peed last night, he still hadn’t come fully awake either, especially later in the night. But now, as the afternoon wore on, he was starting to yawn all over again and was once again fighting to stay awake. At least this time he only had a few more hours to go. He was really wet again, but fortunately he didn’t think it was as bad as the day before. One thing he did noticed though was that the more he wet himself, the less worried he was becoming about doing it. But that fact didn’t worry him at all.

	When quitting time finally came, he only delayed a few extra minutes before heading straight to Mel’s office once again. Andrea escorted him back to the same empty office again and brought him another coffee to drink while Mel was finishing with a client. But Chad hadn’t even finished his coffee before Mel came in carrying a bag with her.

	“Ok,” she said being mostly all business. “Let’s get you changed.” Chad was surprised to see her pull two diapers out of the bag she had and lay them out on the floor. A little while later, his diapers were changed and he was feeling much better. He was still wearing the miserable all-in-one girdle again, but just having fresh diapers made a big difference.

	“I’ve got a surprise for you tonight,” Mel explained. “There’s something I do every week that I absolutely love, and I’d like to experience it too. Trust me you’re going to love it.”

	Chad wasn’t at all sure about that, but he didn’t have any choice.

	As soon as she could get away from work, Mel drove them to a nice restaurant. Chad had only seen frozen diet dinners in her freezer and not much else. He realized that more often than not, Mel wound up buying her meals. The price of being a busy lawyer he realized. Mel was being particularly nice all during dinner and only insisted on him drinking three cups of coffee during their meal. Mel asked him quite a few questions about his job and his divorce and his finances. “You should have had your own lawyer!” she chastised him. “She took you to the cleaners!”

	“What choice did I have?” he replied. “Under the circumstances.”

	“A good lawyer would have helped.”

	“Yeah right, like I’m going to tell some lawyer about what really broke up my marriage?”

	“You told me,” Mel commented. “And you know for a fact that she told her lawyer. You messed up. And now you’re paying for it.”

	“Yeah, but at least it’s a clean break. We have no kids and I’m not going to pay any alimony.”

	“Yeah, but all you got was one of your cars and nothing else. She got everything.”

	“But like I said, it’s still a clean break. I’m starting fresh from here.”

	More than you know, Mel thought as she watched him finish his coffee. More than you know.

	“So where are we going?” Chad finally asked as they got back into her car.

	“It’s called relaxation therapy and I absolutely love it.”

	Chad was a bit surprised. “I think I’ve heard of it, but I don’t really know anything about it.”

	“Trust me, for a few minutes, every little care you have in the world will go away and you’ll feel so fresh and relaxed you won’t believe it.”

	“Right now, all I feel is dog tired,” he replied.

	 

	Gloria was waiting for them and greeted Chad warmly, putting him immediately at ease. “Pick a chair and just relax,” she told him as she ushered them into her therapy room.

	Chad was immediately impressed by the aura of the room. From the plants to the lighting, even the smell of the place seemed nice. Mel laid back on the chaise on the right so he climbed onto the one on the left.

	“Now just relax and follow my instructions,” Gloria told him. “I know you’re going to enjoy this.”

	Chad glanced quickly at Mel, she was already breathing in deeply, preparing herself for something she enjoyed. He decided to go along and try it. What could it hurt?

	A few minutes later, Chad was feeling really relaxed and wonderful. As he listened to instruction after instruction from the therapist, he seemed to relax further and further. It was without a doubt, one of the more pleasurable experiences of his life.

	Mel suddenly felt someone tap her on the arm and she jolted out of the reverie she had been going into. Just in time, she realized what was happening and didn’t say anything. Gloria was still talking, making Chad more and more relaxed as she went on. The process was fascinating. Slowly but surely she put Chad into a hypnotic trance, then kept trying to make it deeper and deeper. She planted suggestions for him to go immediately into a trance whenever she said certain trigger words. Finally, she started talking to him about his desires to wear diapers and his fantasy of being incontinent. She reminded him about how wonderful it would be and told him that he would dream about it every night, wanting it more and more. Finally, she told him that he wouldn’t remember most of what happened during their session. He would only remember the very beginning and waking up at the end, nothing in-between. Then Mel realized that Gloria was beginning to bring him out of it. Finally she got the signal and laid back and relaxed herself again as Gloria woke him up, still totally relaxed and feeling more wonderful than he ever had. The session was over. Mel didn’t know what extra Gloria was going to charge her for this, and now she cared even less. It had been fascinating!

	“God that was great!” Chad remarked as they got up to leave. “I can see now why you love this so much.”

	“Next week?” Gloria asked as they waked out.

	“Definitely,” Mel replied.

	“You mean we can do this again?” Chad asked.

	“Every week, if you like.”

	“Great!” Chad replied. “That was simply great!”

	Mel didn’t drive then directly home. Instead she stopped at a store where they went in and browsed through the baby items. After looking at a number of different things carefully, Mel finally began stocking the shopping cart she had grabbed with baby bottles, lots of them. Chad hadn’t even been able to count how many she finally wound up putting in the cart. “That should hold us for a little while,” she noted. Chad was still shocked at how many she was buying, but he was also glad that she hadn’t bought any of the other things that she had been eyeing a little too closely.

	They went directly back to his apartment after that where Mel had him remove all his male clothes. Then she added some rolled up socks to pad out the breasts of the all-in-one he was wearing and had him put a dress and heels on over top of it. Finally satisfied with the way he was dressed, Mel had him gather all his laundry that needed to be done and start carrying it to her apartment. Unfortunately, since he had nothing to carry it all in, it took him two trips. On the second one, one of the women who had seen him the day before was outside and she waved teasingly at him. He did his best to ignore her and to hurry.

	Mel set him straight to work on her laundry first, then his laundry. In the meantime, she also had him cleaning whatever she could find around her house that needed it. She actually managed to keep him jumping from one task to another, all the while, making sure he was also drinking baby bottle after baby bottle of her green tea. By the time all the laundry was clean and folded, it was getting late and Chad was yawning over and over again. Unfortunately, the green tea was also making him pee over and over again too. He was now doing it so often he hardly even thought about it anymore. He was definitely getting a little too used to peeing without thinking about it – already.

	While Chad was working, Mel cleaned a few of the baby bottles and filled them with the tea mixture. Some of them she gave directly to Chad while he was working, but others she fixed with tape wrapped around them so that Chad couldn’t empty them without her knowing it. When all the laundry was finally finished, she helped him carry all his clothes back to his own apartment where she inserted another suppository and rediapered him for the night. She finished her work off by making him once again wear his baby-doll nighty. Handing him two more bottles of tea to finish before he went to sleep, she finally left him.

	Chad was exhausted. It also felt like he was peeing every twenty minutes and there was little he could do about it. He laid down on his blow-up mattress with the first baby bottle and began drinking it, but he was so tired that he couldn’t finish it. As he closed his eyes, he let out more pee. As he did so, he thought about his fantasy. It really would be so great to be able to sleep and not have to wake up every time he had to wet himself. They were pleasant and very stimulating dreams he had that night.

	 


Chapter 7 (Friday - week 1 Part 1)

	Chad slept better than he had all week, even though he had to pee over and over again all night long. He was doing it so often now that he wasn’t even fully waking up when he did it. He did wake up fully several times when the suppository did its work, but there was nothing he could do about it and eventually he was able to go back to sleep again. All too early though, Mel was turning on his light and waking him up, which really was a shame because he had been dreaming about how deliciously humiliating it would feel to really be incontinent and the dream was keeping him super horny.

	“Wake up Baby Chad,” Mel called from the doorway. But before Chad had gotten fully awake, Mel spotted the full baby bottle that was on the floor next to his mattress. She walked over and picked it up, as she did so, she noticed that the other bottle wasn’t completely finished either. “You’ve been bad!” she said picking up both bottles.

	Chad was still trying to come to grips with having to be awake again. “What?”

	“You’ve been bad,” she repeated. “You didn’t even finish one bottle and you were supposed to drink both of them!”

	“Ugh! I was too tired,” he explained. “I fell asleep.”

	“Maybe we’ll have to teach you to keep drinking in your sleep too.”

	“That’s crazy. It’s impossible.”

	“Is it? Maybe we’ll just have to see. We’re going to have to punish you for this, baby. Unfortunately, we don’t have time right now. But you can certainly look forward to it later!”

	Chad wasn’t at all happy about that. He had no idea how she was going to punish him this time, but he already knew that he wasn’t looking forward to it.

	As soon as Chad was once again dressed as she had been doing every day in his diapers, all-in-one girdle and pantyhose, she left him with the usual instructions to come back to her apartment as soon as he was finished getting ready.

	A little while later, as Chad was laying on her couch finishing his morning bottle, Mel walked out of her bedroom and began removing his shoes. Chad was about to question her about it, but one look from her and he put his bottle back in his mouth and said nothing. He was quickly growing apprehensive though. As soon as Mel had both of his shoes off, she pulled his socks off too. Then, to Chad’s wide eyed amazement, she began putting his shoes back on him again. Chad began panicking, he wanted desperately to protest, but she was looking at him sternly in the eyes as if daring him to say anything at all.

