
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Chapter 9 (Sunday – week 2 Part 1)

	Mel stretched a bit as she padded her way to the coffee pot to start it brewing. She had slept later than she had in a long time. She thought about Chad next door and decided he could wait. He probably needed more sleep anyway. She had been hard on him all week, something she dared not ease up on now. But letting him get a little extra sleep wouldn’t hurt – either of them.

	Once the coffee was brewing, she went to her desk and fired up her computer. She had a bit of research to do. Ever since Friday night when Chad had informed her that he couldn’t pee while he was hard, she had been trying to think of some way to keep him from ever getting hard. Her earlier research had left some vague possibilities in her mind, but now it was time to explore them further. A little while later, her coffee almost finished, she had made her decision. She had found, and easily, something she considered fairly diabolical. By all descriptions, Chad would have to learn to stay soft all the time, or he would suffer. She had planned on ordering something that morning, but a small notice on the ordering page had stopped her. If she placed the order by phone on Monday, then there were faster delivery options available, including overnight. She decided to place her order first thing Monday morning, and hopefully, by Tuesday evening she would no longer have that particular problem with Chad anymore. Chad? She smiled. She had to get used to calling him Sissy now. It wouldn’t do to make that mistake in front of him.

	Chad felt himself have to pee again and allowed himself to do it. He opened his eyes. It felt later than usual. He sat up where he could see his pink clock radio and stared at it very much surprised. It was later. Much later. Gratefully, he laid back down and stretched and just rubbed his bare arms and legs on the sheet, trying to get his circulation moving a bit. As usual, his diapers were overly soaked and he couldn’t even begin to bring his legs anywhere near each other. He would have loved to remove them, but the lock on the back of his onesie prevented that. So frustrating. As was his need to get off that was also impossible.

	Sighing, he got to his feet. Normally he would have gone straight into his bathroom to relieve himself, but that was impossible for him now too. As he waddled into his living room, the need to pee returned again. Once again he peed without hardly giving it another thought. His living room was empty except for the one chair that Mel had sat in yesterday. He wandered into his kitchen, also mostly empty. There were a few baby bottles filled with her lousy tea in the refrigerator, but that was all. Sucking on another baby bottle just then wasn’t exactly what he wanted to do, and he didn’t. Thinking about the bottles made him think about the pacifier he was supposed to be sucking on. He picked it up by the ribbon it was dangling from attached to his onesie. He just looked at it and let it fall again. Mel wasn’t around just then.

	His apartment was empty. No TV, no nothing. As he looked around the room, he noticed where the connection for the cable TV came out of the wall. After everything the bitch was putting him through, he decided that one of the major things she was also going to buy him, was a new TV too, a nice one! Mel still hadn’t shown up. Where was she? Deciding to do the only thing he really could do, he went back to bed.

	It was the middle of the morning by the time that Mel was finished getting ready. She was dressed casually, but nicely. Grabbing her purse she went out and locked her door behind her, she wasn’t planning on being back till much later.

	Chad heard his front door open. “Finally!” he thought to himself as he got up off his mattress and went to make sure it was Mel who had just come in – who else?

	“Did you get enough sleep?” Mel asked him as soon as she saw him.

	“Yeah. Finally!” he replied.

	“Did you sleep any better than you have been?”

	That question puzzled him. “What do you mean?”

	“I mean have you learned to wet yourself in your sleep yet?”

	“Ha, not even close.” He replied. He didn’t think he was really lying since he did wake up every time he needed to pee, he just wasn’t bothering to come fully awake anymore. But she didn’t need to know that.

	Mel walked over to him and suddenly slapped his face – hard.

	“Ow! What was that for?”

	Mel just reached down and picked up the pacifier that was dangling from his onesie and shoved it back into his mouth. “I told you to keep it there, didn’t I?” Chad said nothing.

	As Mel got him cleaned up a few minutes later, she realized that there wasn’t as much of a mess in his diapers this time. Of course she should have expected that with all the suppositories she was shoving in him. His system was probably mostly empty now. Chad gratefully soaked his body clean first in his shower, then relaxing in his bathtub for a few minutes. Mel had added some flowery smelling bath beads to the water, but that only made him enjoy the sensation all the more. His cock began growing again at the very thought of it. He wanted to touch it so badly. He glanced quickly at Mel to see if she would notice, but she was watching him all too closely. “Don’t you dare!” she said. Chad sighed dejectedly and Mel made him get out of the water so she could rediaper him again.

	Once she had diapered him in two of the thinner cloth diapers and had his plastic panties pulled up again, Mel had him pull one of his all-in-one girdles back on again. Chad hated the thing because it was so uncomfortably tight, but with only two diapers on under it instead of the four she usually used, it wasn’t nearly so bad down below.

	When he went to shave his face, he quickly realized that the only razors he had were all pink, and he had no shaving cream at all. “I can’t shave with this,” he complained.

	“You’re going to have to learn,” Mel answered, “because that’s all I’m going to allow you to use.”

	“And there’s no shaving cream either.”

	“Tough! Women don’t use it when they shave their legs. Rub some soap and some moisturizer on your face. Try that instead.”

	Chad wasn’t exactly sure, but he tried it. The moisturizer he decided was definitely the most help.

	“Ok,” she said when he was finally finished, “makeup time again. Let’s see if you can remember what I taught you yesterday about the mascara.” Mel finally allowed him to take his pacifier out again, but she held onto it for later.

	Chad went to work with one of the mascaras. But of course she wasn’t happy with his first attempt, or his second attempt either. Fortunately, she decided that his third attempt was much better. “You’re finally starting to get the hang of it,” she told him. “But you should have been practicing more.”

	“When?” he replied a bit put out. “You kept me busy all last night till you sent me to bed.”

	“How about this morning? Don’t tell me you’ve been asleep the entire time till I got here.”

	“No,” he admitted.

	“And I’ll bet you haven’t had a single bottle this morning either, have you?”

	“No… but you didn’t tell me to!”

	“I shouldn’t have to!”

	Chad kept his mouth shut after that for fear she might punish him again. He knew he had probably pushed his luck as it was.

	Mel did the rest of his makeup for him again and then stuffed the pantyhose from last night back into the cups of his all-in-one. Then she had him put on the same black skirt he had worn before only this time with a different, more colorful top. “You really need some more clothes,” she commented. Then she handed him another pair of heels from his closet, fortunately, not his highest ones. She sighed as she looked him over, “still a long way to go,” but you’ll have to do.” Actually, she was fairly glad he looked as ridiculous as he did, it would only serve to humiliate him more – and excite her more.

	“Ok, let’s go,” she said as she headed for the door.

	Chad was terrified again, even though he had expected they were going out again. “Where to?” he asked.

	“Grocery shopping,” she said as she pushed him towards the door. Chad reached for his keys and wallet on the way out but she stopped him. “Leave them, I’ve got a key, remember?” Then she added, “Remind me to get you a purse soon.” And with that she pushed him out and closed the door behind them.

	Chad was completely terrified. She was taking him out shopping dressed the way he was and he had no way to get out of it. She had pushed him out the door without his keys or even his wallet. Without his keys, he couldn’t even get back into his own apartment. He was totally dependent on her. He felt so trapped. He was trapped! Completely!

	All the way to the store he fretted. He had never been out in public in a skirt before – except for walking next door last night to Cassie and Sandy’s apartment, and he wasn’t really counting that – now. He realized that Mel was upping the ante, again! And this was almost more than he thought he could handle. But how was he going to get out of it?

	All too soon they pulled into the parking lot. It was late enough in the morning that Chad could see that the store was getting crowded. Mel found a parking spot, not as close to the store as Chad would have liked, and got out. “Ok, Sissy. Let’s go,” she said as she got out of the car.”

	Chad stayed where he was. There was no way he could find the courage to get out of the car just then.

	Mel stopped at the back of her car as soon as she realized that Chad was still in it. “Come on!” she shouted. But Chad wasn’t budging. She walked over and opened his door. Chad was huddled in the car with his arms wrapped around his body. He was clearly terrified. “What are you doing? Get out of there right now!”

	“I can’t.”

	“I said… Out! Now!” But Chad just shook his head. Mel was at a loss for what to do and was getting angry. “Do you want to be punished again?”

	He shook his head. “Nnnno.”

	“Then get out of there!”

	He shook his head again. “I can’t!”

	Mel was really angry now. “Boy are you going to get it when we get home!” But she wasn’t ready to leave just yet. She needed to find some way to get him out of the car. She was a lawyer, she had resorted to drastic means before. “Ok smart ass!” She pulled out her cell phone. “Let’s see what the police will do with you when I call them!”

	Chad looked up at her, aghast.

	Mel opened her cell phone “Nine.” She pushed a button. “One.” She pushed another button. “One.” She put the phone to her ear.

	“Mel, please!” Chad pleaded.

	“Who?”

	“I mean, Mistress, please don’t.” But Mel was already speaking.

	“Yes,” she was saying. “I just came out of the store and I found some… pervert… sitting in my car and he won’t go away!... No, I’m not going to go near him! No, I don’t think he has a gun, at least I didn’t see one… Ok, I’ll be expecting them, and please tell them to hurry. I’ll be the one waving my arms for them up by the front entrance… Yes, yes, I’ll stay on the line.”

	Chad looked up at her, she had called the cops. No matter what the actual reasons it would be really bad for him. He didn’t want to get arrested. He didn’t want to go to jail. He couldn’t imagine what someone dressed as he was would experience there. “Mistress please…” he said softly. But she was still talking onto the phone, describing him as if she were standing further away from him than she actually was. “Please…” he pleaded again. He had no choice, slowly, he extricated himself from the car. Exposing himself and the way he was dressed to the entire world. Mel looked please and closed her cell phone. Then she quickly slammed the car door shut behind him and hit the lock button on her key chain. “No way out,” he thought through his panicked brain. “No way out.”

	“Come on,” Mel was saying as she started walking toward the door, glancing around as she walked. “We’d better get out of here before the police show up.” She stopped to wait for him to catch up. “That is, unless you really do want them to arrest you.”

	Chad hurried after her. His heels making all too much noise, even over the other sounds around him. Exposed! Branded as a sissy. And now on view for the whole world to see what he really was. Deeply ashamed, he hurried after her, as if she would somehow keep him safe.

	Mel was still furious, but she was also smiling that inward smile of satisfaction that she had whenever she scored big against an opponent. She hadn’t really dialed 911, she had only pressed the first three numbers of her own phone number. But the ruse had certainly worked. Her big problem now though, was what could she do to Chad later to really punish him? She had no doubt that his backside couldn’t stand much more of her yardstick so soon. Keeping that thought in the back of her mind, she went in and ordered Chad to grab a shopping cart.

	Chad’s terror never diminished. In fact, all his senses seemed to be heightened. He had certainly worn women’s clothes before – lots of times, but only in the privacy of his own home. The only time he had ever worn them out of his house had been last night with Cassie and Sandy – and that was it. But now… He felt like such a fool! His overly aware senses noticed everybody who even might be looking at him. He could almost hear the clicking of his heels with each step he took. Each click sounding an alert to everybody else that said, “Look at me! Look at me!”

	He was more aware than ever of how the heels felt on his feet, forcing his feet into an odd angle as he walked, his heels up off the ground, his toes forced tightly down, having to be more careful about how he placed each step so as not to twist his ankle because of the higher heel.

	He was painfully aware of the mocking soft caress of his skirt as the hem brushed against his legs… his all too exposed legs. He was wearing a skirt – in public. How embarrassing. He even felt the embarrassment of having no pockets to hide his well manicured hands in.

	His breasts stuck out far too plainly for his comfort too. But were they any bigger than any other woman? Not really he thought. In fact, probably smaller. But that fact didn’t really comfort him a bit.

	He couldn’t see the makeup on his face, but he could taste his lipstick - an odd, yet interesting flavor. But with no wig, and on his face, the makeup alone shouted sissy to anyone who would see it.

	He was doomed – forever. Exposed – forever. He felt so vulnerable. Afraid. And he had no choice but to follow Mel, one step after another, all through the terror-house called a grocery store. Why hadn’t there been a major earthquake last night? It would have been so nice. Now wouldn’t be a bad time for one either. Hurry Mel, please hurry. Or at least move a little faster. And curiously enough, he felt his cock start to grow again. Damn he needed some relief – and bad!

	Mel was careful to walk calmly and slowly up and down each and every aisle. She knew that Chad behind her was scared. Really, she couldn’t blame him. But he had to know that this was coming. It was only logical. Besides, it was all part of his fantasy, wasn’t it? Not that it mattered in the end. He had signed away all his rights in favor of whatever she wanted him to do – with no say in the matter. And the truth was that making him squirm under her power was in reality very fulfilling to her.

	She wondered only slightly what the other shoppers in the store thought about her… and Chad. She was sure that more than a few of them were put out by the sight of her with her sissy, but she was also sure that twice that many were secretly delighted. So she really cared even less about what everybody else thought.

	She wasn’t used to doing a lot of grocery shopping. She usually just bought some diet TV dinners for herself to stick in the microwave. She could cook of course, but she knew she wasn’t really a good cook. She smiled, someday though, one way or another, Chad was going to be her “good cook.” But there were other things that had to come first.

	She began picking up items that she didn’t often buy. Lots of salad fixings, a bottle of her favorite wine, even fruits and fresh vegetables. Did Chad know how to cook all the things she was buying? He could certainly learn, she decided. She wasn’t really a big beef fan, but some chicken breasts soon found their way into her cart as well.

	She spent a very long time in the baby food aisle, looking over everything in it carefully. One of the reasons she spent so long was because she could almost feel Chad’s discomfort behind her. Was he getting hard again? She had no way of knowing. She almost hoped so – sort of. At the same time, she didn’t want him to be able to get hard either. It would be counter-productive. She had to remember that her pleasure was all that mattered, not his. She sighed, she was still new to all this. She knew she had a lot to learn. She wondered how she was stacking up against other doms – new ones anyway. Where did they learn the things they did? There were no classes in it anywhere that she knew of. All she knew was the little bit she had read on the internet – and her gut feelings. She wasn’t really planning on buying any baby food – yet, but she surrendered to her impulses and pulled down two boxes of baby cereal for him, smiling slyly at him as she did so.

	In the drink aisle, she was careful to pull down lots of large bottles of things that she knew would keep him peeing. She bought three of the largest bottles of prune juice that she could find. Inwardly, she found that just looking at the stuff was revolting. She couldn’t imagine having to drink it – awful! But that wasn’t her problem. Chad would have to deal with that. Not Chad… Sissy!

	Chad was ever so grateful as they finished the last aisle and headed for the checkout counters. Mel was certainly not hurrying, that was for sure. His cart was fully loaded and heavy. The heels he was wearing was making it harder to push. The amount of time they had spent in the store had dulled his fears, but only somewhat. The next hurdle would be getting through the checkout. But would she take him home after that? He certainly hoped so. Many of the things in his shopping cart were things that had to be put in the refrigerator right away. That fact alone gave him hope. He knew she was going to beat him again, he just no longer cared – that is, if she would just get him out of there and take him straight home.

	But the long time in the store that had dulled his fears had also allowed his horniness to grow again too. Why did he have to have these peculiar needs? Not only had they cost him his marriage, but now his dignity too. Worse, the more he thought about them and about each and every little humiliation that Mel was putting him through, the more his need grew. There was no winning. He was thoroughly hooked and that was that. Doomed one way or the other. His name was Sissy now. A name that spelled out exactly what he was. And the more he dwelled on that, the harder his cock tried to get.

	As they waited in line for the checkout, Chad was again all too aware of how close the other people around him were. Way too close for comfort. But then what distance would be a good distance? There wasn’t a good answer for that, not in public anyway.

	He knew the question was coming as soon as he started unloading the groceries onto the conveyor belt. But she asked it softly. “Do you need to pee?”

	He shook his head. “No, and I can’t anyway.” It was all he needed to say. In truth, he really didn’t need to pee. He had had almost nothing to drink or eat all day. Thankfully. But now he realized how hungry he really was. The nervousness in his stomach had kept him from feeling it earlier.

	He expected Mel to be angry, but she only nodded her head and pulled out her credit card to pay for everything.

	Walking back to the car and putting everything in her trunk was almost anticlimactic. He knew they were going home because they had things that had to be put away. More and more though, he began to worry about what she would do to him when they got there.

	 


Chapter 9 (Sunday – week 2 Part 2)

	Mel had remained silent through most of the store. He had too. She was still silent, and thoughtful, all the way home. When she got there she got out of her car and opened the trunk. “Start getting it all upstairs,” she said. Then she left him.

	Chad knew that once again he would be making trip after trip, exposing himself to everybody that would be around that cared to see him. But he didn’t protest in the least for fear that whatever she had planned as a punishment for him might be even worse. He just wished that her apartment had been on the bottom floor instead of upstairs where the trips were much longer, not to mention harder in his high heels.

	With each trip up the stairs, he kept expecting Sandy or Cassie to come out and laugh at him. He was relieved when he grabbed the last of the bags and neither of them had shown up. But as he finally closed Mel’s door behind him, his worry about what Mel would do to him increased. It was imminent now.

	Mel watched as Chad closed her front door and set the last of the groceries down on her table. He looked worried. He should be, she thought. The problem was though, she still hadn’t decided how to handle him. So she said nothing to him, and just began putting everything away.

	Chad just stood at the entrance to the kitchen and waited. She hadn’t told him to do anything since he finished bringing up the groceries. “How can I help?” he finally asked, very politely.

	Mel said nothing at all to him. Instead she went directly to her refrigerator and brought out one of his bottles and handed it to him. She pointed to his usual spot on the floor and he sat. After that, she tried to pay as little attention to him as she could, knowing the affect that her silence alone might have on him.

	Chad sat down and drank his bottle while he watched her. The worry over how she was going to punish him was still foremost on his mind. But she hadn’t said a single word to him since they had gotten home. He began to wish that she would say something, anything, even yell a bit. Just so he could know the eternal waiting was finally over. But she was still remaining silent.

	When he finished his bottle, he held it up to show her. “I’m done.” She was busy pouring liquid from some of the drinks they had bought earlier into his baby bottles, something he was very glad to see since he hated the tea that she made. Mel glanced at him quickly as she finished filling another bottle. Then he watched as she screwed the nipple back on. She picked it up and walked over to him. Taking the empty bottle from his hand, she handed him the new one and walked away again without a word. Yeah, she was definitely pissed, he thought. He looked at the bottle she had handed him. Whatever was inside it looked terribly dark and almost brown. Ugh! He put it to his lips and tasted it. Awful! A bit sweet underneath, but not at all to his liking. “What is this?” he asked. Mel just looked at him sternly and walked away, leaving him alone on the kitchen floor with his bottle.

	While Chad was finishing the bottle of prune juice she had just handed him, Mel went out and sat in the living room to think. She was still puzzled over what she was going to do with him. She knew that the fault was probably hers. Completely on impulse, she had deviated from the plan she had made. She had pushed him too far, too fast. She hadn’t planned on taking him out fully dressed for a while yet, but somehow she hadn’t been able to resist the urge earlier when she had dressed him. But the good part was that now she thought that he would realize that there was nothing she could not make him do. No matter how difficult things would be for him, he would always have the knowledge that he would be forced to endure it. That alone she considered a major step. So maybe she didn’t screw up so badly earlier after all. She would back off a bit though and try to get more back to her original plan.

	And speaking of that plan, she had really screwed up by not making him drink and eat more before they went out. She had to get him back on track with that and fast. She wasn’t sure if he had wet his diapers even once while they were out, and that couldn’t be allowed to happen again. He was finishing his second bottle now. That was a good start, but she had to fill his stomach too. Thinking about food and eating just then made her stomach growl. She hadn’t eaten all day either. Time for lunch.

	While Chad finished his baby bottle of prune juice, Mel made salads for each of them. It wasn’t much for him, but it would be plenty for her. Fortunately, she had a few other things she could have him eat to help fill him up later.

	When Chad finally finished his bottle, she took it from him and handed him a bowl filled with his salad to eat. Then she went to the refrigerator and got him another bottle to go with it, this time it was apple juice. She handed it to him.

	“I don’t have a fork,” he said from his position on the floor.

	Mel sighed and broke her silence. “Babies eat with their fingers.” She was inwardly laughing a little as she sat in her chair at the table to eat. She enjoyed it even more watching him struggling on the floor with his meal, having to eat only with his fingers.

	Chad hadn’t eaten much, but he was starting to get full. The two baby bottles he had just finished, and now this third one along with his salad had filled him up more than he thought they would. He was eating on the floor where she had made him drink his bottles like a child. Now he was eating with his fingers like a baby too. And like a baby, his fingers and face were a mess from the dressing on the salad. He felt the old familiar twinges in his cock again. Damn the woman could be fun sometimes. She was treating him just like a child and he was loving it. Unfortunately, he knew that later she probably would be punishing him in way’s he’d rather not think about. He was really wishing it would come sooner, just to get it over with.

	When he finished his salad, Mel took the bowl away from him, but before she allowed him to get up, she handed him a banana to eat. “I’ve had enough,” he said as politely as he could.

	“Eat it!” Mel said angrily. Then she left him alone again.

	Chad sighed and began eating the banana. Curiously though, when he was done, he was slightly thirsty. He found himself wishing that he had just a little left from his last bottle to wash it down with. He put that thought from his mind quickly. A little thirst was not a problem he was going to worry about. “I’m finished,” he called again.

	Mel still didn’t know what she was going to do with him. Every plan to punish him either sounded too extreme or not nearly enough. She sighed, there were other things he needed to be doing just then. “Ok,” she replied from the living room. “Get in here.”

	Chad got to his feet immediately and walked into the living room. His fear over what she was about to do to him was once again growing.

	“Get those clothes off!” she commanded.

	Knowing the time for his punishment had finally arrived, he began to get undressed. He suddenly wished however that he had not just eaten. But when he was down to just his diapers and plastic panties, she stopped him. “Ok, that’s enough. Leave the diapers.” Chad was suddenly thoroughly confused. Mel got up and went to her purse and dug out his pacifier and shoved it into his mouth again. “Come on,” she said as she led the way into her bathroom.

	Chad followed her into her bathroom, unsure what was going on or what to do. He was about to ask when she pointed towards the large plastic garbage bag in the corner and said, “Get busy!” Chad nearly fainted. The bag held all of the dirty cloth diapers he had been wearing for the last few days. This was not a task that he wanted to do at all! Why couldn’t she have let him just wear disposables all the time? Those all got thrown away instead of having to be cleaned.

	He gingerly opened the bag and was immediately assaulted by the sharp acrid smell. He was close to gagging from it. “Rinse those in the toilet first,” Mel ordered. “Then run some water in the tub to scrub them by hand. I’ll get you some detergent and bleach.”

	Mel left him quickly after that. He couldn’t blame her, the room was starting to smell terribly. Very gingerly, he reached into the bag and brought out the first mass of diapers. They were all stuck together. “Ewww,” he almost said aloud. He really did want to barf. This had to rank up there with the most disgusting things he had ever done. But he had to do it, so he began dunking the diapers in the toilet to pre-rinse them clean.

	Mel walked back into her bathroom and set some detergent and bleach on the counter for Chad’s next phase in cleaning his diapers. She was immediately assaulted by the horrible odor in the room as soon as she walked back in. She quickly retreated to the doorway again where she could breath better to watch him. The longer she watched him, the more interesting she found it. Finally, she just had to say something… she just had to tease him about it a bit. “You know,” she began, “I find what you’re doing very ironic… and really funny in a way.”

	Chad wanted to answer, but he said nothing and kept working.

	“I guess you’re finding it interesting too, but more than that, I’d be willing to bet that you’re finding this sexually thrilling.”

	Chad just looked at her like she was crazy. How could what he was doing be in any way anything but awful?

	“I just find it funny,” she continued, “that from now on, the only use you’re ever going to have for a toilet again, is for exactly what you’re doing right now… and that’s it. For the rest of your life, you’re always going to be peeing and messing in your diapers and never again in a toilet. So the only way you’ll ever use a toilet again is for just what you’re doing right now.”

	Chad’s eyes bulged. He had never thought of that. It was awful! But worse, now that she had said it, the very idea of it had his cock suddenly giving him major twinges. He pictured himself in the future, just as he was, pacifier in his mouth, clad in only diapers and plastic panties, totally incontinent, and the only use he would ever have for the toilet was to rinse his diapers. Oh God what a picture. He actually blushed. Damn the woman, only she could make a task like this sexually thrilling.

	A few minutes later though, he wasn’t so excited as he leaned over the tub, scrubbing by hand each and every one of those diapers. Ugh! Finally though, just to make sure they were all clean, she had him put them in the washing machine. He almost felt defeated. Why had she bothered to make him do them all by hand first? The washer could have handled it easily. At least she let him put them in the dryer when they were done. He had visions of her handing him the blow dryer she used on her hair to dry them with.

	Cleaning all the diapers had taken him most of the afternoon. The job had taken longer than it should have because Mel occasionally brought him bottles to drink or snacks to eat and made him sit on the floor till they were done each time. He was absolutely loving how much like a child she was treating him. He was also starting to pee over an over again. It had really been a welcome change earlier when he hadn’t had so much to drink and had actually gone for hours without peeing, not to mention having his diapers stay dry for so long.

	He was still very worried about how she was going to punish him, but he had worried a lot less about it while he had something to do. Now though, he was finished and all his cloth diapers were neatly folded and either stashed away in her bathroom or stacked by her front door or for him to take back to his own apartment later. How was she going to punish him? She had really hardly said a word to him all afternoon – other than to tease him briefly or to give him directions. Otherwise, she had mostly ignored him while she tried to catch up on her office work that she had brought home. He really wasn’t sure if her ignoring him so much was getting to him or not, but since he had nothing better to do at the moment, he went into the living room where she was working on the couch. “What do you want me to do next?” he asked.

	Mel looked up from her work and sighed. Sometimes she hated how much work she had to bring home. But she kept telling herself that that’s why she got the big bucks. She glanced at her watch and was surprised to see how late it was. Chad was standing in front of her, probably bored. No problem. “You said you can cook. There’s chicken in the kitchen. Make me some dinner. Oh, and make it something nice. Let’s see what you can do.” She purposely looked back down at her work again, seeming to ignore him completely, as if he were no longer there.

	Chad was a bit bewildered. Make dinner? He guessed he could do that. He was still standing there in front of her, waiting for her to pay a little more attention to him, but she had gone right back to work. Sighing a bit, he went into the kitchen.

	Dinner was really no problem, he had cooked dinner many times for his wife – make that ex-wife – and himself. He fixed the chicken and chopped vegetables and put them in pots on the stove. The only thing he really wished for were more spices, Mel’s kitchen was very lacking in that department.

	When everything was prepared, he set the table for two. He poured her a glass of wine, then he started to pour himself a glass too. And he stopped. She wouldn’t really make him drink it from a baby bottle, would she? He sighed. Of course she would. But on the off chance she might not think of it, he finished pouring himself a glass.

	Wanting to impress her, he even found a candle and put that on the center of the table and lit it. Everything was perfect, everything was ready. Now all he needed was her.

	Mel’s stomach growled. The reason it growled was because whatever Chad was doing in the kitchen smelled awfully good. But she was still doing her best to ignore him and finish her work. She was actually glad when Chad came in to get her. “Dinner is ready,” he announced softly and politely.

	She looked up. “It’s about time.” She got up from the couch and went into the kitchen. The table was set beautifully with a candle in the middle. He had even poured them each a glass of wine. Everything looked and smelled heavenly. This was living. This was what she wanted every day when she came home from working hard. This was life as it should be.

	She sat down. The food was already on the plates and it looked as good as it smelled. She picked up her wine and she sipped it. Perfect. This was luxury. He was just sitting down, his bare chest and diapers looking very out of place at her beautifully set table. That bothered her – a lot. She glanced at his glass of wine. His glass? No, no, no!!! “Oh no you’re not!” she said quickly. “Get up!”

	Chad was surprised and confused. She had seemed to like everything. What was wrong now? She walked over to his side of the table and picked up his plate and carried it back into the kitchen and set it on the floor. “Babies eat here!” she said, pointing to his usual spot. Then she opened the refrigerator and pulled out another baby bottle for him.

	Chad sighed. All the work he had just done, and he was back on the floor to eat again. As he looked at his plate, he realized something else too, once again he would have to eat with his fingers. But at least what he was eating was better than anything he had had in a while. He glanced up at her. She was totally absorbed in the dinner he had prepared for her. There was no doubt she was enjoying it. That alone made him feel good. And even though he was eating with his fingers from the floor and drinking from a baby bottle, he was glad that for once he was having a proper meal. Something he had always believed was necessary – at least every once in a while.

	After dinner, Mel went back to her couch to continue working. The meal that Chad had fixed had been great, better than anything she’d had in a while. As she sat back down, she could easily picture Chad serving her like that every night. Such a pleasant, wonderful dream. But the sound of Chad working in the kitchen brought her back to reality. If she wanted that dream, then first she had to win that bet, and that meant keeping Chad in his place. He had overstepped those bounds when he had tried to sit down to dinner with her. That was not in keeping with her idea of what she wanted from him. And those thoughts led her right back to the problem she had been wrestling with all day. How was she going to punish him? She had no doubt he was on pins and needles over it. Well, let him worry!

	Chad busied himself cleaning up the kitchen. Mel was ignoring him again. He was sure she had enjoyed the meal he had prepared, yet she hadn’t said a single word about it. She just walked off. She hadn’t even told him to clean up. Yet here he was, washing the dishes and making her kitchen look spotless again. In truth, he was still worrying, more than ever, about how she was going to punish him. Cleaning up after dinner just seemed natural – plus, he didn’t want to give her least excuse to make his punishment worse.

	He had just started scrubbing the pots he had used though, when he again felt the first signs that the last suppository she had put in him was about to do it’s job again. It had been a long time since he had messed himself this time. Another welcome change. But he could tell that that was about to change – and soon. It seemed to happen more and more now after he had eaten something. All that glycerin in him had him so well lubed that it was impossible to hold anything back and his system was staying mostly empty because of it. He did try to hold it back, some. But the runny mass was under too much pressure and was leaking out of him no matter what he did. Finally it became too much for him and with a loud grunt, he let it all go. Yuck! Major yuck! He began his very ginger waddling again.

	Mel heard Chad grunt loudly in the kitchen. She actually turned her head around to see what his problem was. A minute later, she turned back to her work. A broad smile on her face.

	A short while later, Mel looked at the papers strewn around her, then she looked over her notes, and finally realized she was done. Solving a major case problem always made her happy and this time it was no different. She got up to see how Chad was doing in the kitchen. Good timing, she thought as she watched him wiping the last of the counters down. She nearly laughed at his wide-legged waddle.

	She was feeling good. Dinner and finishing her work had made her feel that way. She decided to take a bit of pity on the poor guy. “Come on,” she told him. “I’ll change your diapers.”

	Chad was more than a bit surprised, not to mention really happy to hear that. He quickly followed her into her bathroom where she had him lay down on the floor. She removed his old diapers, cleaned him up, stuck another suppository up inside of him, and then rediapered him again. Heavenly. Heavenly. Heavenly. The large trash bag in the corner that she had been using to hold his soiled diapers wasn’t empty anymore. Chad wasn’t exactly happy knowing that eventually he would have to deal with that again, but he probably wouldn’t have to worry about that for a few days yet. She seemed to have a lot of those cloth diapers. But did her new pleasant mood mean she wasn’t going to punish him for not wanting to get out of the car earlier? He just didn’t know.

	Mel went out and watched TV, leaving him alone in the bathroom with no orders to do anything. But her mind really wasn’t on the show. She was still trying to figure out what to do to punish him. She had to do something! But what?

	The same question was eating away at Chad more and more. Was he going to get away with it? Or should he continue to worry. The more he thought about it, the more worried he was getting. Finally, he decided he had to ask her about it. Plucking up his courage, he walked into her living room where she was sitting in a chair staring at the TV screen. “Mel, please, I have to know…”

	She suddenly looked up at him angrily. “What did you call me?”

	He was so startled by her sudden anger that it took him a moment to regain his wits and realize what he had done. “Damn it!” he swore softly as he realized that he had forgotten to call her Mistress.

	But before he could correct himself, she nearly jumped up off her couch. “Stop that!” she yelled.

	Chad cringed and backed away a step from her sudden anger.

	“I’m tired of hearing you swearing and using language you shouldn’t! I ought to…” In the middle of her sudden tirade, Mel stopped. What did she mean she “ought to?” She could do it. Furthermore… she should! Acting quickly, she grabbed his arm and pulled him back into the bathroom.

	Chad knew only bewildered fear as he was suddenly being roughly dragged behind her. Her reaction had been so sudden that it had caught him totally off guard.

	“Kneel down… Baby!” she ordered pointing to the middle of the floor. Chad dropped down to his knees, not just by choice, but because she was shoving him down too. “You want to act like a child, then I’m going to treat you like one!”

	Mel grabbed the bar of soap that was next to her sink and began wetting it under the water. From his knees behind her, Chad had no idea what she was doing. She turned around and quickly grabbed his jaw, forcing his mouth open. All too late, Chad realized what she was about to do and before he knew it, she had shoved the wet bar of soap through his teeth, and firmly into his mouth.

	Through his shocked state, he quickly realized that the sweet smelling soap that she kept on her counter tasted awfully strong in his mouth. The light flowery fragrance quickly became pungent and horribly strong under his current circumstances. All too fast, the soap in his mouth began tasting worse and worse, stronger and stronger. He began struggling against her, trying to pull her hands away from his face so he could get the bar out. The more he struggled, the more his tongue lathered up the soap inside his mouth, making things ever so much worse. The lather began sliding towards the back of his throat, causing him to gag. He struggled harder against her till she finally pulled the bar out again. Relieved, he quickly leaned over the edge of the tub to wretch and to try to let some of the soap suds drain out of his mouth. It had been horrible.

	Mel left him there, but she was back again moments later while he was still bent over her tub. She roughly grabbed his arms and tied his wrists behind his back. Then she tied his ankles together, and finally tied his wrists to his ankles. She wasn’t done with him yet, not by a long shot!

	She grabbed the soap again and again wet it under the sink. The look of fear in Chad’s eyes was obvious… and she was glad to see it. “I’m tired of you using language you shouldn’t. It’s not nice for grown-ups and it’s especially not appropriate for babies like you! So one way or another, you’re going to learn!” Once again she grabbed his jaw and forced his mouth open and shoved the soap inside. Chad squirmed again, but without the use of his arms he was a lot easier to handle.

	Chad was going crazy. The awful soap was back in his mouth again. The horrible taste was all he could think about. He tried to struggle, but tied as he was there wasn’t much he could do. And she was just holding it there. There were real tears running down from his eyes when he finally felt her pull it out again.

	“That was for using words that I never want to hear you use again!”

	Chad wanted to spit out every bit of the foul liquid that was filling his mouth, but she was sitting on the edge of the tub right in front of him and she wasn’t yet letting go of his jaw. He had no choice but to keep the soapy liquid in his mouth. Through his misery, he realized she was still speaking to him.

	“Next,” she said, “I told you I never want to hear you call me Mel again. But you couldn’t seem to remember that, could you? Mistress is the only thing I ever want to hear you call me. In fact, now that I think about it, I don’t hear it enough. I almost never hear it. So from now on, I want to hear you call me Mistress – every time you speak to me. Got that?”

	But before Chad could answer, she shoved the bar of soap back into his mouth again. And again he went wild. The amount of soapy liquid had reached the point where he was forced to start swallowing it, making him feel even worse. Finally, she pulled the bar of soap out and put it back on the counter. Then she got up and left him there. Chad didn’t know what to do. He needed desperately to rinse the soap out of his mouth, but he was tied up and helpless. All he could do was to kneel there on the floor where she had left him. In his helpless, miserable state, he wet his diapers again, heavily, without hardly knowing beforehand that he was going to do it. He felt like such a child.