	All too soon, Chad found himself being pushed out her door with no socks on to cover up the pantyhose that showed at his ankles. What was he going to do? Things were already bad enough with everything else she had him wearing. Reluctantly, he got in his car and headed toward work.

	But he didn’t go directly there. There was a drug store along the way and realizing it, he quickly pulled in. The store sold a few clothing items and among them were socks. He bought a pair and put them on in the car. Feeling much better, he finally continued on to work.

	 

	Mel had just finished with a client and stopped at Andrea’s desk to find out what was next on her schedule. “There’s a Mr. Comer is here with his business partner to see you. I put them in number 3. Oh, and a package arrived for you, I put it on your desk.” Then she continued in a more sing-song voice. “I think it may be whatever you ordered from that internet company. Although the package was a lot bigger than I expected.”

	“Great!” Mel exclaimed, her excitement growing. “I ordered a few other things while I was at it. How much time do I have?”

	“None, you’re behind again… but if you hurry, I think they can wait another five minutes.”

	Mel hurried to her office. That’s the way her day usually went… hectic. But she had to take at least a quick look at what she had bought. Grabbing a pair of scissors, she quickly had the box opened. On top were several packages of large pink diaper pins, and several packages of very small padlocks. Under them were six packages of plastic panties, all of them with babyish graphics printed on them. Next in the box were several packages of white cloth diapers. They appeared to be very thick to her. Then, all the way on the bottom, were two final packages. She pulled them out to look at them more closely. Two special romper suits, technically very large onesies, that were supposed to lock onto him so he couldn’t get them off and couldn’t get at his diapers. She desperately wanted to open them and inspect them closer, but a quick glance at her watch told her she didn’t have time. She put everything back into the box and closed it. She usually worked through most of her lunch, but today she would be spending the time instead going more carefully through the box. She couldn’t wait.

	 

	Chad’s cell phone rang right at quitting time. He was still working at his desk though, waiting for most of the other workers to leave first. He was not surprised to see that the call was from Mel.

	“Chad, don’t come to my office today. I’m already at your place waiting for you, so hurry.”

	“My place?”

	“That’s what I just said! Now get here, we don’t have a lot of time?”

	“What’s going on?” But he got no answer. Mel had hung up.

	As soon as he felt comfortable, he hurried out to his car where he pulled his new socks off and hid them in the bottom of the console. He knew without a doubt that Mel would never find them. Satisfied that he had found at least one small way to thwart her, he headed for home.

	When he got through his front door, Mel seemed a bit impatient. “There you are,” she said as she hurried him through to his bathroom.

	Chad noticed that she had already laid two diapers out on the floor for him. “What’s going on?” he asked.

	“We have a lot to do tonight and I have an appointment first that I don’t want to miss, so we need to get you changed quickly.”

	Chad was all for getting changed into clean diapers. A few minutes later, his diapers were changed and the all-in-one was firmly compressing his body once again, but when he reached for the pantyhose to put them back on, she stopped him. “Don’t bother with them tonight. You don’t need them.” That surprised him and he wondered more than ever what she was planning. Before he could put his shirt back on though, Mel stuffed a pair of rolled up socks in each of the bra cups of his all-in-one, giving him very protruding breasts. Mel had mentioned having an appointment, now he was really starting to hope that she would be leaving him at home.

	He half expected her to hand him his dress to wear, but instead she had him put his shirt and pants back on again. His new breasts stuck out embarrassingly far, making his shirt seem odd. Before he could slip his shoes back on, Mel handed him a pair of his high heel sandals instead. Feeling more scared than ever, he buckled them on.

	As soon as he was ready, Mel practically pushed him toward the door. “Now don’t give me any lip about the way you’re dressed,” she said sternly. “You’re wearing what I want you to wear and that’s all that matters.” Before he knew it, Chad was outside and following her downstairs towards her car. He wasn’t totally happy about it, but he did realize that it was certainly exciting.

	As soon as Mel pulled out of the parking lot, Mel said, “I’ve been spending mostly my own money on you, but tonight, I plan on having you run up your own credit card a bit. I think that’s only fair since I’ve been buying you dinner and almost everything else all week. Chad wasn’t at all happy to hear that, not the part about running up his credit card so much, but the part he didn’t like was that obviously she was planning on making him go shopping dressed the way he was.

	“So why the big hurry?” he asked.

	“I have my weekly nail appointment in a few minutes and they said that if I can get you there on time they can take care of you too.”

	Suddenly Chad didn’t know whether to scream or cry. All he knew was that he was scared. A few minutes later he realized something else too, he was incredibly horny again. As bad as things were with what she was making him do, he had to admit that overall, this was fun. He just wished he wasn’t so petrified. Damn the woman could be good sometimes.

	Once inside the nail salon, Mel was greeted warmly by a tiny Asian woman. The woman then looked at Chad. “And obviously this is sissy?”

	“That’s him,” Mel agreed.

	“Ok, we get started right away. This way sissy,” she said as she turned and headed for one of the big seats along the wall. Chad counted six other women customers in the salon, all of them watching him curiously. He had no doubt that his face was very, very red, but what could he do about it? The woman had him sit down and then she took off his heels and had him put his feet into a pan of warm water where she began washing them. Chad did his best to concentrate mostly on just what was happening to him and tried to ignore everyone else in the salon. He noticed Mel was two chairs away having her feet done too.

	The little Asian women didn’t say much to him, which was good because he wouldn’t have known what to say to her. He had done his own toenails many times, but had never had them done professionally in a salon before. He was surprised to see how quickly the little woman did everything. All too soon, Chad was watching her put dark red polish on his toes, followed a little while later by a clear polish. Then, while his toes were drying, he was led over to another table where the woman began working on his fingers too. Chad looked questioningly over at Mel, but Mel was only smiling wickedly at him. There were a lot more women in the salon now too, and all of them were watching him closely. More than one looked like they were going to burst out laughing at any moment. He felt so humiliated. He wanted so badly to crawl into a very deep hole and hide. But damn if it wasn’t making him even hornier.

	He wasn’t sure if it was all too soon, or not soon enough that the woman was done with him and his shoes were back on his feet. But now the bright red nail polish on his toes seemed to call far more attention to the heels he was wearing. He didn’t even want to think about how noticeable the polish on his fingers was.

	Mel was talking animatedly with the woman who was doing her nails. She called him over to her. “Let me see,” she told him. He held out his hands for her to look at closely. “Yeah, I like it. I think that’s the color I’m going to go with next time.” She looked down at his feet. “Don’t you just love how much prettier your feet are now? Sexy! Ok, go pay them. Oh and Chad, you had better leave her a really good tip and tell her how much you love your new nails!”

	Chad wasn’t sure about that, but he did as he was told. “You’re very welcome,” the nail tech told him. We see you next week?”

	Chad shrugged his shoulders. “I’m not sure.”

	“We see you next week!” the woman said sounding very sure of herself.

	Since Mel wasn’t finished yet, Chad had to sit in the waiting area till she was done. He took the only seat available since the salon was filling up fast. He realized now that that was why Mel had been in such a rush to get there earlier. The place got busy after a certain hour.

	Every eye of every woman in there was on him the whole time he sat there, and he had nowhere to go. He felt like he was on display. Since Mel and the woman who was working on her were talking so much, it looked like she was going to take a lot longer to finish then his nails had. He wondered if she was doing it on purpose. He wouldn’t put it past her. The woman could be positively devilish sometimes. A little girl who had come in with her mother ran over and leaned down to look closely at his feet. “Red!” the little girl yelled. Then she ran back to her mother’s waiting arms. Chad really prayed hard for the ground to open up and swallow him.

	 


Chapter 7 (Friday - week 1 Part 2)

	After the nail salon, Mel took them to dinner at a casual restaurant. Chad was really hoping that they wouldn’t let him in, but other than lots of strange looks, nobody really said anything. His feet were somewhat hidden under the table, but he was all too aware of the red nails on his hands. Out in public, it was positively frightening.

	When their drinks arrived, Mel grabbed his before he could drink any of it, which surprised him since he figured that she would be pouring liquids down his throat like she did every night. But what Mel did next really distressed him. She reached into her bag and pulled out an empty baby bottle and dumped as much of his drink into it as she could. Then she handed it to him.

	Chad couldn’t believe it. “You can’t be serious!”

	Mel looked surprised. “Of course I am.”

	“I can’t do this,” he whispered urgently.

	Her simple reply was almost taunting. “Yes you can.” She was smiling that wicked smile again.

	The bitch was really serious. Chad looked around for any way out of it, but there was nothing.

	“Remember that little contract we have?” Mel said. “And the parts where you have to do anything I tell you to? Well, drink up, baby. Drink up.”