	Mel left him and went to her kitchen where she filled one of his bottles with water. Then she went back to him in the bathroom. He looked miserable. Good! She held the bottle to his lips. “Drink!” she ordered.

	Chad really wanted to rinse his mouth out, he just wasn’t really happy about having to swallow everything, but he had no choice, especially not then. He drank more and more greedily as the water in the bottle washed away more and more of the foul taste in his mouth. She was feeding him a bottle like a baby. And eventually he began loving that fact. But when the bottle was only half done, she took it away from him and set it down again.

	“I hope you realize now that when I tell you to do something, you have to do it. You have no say or opinion at all in the matter. In any matter. You really made me angry at you today, and I can’t let that go unpunished. So for that, here’s your punishment.” And with those words, Mel grabbed his chin and shoved the soap back into his mouth again.

	Chad couldn’t believe it. She had just rinsed his mouth out with the baby bottle and now she was starting all over again. This time though, he felt Mel moving the soap all around inside his mouth, as if she were trying to get it into every nook and cranny. Worse, his mouth was freshly coated with water so the soap was lathering up more and more. The soap suds were starting to run down the back of his throat. He could also feel them running down his chin. He struggled, but he was now so tired that there was little he could do about it. By the time she finally pulled the soap back out again, he mouth felt like it was completely full of absolutely horrible soapsuds. And he had no other way to get rid of them than to swallow them.

	Once again Mel held the bottle to his lips and he drank greedily, trying to rinse the awful soap taste out of his mouth. But all too soon the bottle was empty, and it seemed like the water had removed only very little. Mel left him again. He prayed that she was filling up the bottle again. But when she came back, instead of another bottle, she roughly shoved his pacifier into his mouth again. Then he was shocked to find that she was tying it into his mouth by the long ribbon she had found for it. He was miserable. Totally miserable.

	Mel looked over her handiwork and felt satisfied. That should give him something to think about. But she wasn’t ready to release him just yet. In fact, she decided that it would do him good to just stay where he was for a while to think about things. Almost kindly, she helped him lay down on his side. “Just stay there and think about what I told you,” she commanded him. Then she left him there and turned out the bathroom light and closed the door on him.

	Chad laid on the hard floor in the darkness. He wanted desperately to get the pacifier out of his mouth and get something to rinse the awful taste away, but he was stuck. He could barely move. Resigned, he laid his head down on the hard floor and tried to close his eyes to get what rest he could. He was spending entirely too much time lately tied up. He didn’t like it at all.

	Mel watched TV for a while, keeping Chad only in the back of her mind. But eventually, she realized she had a little problem. She had left Chad tied up in her bathroom, but now she needed to pee. And she wasn’t ready to release him yet. She should have put him somewhere else. She walked into the bathroom and turned on the light. He looked pitiful. A beautiful sight after the way he had pissed her off earlier. No, she couldn’t release him yet. But she did still have to pee. She’d just have to blindfold him too. But before she could leave to find a scarf to tie around his eyes, she spotted the large plastic bag that held his dirty diapers. She opened it and pulled out the messy diaper she had taken off of him earlier. Laughing a bit to herself, she draped it right over his head, making sure the really messy part was right in his face. He tried to jerk it away, but he couldn’t really make it move too far. “Keep that there!” she ordered. Then, keeping a very close watch on him to make sure he couldn’t see her, she lowered her shorts and panties and sat on the toilet and peed. But doing it, made her think of one more thing. “Can you hear that?” she said. “Can you hear what I’m doing? Don’t bother to answer because I know you can. “I’m doing the one thing you’re never going to be able to do again. I’m peeing like a grown-up into the toilet. But you’re a baby now. The only place you’re ever going to pee again is in your diapers. Isn’t that right? There’s something else for you to think about… Baby.

	Chad had heard her peeing of course, but his main concern was the horrible mess that was now covering his face. He could breath, but every breath only brought him the foul smell of his dirty diaper. It was horrible. He heard Mel teasing him. The words sunk in, but there was nothing he could say or do just then. Finally he heard her leaving him, closing the door behind her again. She hadn’t removed the foul, messy diaper from his head. She was forcing him to endure yet another punishment. He peed into his diaper again… like a baby.

	 


Chapter 10 (Monday – week 2 Part 1)

	The blaring music was all too loud as Chad’s pink clock radio woke him up. Distressed by the sudden noise, he quickly got up and turned the darn thing off. He sat back down on his blowup mattress and rubbed his face. What a night it had been. He had spent several hours tied up in her bathroom with that dirty diaper over his head. Awful! And despite brushing his teeth over and over again last night, he could still taste the soap in his mouth. He got up and went into his bathroom. Halfway there, he felt the need to pee again. As he usually did, he released it immediately into his diapers without hardly thinking about it. It was becoming more of a reflex action. He realized that and reminded himself to start holding back a little more. She had him peeing so much now that he was becoming way too used to it - already. Time to start fighting back a little more.

	He brushed his teeth again, hoping it would finally clear the last of the soap taste from his mouth. It helped… some. He left the bathroom, never once even glancing at his toilet or even thinking about it. He dared not. The way she had wrapped it up left him no way to use it at all. Looking at it was a terrible reminder of that fact. He walked into his empty kitchen and pulled a baby bottle out of the refrigerator, the first of two that she had commanded him to drink before he went to see her in a little while. The bottle had tape wrapped around the top so he couldn’t open it and pour it out. Still tired, he sat back down on his mattress and drank the fruit juice that was inside – apple this time, a pleasant surprise.

	Mel’s alarm clock went off and she slapped at the snooze button to silence it. The noise was irritating. She felt irritated. But her period had started in the middle of the night and during those times she always felt that way. It was times like these that made her wish she had a job where she could just call in sick once in a while. But she didn’t. Sighing, she fixed the alarm so it wouldn’t go off again and got out of bed.

	As she headed toward her coffee pot she thought about Chad. Had she done enough to him last night? Had she done too much? She didn’t know and probably never would. She started the coffee brewing and headed for her bathroom. As she sat to pee, she could still smell the lingering fragrance of all the air freshener she had sprayed in there yesterday. She wondered again about what she had done to Chad. Was she doing enough to keep him on track to win her bet? There was more she was trying to do with him than just make him incontinent. She had wonderful visions of him being her personal servant.

	He had turned out to be a good cook. That had been a really nice surprise. But he certainly didn’t know his place as a servant yet. Not yet. Not by a long shot. But of course, teaching him that was all part of her plan - her ever spiraling plan for him that would eventually lead him down to her final vision for him. She hoped! She had completed the first rotation of that spiral now. Was it working in any way? She had no way of knowing. It was always hard to see any results at the beginning of a project.

	As she got into her shower, she felt glad that she wasn’t going to his apartment this morning, not till later anyway. She had been able to sleep an extra half hour. It was time for Chad to start doing things a little bit more on his own – without her supervision. Tiny things at first, but she had to start somewhere.

	Chad shaved his face, then drank his second bottle of the morning. He wanted a shower, but he was locked inside his onesie. Mel had told him he could use her shower when he was ready. When his bottle was done, he started collecting the things he needed to take to her apartment: his clothes for work, several disposable diapers, a fresh pair of plastic panties, one of his all-in-one girdles, pantyhose, the two empty baby bottles he had finished that morning, and a few of the makeup items she had specified the night before. He put them all into a plastic bag to carry. The last thing he grabbed before he went out his door was the pink diaper bag she had spent so long packing for him last night. Just touching the thing sent shivers through his body. He draped it over his shoulder – like a purse he thought. His cock gave another jolt of excitement inside his diapers. Damn he needed some relief!

	Cautiously, he opened his door and looked out. It was still so early that nobody was around. Relieved, he went out and walked quickly to Mel’s apartment where he knocked softly on her door. He was relieved when she opened it promptly and he ducked inside. He set his things down on the floor and turned to her. She was just standing there looking at him, as if she were waiting for something. He wasn’t sure what to do so he stood there waiting himself. The awkward silence grew. “What?” he finally said.

	“I’m waiting for something,” she said.

	Chad searched his brain. He couldn’t remember anything she had told him he needed to do right away when he got there. He finally shook his head. “What?”

	“Isn’t there something polite you should greet me with whenever you see me?”

	He nearly groaned aloud. So she was playing that game this morning. At least he knew what she wanted. “Good morning Mistress,” he said to her.

	She nodded. “That’s better! Good morning Sissy.”

	He had an odd feeling every time she called him Sissy. He both hated it and loved it - and it always made his cock jump.

	She came around behind him and unlocked his onesie for him. “There’s a clean towel in the bathroom for you. I’ll see you when you get out of the shower.” While Chad was busy in the bathroom, Mel found the two empty baby bottles he had brought with him and took them into her kitchen. She grabbed two fresh bottles filled with more of her green tea mixture from her refrigerator and put them both into his diaper bag for later. Since Cassie would be seeing him at lunchtime, she was sure that Cassie would make sure that he finished at least one of the bottles.

	Chad gratefully soaked himself clean in her shower. The only shampoo he could find though smelled even more girly than the new shampoo she had bought for him, but he used it because it was all he could find. When he had dried himself off, she again applied some baby lotion and powder, purposely taking the time to fondle him in a way that she had never done before. He grew hard instantly and was about to start thrusting up into her hand when she pulled away from him, a mischievous smile on her lips. He nearly screamed with frustration. Aching with need more than ever, he laid back while she taped two fresh diapers on him and pulled up his plastic panties. He was a bit surprised that she only put two diapers on him. Her normal routine the week before was to use three. But then he knew he had to go to see Cassie at lunch today to get changed so his diapers wouldn’t have to be thick enough to last all day.

	The all-in-one girdle followed next as well as his usual pantyhose. Then she stopped. “Ok, Sissy, makeup time.”

	Chad got suddenly much more nervous. “Please Mistress, not for work.”

	Mel shook her head. “Don’t worry about it. Putting on makeup is a part of every woman’s normal routine every time they go out. I want you to start learning to do the same.”

	Chad felt very relieved. Once again he did his best with the makeup. Mostly it looked terrible. She had him wash it all off and just do his mascara, then she made him practice over and over again with the eye shadow before she declared that it was acceptable. “Ok, Sissy. Wash it all off,” she told him. Chad was glad to finally do that.

	“Ok,” she finally said to him, “finish getting dressed.”

	But Chad had one more problem. “Um… Mistress?”

	Mel turned back to him. “Yes?”

	Chad held up his hands to show her the nail polish still on his fingers. “I don’t have anything to take the polish off with.”

	Mel just looked at his hands. “Oh…” She appeared to be thinking for a minute. “I’m afraid that I don’t have any either.”

	Chad was suddenly panicking again.

	“I get my nails done professionally every week. I really don’t have much need for nail polish remover.”

	“But what am I going to do? I can’t go to work like this!”

	“I really don’t see why not,” Mel replied calmly. Chad was clearly having a mental fit. Mel wanted to laugh, but she kept a straight face. “Tell you what. If you really have to, you can stop at a drug store on the way to work and get some.”

	“You mean… go into a store… like this?”

	“Why not? Look how you went shopping yesterday.”

	“But I can’t.”

	“Look Sissy, as I see it, you have only two choices. I don’t have any remover here, so you’re either going to have to stop and get some, or you’re just going to have to wear it to work. And to be honest with you, I think you should really consider wearing it. It is a very pretty color for you.”

	Between his shock, his anger, and his frustration, Chad wanted to scream. But what could he do? He’d just have to go into a store somewhere on the way to work and get some, then take the polish off in his car.

	“Oh, and Chad,” Mel continued. “Don’t you dare touch the polish on your toes.”

	Chad just shook his head angrily. Darn the woman!

	When Chad was finally dressed in his pants and shirt and ready to walk out the door, she brought him back into the bathroom again. “Let me see you do your mascara one more time,” she commanded.

	Chad couldn’t believe it. It was getting late! He was starting to really worry about what time it was since he now had to stop to get nail polish remover – not to mention getting the polish off of his hands. He didn’t really want to be late for work. He quickly grabbed his mascara that was still on the counter and started on his lashes.

	“Just a light coat,” she told him as he started.

	Chad went over his lashes twice with the mascara.

	“Good enough,” she declared sooner than he expected. He put the mascara down and started to wash it off. “Leave it!” she told him.

	His eyes bulged. “But…”

	“I said leave it!”

	It was not exactly what he wanted to hear.

	Suddenly, he found himself being pushed toward the door and she was handing him his diaper bag. “Now don’t forget about Cassie at lunch today.”

	“I won’t,” he replied. And then he was outside with the door closed in his face. He felt silly carrying the diaper bag like it was a purse. Did it have to be so pink? He worried about how visible the mascara was on his eyes. He’d have to wipe that off later. He worried more about the bright red nail polish on his hands. That would be awfully hard to hide. Hurrying so fewer people could see him, he went down to his car.

	Mel smiled to herself as she walked back into her bathroom. She opened the cabinet under her sink and poked around at some of the bottles in the back. There it is, she thought as she found the bottle of nail polish remover. It was completely full. She had had it for a while now and never opened it. Playing with Chad over it had been just too much to resist. She had no doubt that he would stop and get some on the way to work, which was kind of a shame because the color really was a good one for him. She smiled as she stood back up. All in good time. All in good time.

	Chad drove like a madman to the drug store. But before he got out of his car, he found the socks he had stashed in the console and put them on. He was secretly proud that Mel would never have a clue about them. Then he ran into the store. He had been in there many times before. He had even bought nail polish remover there before, but never in an emergency. Fortunately it was still early enough that there weren’t many customers. He went straight to the polish removers and picked up a large bottle. Then he started toward the checkout, but changed his course as soon as he realized he needed something to use with it. Spying a box of tissues, he quickly picked them up too. The girl at the checkout made some odd faces when she saw his nails and he felt very uncomfortable about showing them off in front of her, but he had no choice in the matter since he needed the things he was buying. Fortunately, she only smiled at him and told him to have a nice day. Yeah right!

	Chad spent way too long trying to get all the polish off his hands out in his car. The clear polish that the nail tech had used on top was making the job all that much more difficult, as were the many layers of the red color. He was becoming more and more frustrated about it, mostly because of the time it was taking to remove it all. Finally, he decided that they were good enough and he raced for work, getting there just barely in time. He was more than relieved.

	As he walked from his car to his desk, he was very much aware of how much more comfortable his girdle was with only the two diapers on under it. In fact, while the entre thing was still terribly tight, it didn’t seem nearly as bad as it had last week. Maybe he was getting used to it. Possibly. But when he had fastened the belt on his pants earlier, he had pulled it another notch past where he usually did. He realized that all the suppositories she had been putting in him had probably made him lose weight. Still, it was really nice to be a lot more comfortable.

	He was very much aware of the mascara on his eyes, but he was running so late that he didn’t have time to wash it off first. He prayed that nobody would notice it. He checked in, then went briefly to his desk and fired up his computer. He stayed there for a few minutes and pretended to work. Mostly though, his brain was reliving some of the highlights of the weekend – well, at least the parts that hadn’t been so painful. His cock was growing again. He finally stopped himself because he knew he was only making his frustration worse. He had to find a way to get some relief – and soon.

	Hoping that by now the men’s room should be empty so that nobody would notice the mascara he was wearing, he hurried into it. He hadn’t been into the men’s room in a while now and it almost felt strange walking in there. In truth, he considered just going into it a major victory. The place was empty and he quickly washed the makeup off his eyes.

	He was about to leave, when he thought about something else. His girdle wasn’t nearly as tight as it was last week. He was now very used to getting it on and off. Knowing he was about to score another major victory, he went into one of the stalls and closed the door. His pants, his girdle, his plastic panties, and his diapers were soon all down around his knees. All the things she had put him through were soon coursing through his mind as he stroked and massaged himself in absolute bliss. All too soon, he climaxed strongly. It wasn’t quite as strong as he had hoped for, but still, it had been really great. As he was standing there recovering, he realized something else, all the activity had triggered the darn suppository and it was about to do its job. Feeling better than ever, he sat back on the toilet and allowed himself the luxury. Mel had made a grave mistake and he had been smart enough to find it. Then, since his cock had finally gotten small enough, he allowed himself to pee into the toilet too – one hundred percent fully in control.

	Feeling more confident than he had in a very long time, Chad finally went back to his desk and got to work.

	 


Chapter 10 (Monday – week 2 Part 2)

	 

	Mel hurried through her first client of the day as fast as she dared. When she was done, she told Andrea that she needed a little while to work undisturbed. Then, spreading out some pages that she had copied from the internet in front of her, she picked up her cell phone and dialed the number on the ordering page. The first question she asked was to make sure they had next day delivery available. Then she placed her order.

	Chad wasn’t going to like it one bit, but the more she thought about it, the more the very idea of the thing was stimulating her. She hated the fact that she had just started her period. Otherwise she’d have Chad between her legs again as soon as they got home. Well, if she couldn’t get any, then she was going to be making extra sure that

	Chad couldn’t either. The more she thought about it, the more she laughed to herself.

	She was just about to turn her cell phone off and leave her office when her phone rang. “Hello?”

	“Hey Mel, this is Cassie. I was just wondering if Sissy was going to be paying me a visit later.”

	Mel laughed some more. “He sure is. At least he’s supposed to. I’ve packed everything he should need in his diaper bag for you.”

	“Diaper bag?”

	“Of course. You’ll love it, it’s bright pink!”

	“I can’t wait!”

	“Oh and Cassie, I put a couple of baby bottles in his bag for him. Can you make sure he drinks at least one of them?”

	This time it was Cassie’s turn to laugh. “No problem. Like I said, I can’t wait!”

	After Mel hung up from talking with Cassie, she finally went back to work. She didn’t get a chance to check her messages till almost lunchtime. When she did, she found one from her therapist, Gloria, asking her to call. She quickly dialed the number. “Hi Gloria, this is Mel.”

	“Hi Mel. I just wanted to tell you that I got your message from the other night.”

	“Yeah, I’m sorry about that, I was a bit angry at the time. Still, if there’s anything you could do along those lines, I’d be really appreciate it.”

	“Well,” Gloria said, “it’s a bit unusual, but then so is this whole thing. It’s not at all in the direction I was planning to go, but I think I can work with it.”

	“Gloria, if you can, that would be wonderful!” Mel replied.

	“How have things gone with him this week?”

	“It’s hard to say. I think it’s still too early to see any results.”

	“Did he seem to notice in any way that I had hypnotized him?”

	“Not that I could tell.”

	“Good. I thought I had him under just far enough. I’m really glad that it worked. It would have been awkward otherwise. Hopefully, next week I can get him under even further and we’ll try some new things. Then we’ll just have to see what happens.”

	“Thanks Gloria, you’re the best!”

	“So what else have you been doing with him?”

	Mel spent a few more minutes than she really had time for, filling in her friend on the last few days.

	 

	Chad left his desk at lunchtime and practically strutted to his car. He had wet his diapers twice during the morning just so that Mel would never know what he had done in the bathroom. It was only a few blocks to the gym where Cassie worked, and he found it easily. The parking lot was fairly full. He dreaded getting out of the car and carrying the big pink diaper bag in, but as with so many other things lately, he had no choice. No matter how he tried to carry it, the darn thing was just too noticeable. He wound up finally bunching up the strap in his hand to carry it inside.

	Once in the door, he could see how busy the place really was. The receptionist was watching him closely. He wondered what she must think about him carrying a pink bag like he was – especially bringing it into a women’s gym. “May I help you?” she asked. “You know, this gym is for women only.”

	Yeah, she was definitely eyeing his bag. “Um… yes, I know. I’m here to see Cassie.”

	“Oh yeah, she mentioned she was expecting someone. Wait here. I’ll get her.”

	While Chad waited, he set the bag down on the floor where he was hoping it would be less noticeable. If he could have found something to hide it behind he would have.

	The receptionist came back a few minutes later with Cassie right behind her. “Hi Sissy,” Cassie said – all too loudly.

	Chad saw the receptionist’s eyes bulge. She was suddenly looking at him a lot more closely. “Hi Cassie,” he replied softly.

	“This way,” Cassie said with a crook of her finger. Then she led him back through the gym. As they walked, Chad was more than ever aware of the stares the women were giving him and his pink bag. Had any of them heard her calling him Sissy? He hoped not.

	Cassie opened up one of the private offices and ushered him inside. The office had mini-blinds on the window of the door and she closed them. “There,” she said. “Now we won’t be disturbed.”

	Chad was both nervous and excited over what was about to happen. He certainly wasn’t afraid of her punishing him in any way, but still, she was a complete stranger who was about to change his diapers. It was actually thrilling in a way, but still, he was nervous about it.

	“I love your bag,” Cassie commented as she pushed a couple of chairs out of the way.

	“It’s a bit too pink for my taste,” Chad replied, more convinced than ever about how noticeable the thing was.

	“Nonsense. It suits you to a T!”

	Chad said nothing to that since he realized that it probably did. He was fully expecting her to tell him to undress, but she didn’t. Instead, she came over and unbuckled his pants and pulled them down to his ankles herself. That surprised him more than he had expected. It also started arousing him a bit. One by one, she removed his shoes, his socks, his pants, pantyhose, and shirt – leaving him standing in just his all-in-one girdle. Her attention was like a cross between an unexpected lover and a mother changing her child. Either way, he was enjoying it. Then she started to pull down his all-in-one girdle. She didn’t get far. “Wow, that’s tight. Maybe you’d better get that thing off yourself.”

	“Yeah, it is tight,” Chad confirmed as he started pulling the thing off of him. “Very! But it doesn’t seem to be nearly as bad as it used to. I think I’m losing weight.”

	When he was just down to his diapers and plastic panties, she had him lay down on the floor where she pulled his plastic panties down to his ankles. Chad felt her pulling on the tapes that held the first diaper closed, then she pulled it open. He felt her pulling on the tabs for the second diaper, then suddenly he felt himself exposed as the cool air washed over that part of him. He couldn’t believe that this was actually happening to him. He had dreamed about it of course in his fantasies, but he never expected anything like this to actually happen.

	“You’re not even messy,” she exclaimed, somewhat surprised.

	Chad suddenly was worried that he had slipped up earlier. If it ever got back to Mel what he had done he’d really be in for it. “I don’t think there’s all that much left in my system anymore,” he replied. “I think it’s been taking longer and longer for the suppositories to do anything.” Fortunately, she seemed completely satisfied with his answer.

	She opened his diaper bag and started going through it. “Mel really did put everything in here.” She pulled out a bottle and handed it to him. “Drink up… baby.”

	Chad was aghast. Not another bottle! But he didn’t dare not drink it for fear of Mel’s anger. While he was drinking his bottle, he felt her wipe him off quickly with the baby wipes, then she pulled out and prepared two more diapers for him, slitting the crotch of one of them with a pair of scissors first. She slid the old diapers out from under him and slid the new ones in their place. Then she got one of the suppositories out of his bag and shoved that up him – a lot further than Mel ever did. “There,” she said, “it’s up there good now.” All too quickly, she had him taped up again and his plastic panties back in place. He was less than half-way through with his bottle.

	“I think you better stay there like that and finish that thing before you get dressed again.”

	Chad wasn’t sure if he had a choice in the matter or not.

	“And you better hurry up – in case anyone else might want to use this office.” While Cassie waited for him, she stood up and opened the mini-blinds on the door window and looked out. “I wonder if maybe we shouldn’t just leave these open right now,” she said. “I’ll bet anybody walking by would love to see the big baby on the floor there drinking his bottle.”

	That got Chad drinking as fast as he could. Fortunately, she closed the blinds again a few minutes later.

	Finally he was finished and she put his bottle back in his pink bag again while he struggled with the all-in-one girdle. Finally he was totally dressed again and she opened the door for him. Once again he had to carry his big pink bag through the room of exercising women where they could see it all too clearly. “See you tomorrow,” she said as she left him at the door.

	Once he was safely back in his car, Chad stopped to think about the experience. He had enjoyed it of course, but the truth was that it wasn’t nearly as fun or as exciting as he thought it would be. She had teased him a tiny bit of course, but mostly, she had just changed his diapers and that was it.

	Feeling a bit let down, he drove off to get some lunch.

	 

	“Hi Mel, it’s Cassie.”

	“Oh, Hi Cassie. Did Sissy make it there ok?”

	“Oh yeah, and it went just fine.”

	“Good. He wasn’t too much of a mess was he?”

	“No! In fact he wasn’t messy at all. He said he thinks his system is probably all cleaned out.”

	Mel had to think about that for a moment. “Yeah,” she admitted. “It probably is. I hadn’t thought about that.”

	“He also mentioned that he thought he had lost a little weight too so it makes sense.”

	“Yeah,” Mel agreed. “I guess I better start feeding him more. So everything went ok?”

	“Like I said, no problem. I pretty much undressed him completely when we started – except for that girdle – wow that thing is tight. But afterwards I let him get dressed by himself again. I was going to make him sit down so I could put his shoes and socks on for him as if he was a toddler, but it took him so long to drink that bottle that I didn’t bother.”

	“Oh good. I was going to ask about the bottle.”

	“Yeah, he drinks from it real good. Just like a baby.”

	They both laughed, but something that Cassie had said earlier finally sank in. “Cassie, you said you let him put his own shoes and socks back on?”

	“Yeah. Why?”

	“He was wearing socks?”

	“Of course, why?”

	“Oh nothing. Never mind.”

	“Is there a problem?”

	“No not at all. Thanks so much Cassie. I guess it’s ok to send him tomorrow too?”

	“Sure. I’m expecting him every day now. Hey, it was fun.”

	“Good. Thanks Cassie. Bye.”

	Mel hung up her phone. He had found some socks. He thought he was getting away with something. She almost laughed. Well, let him for now. Let him think that he had won at least one tiny battle. There were bigger issues at stake. Besides, if things stayed according to her plans, he wouldn’t be wearing them much longer anyway. As she thought about her plans for the future for him, she really did start laughing.

	 

	Chad went back to work after lunch, but more and more his mind went back and dwelled on the diaper changing he had so recently experienced. It hadn’t been a problem at all in any way – other than having to carry in his embarrassing diaper bag. He had even fooled Cassie when he told her that he hadn’t messed himself because his system was empty. That thought brought him back to the pleasure he had experienced earlier that morning. The more he thought about it, the more he wanted it again. He realized that he could do it again. It had been a very long time since he’d been able to get himself off and there was still a lot of need built up in him. Once again he went into the men’s room to enjoy himself fully.

	Chad didn’t dare use the toilet again all afternoon, knowing that it would be Mel who changed his diapers next time. Late in the afternoon, he even let the suppository do its nasty work in his diapers too. The tight confines of his girdle made that difficult, but the suppositories completely destroyed any mass that would have been inside him, turning everything into a runny mush that eventually escaped the pressure of the girdle and spread out around him. It was a horrible experience. Absolutely horrible! And when he was done, he couldn’t wait for his next diaper change.

	After work, Chad again removed his socks and hid them before he drove to Mel’s office. When he got there, he carried his embarrassingly pink diaper bag inside with him. He knew better than to leave it in the car. As usual, there were several people waiting inside when he got there, he barely even glanced at them, but he was sure they all noticed the bag he was carrying. Andrea was certainly noticing it too since she couldn’t seem to take her eyes off of it. With a big smile she escorted him straight back to the usual empty office again. Chad expected her to go get him a cup of coffee like she usually did, but she didn’t. Instead, she took his diaper bag from him and opened it and sorted through the contents. She pulled out the remaining baby bottle that was still full and handed it to him. Chad sighed as he took it. He was getting tired of drinking everything only through the bottles. With another big smile, Andrea left him alone.

	Chad was resting with his feet up on the couch, thinking about how great it was now that he had found a way to get relief, when Mel finally came in quite a while later. She closed the door behind her and just stood there with her arms crossed as if she were waiting for something. Chad sat up on the sofa, waiting for her to say or do something. But she didn’t. She just stood there looking at him. Finally it dawned on him. “Hello Mistress,” he finally said.

	Mel’s face instantly changed to a broad smile. “You’re starting to learn,” she finally said. “Hello Sissy. Did you have a good day today?”

	“Yes, very.” He replied.

	Mel nodded. “How did you enjoy being changed by Cassie?”

	Chad considered the question. “It’s funny,” he replied, “I was really expecting it to be more… thrilling I guess. But in reality, it wasn’t. Mostly, she just changed me and that was it.”

	“That’s all she was supposed to do. What did you expect?”

	Chad shrugged. “I don’t know.”

	Mel grabbed his diaper bag and started pulling out the things she would need to change him. “I like you carrying this stuff around with you a lot better than me having to carry it all the time,” she noted. She picked up the empty baby bottle he had just finished and walked out of the room with it. A few minutes later she was back with it again, only now it appeared to be full of water. She set the bottle down and told him to start getting undressed.

	Chad wasn’t at all happy to see the full baby bottle that he knew he’d be soon drinking. But he was more than happy to finally get changed again. As he was removing his clothes, Mel said, “Cassie said you weren’t messy at all when she changed you earlier.”

	Chad looked up at her, worried that somehow she might know what he did. “No, I think my system was too empty.”

	Mel nodded. “That’s probably my fault. How about now?”

	Chad actually blushed. “I’m afraid I’m very messy now.”

	“Good!” Mel replied, sounding much more satisfied. After she had rediapered him again she stood back while he finished his bottle of water. “So,” she started. “How did it go having no socks to cover your pantyhose again? Did anybody notice?”

	Chad was suddenly very worried again. “I don’t know,” he admitted. “I hope nobody noticed. Mostly I sit at my desk where I don’t have to worry about it.” Did she know? Was there any way she could possibly know what he had done? He realized he had worn the socks when he saw Cassie at lunchtime. Did Cassie tell Mel that he was wearing socks earlier? He was suddenly very worried about that.

	But Mel’s answer surprised him. “I was sure you wouldn’t have any trouble. Most people don’t notice things like that, do they?”

	Chad was relieved. He had gotten away with it – clean. He thought of something else that might keep her off the track. “Uh, Mistress, I was wondering though, I need to get some new pants for work, especially since I seem to be losing a bit of weight lately.” He saw Mel smile at that. “Would it be ok if I went shopping for some tonight? I’d like to get a few pairs that are a little bit longer to make sure my ankles won’t show. I wouldn’t be gone all that long.”

	Mel was surprised by his question, very surprised. She thought about her plan for him. The timing of his request couldn’t have been any better. She smiled at him. “Oh, I think that would be all right. In fact, why don’t we grab a quick dinner again tonight then we’ll both go together. I’ll buy the dinner, but you’ll be buying everything else!”

	Chad was surprised that she had agreed so readily. He didn’t really need any new pants right now, but he did always try to keep nice looking clothes for work. It wouldn’t hurt him to have a few new pairs anyway. “Thank you, Mistress,” he replied happily. But as he finished getting dressed, he began to worry about going shopping with her again. The last time had been one of the most embarrassing times of his life.

	 


Chapter 10 (Monday – week 2 Part 3)

	Mel took them out to dinner that night at a nice steak restaurant. The part that Chad wasn’t very happy about was having to carry his big pink diaper bag in with him. Worse, Mel made him carry it over his shoulder so it could be seen better. “You should be proud to show off your new bag,” she told him. “It’s very pretty.” Chad had no comment.

	When they ordered, Mel made sure that Chad got a large steak with plenty of extras while she got something a bit more in keeping with her diet that she wasn’t officially on. Chad was really glad about the steak. What he wasn’t glad about was having his drink poured into a baby bottle for him again. He just stared at it on the table in front of him, not wanting to touch it at all. “You better start drinking,” Mel told him, “because we’re not leaving here to you’ve finished every drop of what’s still in this glass here. Chad looked at the extra large drink she had ordered for him. The glass was still two thirds full. Very reluctantly, he reached out and picked up the bottle and brought it to his lips. This would be another restaurant he could never go back to again. Why did she have to be so cruel? But he realized that despite relieving himself of his sexual frustration twice earlier, that need was quickly growing again.

	Once they were back in the car again, Mel asked him, “Where do you usually buy your clothes?”

	“A lot of different places,” he told her.

	“I know a good place where they have lots of nice quality things. It’s not too expensive either. Let’s go there.” Chad had no reason to not go with her suggestion. Besides, she was driving. But when they got there, Chad had immediate doubts about the store. From the outside it looked very nice and upper-class. The part that worried him was that he wasn’t sure if the store sold any men’s clothes. “Are you sure about this place?” he asked her as he pulled his diaper bag up onto his shoulder again.

	“Oh yeah,” Mel answered. “I buy things here all the time.”

	More worried than ever, Chad followed her into the store. He looked around when they got inside. “I don’t see the men’s department.”

	“They don’t have one,” Mel replied as she led him toward the back of the store. Chad felt the beginnings of panic start to settle into his stomach again.

	Mel strolled casually through the store, stopping here and there to look at something more closely. Finally, she led him into the Junior’s department where she started looking through the racks of slacks, wondering what size would be the best for him.

	“I was really wanting some new men’s pants,” Chad commented.

	“Nonsense!” Mel replied. “Why should you ever want to buy men’s clothes?”

	“Like maybe for work!” he replied urgently.

	“You’re a sissy, aren’t you?”

	Chad hung his head, “Yeah,” he replied softly.

	“So why should you be wearing men’s clothes?”

	Chad had no doubt that whatever he said he was going to lose the argument, so he said nothing. He allowed himself to pee into his diapers instead.

	Mel walked around lots of racks and picked up about five pairs of slacks that she thought might fit him. Then she led him over to the changing room where the attendant suddenly got a bad case of the giggles. Mel took his diaper bag from him and handed him the first pair of slacks. “Ok, put them on and let me see.”

	Chad wasn’t all that happy about it, but at least that part of the store was set up so that not many other people would see him. He went into the dressing room and pulled his pants off and slipped the women’s slacks on. They fit over his diapers easily and were way too long. He poked his head out from behind the curtain. “They’re too big,” he said.

	“Let me see,” Mel replied.

	Chad walked out to show her. He noticed the attendant watching closely from the entrance to the changing area.

	“Yeah,” Mel agreed, “they’re a bit big. I wasn’t sure about the best size because of your diapers so I had you try the biggest ones on first.” Chad saw the eyes of the attendant behind her grow wider. She handed him another pair of slacks to try on.

	The next time Chad came out of the changing room, the attendant was standing right with Mel, talking to her. As far as he could tell, the only good part about his current situation was that there were no other customers around at the time. But that certainly wasn’t saying much.

	Chad tried on pair after pair at Mel’s whim. Usually ones that the attendant had found somewhere out in the store and had brought back for him. Some were too big, some were too tight. Some were way too long. More than a few of them had a low-rise waist that showed off way too much of his girdle or could possibly show the top of his diapers underneath. But every pair that he tried on continued to fuel his growing sexual need once again. He couldn’t believe he was doing what he was doing. Trying on women’s clothes, with two women helping him… It was almost becoming too much. He was beginning to be glad for just how tight his girdle was to hide any signs of how excited he was becoming over it.

	The attendant soon began taking more and more of an active role in trying to fit him. More than once she commented about how visible his girdle was or if she thought the fit or style was all wrong. Eventually she was running her hands over his the slacks to see how they fit. Chad was convinced she was really trying to feel the diapers he was wearing under his girdle. He also quickly realized that he wasn’t going to have a say about any of what he would be buying.

	By the time they were finished, they had picked out three pairs for Chad to buy, one in black, one in light tan and one in dark blue. All three pairs were in different styles and very feminine. All three pair felt delicious to wear. None of them were anything close to what he could ever wear in public! And it had taken so long that Chad had wet himself two more times. He was just thankful that nobody would ever know.

	When they were done, Mel thanked the attendant sincerely, and led Chad further into the store. Chad had thought they would be leaving, but Mel was showing no signs of that yet. As far as Chad was concerned, there was no place in the store that he would feel comfortable – especially toting around his pink diaper bag. He was even less comfortable when Mel started browsing through the racks of purses. “You need a purse!” she said to him flatly.

	The word slipped out of his mouth before he realized it. “Why?”