	Once again Chad wanted to die – quickly. He put the bottle to his lips and started sucking on it. Mel looked like she was going to burst out laughing. He heard comments from the tables around him too, but all he could do was to either look directly at Mel, who was watching him all too wickedly, or to close his eyes. He wanted to cry badly.

	 

	After dinner, he was so glad to get out of that restaurant. That was one place he could never go back to again. But what worried him now was what would be Mel’s next stop on her agenda. Mel drove them out to Target and led the way into the store, stopping at the entrance to have Chad grab a shopping cart. Chad expected her to head directly for the women’s department but she surprised him by heading to the baby department instead. Chad didn’t know whether to be relieved or sorry.

	All through the store, Chad turned heads. As he stood by quietly while Mel pulled various items off the shelves to look at them closely, customers stopped at the ends of the aisle to look at him. He could tell that Mel was certainly enjoying herself, but he certainly wasn’t.

	She was looking at large diaper bags when she finally held one up and said, “I think this one is pretty, don’t you?”

	Chad looked at it. It was pink and obviously decorated for a baby girl. “Yes,” he agreed – tentatively.

	“I just hope it’s large enough,” Mel replied as she placed it into the cart. As far as Chad could tell, the bag was the largest one on the shelf. The diaper bag was soon followed by several pacifiers, divided dishes for baby food, and a package of baby spoons. As she wandered up and down the baby aisles, Mel began pulling down anything she thought might be useful and putting them into the cart; baby wipes, more powder, more baby lotion, bottle brushes, anything she liked that caught her eye. Chad wasn’t happy to see any of the items going into the cart, but at the same time everything in his cart was adding to his incredibly horny state.

	After the baby section, Mel began wandering around the rest of the store, stopping often to look at different things, sometimes adding something to the cart that she liked. Chad again had the impression that she was purposely delaying things to keep him exposed longer. He decided that some of the items she had put into the cart were probably for her because he could see no use that he would ever have for them.

	Then they came to the makeup aisles. Chad had to stand there while Mel carefully looked over all too many of everything. His biggest concern though, was that she was putting three or four of each type of item, mostly different brands, into his cart. And unfortunately, while Mel was looking closely at a couple of lipsticks she had in her hands, a voice behind him asked, “Are they for him?” Chad turned and saw a woman standing a few feet behind him. He wondered for the thousandth time if his day could get any worse.

	“Of course,” Mel replied, obviously making no secret about it. “I’m trying to decide which shade would look better on him. What do you think?” Mel held the two lipsticks out to the woman.

	The woman took them and opened one and cranked the lipstick itself out. Then she held it up close to Chad’s face and looked at it carefully. Mel watched closely. Then the woman did the same with the other one. “I don’t know,” she finally said, “I think they’re both ok.”

	“Good,” Mel replied taking the lipsticks from her again. “We’ll take both of them then.” With an air of triumph, she threw both lipsticks in Chad’s cart. Both women laughed.

	“Good luck,” the woman said tauntingly to Chad before she sauntered off.

	No, Chad decided. There was no way his day could ever get worse than this!

	In the toy section, Mel looked closely at all the toys for girls and babies, but Chad was glad that she didn’t buy anything there, what use could they have been anyway? But a few minutes later, Mel’s eyes found a bin of soft teddy bears that she had to pick through. She hugged several of them. “Oh… these are so soft!” she exclaimed. A white one soon found its way into the cart. Chad looked at it closely while he pushed the cart behind her. A teddy bear! His horny state was reaching the critical point. He decided then and there to talk to Mel about his problem as soon as they were back in the car.

	Other things from around the store also found their way into the cart. A pink Barbie clock radio, several girly pink towels and a whole stack of matching washcloths, a little girl’s pillow case and sheets. Chad had a pillow and a blanket but no sheets yet. He wasn’t exactly thrilled about her selection for him, but at the same time, it too was fueling his impossibly growing desire. So much so that his cock was as hard as the thick diapers he was wearing would allow him to get.

	They came across a section of cheap furniture and Mel looked closely at the dressers and things. “I could really use something like this,” Chad mentioned.

	“Yeah, I know,” Mel replied. “It would be a shame though to spend too much on something if you’re only going to be replacing it soon.”

	“You mean since you’ll be replacing it soon!” Chad countered. “Along with a new pool table.”

	“Dream on, baby, dream on. You ain’t gonna’ win!”

	“Yes I will,” Chad replied, fully confident.

	“Hey,” Mel exclaimed as she came across a set of four drawer chests. “Look, these are just cardboard and you can put them together easily. They should hold you for a little while.”

	Chad would have much preferred something a bit better, but he had to agree that the cardboard furniture would work, and that it was practical. Unfortunately, Mel picked out two of the chests in white instead of the wood-grained pattern he would have preferred. But at least he would have something that resembled some furniture.

	A whole assortment of cleaning supplies followed next. His shopping cart was beginning to overflow and was getting more difficult to push, especially in the heels he was wearing. Mel finally led them through the women’s department where Chad was more than sure that she would make his life more difficult, but Mel only looked at a few things and didn’t really spend much time there at all. Instead, she finally headed for the check out counters. Chad was more than glad, sort of.

	The store was fairly crowded so they had to wait in line. Chad felt even more exposed as he stood there since he didn’t have any shelves around to hide behind and there were people all around him, all too close – all of whom were staring at him constantly. He felt so humiliated. The breasts sticking out prominently from his shirt, the all too red nails on his hands, and the high heels with his red toenails on his feet all seemed like flashing beacons to him, calling everyone’s attention to look… and to laugh at him.

	It seemed to take forever before he could start unloading his cart while Mel just stood next to him and watched. He could feel everybody around him still watching him closely, especially the cashier. As he pulled item after item out of the cart, he realized that everything was for him, and it was all either very feminine things or baby things. All for him. All for his use alone. He was buying baby things and little girl things for himself to be using. And the very thought of it was making him hard again inside his diapers – at least as hard as he was capable of getting.

	Chad reached for his wallet as the cashier was ringing up item after item. But that’s when Mel asked, “Do you have to pee yet?”

	He did have to pee, but his mind was more on how horny he was instead of anything else and he unthinkingly he replied, “Yes.”

	“Well do it now!”

	She had said it so that everybody could hear. He heard someone sniggering behind him. How much humiliation can one person stand? He tried his best to relax and let the pee out, but it wouldn’t come.

	“Well?” Mel asked. “Are you done yet?”

	Chad shook his head.

	“Hurry up!”

	Chad finally realized what his problem was. He dropped his voice to a desperate whisper. “I can’t!”

	“Why not?”

	“Because I’m too hard! I can’t pee when I’m this way!”

	Mel was so shocked she didn’t know what to do. Still wide-eyed at Chad’s answer she just watched while he paid for all the items. Then she silently led them back to her car where he put everything into her trunk. Once they were back in the car again, she asked, “So you mean, you can’t pee when you get hard?”

	“That’s right. It’s physically impossible.”

	“Not at all? And all that in there made you hard?”

	“What do you think?”

	Mel shook her head and just drove home. She had wanted him to announce to everyone around that he had wet his diapers again. But his little physical problem had gotten in the way. She had figured all along that despite everything she was putting him through, he was getting some kind of pleasure out of it. But she hadn’t thought it through to this point yet.

	“Mel.”

	“What?” She had barely heard him, lost in her own thoughts.

	“I really need to get some relief. It’s been a few days now since I’ve been able to touch myself. I can’t do it with all this stuff you have me wearing.”

	That surprised Mel, not that he couldn’t touch himself – that was kind of the point, but rather that he was asking for some kind of relief. “I’ll think about it,” she finally said.

	As she continued to drive home, she thought about something else. What about her needs? She was excited about everything too. All the power she had and all the little humiliations she was putting him through were getting to her too. What about her needs? She had never had much luck with men. She had been engaged to be married twice, but the first one had chickened out, and she had ended the second one. But Chad here was not that kind of relationship. What about her needs?

	 


Chapter 7 (Friday - week 1 Part 3)

	Once they were home, she had Chad carry everything up to her apartment, even though most of it was going to go to his place. It took him several trips but fortunately it was dark and in the dim lights he didn’t feel quite so exposed.

	While Chad was lugging bags up to her apartment, Mel began filling baby bottles again with tea. But her mind was mostly on something else. What about her needs? In the middle of bottle number six, she came to the obvious answer.

	As soon as Chad was finished bringing everything up, Mel handed him a baby bottle and sat him down on the kitchen floor with it. He was so used to that by now that he hardly gave sucking on it a thought. What was on his mind was his earlier question, would she allow him some much needed relief? He watched from the floor as she finished filling all too many bottles and put the pitcher back into the refrigerator. Her mind seemed to be elsewhere. He was tempted to ask her again, but something about her mood stopped him. He was soon left alone on the kitchen floor while she was busy in the living room where he couldn’t see her.

	“I’m done,” he called out finally.

	“Get another one,” she yelled from the living room.