	Mel looked at him like he was crazy. “Because you can’t carry everything in your hands, of course! Silly question. Now start looking for one that you like that will be good for everyday use.”

	Chad wasn’t exactly sure what constituted good for everyday use, but he looked over the purses without touching any of them. Mel watched him for a few moments. “You might want to pick up a few and look through them,” she told him with more than a bit of exasperation in her voice. “How else are you going to know how they’re made or what they can hold?”

	Chad wasn’t sure he wanted to touch any of them, in fact, he was quite sure he didn’t want to touch them. He had already been branded as a sissy in the store by trying on all the women’s slacks, not to mention what his diaper bag said about him. But Mel was still watching him, waiting. Obviously she wasn’t giving him a choice in this matter either. He began looking through them more carefully. What would be a good one? Something that wouldn’t be noticed quite so much. He suddenly had visions of himself walking around carrying a purse and his sexual excitement jumped another huge notch. Tomorrow at work when he could relieve himself couldn’t come fast enough for him.

	Finally he pulled one down that was all black leather. It was the plainest one he could see. He had to juggle all the slacks he was carrying to be able to open it and look through it. Plain, black.. it shouldn’t call too much attention to him… if he had to carry it, which the more he thought about it, the more likely it sounded. He held it up to show Mel. “How about this one?”

	She shook her head. “You only looked at one! How do you know there isn’t something better? And it’s not exactly stylish. Does it even have a place for your cell phone?”

	Chad hadn’t thought about that last part. He looked again. “No,” he admitted.

	“Wouldn’t it be handy to have compartments for different things?” she asked.

	“Yeah, I guess,” he replied as he put the purse back on the rack. He pulled a few down and looked through them. The problem was, the more practical they seemed, the more girly they looked to him. Not exactly what he wanted.

	Mel realized after a while that he was really having a hard time picking one out, so she decided to help him. After all, she did have more experience than he did. They finally settled on a medium sized dark red alligator leather bag. It had various sized pockets on the outside as well as on the inside – including one that Mel declared would be perfect for his cell phone. The large silver clasp on it would hold it closed to keep the contents in and the two handles were just large enough that if he had to he could slip them over his shoulder. Actually, Chad didn’t decide on the bag at all, Mel talked him into it.

	After that , Chad was really hoping they were finished and could finally go home, but Mel went to one more department in the store first – the shoe department. “But I have shoes,” Chad protested as she began looking through the selection.

	“You need more,” Mel replied without even looking up.

	Chad allowed himself to wet his diapers again as he watched Mel looking through the shoes. He realized that all the liquids she had made him drink were making him pee way too often again. It was a nuisance, but there was nothing he could do about it.

	As he watched Mel, he was surprised to realize that she wasn’t looking at high heels for him. In fact, all the shoes she picked up had fairly low heels. “What size do you wear?” she asked.

	“In women’s shoes? Usually a nine and a half.”

	Mel nodded as if satisfied, then went back to examining what was available. Finally she seemed to settle on a fairly plain looking black pump with a wide one inch heel. She pointed to one of the chairs that were available. “Go sit down,” she instructed him. Chad did as he was told while Mel went in search of a saleswoman. When she found one, Chad saw her showing the saleswoman the shoe she had picked up, then Mel pointed at him. Even from where Chad sat he could see the woman blush. Chad realized that he was about to be in for more humiliation.

	Mel walked back to Chad while the saleswoman was looking for the shoes and told him to take his shoes off while they waited. Chad set all his things down on another chair and did just that. Suddenly, his stocking clad feet and bright red toenails were on display for everyone to see. His sexual need was growing again, and rapidly. Although he wasn’t completely happy about it, he recognized that this was another dream come true for him – trying on shoes in the store. He had never done that before. The only thing he could have wished for was that the shoes could have been high heels instead. He was a bit puzzled over the low heeled shoes that Mel had picked out for him.

	The saleswoman came back with three boxes of shoes that she set down on the floor next to Chad. Chad noticed that she looked very embarrassed. Not nearly as embarrassed over it as he was though. “I brought a few different sizes,” the woman said, “just in case.”

	“Thank you,” Mel replied as she picked up the top box and looked at the size. The box said size ten. She selected the middle box and checked the size, then she opened it and handed Chad one of the shoes.

	Chad slipped the black pump onto his left foot. It seemed to fit just fine. If anything maybe a bit loose. He was surprised to realize how comfortable it felt. “Nice,” he said with some surprise. “Really comfortable.”

	“Let’s try the next size smaller,” Mel suggested. “We don’t want them to slip later.”

	Chad removed the shoe he was wearing and handed it back to Mel, who handed him one from the next box down. He slipped it onto his foot. He had to pull a little harder to get it on, but it still went on fairly easy. “It’s a little bit tighter,” he declared.

	“Is it too tight?” Mel asked.

	Chad wiggled his foot a bit trying to decide. “It’s hard to tell.”

	“Here try the other one on too.”

	Chad was soon standing and walking around with both of the shoes on his feet. “They’re a little tight, but not too bad,” he finally declared. “The other size is definitely more comfortable.”

	“We’ll take the ones he has on then,” Mel declared.

	Chad wasn’t overly happy about that. Why buy shoes that were a bit tight? But again, he realized that he didn’t really have any choice.

	Chad had to carry the new slacks he was buying, the purse, the shoe box, and his diaper bag from the back of the store all the way up to the front where the checkout counters were. He felt like a pack animal. Mel only carried her purse. There weren’t a lot of shoppers around as he was checking out, but he did fully expect Mel to ask again if he needed to wet his diapers. But she didn’t ask at all. He figured she had probably forgotten. Since she hadn’t asked, he wet himself again as they walked out through the door.

	He was actually grateful to finally get back into Mel’s car and head back to her office where he picked up his own car. “Go back to your place,” she told him. “I’ll meet you there in a little while.”

	Chad drove back to his apartment and lugged everything upstairs. He was grateful to be able to finally stop carrying around his big diaper bag. The thing wasn’t only too pink, but it was bulky and heavy and it tended to keep slipping off of his shoulder. What a pain!

	Mel came in a little while later carrying a large plastic bag. She sat him down on the floor and reached into the bag and pulled out a baby bottle and handed it to him. Chad inwardly groaned. He was still peeing more than ever before. If he drank much more tonight, he’d never get any sleep. He sat and drank it while he watched Mel take bottle after bottle out of her bag and put them into his refrigerator.

	After that, Mel emptied his diaper bag and went through the contents. Then she reloaded it, making sure that everything Chad would need for tomorrow was in there – except the baby bottles, those she would add in the morning.

	As soon as Chad finished his drink, she had him try on again all the slacks he had just bought. She cut all the tags off for him before she allowed him to hang them up neatly in his closet. Finally, she changed his diapers for him, noting that he hadn’t messed himself again, and inserted two more suppositories before she taped them up and locked him into his onesie for the night.

	“I’m leaving you now,” she told him. “But I’ll be back later to check on you. If I don’t make it back before you go to sleep, don’t worry, I have a key and I won’t wake you.”

	Chad was surprised that she would be leaving him alone so soon. It was still a bit too early for bed.

	“While I’m gone,” she continued, “I want you to drink four more bottles before you go to bed.”

	“Four…” Chad protested.

	“Four! And between each one, I want you to practice your makeup. Don’t let me come back and catch you goofing off!”

	Chad groaned. “Yes Mistress.” What else could he do?

	“Good,” she replied. “Tomorrow morning I’ll be coming here again instead of you coming to my place like you did this morning. I’ll be about twenty minutes earlier than usual so make sure you’re up and shaved before then. Oh… and make sure you’ve finished another baby bottle in the morning before I get here too.”

	“Ugh,” Chad groaned aloud.

	“What?” Mel’s eyes were suddenly showing fury.

	“Sorry. I mean… Yes Mistress.”

	“That’s better.”

	Mel picked up her purse and left him. She really had no intention of coming back later, but he didn’t know that. Tomorrow was going to be another day. A busy day. And a day that neither of them was likely to ever forget! And she couldn’t wait!

	 


Chapter 11 (Tuesday – week 2 Part 1)

	Chad’s pink clock radio startled him awake again. He felt awful, mostly really tired. Reluctantly he got up and turned the loud music off and went back to sit on his blow-up mattress. What a night! The damn woman had made him drink so many baby bottles of her lousy tea that he had been peeing all night again. Only this time it seemed worse. He had been trying to hold back more and more all day yesterday to make sure he kept full control of himself, but halfway through the night it just got too difficult and he allowed himself to wet more freely so he wouldn’t have to wake up completely each time. It was the only way he could get any sleep.

	Thinking about all the baby bottles she had made him drink, reminded him of her orders for him this morning. He stood up and waddled into the kitchen. His diapers were so thick it felt like he had a basketball strapped between his legs. The only good thing was that despite the two suppositories she had shoved up him again last night, he hadn’t messed himself at all – yet. In fact, despite the heavy meal he had eaten last night, he still felt no need. Thankfully! He grabbed a baby bottle at random from his refrigerator and carried it back to his mattress where he laid down and put it to his lips – the prune juice again – ugh!

	When he finally finished his bottle he waddled back out to his kitchen again and put it with all the other empty bottles on his kitchen counter – a total now of five since she had left him last night. Way too many. He’d probably be peeing all day. A major nuisance. He made his way wide-leggedly into his bathroom where he brushed his teeth and shaved his face with his pink razor. He really missed using regular shaving cream. The soap and moisturizer she had him using just weren’t the same. Halfway through shaving, the suppositories decided to wake up too. And it was completely sudden. Chad had very little warning at all. Halfway through one scrape of his face, he realized it was about to happen, and then just as suddenly, he was filling his overly wet diapers helplessly – and a lot! Everything came out in one total rush. Fortunately, it was over with quickly. But like everything else, there was nothing he could do about it, so he went back to shaving his face.

	When he was done, he went back to his mattress where he laid down dejectedly and closed his eyes again,

	Mel’s alarm clock jolted her awake. She felt lousy. Between all the aches and discomforts from her period and staying up way too late, she could have really used a few more hours of sleep. Or a few more days of sleep would be even better. She made her way to her coffee pot where she put an extra scoop of coffee in it to help wake her up. She had no doubt she’d need it today.

	She had stayed up way too late last night on the internet researching sissies and dominants. She even poured through websites about bondage. And all of it was stimulating her interest in ways she never imagined it would. She was quickly finding it all addictive. That was what had really kept her up all night. But today was back to reality – sort of. She had to go to work again, but there was also the matter of Chad – her fantasy. Today she was going to saddle Chad with some new things, none of which he was going to like – especially later. It was going to be an important day for him, and for her. Realizing all this woke her up a lot more. She nearly jumped into her shower.

	Chad never heard his apartment door open, he had fallen sound asleep again. Mel walked in and saw all the empty bottles on his counter. She counted them, five… perfect. She walked into his bedroom and saw him sleeping. His legs were spread wide apart. She could tell even through his onesie how thick they were. She wondered briefly if they were at all uncomfortable that way… not that it really mattered to her. She very faintly smelled the results of the suppositories she had put in him last night and smiled. Another requirement accomplished. She walked over to his bed and looked straight down at him. Obviously he had already shaved… good. She kicked his blow-up mattress. “Wake up, Sissy.”

	Chad jolted awake. He hadn’t meant to fall asleep, but it had just happened. She was standing over him, looking down at him, just waiting. “Good morning, Mistress,” he said from his back.

	She smiled at him. “Good morning.” Then she walked away and headed towards his bathroom.

	Chad got to his feet and tried to shake a few more cobwebs from his brain as he followed after her. She was holding out the key to his onesie. He turned around and let her unlock it, then he felt her pulling down the zipper in the back for him. “Finish getting cleaned up,” she told him.

	Chad pulled the onesie off then struggled to pull his plastic panties off of his diapers. Yeah, his diapers were definitely much fuller today than they had ever been before. Very carefully he pulled the diapers off of him so as to make sure that none of his mess wound up on the floor. Then he quickly got into the shower where he peed almost as soon as the warm water hit him.

	While he was drying himself off, Mel came back into his bathroom and began laying out his diapers. She again coated him front and back liberally with baby lotion, again spending more time than ever caressing his private parts in front. Chad loved it. He wanted it to never end. The slippery lotion, the soft motions of her hand… But suddenly her hand was gone again. He sighed dejectedly as he felt her pushing up his morning suppository. From ecstasy to horror. Such was his life. He couldn’t wait again till he could get to work where he could relieve himself.

	Two diapers, plastic panties, an all-in-one girdle, and pantyhose. He was well used to the routine now. It was all beginning to feel completely normal. He also wasn’t the least bit surprised when she told him to do his makeup again. “A little bit better,” she told him when he had finished, “but only a very little bit. Wash it off and do your mascara again.”

	He had really expected her to have him redo all the makeup over and over again, but she hadn’t. He had no doubts that she expected him to wear the mascara to work again too. Why? She had to know that he was only going to wash it off as soon as he could. But he dutifully applied just a very light coat of the mascara. “That much at least is starting to look a little better,” she declared. Chad really wondered why he felt so thrilled over such a tiny compliment.

	“Wait here,” Mel told him as she walked out of his bathroom. She came back a minute later and handed him one of his shirts. “Wear this one today. I like it.” Chad certainly had no problem with that. He began putting it on. Mel left again while he was buttoning up the front. She was back a minute later with a pair of black pants for him. She handed them to him and Chad instantly realized that they were the new women’s slacks he had bought the night before.

	“I can’t wear these!” he protested in sudden panic.

	“Of course you can,” she replied. “That’s what you got them for, isn’t it? You told me yesterday you wanted some pants to wear to work that were a bit longer and wouldn’t show your ankles so much, and now you have them. I think they’re perfect for you.

	“But they’re women’s pants!” he said.

	“And you’re a sissy. So what’s the problem?”

	“I can’t!”

	Mel smiled wickedly at him. “Yes you can! And furthermore… you will!”

	“But…”

	“No buts!”

	Chad was completely aghast. He couldn’t! But he had to! He stood staring at her for several moments and she just stared straight back at him with that evil grin on her face. Damn the woman. She couldn’t do this to him… could she? Reluctantly he pulled the women’s slacks up his legs and fastened them. They felt totally different than his men’s pants. The material was thinner, softer, the cut of them looked way too feminine. The only sign of any pockets were merely two fake pockets in the front with a bit of ribbing on top that weren’t even deep enough to get the full length of his fingers into. The zipper fastened backwards and there were no belt loops at all. He looked down at his feet. He could just barely see his red toenails in front, but the pants were long enough to just touch the floor in the back. Yeah, they were longer and wouldn’t expose his ankles too much… probably not at all, but still, this wasn’t what he wanted. The whole idea had only been a ruse yesterday to keep Mel from knowing that he had worn socks to work, and now it had blown up in his face. “They’re way too feminine,” he finally said as he continued to look at the slacks he was wearing. “Everybody will know.”

	“Everybody is going to know soon enough anyway,” Mel replied.

	Chad looked quickly up at her. What did she mean by that?

	“I suggest you start getting used to that fact!” she added. “Put your shoes on now. You have another baby bottle to finish before you do anything else.” Chad groaned.

	As Chad drank his baby bottle, he tried desperately to think of ways to get out of wearing the women’s pants to work, but no solutions were presenting themselves. Mel had seemed awfully determined, and he was feeling more and more trapped. Could he get fired for it? It was a serious consideration. Would Mel care about that? Reluctantly, he realized that she probably wouldn’t. Trapped! And what did she mean when she said that everybody was going to know soon anyway? As he drank the last few drops, he began to become more and more worried about his life.

	When he was finally finished with his baby bottle, he carried it out to the kitchen where Mel was just putting two more into his diaper bag for him. Not exactly a welcome sight, but she had done the same for him yesterday too. She zipped the bag up and handed it to him. He immediately slipped it over his shoulder to carry. She glanced down at her watch. “It’s a little bit early, but I want you to stop and get yourself something to eat before you go to work… You will do that, won’t you?”

	Chad realized it was really an order, not a question. “That’s what I usually do… when I have time,” he added. “I didn’t yesterday.”

	“Good, you have plenty of time today. So you can leave now.”

	Chad felt like he was being kicked out of his own apartment. He carried his diaper bag back into his bedroom to get his keys and wallet. Mel followed him. He picked up his keys and looked down at the pants he was wearing. Then he looked up at Mel, there was clearly frustration and annoyance in his eyes. “I have no pockets,” he said.

	“Of courses not.” Chad couldn’t miss the look of absolute glee in her eyes.

	“What am I supposed to do?”

	“Isn’t that what purses are for? Are you that dense?”

	“But I can’t!”

	“Are we going to have to go through that again?”

	Chad searched for something to say. This was getting to be way too much.

	“You better get used to carrying a purse and quick. Because from now on, you’re not allowed to leave this apartment without one – for any reason! Ever!”

	Chad wanted to scream. It was like every single day she went out of her way to humiliate him more and more and now she was out to totally destroy his life. As he stared at her, he searched for something to say. Any argument that might help. But Mel’s look of delight had turned now to determination. He was screwed and he knew it.

	“You better get moving,” she finally said.

	Reluctantly, Chad found the purse he had bought last night and opened it. He put his keys and wallet in it. Then he added his pocket comb, a handkerchief and his pen. All the things he usually carried in his pockets. He glanced at the little pile of change that was still on top of one of the cardboard set of drawers. “Put that in too,” Mel told him. He scooped the change into his hand and dumped it into the bag along with everything else. Mel picked up his cell phone and pulled it out of its case that connected to the belt clip he had for it. “You don’t need this anymore,” she told him as she handed it to him. Chad took it and found the pocket on the outside of his purse that was made for cell phones. He opened it and put the phone inside. Somehow, that simple act made him feel even more defeated.

	“Ok, off to work now. And don’t forget to stop and get something to eat on the way.”

	Chad was still too stunned by everything to reply. Silently, he walked toward his apartment door where he stopped. He couldn’t do this. He just couldn’t! He turned to say something to Mel.

	“You don’t have a choice!” she told him in no uncertain terms before he could say anything to her. “You’re going to do whatever I tell you to do and that’s that! And believe me, I’m going to make darn sure that you do! So I suggest you start getting used to it.”