	Chad wasn’t at all happy about the tone of her voice. Something was eating her. But so as not to make any trouble for himself he got another of the bottles and sat back down to drink it. He peed twice before he could finish it. “I’m done,” he finally called again. “And I peed… twice,” he added.

	“Good! Now get your ass in here!”

	Chad was really surprised at her attitude. Not to mention a bit apprehensive too.

	“Strip!” she said in her no-nonsense voice.

	Chad began getting undressed, all the while watching her. She didn’t look happy. What had he done now?

	Mel waited till he was completely naked. “Now drape yourself over the coffee table again like you did before. You know the drill.”

	Chad was scared, but he did as he was told. “What did I do?” he asked as Mel began fastening the first rope to his outstretched wrist. But Mel remained silent, only determined. A few minutes later, Chad was completely restrained, if anything, even tighter than the last time. Mel left him for a few minutes then came back again. Woosh! Chad felt the burning sting as whatever she was hitting him with, hit his backside again. “Ouch!” he cried.

	“Do I have your attention now?” Mel asked right next to his ear. But she didn’t wait for an answer before she brought her yardstick down on him again. “How about now?” “Yes! Yes, you have my attention!” Chad screamed.

	“Good!” Mel brought the stick down again and Chad’s body jerked as much as it was able, which wasn’t very much. She got down next to his ear again. “Now let’s get this straight. When I tell you to do something, you do it!” She brought the yardstick down again. “Got that?”

	“Yes!” Chad screamed. “I thought I was!”

	“Not even close. First of all, when I told you to drink both those bottles last night, you didn’t! Did you think I’d forget about that?” She brought her yardstick down again. “And then tonight, when I told you to wet yourself in that store you didn’t!” This time, she brought her stick down on him twice.

	“But I couldn’t! It’s impossible! Guys can’t do it when they’re hard!”

	She brought her stick down again. “Then we’re just going to have to work on a way so you won’t get hard anymore, won’t we.” She had said it so evilly that Chad actually shuddered. Mel moved around to his other ear. “And that brings up another subject. I don’t care about your needs. Your needs don’t matter! If you have any questions about that then go look at the contract again. My needs are all you should be thinking about. Not yours, mine! So think about that… and this!” And with that she started bringing her yardstick down on his backside over and over again, as hard as she could.

	Through the pain, Chad soon realized that the last beating he had taken was nothing to the ferocity of this one. He was soon in real agony. Mel finally stopped and he began gasping for breath. But Mel was only switching to the other side of him and then the beating began again. Tears were falling from his eyes as agony increased.

	Mel felt her arms growing tired. Chad’s backside was red and close to bleeding. She realized she was breathing hard. She stopped to examine her handiwork. Chad was totally miserable. She really hadn’t meant to beat him so much, but something just wasn’t sitting right with her. She realized that she would probably be starting her period soon and maybe that had fueled her rage. But really, there was something else. She watched him closely, he was writhing against his bonds. There were a few tears staining his face. And then it hit her. He was in agony, there could be no question about that, but what she wasn’t seeing was the deep down remorse she wanted him to feel inside. Frustrated, she brought her yardstick down on him a few more times. She had punished him badly. There was no question of that, but inwardly she was looking for a different reaction than he was incapable of giving. Men! What was it with them?

	Frustrated, she threw her yardstick down and went to her bedroom to find her cell phone. She went into her bathroom and closed the door where she could be sure there would be no way for him to hear her and dialed a number. Gloria, her therapist was probably not at her office right now and she was right. She left a message. “Gloria, this is Mel. I have another little request that I’d like to see if you can work into your next session with Chad. If it’s possible… whenever I punish him… I’d really love to see him crying like an absolute baby!”

	Feeling better and at least a little calmer, she left her bathroom and put her phone away. The she began gathering up everything she would need to rediaper him and get him ready for the night ahead.

	Chad was ever so grateful when she finally began removing the ropes from his hands. As soon as he was able, he rolled onto the floor again and just writhed a few minutes against the pain from the ropes and especially the pain in his backside.

	But Mel was all business. “Roll over,” she commanded.

	He immediately rolled onto his stomach so she could work on his rear end. Chad felt the familiar cooling effect of the lotion as she rubbed it gently on him. A cooling effect that did nothing to alleviate the pain. She managed to work the lotion as far under him as she could, massaging his penis in ways he hadn’t expected, and then her hand was gone all too soon. He felt her insert another of the suppositories, he inwardly groaned, he really wished she hadn’t. But then he felt her inserting another one. He wanted so badly to protest, but he dared not. He hardly felt all the powder she was sprinkling on him. Then she rolled him over again and he realized that something felt different. Whatever she had rolled him over onto felt softer, thicker. More powder followed, although he could hardly feel it. What he really wanted to feel was her hand touching him again. But she didn’t, not at all. More frustrated than ever, he felt her pulling up his diapers. But they felt different. They were cloth this time he realized. Very thick, very soft, cloth diapers. Where had she gotten them from? She struggled at his waist to insert the diaper pins. When she was done, she leaned back and brushed her hands together in satisfaction. He realized that she had actually managed to pin the diapers onto him fairly tightly. Where had she learned to do that so well? He soon felt her pulling up his plastic panties. But those too felt different, newer. He wanted to look at it all, but he couldn’t see much from the position he was lying in on his back. He really, really wanted to ask her again to let him get himself off, but she had made her point about that perfectly clear. He’d just have to wait for a better opportunity.

	“Ok,” she told him, “stand up.”

	Chad got to his feet and took the opportunity to look down at what he was wearing. The plastic panties were mostly clear but had cute pink cartoon characters printed all over them. Extremely childish. Through the clear part of the plastic, he could just make out the pink diaper pins that held his cloth diapers together. “Where,” he started to say.

	“From the internet,” Mel replied. “And that’s not all I got you.” She held out a strange looking garment. “Here, put this on.” She handed him one of the onsies that she had bought.

	Chad practically blushed just looking at it because the material was an obviously very childish girl pattern. He turned it around trying to figure out the best way to put the thing on. Finally he stepped into it from the back and pulled it up over his arms. Mel came around behind him and zipped up the back. The he felt her doing something else at the top of the zipper and suddenly he heard a soft click.

	“There!” she said, sounding very satisfied. “That should keep you out of trouble.” Mel stood back to examine her handiwork. “Don’t you look soooo cute now,” she laughed. “Don’t you just love your new diapers and onesie? From your reactions to things in the store earlier I’m sure you probably do.” She looked at him evilly. “Ok, baby. If you want to jerk yourself off, do it now while I’m still feeling generous. In fact, if you need to take anything off to help you do it better, then get to it. Just don’t take too long.”

	Chad couldn’t believe it. He just stared open-mouthed at her while she sat on her couch in front of him and watched him. But an opportunity was an opportunity. He started trying to rub himself through everything he was wearing, but the diapers were too thick to feel hardly anything. The thick cloth diapers seemed to make feeling anything even more difficult than the disposables were. He rubbed his hands down his chest and waist. The darn garment she had put on him had no waist opening so he couldn’t get his hands inside his diapers that way. He reached for the zipper at the back, and froze. There was something fastened to the zipper. A lock he quickly realized. The bitch had locked him into the garment. He began tearing and pulling desperately at the onesie all over, but he was getting nowhere. He looked up to see Mel laughing at him.

	“What’s the matter, baby? Having trouble?” She laughed again. “That onesie is supposed to be made very strong and all the openings are reinforced with material that you can’t cut with a knife or scissors. I’m afraid you’re not going to be able to get out of it till I let you out.”

	Chad just stared at her unbelievingly as she got up from the couch again. The bitch. She had found still another way to make his life miserable.

	“Now,” she commanded, “down on your knees again.” Her no-nonsense voice dropped Chad to his knees quickly. She grabbed his arms and pulled them behind his back where she tied his wrists together again. Then Chad felt her tying his ankles too. “Just stay there,” she taunted as she left him for her bedroom. A minute later, she was back again with a scarf in her hands. She blindfolded him tightly, making sure he couldn’t see anything.

	Chad heard her pushing something in front of him, the coffee table he figured. Then he heard her moving around for a few minutes longer, but he had no way of knowing what she was doing. Very warily he waited. It’s all he could do.

	Mel pushed the coffee table out of the way. Then she waved her hands in front of his face a few times, making sure that he couldn’t see anything. She was very nervous about what she was going to do next, but darn it, she had needs too. Very slowly she nervously removed her slacks and then her panties so she was naked from the waist down. She sat on her couch, directly in front of him and looked at him. Even blindfolded she could tell that he was worried about what she might do to him. He looked totally ridiculous dressed as he was and she loved it. It was the total control over him that excited her in ways she hadn’t realized.

	It was time. “Ok, baby. Crawl forward to me.”

	Not having the use of his hands, Chad began inching his way forward on his knees. He turned his head left and right, but he could get no sense of how far he had to go. “Keep coming,” he heard her say, closer now. He kept moving. “Stop!” she commanded.