	Chad shook his head. “But…” He stopped, still lost for words.

	“No buts! Now go! And remember, I’ll be checking up on you.”

	Slowly, Chad opened his door. He stopped again to collect his courage, and then he stepped outside. His diaper bag was over his right shoulder, his purse was in his left hand, he was wearing mascara, and his pants had no pockets. Women’s pants. With every step he took down to his car, his mind was screaming Sissy, Sissy, Sissy! He opened his car door and let the diaper bag fall off of his shoulder. He reached across and put it on the passenger seat, then he set his purse next to it. Before he got into the car, he looked back up at his apartment. Mel was still outside watching him. He couldn’t even sneak back up to change. He drove off trying to figure out how he was going to manage going to work wearing women’s pants and carrying a purse.

	Mel had a sense of real satisfaction as she watched Chad driving off. It had gone easier this morning than she thought it would. She went back into Chad’s apartment. Now for the next part. She was taking some major steps today. A lot of them. But all of them were steps that had to be made. It was time. Knowing exactly what she wanted to do, she got busy.

	 


Chapter 11 (Tuesday – week 2 Part 2)

	Chad drove into the drive-thru of his favorite fast food restaurant, not because Mel had told him to, not because he was hungry, but because he still hadn’t figured out how he was going to be able to go to work dressed the way he was. Stopping to get something to eat was more of a delaying tactic. Normally, he would have gone inside, but certainly not today. The drive-thru was busy, as it usually was and he found himself waiting in a long line of cars. That was just fine with him. When it was his turn, he ordered his usual meal. Then he inched his car forward waiting his turn at the pickup window. Fortunately, he remembered just before he got there that he couldn’t reach into his wallet and pull out a couple of bills like he usually did. His wallet was in his purse now. While the cars were all stopped, he quickly grabbed his purse and opened it. He easily found his wallet inside, but he had to shake a few coins off of it before he could pull it out. He pulled out enough money for his breakfast then put his wallet back in again and closed the purse. It was his turn at the window. He drove up to it praying that whoever was there wouldn’t notice his pants or his purse… or his diaper bag for that matter. But the girl there just handed him his coffee and took his money. She quickly made change and handed him that along with a bag containing the rest of his breakfast. And that was it. He drove off quickly and found a parking place to eat. The money the girl at the window had handed him he just dumped loosely into his purse. He figured he could put the bills into his wallet later.

	As he sat and ate, he began to dread more than ever going into work. How could he ever explain wearing girl’s pants? The purse he figured he could leave in the car. That would be no problem. It was his pants he was worried about. That reminded him about his socks. As soon as he finished eating, he dug them out of the console and put them on. Just that simple act made him feel a little more confident, but only a very little. It was starting to get late. If he waited much longer he’d run into too many people on the way in. He drove to work.

	Once his car was parked where he usually parked it, he grabbed his cell phone and his keys from his purse. He figured they would be the only things he would need. Then, holding his breath for courage, he opened his car door and walked much faster than normal into the building. He was not happy to see more people around than he usually saw. Not a lot, but to him it definitely seemed like more. Just inside the door, he passed two women walking the other way. One of them looked at him oddly and stopped, cocking her head. The other one stopped too. Chad hurried past them, not wanting to say anything at all. Why did his cubicle have to be so far from the door?

	He continued hurrying through the hallways, making turn after turn. It seemed like more and more people were looking at him. Was he attracting too much attention because he was hurrying so fast? He realized he probably was, but there was no way he could slow down. Finally he reached his own cubicle and he quickly went in and sat in his chair. Why couldn’t he have an office with a door that he could close? But at least his cubicle was somewhat isolated. There weren’t many people around him. One of the cubicles next to him was even empty.

	He had made it. He was at work, at his desk. And he was wearing women’s pants. He had no doubts at all that some people noticed it as he came in. He’d probably be the talk of the company before long. And then he remembered his mascara. He still needed to get to the men’s room to wash it all off. Another long walk. But that was going to have to wait. He didn’t have the courage yet to run into anyone else. Besides, if he waited a bit longer, most people would be hard at work and the men’s room would more likely be empty. He had major plans for another relief session and that would be easier on him too if he could be alone.

	He realized he needed to pee again. Damn! He shouldn’t have drank the coffee with his breakfast. Not yet ready to make the walk to the men’s room he allowed himself to pee into his diapers again. That part at least had gotten a lot easier since this all started. It was almost second nature to him now.

	Not giving it another thought, he got to work - work that was all too disturbed by the fact that he was wearing women’s pants and mascara – openly in front of everyone else. The more he thought about that, the more his sexual need raged inside of him. He began counting the minutes till he dared make the trip to get some relief.

	Andrea looked up surprised as Mel came back into the office. “You’re back early,” she said. “What happened?”

	“The judge postponed the Baxter case again till tomorrow.”

	“Again?”

	“Yeah. I figured he probably would. The other side is really only doing what I would have done. They know I’m going to win and they’re trying to delay it.”

	Andrea nodded. It was really routine stuff. “There was a package in the mail for you today. I put it on your desk. I noticed it was marked for fast delivery.”

	Mel beamed. “Good!” and hurried off toward her office.

	“Something special?” Andrea called behind her. But the only answer she got was Mel turning around and flashing her an interesting, if not wicked, smile.

	Mel found the package on the middle of her desk. She checked the labels. Yes, it was exactly what she hoped it would be. She had some extra time in her schedule now. She opened the package and dumped the contents out on her desk. A couple of small packages fell out. Most of them looked like plastic. One contained a package of tiny locks. She left the locks alone and opened one of the other packages. The biggest one.

	Just looking at the object that she now held in her hands sent shivers down her spine. But she wasn’t sure if they were shivers of pleasure, anticipation, or of horror. Part of it was phallus shaped, sort of. The rest of it was obviously the Chinese puzzle that would attach it to Chad’s cock. She had watched a video on the internet about how to put it all together and she tried it now, fumbling more than a few times till she finally figured it out. There were so many pieces, all of which was made more complicated because there were various sizes of some of the pieces so that the right fit could be achieved. She practiced a few more times till she was sure she could do it with no trouble.

	Then she opened one of the other small packages that had been included and dumped the contents out in front of her. Several very cruel looking pieces were on her desk. She picked one up and examined it. It was basically a half circle of fairly sharp teeth. She touched one. It was sharp enough, but really not all that bad. But she had no doubt that those teeth could really hurt a certain particular part of Chad.

	She was a bit startled by someone knocking on her door. Andrea opened it and poked her head in. “The court clerk just called. Your next case has been postponed till next week.”

	Mel rolled her eyes. “What is this, a conspiracy?” She sighed. “It looks like it’s going to be just one of those days.” She knew that things often went like this. In her business, you never knew.

	She noticed Andrea looking curiously at the things on her desk. “Is there anyone in the office?” Mel asked, referring to possible customers.

	Andrea shook her head. “Not today. You’re supposed to be at court all day, remember?”

	Mel nodded, “Yeah, it just looks like none of it’s going to happen. Come on in then. I can see you’re dying to see this.”

	Mel showed Andrea the device and how it worked. More than once, she saw Andrea blush. But there was no doubt that she was also terribly interested. As Mel showed her the part that looked pretty much like a cock, she said, “This is a new model. It’s made a lot shorter than most of the other ones. I picked it specially so he’d have less room to get hard in.”

	“I thought it looked awfully short,” Andrea replied. “And what are those little things?” she finally asked, pointing at the small disks with teeth.

	“Those are called Points of Intrigue. There actually designed to make sure that he can’t pull out of it, but they can have another affect too. I read where just the teeth alone hurt so much that the wearer learns a lot faster to not get a hard-on. The different sizes give me the choice of how cruel I want to be with it. But as long as he stays nice and soft, they shouldn’t hurt him at all. Unless he tries to remove this thing that is.”

	Andrea didn’t know whether to laugh or feel sorry for Chad. “The poor guy,” she finally said. “But he did ask for it by making the bet with you, didn’t he?”

	“You’ve got that right. And you know how I hate to lose!”

	Andrea could only agree.

	“That reminds me,” Mel said as she reached for her phone. She punched in the number and waited. “Hi Cassie,” it’s Mel. How are you?”

	“Oh, I’m fine. I’m just about to start a class so I can’t talk right now.”

	“That’s ok. Listen, when Sissy comes in today, do me a favor. Just make sure he’s carrying his purse. Ok?”

	“A purse!”

	“Yeah, from now on I want him carrying one.”

	“Oh God! I can’t wait! Ok I got it. I got to go. Talk to you later.”

	Mel hung up her phone. Andrea burst out laughing. “Oh Mel, this is getting better and better.”

	With delight in her eyes, Mel said, “There’s more too.” She then filled Andrea in on all the things that happened last night and this morning. Andrea was in stitches.

	Chad glanced at his watch. It was time. A minute past in fact. Did he dare do it? Did he dare leave the safety of his cubicle and go all the way down the hall to the men’s room? His need raged inside of him. He had to go.

	Plucking up the courage, he got up from his seat and glanced down the hall. The coast was relatively clear. Taking that first step was difficult, but he did it. He walked quickly, but not too quickly, towards the men’s room at the end of the hall. One of his friends came out of his own cubicle with his hands full of papers. He barely glanced at Chad and just said hi to him. Relieved, Chad continued forward. He finally reached the bathroom door. Nobody else had seen him. He opened it and went inside.

	He was relieved. It was empty, just liked he hoped it would be. He went straight to one of the stalls and was soon pulling his clothes off as fast as he could. Once again he masturbated over the images of what she had done to him, only today they seemed all that much more powerful. His orgasm was incredible. It had been a very long time since he had experienced one that strong.

	He sat down on the toilet to wait and recover. When his breathing was back to normal again, he started to get up, but he suddenly heard someone else coming into the room. He sat back down again and decided to stay right where he was. His penis had finally grown soft again. He suddenly felt the need to pee. He peed sitting down. He heard whoever it was with him washing his hands, then leaving. He stood back up and got fully dressed again, fumbling awkwardly with the zipper on his slacks because it was backwards and he had to pull it with his other hand.

	He left the stall and quickly washed his hands. Then he glanced quickly at the mirror. His mascara! He had forgotten all about it. He washed his face too. But it was taking too much time to get all the mascara off. Before he could finish, somebody else came into the men’s room too. Chad finished what he was doing as quickly as he could and hurried past the guy who was still standing in front of one of the urinals. Had he seen Chad’s all too feminine slacks? He doubted that the guy had noticed or he figured he would have said something. Feeling much more confident, he hurried back toward his cubicle.

	But he didn’t make it. Robin, the woman who worked in the cubicle next to his, came out and headed straight towards him. She smiled when she saw him, then Chad saw her smile turn to puzzlement. He wanted to walk past her and not say anything. But she stopped dead in her tracks and was watching him approach.

	“Chad?” she said as he got close enough to him. “Are they women’s pants you’re wearing?”

	Chad slowed his walk and stopped. He was busted. He felt his face blushing and knew that she had noticed that too. There was no way out of it. “Yeah,” he finally said sheepishly.

	“Why?” the she asked.

	Chad just shook his head. “I…” but he didn’t have a good answer he could tell her. Instead he quickly left her and walked back to his cubicle. Someone knew. Someone knew for sure. What was he going to do?

	He tried to work, but he couldn’t really concentrate. It was impossible, what was he going to do?

	“Chad?”

	He turned in horror to see Robin at the entrance to his cubicle. He felt himself blushing again. “Hi Robin,” he said sheepishly.

	They just stared at each other for a moment. Chad wished desperately that she would just go away.

	“Can I see them?” she finally asked.

	That was not what he really wanted her to say.

	“Please?” she asked, even though she noticed the almost pleading look in his eyes that said he didn’t want to.

	Chad didn’t say anything, but slowly he stood up and moved his chair aside. Robin came all the way in. “I like them?” she finally said. “Turn around.” He did so. He realized he was suddenly getting ordered around by way too many women lately. “They certainly fit you very nice. I never noticed before how full your backside is. And you’ve lost some weight.”

	Chad blushed deeper. There was no way he was ever going to tell her about the diapers too.

	She was looking him in the eyes now, and was about to say something, when he saw the expression on her face suddenly change. “Wait a minute,” she said quickly. Then she hurried away, only to return a moment later with a tissue in her hand. Chad backed away as she started to bring the tissue up towards his face. “Hold still,” she said. “You’ve got mascara still smudged on one of your eyes.”

	Chad wanted to groan and scream both, but instead he instinctively reached for his eyes. “Wait,” she said, “I’ll get it for you. You can’t see it by yourself.” Chad’s humiliation reached a whole new level as he felt her rubbing over and over again at the skin under his left eye. “There. That’s better now. If you’re going to wash it off, you’d better be more careful.”

	“Thanks,” Chad replied sheepishly.

	“So how come?” she asked again.

	He opened his mouth to try to say something, but there were no words. He couldn’t tell her about any of it. “I don’t want to talk about it,” he finally said and then rudely pulled his chair back into place and sat down again, turning his back to her. He heard her sigh behind him and start to leave. He turned around again quickly. “Robin.” She turned back to him. “I’m sorry. Ok?” She just seemed to shrug her shoulders a bit and started to leave again. “Robin,” he added, “I seriously doubt this will be the last time.”

	Her eyes went wide. “Why? What’s going on, Chad?”

	But he just shook his head and turned away from her again. Busted!

	Robin went back to her desk feeling more than a bit annoyed. He had actually been a bit rude to her. He had never been that way before. But then she had never seen him wearing women’s pants before either… and obviously he had been wearing makeup not too long ago too.

	As she sat back down in her chair she couldn’t help but think about him. She had known him now for what, about six or seven years? And now suddenly this? She knew he was in the process of getting a divorce. But what did that have to do with this? More puzzled than ever and still feeling put out by the way he had acted, she tried to get back to work. But her thoughts kept returning to Chad. She thought he was at least somewhat of a friend.

	 


Chapter 11 (Tuesday – week 2 Part 3)

	Lunchtime came all too soon for Chad, mostly because he knew he’d have to get up from the safety of his chair and parade himself out through all those people again. And this time there would be far more people around. He delayed a few moments, hoping the main rush would at least be over with before he left. He grabbed his cell phone and his keys and glanced up and down the hall. There were still people wandering in both directions, but there wasn’t much he could do about it. He hurried out towards his car. Fortunately, most of the people were heading in the same direction that he was so they wouldn’t notice his pants. At least the people in front of him. He didn’t want to think about anybody who might be behind him.

	He realized that one good thing about having to carry his keys in his hand was that they were already out and ready for him to get quickly into his car. As soon as he closed the car door behind him, he breathed a sigh of relief. Why couldn’t he just die now? It would certainly be easier. He started his car and headed towards the gym to meet Cassie.

	Robin closed her cell phone and was about to start her car to get some lunch when she saw Chad hurrying to his car. She saw him back out of his parking space and leave. On a whim, she followed him, she had to go somewhere for lunch anyway. A few blocks later, she saw him turn into the parking lot for a women’s gym that she had considered joining a while back, but never did. She drove past it and pulled into the driveway of the next building down. She didn’t really park, she just sat there and waited, watching Chad’s car.

	She saw him get out and glance around quickly, then he reached into his car and pulled out a large pink bag that he slung over his shoulder. He appeared to pick something else up too before he closed his car door and headed towards the gym. She was shocked to realize that the other thing that he had picked up was a purse. What was in the big pink bag, gym clothes? And this was a ladies gym! Was he going in there to exercise?

	More puzzled than ever, she drove off in search of something to eat. But the only thought on her mind was Chad.

	Chad hurried into the gym. The receptionist recognized him immediately, which he wasn’t all that happy about. He saw her eyes immediately lock onto the purse he was carrying and he wasn’t happy about that either, just like he wasn’t happy about her looking straight at the women’s pants he was wearing. He suddenly realized that she was trying very hard to keep a straight face and was only barely succeeding. “Are you here to see Cassie again?” she asked, trying to stifle her chuckles.

	“Yes please,” he replied, wondering how on earth he could ever hide the fact that he was carrying a purse from the rest of the room. He had only brought it in because he was very much afraid that Mel would ask Cassie if he had it. Yesterday’s questions had been all too uncomfortable.

	“Can I ask your name please?” the receptionist asked.

	Yeah, she was definitely trying hard to keep a straight face and was quickly losing the battle. “Why?” he asked. He didn’t really want to give her his new name.

	“So I can tell her who’s here to see her. She’s pretty busy you know.”

	“Can’t you please just tell her that I’m the same guy who was here yesterday.”

	She shook her head. “No, I need to know who you are.”

	She wasn’t backing down. Chad had no doubt at all that she was playing with him. She had heard Cassie call him Sissy yesterday and was probably wanting to know more. A bit red faced, he said quietly, “Please tell Cassie that Sissy is here to see her.”

	The girl looked at him like she hadn’t been able to hear him well enough. “Who?”

	“Sissy!” he said louder and with more than a bit of frustration.

	The receptionist lost all control on her laughter and she practically sprayed Chad as it burst forth. “I’ll get her,” she replied as she left – in stitches. Chad looked very, very hard for a hole in the floor that he could crawl into.

	His wait for the receptionist and Cassie was a bit longer than yesterday though and things got a bit more uncomfortable when two other women came in together to exercise. Since the receptionist wasn’t at her desk, they both stood there waiting – and looking all too closely at Chad – up and down. They didn’t laugh at him, but one of them had a distinct scowl on her face. “She’ll be right back,” Chad said, trying to sound calm. One of them just nodded, the other one seemed to scowl a bit harder at him. Neither of them took their eyes off of him.

	The receptionist finally came back with Cassie right behind her. The two women went to the desk and signed in then left. Cassie just stood back, staring at Chad till they left. Finally, she shook her head and turned away. “Come on, Sissy. Let’s get you changed.”

	Chad followed after her, staring mostly at the floor because he didn’t want to even look at anyone else in the room as he walked through. He was too ashamed.

	Cassie again brought him back to the same office then closed the blinds. She turned around and let out a huge laugh. “Mel told me you’d be carrying a purse today, but I just had to see it to believe it! Oh, by the way, love your pants too.”