	Mel looked at him. So close, yet so far. The excitement of what she was doing was surging through every part of her body. She reached out and grabbed his hair with both hands and pulled him down into her waiting crotch. “Lick!” she commanded.

	Chad felt her grab his hair, then he was almost thrown off balance when she pulled him down. His nose landed right in her pungent waiting sex. He was so surprised by it all that he tried to jerk away, but her hands holding his hair wouldn’t let him. Her command to lick got through to him. He had never done this before. Very tentatively, he reached out with his tongue until he felt it touch her, and he gave a small lick.

	The gentle first touch of his tongue sent waves of lightning bolts all through Mel. It felt so delicious. But she wanted more. She pulled his head much harder into her waiting sex and ground her hips forward, urging him to lick harder, then harder still. This was power. This was excitement. This was what life was all about! And she loved it.

	Later that night, Chad tried to collect his own feelings. He was bound once again as he had been a few nights ago in her living room. She had finally gone to bed again, unlike himself, fully sated. He was still terribly horny, but he was helpless to do anything about it. He wanted to move, to change positions, but he could do nothing at all. His bonds were too tight. The suppositories she had put in him had started to do their work before she was finished with him. The result seeming to make her even more excited. He wet again. It was getting easier. Too easy. Almost like being incontinent. He tried to fall asleep in the position he was in, but in his half dreaming state, he was all too excited by the dreams he had of really becoming incontinent. The same dream he had had the night before. If only, if only. But he knew for a fact that it couldn’t really happen. This had been a fetish of his for a long time. All the research he had done on the subject told him it would take a good nine or ten months… at least. Even if he wanted it badly. But right now, he wanted to win the bet even more. Still, it was an awfully pleasant dream.

	 


Chapter 8 (Saturday – week 1 Part 1)

	Mel woke up and stretched luxuriously. She felt better than she had in a very long time. Chad’s tongue had done absolute wonders for her and the way she felt. She glanced at her clock. Oh dear, she had slept a lot later than she had meant to. Poor Chad was still tied up in her living room. She actually smiled at that thought. The power that she felt over him sent waves of pleasure through her body once again. “Later,” she told herself. “Later.” Knowing how miserable he probably felt, she immediately got out of bed.

	Chad was only half awake. It was nearly impossible to sleep well tied up on the floor as he was… not to mention having to pee into his diapers over and over again… not to mention occasionally having a mess sliding out of his rear end once in a while… not to mention trying to sleep with so much sexual need bottled up inside of him. If he thought he had felt miserable last night, he felt twice as bad this morning. He was so glad when he finally heard Mel stirring in her bedroom. He prayed she would release him soon.

	Mel hurried over and began untying him. She could see how miserable he was. He looked like he hadn’t slept much again. She shouldn’t have slept so late herself. Tough though, the poor guy was just going to have to get used to it. As soon as he was untied, she let him rub his arms and legs and stretch for a few moments. By the way he was moving, she was sure he was really hurting. “I’ll meet you in the bathroom,” she finally said, and then she left him to recover a bit more.

	Chad finally crawled into the bathroom. He knew she’d probably let him walk, but he wasn’t sure he could just then. Mel unlocked his onesie and helped him undress. Then she let him soak clean under the shower. The warm spray felt great against his whole body – except his blistered backside. That was still tender to the touch. When he was done, Mel began running the bath water and soon he was relaxing in the warm scented water while she shaved every bit of his body once again. After his bath, Mel diapered him again in soft cloth diapers that didn’t feel nearly as thick as they had the night before. But what distressed him was the suppository she shoved up inside him before she fastened his diapers again. He wanted to protest, but he dared not. At that point, he didn’t really care all that much anyway. He was too bone tired again.

	Mel finished him up by locking the onesie back on him again and then had him put his heels back on. “Go lay down on the couch,” she instructed. “I’ll bring you your bottle.”

	Chad gladly did as he was told. In truth, he really just wanted to go straight to sleep there, but since she had handed him the bottle, he knew better than to not drink it – now. Mel’s couch felt really great – comfortable. The bottle he was drinking seemed almost comforting after what he had been through the night before. Even though he hated the dreaded green tea, he drank it greedily. As soon as he finished his bottle, he closed his eyes and fell soundly asleep. Finally.

	Mel dressed casually for the day in jeans and a t-shirt. This was going to be mostly a working day, so the clothes were appropriate. She had a few fun things lined up for Chad later, but there was work to do first. She walked into her living room and saw Chad fast asleep. She left him there and began searching through the bags he had brought in the night before. “Found one!” she said softly as she reached into the bag and pulled out a package of pacifiers. She opened the package and washed them carefully. Then she took one of them into the living room where Chad was sleeping.

	Chad was sound asleep when he suddenly felt something being gently pushed into his mouth. He jolted half awake, “What?”

	“Shhh! Here keep this in your mouth and don’t take it out,” Mel said softly. “Go back to sleep.”

	In his half awake state, it took Chad a moment to realize what it was. He put his hand up to grab it.

	“Don’t touch!” Mel cautioned him. “Keep it there and go back to sleep for a while.”

	Sighing wearily, Chad did just that.

	Mel busied herself in her apartment while she let Chad sleep for a while. She poked through the bags of things they had bought just to look at some of them again. A few things she pulled out and put away in her kitchen since she thought they would be useful. When she was done, she found the small hammer she kept in the apartment and a box of picture hangers. From her bedroom, she found both copies of the contracts that she had had framed and pulled them out. Hers she placed on her desk leaning against the wall until she could decide where to put it. Chad’s she placed in one of the bags along with the hammer and the hanger.

	Mel let Chad sleep for about an hour before she decided it was time to wake him up and get busy. But when she went to wake him, she noticed that his pacifier had fallen out of his mouth and was just laying on the couch next to his head. She picked it up and put it back into his mouth. Chad woke up instantly.

	“What?” He was still so groggy.

	“Keep this in your mouth.” She held it till she felt him sucking on it again. “Come on, time to get up and get busy.”

	Chad swung himself to a sitting position till he could wake up a bit more. He was so groggy still. He unconsciously reached for the pacifier in his mouth again and was stunned when she slapped his hand.

	“Don’t touch!”

	He got the point. It also helped to wake him up a bit more.

	“Come on,” she coaxed him. “There’s a bottle waiting for you in the kitchen.”

	“Oh hell,” he thought. As he stood up and began walking to the kitchen he weakly realized that he had to pee again. He barely thought about it as he wet himself.

	As he sat down on the hard kitchen floor with his bottle, he realized just how tender his backside still was. He rocked back and forth trying to find a comfortable way to sit, but he couldn’t. Finally, he laid down on his side and put the bottle to his mouth. He couldn’t believe how much the beating she had given him still hurt. He’d have to think carefully about not doing everything she told him to right away from now on. She really knew how to make a point.

	As he started in on the bottle, Mel asked him, “Are you usually a breakfast eater?”

	“When I can,” he replied. “Sometimes I only have time for coffee, but when I can I grab something from a fast food place on the way to work.”

	Mel nodded. “I’m going out for some donuts. I’ll be right back.” She started to walk away then stopped. “Can you cook?”

	“A little, I guess,” he replied.

	Mel nodded thoughtfully. “Well have to see. Maybe later we’ll go grocery shopping.” Then she walked out.

	Chad was left alone with his baby bottle to finish. He didn’t dare dump it out or even think about getting up off the floor till he had finished it. But when he was done, he did get up and wandered around a bit. She wasn’t back yet, but he had no doubt that she wouldn’t be much longer. He really wanted to lay back down and sleep some more, but he didn’t dare do that either. Not wanting to cause any trouble for himself, he decided that maybe he should at least attempt to do something useful. So he began washing dishes – mostly baby bottles.

	Mel came back with a box full of donuts and two large cups of coffee while he was still at the sink. She was more than pleased to see what he was doing. “Oh, what a good baby you are!” she told him as she set everything down on the counter. The compliment actually sent waves of pleasure throughout Chad’s body. While Chad finished what he was doing, Mel grabbed one of the baby bottles he had just washed and poured coffee from one of the cups into it. Chad had no question now about which cup was his.

	As soon as he finished the dishes, Mel pointed to the box of donuts. “Start eating,” she said with her mouth full. The box held a dozen varying kinds of donuts, each one looking more appetizing then the next. He selected one and put it in his mouth. Very sweet, very tasty, and oh so good! He didn’t even think about it as he grabbed his baby bottle full of coffee to help wash it down. As soon as he finished the donut, Mel said, “Have another one.”

	“May I?” he asked politely. Mel just pointed at them since her mouth was full.

	As Chad was eating, Mel got up and left him. She went to her desk to catch up on some work, leaving him alone. “That was good. Thank you,” he called to her as soon as he finished the donut.

	“Have another one,” she called from her desk.

	“No thank you. I’ve had enough.”

	“I said have another one!”

	He was a bit surprised at her attitude, but he wasn’t about to not do whatever she said, besides, they really were good. So he ate a third one. This time, when he finished it, he walked out to where she was working. “I’m done,” he told her. “Is there anything you want me to do now?”

	Mel looked around her. “Get busy,” she said simply. “Clean! There’s laundry to do, beds to be made, the carpet needs cleaning, the furniture needs…” But Mel stopped dead right there as soon as she saw the sudden surprised look on Chad’s face.

	Chad had been listening to what Mel was saying and was just about to get busy, when the suppository she had put in him earlier decided to do its job. It was so sudden that he was filling his diapers without warning. It really felt more like everything in him was just falling out.

	“What’s wrong?” Mel asked.

	“I just…”

	Mel nodded knowingly. She turned back to her work. “Get busy. And have another donut first.”

	With the cloth diapers on instead of his usual disposable ones, Chad was more than ever aware of the mess inside of them. He felt the wetness too against his skin. And the longer he wore them now, the more the wetness and the mess seemed to irritate his already blistered rear end. The cloth diapers were thinner than the ones he had worn all night, but he had been tied up then, unable to move. Now he had to walk around and do things. And the awful mess in his diapers meant he had to move a lot more carefully. He was used to waddling around in thick diapers now, but having to constantly feel the wet mess in his backside caused him to waddle with even more of a wide legged gait. It was uncomfortable and he knew he looked silly doing it, but what choice did he have.

	He started in on the laundry, but he had only started to load the clothes in the washer when Mel came to find him. “You forgot this,” she said, holding out his pacifier. “She stuck it in his mouth for him. Suck on it and don’t let me catch it out of your mouth.” Then she was gone.

	Chad sighed. The woman could be very difficult. But damn if sucking on a pacifier like a baby wasn’t making him horny. Having to see the bright red polish on his nails while he worked was having the same effect on him too. Now if he could just figure out a way to get a little relief.

	Chad’s work was slowed down a lot because Mel kept stopping him every half-hour or so to make him eat another donut or drink another baby bottle. As soon as he finished each time though, she made sure that his pacifier quickly went right back into his mouth again. His mouth was getting really tired from all the sucking, but every time Mel caught him putting his hand anywhere near the pacifier to take it out for a minute she yelled at him. His jaw was beginning to ache and his lips were going numb, but what could he do?

	It was nearly noon before Mel finished with what she was working on and decided that Chad had done enough. When she found him, Chad thought that she was going to bring him another baby bottle to drink – thankfully, the donuts were finally all gone, she had made him eat ten of them and now he was so full that he couldn’t eat another bite if he tried. But Mel surprised him by deciding to change his sopping wet and messy diapers instead. That really pleased him. Unfortunately, what didn’t please him was that she inserted another suppository when she did it. Things were definitely getting worse he decided.

	Once he was again dressed and firmly locked in his onesie, Mel told him to start taking all the bags from the stuff he had bought last night back to his apartment. But the thought of going outside dressed like he was, shocked him too much. Without stopping to think about what he was doing, he said, “What? I can’t! Not like this!” Even though the words were slightly blurred by the pacifier in his mouth, the panic in his voice was plainly evident.

	Mel’s reply wasn’t loud and it wasn’t fast, but was enough to let Chad know instantly that he had messed up, and bad. “Shall I get my yardstick again?”

	Chad nearly panicked. He had been really glad all morning that everything she had him doing didn’t require him to sit down. With a huge amount of trepidation, he picked up his keys and as many bags as he could carry in his arms at one time and headed for her door, mentally bracing himself for the dash outside to his own apartment. But Mel’s voice cut through the room, “Only two at a time.” Chad looked at her like she was crazy, but she wasn’t. “Would you rather do it one at a time?” she added.

	Chad set all but two of the bags down on the floor again. He realized it would be easier to manage since he had to unlock his door anyway. Maybe he could get back and forth quicker. Dreading it horribly, he went out and ran for his own apartment as fast as the heels on his feet would allow. But just coming up the top of the steps ahead of him was one of the girls from the apartment past his. He heard her surprised little scream as he quickly unlocked his door and ran inside, closing it just as quickly behind him.

	But then he had to go back again. He waited a moment to let the woman get back inside her own apartment before he opened his door again. He cautiously looked out. The darn woman was standing right next to her door, looking straight at him. He ducked back inside again and waited a few moments longer, then he looked back again. She was still there! Darn it! The damn woman wasn’t going away. Not having any choice, he ran out and back to Mel’s apartment.

	“What took you so long?” Mel asked.

	“One of those women from the other night was out there and she saw me.”

	Mel smiled. “Did she like what she saw?”

	Chad groaned and picked up two more bags. But when he went outside, not only was the woman out there, but her dark haired friend was out there too. Both of them, just standing there watching him. Once again he ran for the safety of his own apartment. This time, he didn’t even wait. He quickly set the bags down and ran back out for another load. The quicker he got this over with, the better.

	“That was fast this time,” Mel noted. “I take it she’s gone now.”

	“No! Not only is she out there, but so is her friend!”

	“Really now,” Mel was a bit surprised but was suddenly enjoying Chad’s new discomfort. Not wanting to spoil it, she said nothing, but as soon as he was back out the door with another load, she poked her head out to see what was going on. She nearly burst out laughing.

	Chad went out through Mel’s door and almost stopped dead. Fortunately, he collected himself just in time and continued on ahead. Both women were still there, but now one of them had found a lawn chair and was sitting on it with her drink. They were both out there just to enjoy the show. “Wooo hooo!” he heard one of them shouting as he continued towards his own apartment. Yeah, they were enjoying the show all right. A little too much.

	On the return trip to Mel’s apartment, he heard them clapping and shouting again. But now Mel herself was leaning in her doorway watching the show too. He wasn’t running anymore. Just very resigned, he grabbed more stuff and continued moving it to his place. But a little too late, he realized that maybe all the running he had just done hadn’t been a really good idea, because as he was halfway between apartments again, the latest suppository did its job. And just like before, it was so sudden that there was no real warning. All the donuts he had been eating all morning hadn’t helped at all either. He stopped dead when it happened with a terrified look on his face. When he could continue walking again, it was much more gingerly. The two women in front of him were obviously wondering what had happened, but he heard Mel laughing openly behind him.

	He dropped the bags off and went back for another load, cursing the fact that they had bought so much stuff and that the store had insisted on putting so few items in each bag. But when he went back out, Mel was just passing him on her way to see the two women. Again, walking – or more like waddling – gingerly, he went back for another load. The women all laughed and talked as he made the last of the trips. He couldn’t imagine anything in the world more embarrassing than what he had just done. When he was done, he left his door open because he had no doubt that Mel would soon follow him into his apartment. He went to his blow-up mattress and buried his head in his pillow. If only the world would swallow him up right now so he couldn’t feel the embarrassment anymore.

	 


Chapter 8 (Saturday – week 1 Part 2)

	Mel kept Chad busy in his own apartment for the next few hours as she had him put everything in the bags away somewhere and started to make his place a bit more organized. At lunchtime, she went out and brought back some burgers for each of them and made him eat all of his, even though he was still full from all the donuts he had eaten earlier.

	In his bathroom, Mel threw away every male item she could find and replaced it with something feminine instead. Suddenly, the only shampoo, deodorant, and razors that Chad had were now all female. And there were a lot of other feminine items on his counter too. The towels on his towel rack were now all pink as were the washcloths.

	Chad had to put the little girl sheets on his blow-up mattress and the matching pillow case on his pillow. His blanket was neatly folded so as to leave no question about what kind of sheets were on the bed. His teddy bear was prominently propped up on his pillow.

	The two cardboard chests were put together and all of Chad’s bras were place in one drawer while his pantyhose were placed in another. Mel took all of Chad’s male underpants, undershirts, socks, and the few pairs of panties he owned and put them together into a bag to take back to her apartment. Chad was devastated to see them go. Chad’s plastic panties went into the top drawer of the other chest, and the pink Barbie clock radio was displayed on top.

	As Mel directed, Chad gradually rearranged his entire apartment to organize it better. Once most of the boxes were moved to better positions, the apartment began to look much better, but also a lot more empty.

	Mel placed the only chair in his apartment in a more prominent place where she could always sit and watch him easier. Then she found the framed contract and handed it to him. Chad was more than surprised as soon as he saw what it was. He also wasn’t very happy about it. “Mel… why did you do that?” he said through his pacifier.

	“Wait a minute, Chad,” she began.

	Chad realized that he had complained again. Fearful of another beating, he quickly added, “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to complain. It just surprised me, that’s all.”

	But Mel held up her hand. Fortunately, she didn’t look all that upset. “Chad, don’t worry. There’s something else we need to discuss that I was going to bring up later, but right now is as good a time as any.”

	Chad only relaxed slightly. “What?”

	Mel took a deep breath. It felt like she was about to take another major step forward. Slightly frightening in a way. She looked at Chad, he was waiting. But she felt like she needed a more formal way to put across what she wanted to tell him. Just standing there with him felt all wrong. She walked over and sat in the chair and pointed to the floor in front of her. “Kneel down.”