	Chad was suddenly very glad that he decided to bring the purse in with him. He had no doubt now that Mel was checking up on him every step of the way.

	Cassie was still laughing a bit when she took his diaper bag from him. “You can put your purse on the chair over there,” she said, then started to laugh all over again at him. Chad felt even more embarrassed. “Ok,” she finally said when she had gotten control of herself again. “Get undressed while I find your bottle for you.”

	Chad would have much preferred that she undress him again like she did yesterday, but that didn’t seem to be the case today. As he was struggling to get his girdle over his soaked diapers, she said, “Don’t you get tired of wearing that thing?”

	“More than you’ll ever know!” he answered as he finally got it down and pulled it off of his legs. She just nodded and pointed to the floor for him to lay down. She handed him one of the baby bottles and he automatically put it to his lips and began drinking.

	“Just like a baby,” she commented. Then she pulled down his plastic panties. “You’re not messy again,” she said a few minutes later as she pulled open his diapers.

	Chad really had no explanation this time. “What can I say,” he finally said. “I don’t have much control over what those suppositories do to me.”

	“You are very wet,” she commented.

	“Yeah, too wet.”

	“Well, that’s what I’m here for,” she said, “so you can have nice fresh diapers for the afternoon.”

	Chad felt her pull his diapers wide open, exposing him completely. She left him that way while she got his new diapers ready. Chad had visions of somebody coming in suddenly and seeing him, but fortunately it didn’t happen. She pulled the old diapers out from under him and slid the new ones in place. Then she grabbed more of the baby lotion from his diaper bag. That was the part Chad was really looking forward to. Once again she spread it over him, massaging him in ways that nobody had ever done. He soon closed his eyes as he sucked on his bottle. The feeling was that good. He was quickly growing hard. He could feel her skilled fingers doing things to him that he had never imagined before, he sucked harder and harder on his bottle the more excited he got. And then, suddenly, her hand was gone and he felt her shoving a suppository up inside of him again. The sensation was absolutely shocking after her previous work. Then, all too soon, she was pulling his diapers firmly into place – too firmly. He wanted to scream. One thing was for sure, when he was done here he was going to skip lunch and head straight back to the men’s room at work for some relief!

	All too soon, Cassie had finished diapering him and had pulled his plastic panties back up. “Oh look,” she said as if she were talking to a baby, you’ve almost finished your bottle today.

	Chad held his bottle up to look at it. It was almost gone. He had sucked on it that hard while she was working on him. It only took a few moments longer till he had finished it. “Good baby,” she said as she took it from him. Chad felt the mixed embarrassment and sexual thrill of her words – deeply. “Ok, get dressed,” she told him as she began packing his diaper bag back up again.

	Chad dressed as quickly as he could. Not just to spare himself more embarrassment, but because his mind was firmly on getting into the men’s room again to get some relief. He fumbled with the backwards zipper a lot less this time. “Those slacks fit you very nicely,” Cassie commented as he finished fastening them.

	“They should,” he replied. “I lost count of how many they made me try on last night.”

	Cassie laughed just a bit. “I wish I was there!” Chad was just very glad that she hadn’t been.

	When he was finally ready, Cassie again led him back through the room of exercising women. He looked around at only a few of them this time. Yeah, they were watching him for sure.

	As soon as he could, he got back into his car and headed back to work. There was no way he could eat lunch just then, he had other parts of his body that needed the attention a whole lot more!

	“Hi Mel. It’s Cassie.”

	“Oh hi Cassie. How did it go today?”

	“Great, just great. You warned me about him carrying a purse today and about the slacks, but I couldn’t believe it. Well, now I’m a believer!”

	“Oh good! So he did carry the purse in with him?”

	“Oh yeah! He sure did! And let me tell you, it was a real hoot to see. Oh, and the slacks were really nice too.”

	“Great, I’m glad you liked them. He’ll be wearing them from now on. Of course he doesn’t realize that yet.”

	Cassie laughed. “I can hardly wait.”

	“Hey Cassie, did you happen to notice if he was wearing any mascara today?”

	“Not that I noticed. Was he supposed to?”

	“Yeah, I sent him out of the house wearing it. But I figured he’d probably wash it all off when he got to work. Looks like I was right.”

	“Is there anything you want me to do about it?”

	“No, that’s fine. I’ll check with you tomorrow about it, ok?”

	“No problem. Hey Mel, I’ve got to tell you, I’m really enjoying this.”

	“Good, I’m glad. So am I.”

	“Well, I kinda figured that!”

	Late in the day, Chad’s stomach began growling. He hadn’t had anything to eat since the breakfast he had bought that morning. And the last thing he had drank was the baby bottle when Cassie had changed him. He was hungry enough that he was seriously thinking about stopping to get something light before he went to Mel’s office. Just before quitting time, his cell phone beeped signaling a text message had come in. He opened the phone and read the message. It was from Mel, telling him to go straight home. He would find further instructions in his apartment. That was different, he thought. He had to wonder seriously what she had up her sleeve now.

	When quitting time finally came a few minutes later, Chad stayed where he was for about five extra minutes to allow more workers to leave before he tried to walk out. Then, cautiously, he hurried through the hallways and out to his car. There were still some people around, but not as many as there would have been. He did see more than he was happy about that all seemed to be looking at him. But there was nothing he could do about it.

	He felt very relieved when he finally got into his car and closed the door. It had been a long and horrifying day. And he was glad it was finally over. Now he just had to face whatever Mel had planned for him for the evening. But first, he really needed a snack!

	Robin sat in her car talking with her husband on the phone before she drove out of the parking lot. She knew she had to stop at the store on the way home to get something for dinner and wanted to make sure that her husband was going to pick up their son from daycare. As she figured, he was happy to do it. He was a good father. As she was talking to him, she saw Chad come quickly out of the building and get into his car. He seemed to drive off just as fast.

	Finally satisfied that her husband would take care of their son, and after getting a long list of things her husband wanted her to buy while she was at it, she left for the store. One of the many stop lights turned to red just before she reached it and she pulled to a stop to wait. Just before the light turned green, she saw Chad’s car pulling quickly out of the parking lot of the fast food place just ahead of her and head up the road. The light changed and she drove ahead, following him. She saw him finally turn into the parking lot of one of the nicer apartment projects along the way. Not knowing why she did it, she followed him.

	The project was a maze of winding streets and buildings, but she didn’t have to go very far before she saw him pull into one of the parking spaces. She pulled into another one, way back from where he had parked. She saw him get out of his car and grab his pink bag again along with the purse she had seen him carrying earlier. He also appeared to have a bag from the fast food place in his hands. She saw him walk up the stairs and finally go into one of the apartments. “At least I know where he lives now,” she thought as she drove off to the store.

	 


Chapter 11 (Tuesday – week 2 Part 4)

	Chad walked into his apartment and gratefully threw his pink bag and his purse down onto the floor. He had already had more than enough of them for a lifetime. He carried his meal from the fast food drive-thru to his kitchen counter to open the bag. He found a note from Mel there. In very neat print, he read:

	Sissy,

	As soon as you get this, sit down on the floor and drink another baby bottle! When you’re done, apply full makeup – and make sure it’s better than you’ve ever done! After that, put pantyhose in the breasts of your girdle to pad them out. I’ve laid out the clothes I want you to wear tonight. Call me as soon as you’re completely ready.

	Your Mistress

	Chad stuffed a hamburger into his mouth while he read it through a second time. It sounded easy enough. He just wasn’t sure about drinking the baby bottle part since he had just bought himself another drink. But he realized he should have expected that. He took a quick sip from the coke he had just bought then dumped the rest of it down the sink since he really didn’t want to drink any more fluids than he really had to – and he had no doubt that Mel would be pouring them down his throat again all night.

	He went into his bedroom to see what clothes she had laid out for him. He found his short black skirt, and a white blouse hanging from his closet doorknob. His new black pumps were laid out underneath them. “Excellent,” he thought. The clothes would be nothing but comfortable and fun for him to wear.

	Knowing that Mel would check for sure, he went back into the kitchen and grabbed a baby bottle from his refrigerator to drink while he finished the rest of his hamburger. He didn’t sit down on the floor though. He drank it standing up at his counter. When it was finally done, he went into his bathroom to start on his makeup.

	Mel hadn’t shown him a lot yet about makeup, but he thought for once that he did a pretty good job with the bits that she had shown him. The rest of it, he knew wasn’t the greatest job, but it was the best he could do.

	He was just about to start getting dressed though, when the suppository that Cassie had inserted, or maybe it was the combination of all the suppositories that had been put into him that day, did their work. He squirmed as they suddenly exploded inside his girdle. All the makeup he had just put on his face suddenly made him feel hot and sweaty. The mess came slowly out of him because of the pressure of the girdle and it spread out around him feeling positively awful. This was something he would never get used to – ever! The diapers by themselves were bad enough when he messed them, but with the girdle on top, it was nothing less than an absolute horror.

	When it was all finally done, he went out to his bedroom to get dressed. Moving a bit more gingerly because of the mess in his backside, he slipped the skirt on and zipped it up. It felt a bit looser at the waist today than he ever remembered it feeling before. His blouse came next. He buttoned it slowly and awkwardly because the buttons were all backwards from what he was used to. Finally he slipped on his new shoes. They felt tighter than he was used to, but because of their lower heel, they were really very comfortable. Pleased, he went back into the bathroom to get some idea of how he looked in the mirror there. He couldn’t see much, but he hoped that Mel would approve. Now if she would just change his diapers for him as soon as she got home he’d be a lot happier.

	Before he left his bedroom, he picked up the clothes he had worn all day. The shirt he stuffed into the box that he was using as a clothes hamper, but he usually wore his pants two or three days in a row since they never got very dirty. He opened his closet to hang them up and stopped and stared. Every pair of his male pants were pressed together, wrapped tightly inside of layer after layer of cling wrap. The only exposed place she had left was the hook of the hangers themselves. He couldn’t even touch his pants, only the outside of the thick package she had created out of them.

	With a whimper, he reached for another hanger, and never once taking his eyes off of the package of his male pants, he hung up the female slacks that he had worn all day. Mel’s message was loud and clear. No more male pants. He felt very much like crying. With every passing day she seemed to find new heights to make his life more miserable. And curiously enough, through all his shock over what Mel had done now, he found that it too was stimulating his need. Damn the woman! She could be such a pain, while at the same time, she was so darn good! He finally closed his closet door so he wouldn’t have to think about that problem anymore.

	Knowing that he was as ready as he was going to get, he pulled his cell phone out of his purse. Just doing that simple act seemed so odd to him. It was his purse. Not some woman’s. His! And his sexual excitement over it grew another notch.

	He dialed Mel’s number. “Hi Mel, it’s me.”

	“Who?”

	“Me!”

	“Who’s me?”

	Chad sighed. “Hello Mistress. This is Sissy.”

	“That’s better. Remind me to punish you later for calling me Mel again.”

	Chad said nothing. He knew he probably deserved it this time.

	“Ok, Sissy. Are you dressed like I wanted?”

	“Yes Mistress.”

	“Good. How is your makeup?”

	“Not great, but better than usual.”

	“At least you’re being honest about it. Did you drink the bottle?”

	“Of course.”

	“Good. So you’re all ready now?”

	With more than a bit of trepidation, he answered, “Yes.”

	“Good. Now listen carefully. Open the middle drawer of your kitchen counter. You will find a key in it. That’s the key to my apartment. Put all your makeup in your purse. Bring your empty baby bottle and make sure you bring your diaper bag too. There will be more instructions in my kitchen. I’ll see you in just a little while. And Sissy, I expect everything I tell you to do to be obeyed!”

	Chad was a bit surprised at what she had just said. “Of course, Mistress,” he answered. And before he could say another word, he heard the line go dead. He realized that he was just very glad that he was only going next door to her apartment. It could have been much worse… it still could be much worse he realized.

	He easily found the key she had left him. He was very surprised that she had left it. Was she starting to trust him? Having at least some idea of what was expected of him next, he gathered up everything he needed. His purse felt a lot heavier now with all the makeup in it. Knowing that he was as ready as he was ever going to get, he went out his door and over to her apartment.

	Robin was driving back from the store when she passed the apartment project where Chad lived. He had been on her mind the entire time she was shopping. Just wanting to see where he lived again, she quickly turned into the driveway and drove toward his apartment. She stopped to look at it. It looked like a very nice place.

	As she sat there for a moment, she suddenly saw his door open. She was more surprised to see him coming out of his apartment wearing a skirt and a white blouse. He again had his pink bag and was carrying his purse. She was even more surprised to see him go to the apartment right next door and unlock it to let himself in. “Now what was that all about?” she wondered aloud. Still unable to take her mind off of Chad’s strange behavior, she drove home.

	 

	Inside Mel’s apartment, Chad found another note left for him on her kitchen counter.

	Sissy,

	Time for another bottle. Get drinking – now! Before you read any more!

	Ok, you had better be drinking! If I come in and find you reading this without a bottle in your hands you’re going to be very sorry!

	Next. Make me dinner. What you prepare is completely up to you, but it had better be good. Make enough for both of us but don’t you dare set a place at the table for yourself. I should be home well before dinner is ready, but if I’m not, put your portion on a plate and stick it all into the refrigerator. Make sure you keep mine nice and warm!

	When you finish the bottle you should be drinking during this, stick your pacifier in your mouth!

	Remember, I’ll be checking on everything as soon as I get there!

	So get busy!

	This time the note wasn’t signed the way the last one was. He almost laughed over the tone of it, especially the part about getting a bottle to drink before he read the rest of the note. Still chuckling a little over it, he pulled a baby bottle out of the refrigerator and started drinking from it while he looked through all the food she had so he could figure out what he wanted to cook.

	 

	Mel took her time coming home from work, mostly to give Chad a chance to get further along preparing her dinner. When she walked through her door, she was pleasantly greeted by the delicious aroma of the meal he was making. Yeah, the guy could cook. That was a major bonus as far as she was concerned. The only problem with it as far as she could see was maintaining her weight. She wondered how he was at diet dishes.

	As soon as she closed her door behind her, Chad came out of the kitchen to see if it was her. She stood there only a moment before he seemed to collect himself and say, “Hello, Mistress.” The phrase came out very garbled because of the pacifier in his mouth.

	“You’re learning,” she said as she headed toward her kitchen. “Slowly, but you’re learning.”

	Chad went back to preparing dinner while he watched her poking around at everything. She inspected his two empty baby bottles carefully. Then she went through and looked into each pot on the stove. He also noticed that she had looked him over carefully. She didn’t say anything so he was hoping that he had passed her inspection.

	Mel went back into her living room to relax for a few minutes while Chad finished working. This was the life! And to make it better, she didn’t even have to worry about cleaning up later. That was his job. It had been a long day for her filled with frustrations, and successes. She leaned her head against the back of the chair and dreamed of having her personal servant forever. Soon. Very soon.

	“Excuse me Mistress,” Chad’s voice broke her relaxed state. At least she was fairly sure that’s what he was trying to say through his pacifier. She opened her eyes and looked up. “Dinner is ready.” He told her.

	She got up and went into the kitchen. The table was again set beautifully, but this time only for one. He had even lit the candle in the middle again. She was about to tell him how nice it all looked but she stopped herself. “And where’s your dinner?” she asked instead.

	“I left it over here on the counter,” he replied through the pacifier.

	Mel saw his plate on the far end of the counter. “Put it in the refrigerator till I tell you you can eat.” She told him. Chad seemed to sigh just a bit but he did as he was told. Mel sat down. The food looked and smelled good. She tasted some of it. Just as good as it smelled. Chad was standing in the kitchen watching her. He was being very good about it, but it bothered her a bit. A tiny fragment of the many things she had read about domination recently came to her mind. “Go stand in the corner till I need you,” she told him.

	Chad’s eyes went wide. “In the corner?” Oh God! He looked around the room for a decent place.

	“That corner,” Mel said, pointing to one at the far end of the living room. Not anywhere near her. “And face it!”

	Chad dutifully did as he was told. But Mel wasn’t quite satisfied. “Further into it!” she commanded. I want your nose and shoulders touching it. Put your feet together! Put your hands down by your side and keep them there.” She waited till she was finally satisfied with his position. “Now don’t move!”

	Feeling wonderful from the power of what she had just done, she went back to enjoying her dinner. And she did really enjoy it. She watched Chad while she was eating. Mostly he was obeying her very well. But the longer he stood there, the more she saw him fidgeting. She knew he was probably getting bored and tired from standing there. Well, he had to learn. She saw him move again, just shifting his weight really. “Stand still!” she ordered. “You move around too much!”

	Chad wasn’t exactly enjoying himself. Yes, it had been a bit exciting at first, but the longer he stood in the corner the more tiring it got. He couldn’t really see anything either except the two blank walls that were making him cross-eyed. He had closed his eyes long ago because it was easier. And having to shove his whole body into the corner like this was certainly difficult to maintain. His legs were getting tired too.

	He heard her finally getting up from the table. He hoped she enjoyed the meal he had made. He had actually enjoyed making it. He would have enjoyed it far more if he had been allowed to sit down and eat it with her. Now his food was getting cold in the refrigerator.

	Mel walked up behind him. She stopped there and watched him for a few minutes. She knew that he was very much aware that she was there. She was just enjoying the power trip again. Finally she decided to release him. “Ok, Sissy. You can get your dinner now.”

	Chad felt nothing but relief as he pulled himself out of the corner. His muscles and joints were beginning to go stiff. He went into the kitchen and pulled his plate out of the refrigerator. “On the floor again,” she told him. He sat down with his plate. He didn’t even ask about a fork, he knew he’d have to use his fingers. Mel reached down and pulled his pacifier out of his mouth before he could. He was actually grateful. Unfortunately, she immediately reached into the refrigerator and pulled out another baby bottle that she handed him. He was really getting tired of those things.

	His meal was cold, but still very good. Despite eating on the floor with his hands, he actually enjoyed it. When he was done, Mel shoved the pacifier back into his mouth again and he began cleaning up the kitchen. He heard her turn the TV on out in the living room.