	With more trepidation than ever, Chad did as he was told and kneeled in front of her.

	Mel felt a little like a queen sitting in that chair with her subject kneeling in front of her. “Chad,” she began. “I don’t think that it’s right that you call me Mel anymore. You’ve got to stop.” He looked at her questioningly. “From now on, I never want to hear you call me anything but Mistress. Got that? Mistress. No matter where you are or what you’re doing. Only Mistress.”

	Chad took that in. It wasn’t so bad. In fact, it kind if made sense. Not only that, but it also fell right in line with all of his fantasies. He smiled up at her and said, “Yes, Mistress.”

	“Good. Now I want that contract hung right in the middle of that wall where everyone can see it.”

	When he was done, Chad looked around at his apartment. Now that it was organized, it looked a lot better. It also looked a lot emptier. The only thing about the living room that he wasn’t happy about was the contract that was now displayed prominently on his wall. With only one chair in the entire room, anyone coming in couldn’t miss it. The vast empty space did make it easier for him to visualize the pool table he would soon have though.

	His bedroom and bathroom worried him a bit. They now looked way too feminine and embarrassing should anyone see them. In a way, it stimulated him greatly, but at the same time, he was worried about anyone seeing them.

	He expected that now that they were done, that Mel would be taking him back to her place and he was bracing himself for the trip out the door. But instead, she took him into his bathroom and changed his diapers again – and again inserting another of the dreaded suppositories. But this time, she didn’t lock the onesie back on him again. Instead she made him put one of the all-in-one girdles on again. That was soon followed by pantyhose and the highest pair of heels that he owned.

	Mel looked at him critically. “You need makeup,” she decided. She went into his bathroom where they had put all the makeup that they had bought into one of the drawers. She started to pull various items out to put on him, then she stopped herself and put it all back. She looked at him. “You’re a sissy. You must have done this before. Show me what you can do.” And with that she reached out and pulled his pacifier out of his mouth and set it on the counter.

	Chad was so relieved to have the thing gone. For hours now he had been only keeping it in his mouth by lightly clamping down on it with his teeth. He stretched his jaws for relief and walked over to the drawer full of makeup.

	He would have much rather had her put the makeup on him. He had played with makeup once or twice before, but only a very little bit. Tentatively, he looked through the various items in the drawer. So much stuff. He saw some eye shadow and figured that would be good to start with. As best as he could, he spread some out on his eyelids. Mascara, he thought, that should be next. He found some in the drawer. It seemed to take forever for him to put some on, and even then he couldn’t really see it. Finally, he grabbed one of the lipsticks and smeared that on his lips. He examined the overall affect in the mirror. But he didn’t have to say it, Mel said it for him. “Pitiful! Absolutely pitiful! Look at you, you didn’t bother with any foundation, you did the eye shadow all wrong, none of the colors work right together, and don’t even get me started on how badly you did the mascara. Pitiful! Just pitiful!”

	“Um, I really haven’t had much practice with any of this,” he admitted.

	“Well, it shows!” She stopped and looked at him for a moment, trying to figure out how to proceed. She was tempted to do it all for him, but the guy really needed to learn. “Ok, wash it all off, then we’ll start with something basic.” As soon as Chad’s face was clean again, Mel had him find all the mascaras that were in the drawer, three of them, just so he would know for sure what they were. Then she made him practice over and over again putting it on. But finally she had had enough. “Ok, that’s enough for today. I have other things I need to do. You can practice more later.” She left his latest mascara job alone and began making up his face – completely.

	When she was done, Chad looked at himself in the mirror. Wow! She had done a great job. He couldn’t believe how different, and certainly much more feminine he looked. He turned towards Mel. “I can’t believe how different I look! Thank you.”

	“You’d better start learning to do all that, and learn it fast!” Mel replied. “Now let’s finish getting you dressed.”

	Mel stuffed a couple of pairs of pantyhose into the cups of his all-in-one girdle, then she pulled a black skirt and a white blouse out of his closet and had him put them on. “Almost acceptable,” she noted. “Of course, there’s a lot of stuff you still need and there’s no way that you could ever pass for a woman… yet. But I guess I can’t expect too much since it’s only been a week.” She sighed. He was about as ready as she could get him right now. It was time for something else. “Back to the living room,” she ordered as she picked up his pacifier and took it with her.

	Mel once again sat in her chair and pointed to the floor. Chad immediately kneeled in front of her, all the while, wondering what she wanted next. Calling her Mistress certainly wasn’t bad at all. But if there was one thing he had learned in the past week, she could be full of surprises. That fact worried him.

	“What’s my name?” she asked.

	Chad knew what she wanted. “Mistress,” he answered immediately.

	“Say it again.”

	“Mistress.”

	“Again.”

	“Mistress.”

	Mel actually liked the sound of it. Just hearing him call her Mistress gave her a lot of pleasure. But she knew he would be less happy about what she wanted now. “That’s right!” she answered him. “I’m your Mistress. And as your Mistress… and because our contract says I can… I have a new command for you.”

	Chad listened intently, but very warily.

	“From now on, your name is no longer Chad. I never… ever… want to hear you tell ANYONE that your name is Chad. From now on, the only name you may use is… Sissy!”

	Chad was stunned. “Sissy?” he repeated quietly in shock.

	“Sissy! If I ever hear you even say the name Chad again, I’ll have your name changed legally and permanently. And if you think I can’t do that, then just think about how easy it is for anyone to change their names whenever they want. Women change them all the time when they get married don’t they?”

	“Yyyyyes,” he stuttered quietly.

	“And remember, I’m a lawyer, I deal with that kind of thing all the time. So I know how to do it. So if you don’t want it changed legally… yet… then I suggest that you try very hard to remember just what I told you.” She paused for a few minutes while she watched him trying to digest that. “Now, who are you?”

	“Sissy,” he answered quietly and ashamed.

	“Louder. Who are you?”

	“Sissy,” Chad said a bit louder.

	“Tell me your name!”

	“I’m Sissy,” he said faster and louder.

	“Good. I just hope you remember that.” Mel knew that it wasn’t actually as easy to change someone’s name as she had said it was, but she was also betting that he wouldn’t know that.

	Chad was having a very hard time digesting his new name. Could she really change it legally on him? The more he thought about it, the more he was sure that she could. That could cause him some major complications. In fact, even during the course of this bet, he had no doubt that it was going to cause problems. His new name was supposed to be

	Sissy? How utterly embarrassing. Worse, he felt like some tiny part of himself had just been ripped away.

	Mel got up from her chair and picked up her purse that she had left by the front door. She dropped his pacifier inside. “Ok, Sissy, there’s something I promised someone you would do for them, and now you’re going to have to do it.”

	Chad got to his feet, suddenly very worried. Do something for someone? He was already dreading whatever it was going to be. Especially dressed the way he was.

	“I want you to go knock on the door of the apartment next door and introduce yourself properly to the two women in there. And I’m going to be right behind you so don’t you dare do anything wrong!”

	Chad was aghast. “You mean those two women who…”

	“Yes, those two! Now get moving. And remember, if I ever hear you speak the name Chad again… well, you’ll be more than very sorry!”

	Swallowing very hard, Chad headed for his front door. Mel opened it wide and held it open for him. Earlier that day he had been outside over and over again wearing the embarrassing onesie. Now he was wearing a skirt and made up more like a woman. It was another complete embarrassment. He heard Mel locking his door behind him. He didn’t even have a key to get back into his own apartment. Slowly, his heels clip-clopped their way towards the apartment past his. He was supposed to introduce himself with his new name. He had to tell someone that his name was Sissy now. How was he going to do it? There were major butterflies in his stomach.

	He stopped at the door and looked back at Mel. She was waiting. Taking a deep breath, he reached out and knocked, softly. He was silently praying that nobody was home. But his prayer wasn’t answered. He heard someone coming to the door. And then it opened. The woman with the short dark hair was standing there. Before Chad could say a word, she screamed with delight. “Oh! Look at you! So precious!” Then she turned to yell behind her. “Sandy, come look. Quick! See who’s here.”

	The woman with the lighter colored long hair walked out of the bedroom. “Ohhh!” she squeeled in delight.”

	The dark haired one opened the door. “Come on in, come on in.”

	Chad did as he was told. At least he wasn’t outside anymore. Mel followed right after him. “Hi Cassie. Hi Sandy,” she said casually to the two women.

	“Hi Mel,” the longer haired one, who Chad now guessed was Sandy answered.

	“You brought us a present,” Cassie said, walking slowly around Chad, examining him critically. “He’s adorable. Of course, watching him earlier running back and forth may just have been one of the highlights of my life!”

	Chad was praying again. He was praying for the floor to open up and swallow him. A major earthquake should do it.

	Mel laughed. “I just thought it was time you finally met your new neighbor – properly!” Chad didn’t miss the emphasis she had placed on the last word.

	“Ooooo,” Sandy squeeled. “It’s about time.” She and Cassie quickly stood next to each other excitedly. Chad noticed that Sandy reached out and grabbed the other girl’s hand and was holding it tightly.

	He looked at Mel, she was waiting. He looked back at the two girls, they were waiting too. Oh God! He didn’t want to do this! But he forced words out of his mouth. “I just wanted to say that I’m your new neighbor next door. And my name is,” the pause was every so slight, but it was definitely there, “Sissy.” He had done it now. He had actually told someone – make that two people - that his name was Sissy. He would forever be branded with that name now.

	The two girls both started squealing with delight. “Oh Mel,” Cassie said. “I love it! You know I have a girlfriend who everybody calls Sissy. Of course she’s a girl.”

	“Yeah,” replied Mel. “I thought of that. It’s a common enough name for a girl, but more importantly, it will forever serve as a reminder to him of exactly what he is.”

	Chad was praying harder and harder for that earthquake to swallow him up.

	“I see he’s finally wearing makeup,” Sandy noted as she finally let go of Cassie’s hand.

	“Ugh!” Mel grunted. “You should see how awful the job he did himself was. I had to do that for him. I’m afraid he’s going to need a lot of practice.”

	“Well, makeup can be hard,” Cassie replied in a slightly taunting voice, as if she were sticking up for him. “It’s one of the reasons why I don’t use much myself.”

	The two girls laughed, although neither Mel nor Chad knew exactly what about.

	“Anyway,” Cassie continued, “makeup is really more of Sandy’s thing.”

	“Well let’s be honest,” Sandy replied. “You don’t really need a lot of makeup with your job. I do.”

	“Yeah, but you’re good at it. Mostly, I just don’t care.”

	“That’s ok. I like you just the way you are.” The two girls laughed again.

	The familiarity between the two women was hard to miss, especially in their own apartment. Definitely lesbians, Mel thought. Without a doubt.

	Mel picked up on something that Sandy had said. “What kind of job do you have?” she asked her.

	But it was Cassie who answered, “Oh, she’s an interior decorator. And she’s great! She just doesn’t think so yet.”

	“Well, I’m not great. But I do think I do a pretty good job.” Sandy retorted.

	“Pretty good… Mel, look at this place. It looks great doesn’t it?”

	Mel had to agree, it really looked fabulous. All except for one small work area that was incredibly cluttered. “Yes, it does look good,” she replied. “Really good!”

	While the women talked, Chad inched his way out of the way more and just remained silent and in the background. As long as nobody was paying attention to him, he was a lot happier. He wondered if he dared to sit down. She had made him wear his highest heels and they were starting to hurt his feet. While he listened quietly, he learned that Cassie was an aerobics and dance instructor in a women’s gym. That explained why she didn’t need a lot of makeup in her job. Cassie spent a few minutes trying over and over again to convince Mel to join the gym, but Mel was just too busy with her job. Because he was just standing still, Chad’s feet were starting to hurt more and more. He decided to chance sitting down. Slowly, so as not to attract too much attention, he moved over to one of the chairs and sat, being careful to smooth his skirt out under him as he did so. The women each glanced at him quickly as he sat down, but they were busy talking and went right back to it. He breathed a sigh of relief. But unfortunately, his movement brought the conversation right back to him.

	“And how is his training going?” Cassie asked.

	Chad was suddenly aghast. These women knew? Suddenly all three of them were looking straight at him again.

	Mel sighed. “Ok, I guess. I’ve been force feeding him bottles of a green tea mixture that I make up. It’s supposed to be a strong diuretic and I’ve been making it really strong hoping that it will make him have to pee more. And I think it’s working. At least I hope it is.”

	They were suddenly all looking at him. He realized they were looking for an answer. “It is.” Chad said. “Believe me, it is.” But they just continued to look at him. Were they expecting more? “Sometimes I think I’m peeing almost every half hour. It’s especially bad at night because it keeps waking me up. I haven’t slept well all week!”

	Mel smiled at him. “Like I told you, just think how much better it will be when you learn to sleep through it.” All three girls started laughing hysterically.

	Mel suddenly looked troubled. “That reminds me,” she said in her no nonsense voice. She pulled the pacifier out of her purse and stuck it into his mouth again. “That stays there!”

	Chad was aghast. One humiliation on top of another, and there was nothing he could do about it. Sandy and Cassie started laughing at him all over again.

	“It’s his latest phase of training,” she told them. “I think he looks adorable sucking on it like a good sissy baby. Don’t you think?”

	“Oh definitely,” Cassie replied. “Definitely.” All the women enjoyed a good long laugh.

	Chad couldn’t understand why that earthquake he was praying for should be delayed so much. He sat and listened as Mel began telling them a little about the things she had been putting him through all week. Things that Chad really didn’t want to be reminded of. Way too many incredibly humiliating things. He couldn’t blame them for laughing, if he were in their position, he would laugh too. And despite how embarrassing it all was, it was making him horny again. It certainly didn’t seem to take much anymore. He really needed some relief.

	He had been only half-listening for a while now, mostly lost in reliving the embarrassments he had been through over and over again. He was enjoying it because he was feeling his horniness as an internal warmth. A delicious warmth that he was surprisingly enjoying. But he was jolted back to reality when Cassie said, “Maybe I can help.”

	Chad desperately tried to remember what they had been talking about. Oh yeah, Mel had mentioned she was going to be putting suppositories up his rear end with each diaper change for the foreseeable future. She had been planning on making him drive to her office every day at lunchtime to change him and put another suppository in him, but her schedule wasn’t exactly the best for doing it.

	“Where does he work?” Cassie asked. Mel told him. “I think I know where that is, and it’s only a few blocks from the gym. Why don’t you have him come to the gym at lunch every day and I can change him for you.”

	Mel looked very surprised. “Are you sure?” she asked tentatively. “You know, he’s going to be messy.”

	Cassie scoffed at that. “Don’t worry, I’m not afraid of a little mess. You wouldn’t believe how many women barf all over everything while they’re exercising and I have to clean that up. I can’t imagine that he could possibly be much worse.”

	Mel shook her head. Chad was sure she was going to decline and he was very glad about that. Things were bad enough for him already. But Mel didn’t decline. “Well, if you’re absolutely sure about it. It really would be a big help.”

	“Mel, you know I’ll be glad to do it.”

	“Ok then,” Mel replied. “Staring Monday, I’ll send him to you at lunchtime. And don’t worry, I’ll make sure he has everything you need.” She looked over at Chad then and suddenly he was more afraid than ever.

	That night, Chad laid down on his blow-up mattress and began sucking on the first of the three baby bottles that Mel had left with him. They were all taped at the top so he couldn’t dump them out. The darn pacifier she had been making him suck on most of the day was now pinned by a pink ribbon to his onesie where he was supposed to start sucking on it as soon as the last bottle was finished. And she had been very clear that he was supposed to keep sucking on it all night long. Ugh!

	He was so tired. Bone tired. It had been a very long day and he hadn’t slept much all week. The new sheets he was laying on felt very nice against his hairless legs. The pillow case felt nice too. They were just embarrassing to look at. He had placed his teddy bear on the floor where it would be out of his way while he slept. He had a feeling that Mel wouldn’t exactly approve, but she hadn’t said anything about it earlier.

	He replayed the day over and over again in his head. He had to call himself Sissy now. His new name. A girl’s name. A name that all too well described exactly what he was. How utterly embarrassing. That thought alone began making him grow hard again inside his already wet diapers. And starting next week he was going to have to have his diapers changed at lunchtime. That part he was actually really happy about. It had been difficult going all day, peeing as much as he now did, without having his diapers changed. He realized that just the thought of somebody changing him like a baby was also fueling his need for release. He needed to pee again, but knew he couldn’t. He was too hard, even inside of his diapers. He desperately tried to rub himself through his baby-doll nighty and the onesie that was again locked on him. But it was no good. The diapers she had been put on him again for the night were way too thick. He had thought that the cloth diapers would be more fun than the disposables, but in truth, they were just different. With the cloth diapers he could always feel it when he was wet, which was now almost always. But he was wet so much that he had quickly gotten used to it. Being wet all the time was beginning to feel normal to him. How interesting he decided. His aching cock gave another twinge, begging for relief. His balls were aching horribly too. Something that he was sure that Mel would care nothing about. He tried desperately again to rub enough sensation through his thick diapers to get some relief. But again he was left denied. He was so incredibly frustrated over it – and that too was fueling his desire. He couldn’t win.

	It had only been a week. A long and horribly humiliating week. Every day had seemed to bring humiliation after humiliation. He had hated it and loved it. What would next week bring? One thing was for sure, she couldn’t do much more to humiliate him than she already had. That thought alone was comforting.

	One week gone out of the two month bet. As he drank his bottle of the horrible tea, he felt his need to pee growing. He couldn’t pee of course as hard as he was, but just the fact that he knew he needed to pee so much let him know that he still had total control. As much as she had put him through, she hadn’t stripped anything away from him at all. He was going to win that bet. Of that he had no doubt at all.
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