	When he was done in the kitchen, she set him working on her laundry, then she sent him back to his house to get whatever clothes he needed cleaned too. He was actually very glad about that since he didn’t have a washer or dryer… yet. That was something else she was going to be buying him when this was all over.

	Unfortunately, while the washer was running, Mel remembered that he still had one dirty diaper in the diaper bag in the bathroom. Once again, Chad had to scrub it by hand just the way he had done the others last weekend. But at least it was only one diaper this time.

	All the while that he was cleaning, Mel mostly ignored him and watched television. “Just like her maid,” he thought. And he remembered that that was the very thing that she really wanted out of this bet. But she had better enjoy it now, because he knew that in the end, there was no way he could lose.

	 


Chapter 11 (Tuesday – week 2 Part 5)

	When the laundry was done, and the television show Mel had been watching was finally over, she finally told him to get undressed so she could change him. He was more than ready for it. He was so messy and wet that he was beginning to get more than uncomfortable inside of the girdle he was wearing.

	She took him into her bathroom and let him undress down to just his diapers, then she very carefully helped him remove them so as not to spread the mess any further than it already was. She surprised him at that point by sending him into her shower to fully clean off. The shower was followed by a nice warm and mostly relaxing bath – except for when she again shaved his entire body again, spending extra particular attention this time to his privates. When she was done shaving him, she left him to relax and soak for a few minutes while she went out to her bedroom. When she finally came back, she had him get out of the tub and dry himself off.

	Chad fully expected her to diaper him again then, but he didn’t see any sign of his diapers at all. Instead, Mel came back with the scarf that she used to blindfold him and once again covered his eyes, tying it tightly behind his head so it wouldn’t easily slip off. He was getting nervous now, but there didn’t seem to be anything in Mel’s attitude that suggested that she might be angry about anything.

	“Just follow me,” she said softly as she grabbed his arm and slowly led him into her bedroom.

	Her touch was almost sensual as she led him by his arm. He kept reaching out with his other arm to try to feel where he was so he wouldn’t bump into anything, but she was careful to keep him well out of harm’s way. Finally, his free hand came in contact with something tall and round, he realized it was one of the bedposts on her bed. A moment later, she backed him up till his legs came into contact with the mattress behind him. “Lay down,” she said softly as she helped guide him onto her bed, then scooted him over till she got him into the position she wanted.

	Chad said nothing through any of it. Was this his reward for making her a great dinner, or perhaps acting as her maid – or more probably both? He had been good. She had punished him before, maybe now she was rewarding him.

	He felt her soft hands run lightly over his body, then up one of his arms, ever so gently pulling on it. “Shhh,” she said as she pulled a bit harder. Chad suddenly felt ropes being attached to that wrist, holding it tightly stretched up over his head. “Shhh,” she said again, calming him, relaxing him. Again her hand ran lightly over his chest, then it was gone.

	He heard her walking around to the other side of the bed, climbing on top of it. Her hand was back again, running lightly over his chest and up his other arm, only to tie it as she had done with his first arm. He realized he was breathing heavier and heavier. His cock was getting bigger and bigger. Wow, could this woman make love! And she hadn’t even touched his good parts yet!

	Once his arms were secure, Mel moved a lot faster to tie his ankles to the bottom bedposts so that he was spread out wide and helpless. His hairless body was obviously waiting for her. His cock was standing firmly at attention. She breathed a sigh of relief. She had done this to him on purpose. Unfortunately, for him, she had no intention of giving him what he wanted.

	She opened the drawer of her nightstand and pulled out a twelve inch ruler that she had taken from her desk a little while ago. She figured that if her yardstick could do such a good job on his backside then this little ruler could do the same for his front. With a loud swish, she brought it down hard on his fully erect cock.

	Chad’s body suddenly exploded in unexpected pain. What had happened? His cock suddenly felt like it was on fire. “Owww!” he cried as he jerked hard at the ropes that held him all too firmly. Then the horrible sting came again. “Owww! Shit, that hurts!” he protested.

	“What did I tell you about using language like that,” Mel replied, then she hit his cock five more times in quick succession. Each time Chad’s body jerked hard against the restraining ropes. His cock was quickly growing smaller, which was exactly what she wanted to see.

	“That hurts!” he complained loudly again.

	“Good!” Mel replied.

	“Why? What did I do?” he asked. “I thought you liked the dinner I made tonight.”

	“I did,” she replied. “I loved it. This isn’t about punishing you for anything.” Then she brought the ruler down one more time and watched him jerk, although this time silently.

	Chad was not only blind and helpless, now he was confused too. She wasn’t punishing him? That’s what she thought. She had no idea how much she was hurting him. He suddenly sensed her head very close to his ear.

	“This is the next phase of your training,” she whispered to him. “Since you can’t pee when you’re hard, then we’re just going to have to teach you not to get hard anymore. Now doesn’t that sound like fun?”

	“No!” Chad shouted in horror. He felt her moving away from him quickly and just as quickly came the next stinging blow to his cock. “Ow!” he said again as he thrashed one more time to get free.

	“See, you’re nice and soft now. See how well that worked. But I’ll bet I can make it hard again. Shall I?”

	Chad was about to say no, but suddenly he felt her hands on his cock again, massaging him, kneading him, and despite his wanting not to, making his hurting cock grow again.

	“Do you have to pee yet, baby?” she asked softly in his ear. “Don’t worry if you do, I put several nice soft diapers underneath you, so go ahead if the urge hits you.”

	“I don’t have to pee!” he said angrily.

	“Aww. Too bad. But of course you can’t anyway, can you? Because you’re way too hard again.” She leaned even closer into his ear. “Here, let me fix that for you.”

	Before Chad could protest, she was up and swinging at him again. “Ouch!” Chad screamed. She swung again. “Stop!” he pleaded. She swung again. “Please stop! You don’t know how much that hurts!”

	Mel leaned down toward his ear again. “I really don’t care. I only want to make you soft again. The quicker you get soft, the sooner I stop.” She hit him hard one more time. Then once more for good measure. His cock was mostly limp by then. “See how well that works.”

	Chad didn’t care about anything except the fact that she had finally stopped. His entire cock felt like it was on fire. But then he felt her magic hands back on it again, once again working it to make him hard. “No, please no!” he protested.

	She stopped. “What is it? Before you wanted me to stop hitting you, now you want me to stop touching you? Which is it? You can’t have it both ways.”

	“I don’t want either,” he declared.

	“Awww. Too bad. I’m afraid I’m not done with you yet.” And with that she continued massaging him and trying to get him hard. It was a lot more difficult this time, but eventually she got him there and eventually she began beating his cock again with her ruler. His cock seemed to deflate this time like a balloon with a small hole. She almost laughed. “There now, that wasn’t so bad this time, was it?” But the only sound coming from Chad’s mouth was some muffled moaning through his clenched teeth.

	Mel opened her nightstand again and took out all the pieces of the chastity device she had bought him. One by one, she began fastening them around his privates, removing pieces over and over again and replacing them with other pieces till she got just the fit she thought she wanted. Curiously, his cock was starting to grow a bit again.

	Chad felt her playing with him again, but it felt more like she was putting things up against him and then taking them away again. “What are you doing?” Chad asked.

	“Shhh. Don’t you worry about it… Or maybe you should worry about it. But I’ll let what I’m doing be a surprise for later.”

	She picked up one of the Points of Intrigue and attached it to what she had already put on him. She purposely chose the longest most severe points so that he would feel them right away. Once it was in place, she pressed down on it.

	“Ow!” Chad suddenly cried and jerked again at his bonds.

	“Hurts, doesn’t it.” Mel said to him.

	“Yeah! A lot!”

	“Good! That’s what it’s supposed to do.” She pressed again and felt his body writhing in pain under her. His cock was suddenly a lot smaller. “I’d say that works pretty well, wouldn’t you?” She wasn’t at all surprised that she got no answer from him at all.

	She took the longest spikes away and chose the medium ones and put them in place, adjusting them so that they were just where she wanted them. Then she picked up her ruler again and hit him three times in succession.

	Chad suddenly felt the searing pain hitting his cock again. He screamed all over again. Now what was she doing? She was torturing him. That much was for sure!

	Mel watched as his cock grew even smaller. “That helped,” she said. “Sorry, I just needed it a bit smaller, that’s all.” She put her ruler down and picked up the main part of the device that would contain his now flaccid penis. She had to push it onto him and it wasn’t all that easy.

	Chad felt her grab his sore and aching cock. Then suddenly it felt like she was trying to stuff it into something hard. He realized that that was exactly what she was trying to do to him. And then it finally dawned on him… he suddenly realized exactly what she was really doing to him. She was putting some kind of a chastity device on him. And whatever it was, it felt like it was way too small… and it hurt! He desperately tried to buck her away, to stop her, but it wasn’t working. “No, no!” he cried, trying to get her to stop. But he was tied way too tightly. And she didn’t seem to be stopping!

	Mel suddenly had to hold on to him as he started thrashing harder. His pitiful cries for her to stop meant nothing to her. Gradually his thrashing started to slow down. When it had slowed enough, she grabbed the lock that she had already opened, and still keeping her weight on him, slipped it into place. She snapped it shut with a very satisfying click.

	Chad felt her fumbling around with him again despite all his thrashing. He heard the faint sound of the lock clicking shut and suddenly felt totally defeated.

	Mel stood back up to catch her breath. “You can stop struggling now,” she said. “It’s locked on and it’s going to stay on.” His thrashing suddenly increased – a lot. He was angry she realized. She thought she heard him whimper as his struggles gradually slowed down, then finally stopped. She let him rest for a moment while she watched him to make sure he was going to be alright.

	She left him and went into her kitchen. She pulled another baby bottle out of the refrigerator for him and brought it back to the bedroom. She sat down on the bed next to him and put the bottle to his lips. “Here, baby. Drink.”

	Chad felt the nipple touch his lips and he automatically accepted it and started sucking on it. The cool liquid felt good against the back of his throat. Very good. But he was trying to drink it too fast and he started choking on it a little. She removed the bottle. “Slowly, baby. Slowly.” He felt the nipple come back again and he continued sucking – much more slowly this time. All too soon he felt the liquid in the bottle finishing, and then suddenly the nipple was gone. “Good baby,” she crooned into his ear. He felt her brush his face – almost lovingly.

	Mel got back up again and took his empty bottle back to the kitchen. She walked slowly. She needed to catch her breath too. She wasn’t quite done with him yet.

	She walked back into the bedroom and sat down on the bed next to him again. “Ok, baby. Let’s try this again.” Then she reached out and started trying to stimulate his privates all over again – although she really couldn’t do it very well, encased in the hard plastic like they were.

	“No! Please don’t!” he pleaded once again. But she continued anyway. She kept a close eye on the clear plastic covering his penis and especially on the little sharp points that were beginning to dig into him again.

	Suddenly he seemed to freeze, all his muscles locked tight. She stopped touching him. No sound came from his mouth for a moment, then he let out a long drawn out, “Owwww.”

	She watched him as his breathing grew heavier, almost panting. Very slowly but surely, it calmed down again… as did he… as did any excitement to his cock. If anything, his cock appeared to be a little smaller. Fascinated, she continued to lay there as she watched him trying to calm himself. Gradually, very gradually, he became even smaller. His penis no longer filled the entire inside of the surrounding plastic. He was laying still, very still, resting. “Is it better now?” she asked. She got no answer. “Does it hurt anymore?”

	His answer was very flat. “No.”

	She nodded to herself in satisfaction. “It won’t hurt as long as you stay soft,” she replied. Gently, she touched the device. He stiffened quickly. “I’m only looking,” she assured him. He calmed down, but only a little. She looked as closely as she could. There were a few red marks she thought from the sharp points of the teeth, but no other damage as far as she could see.

	Satisfied, she began picking up the rest of the pieces from the device and put them away.

	“I have to pee,” he suddenly said.

	She quickly picked up one of the cloth diapers that she had kept handy and wrapped it around his device. “Go ahead,” she said softly. Within moments, she felt the diaper in her hands growing warmer and wetter. But the thick material was more than enough for what came out of him. Not that it mattered. She had put protection under him anyway. His face was red. He was blushing. “Good baby,” she whispered again in his ear when he had finished.

	Very carefully, she put baby lotion on him again and put another suppository up inside of him. Then she rediapered him in three disposables while he was still tied up.

	It was time to release him. He was laying completely still, as if he was afraid to move. One by one she removed the ropes from his legs, then his arms. He still didn’t move, not for a few moments. Then, slowly, he brought his arms down, as if he were afraid to move them. He flexed them a bit. Then he tried moving his legs, just a tad, not much at all.

	“Sit up,” she told him, and grabbed one of his arms. With her help, he rose to a sitting position. She took his blindfold off. He blinked and rubbed his eyes. She tried desperately to read the expression on his face, but she couldn’t tell anything.

	Chad’s mind was in a total state of confusion. He didn’t know if he felt angry, or defeated, or even deep down sexually stimulated. All three he finally realized. She had put a cock restraint on him. Locked it on. His own cock was locked up in something that obviously wouldn’t even let him touch it. Slowly, he forced himself to look down at his crotch. All he could see were all the diapers that covered him. He didn’t even know what the thing looked like. He looked back up at Mel. “Why?”

	She smiled. “To teach you.”

	“To teach me what?” His question held a touch of anger.

	“To teach you control.”

	He wasn’t buying any of it. He looked down at his diapers again. Locked up. How was he going to manage? How was he going to do anything? He pressed down lightly on the front of his diapers, then a bit harder. He felt something hard inside. From the inside he felt nothing but a bit of pressure where the device was locked behind his balls. Nothing at all on his cock. He looked back up at Mel, totally bewildered. “What am I going to do?”

	She smiled at him. “You’re going to learn, baby. You’re going to learn.”

	Mel left him for a moment while she went out to the piles of clean laundry that were stacked in her living room. She came back a few minutes later with one of his onesies. She helped him put his plastic panties on, then she helped him step into the onesie, zipping it up the back and clicking the lock at the top shut with another distinct click. A moment later, Chad doubled over slightly and grabbed at his crotch as a small wave of pain lanced through him from the devilish points of the device.

	Mel realized instantly what had happened. “You’re going to have to learn not to get hard anymore,” she said. “And it looks like you’re going to have to learn it fast.”

	Through great effort, Chad controlled himself and the pain died away completely. How was he going to do it? How was he going to prevent himself from getting even the least bit hard? He couldn’t! There was no way! It was impossible! But with the device that she had locked onto him, he was going to be forced to learn. Just thinking about his situation brought the pain back again, and again he had to forcefully calm himself. He was going to have to learn, and he was going to have to learn fast! The damn thing hurt!

	“Come on, baby,” Mel said, wrapping her arm lovingly around his shoulders. “Let’s put you to bed. Tomorrow is another day.”

	Yeah, Chad thought, tomorrow is another day. Every day since this bet had begun had been worse than the day before. He was afraid now to face tomorrow, especially not if it was anything remotely like the day he had just had.

	Tomorrow was another day? He was still trying to comprehend the day he had just had. The word tomorrow suddenly felt like a nightmare. He had enough nightmares right now.

	 


Chapter 12 (Wednesday – week 2 Part 1)

	Sharp little pinpricks to his private area slowly seeped their way into his dreams, increasing in strength. He groaned for the hundredth time and came partially awake. He hadn’t slept hardly at all because of those pinpricks. He rolled over on his blow-up mattress as best he could since his diapers were so swollen that maneuvering was difficult – especially now with the chastity device she had locked onto him. That by itself was a nightmare to deal with – even when it wasn’t hurting him. Finding a comfortable position to lay in was even more challenging.

	The pain of the pinpricks died away and he fell blissfully back to sleep, but only for a little while. His alarm clock began blaring loud music. He jolted back out of his sleep with a start, trying to comprehend the commotion. No, the device wasn’t hurting him just then. Finally he realized his alarm was signaling that it was time to get up. He pounded his fist on the bed and rolled into another semi-comfortable position, again. But the loud music was still there. Cursing under his breath, he got to his feet and turned the music off.

	He stood there for a while just looking at the floor, totally fogged out, not even trying to make sense of anything. His diapers felt like one huge solid ball between his legs. But that was beginning to feel normal to him now. He wanted to go back to bed. To sleep, for a week – at least. But there was some reason why he couldn’t. What was it? Why couldn’t he go back to sleep? Finally the reason seeped through. Oh yeah, it was time for another baby bottle. Then he had to get ready for work. Ugh!

	Walking into the kitchen was more like swinging one leg after another around the huge bulk of his diapers. But that too was feeling more normal to him. He didn’t even think about it. He opened his refrigerator, Mel had restocked it again yesterday. Way too many baby bottles – and nothing else. He grabbed one at random and put it into his mouth as he headed back to his mattress. Her lousy tea again. He was so used to it that he didn’t give it another thought. He just laid back on his back and held it to his mouth like a baby and drank. He was very well used to that too. It was almost comforting now in a way. But he was too tired to realize it.

	As he drank, the need to pee seeped partially into his brain, he let it loose without thinking about it, just as he had all night so he could get at least some sleep. He began concentrating on the feeling of the pee rushing out of him. It was better than concentrating on other things that might make those little pinpricks come back again. The feeling of peeing felt good just then. He relaxed and enjoyed it. But all too soon it was over. He couldn’t tell one bit of difference to his diapers. They were that wet.

	His foggy brain woke up a bit more as his bottle finished. He carefully rolled to his feet and carried it back out to the kitchen. There was a collection of empty bottles on his counter. This made bottle number five. Way, way too many.

	He went back into his bathroom to shave and brush his teeth, not sure if he wanted Mel to be early so she could change him sooner, or late so he could go back to sleep.

	Mel poured herself a cup of coffee and took her first sip. Mmm, it tasted good. She just hoped it would wake her up quickly. She thought for the thousandth time about Chad. Had he slept well? Had he slept at all? Did the device she locked onto him hurt him too much? She had no answers. She had worried about him all night. But the only way she was going to get those answers was to go see him. That time was approaching. She took another sip of her coffee and started to get ready, only throwing on some jeans and a t-shirt. She would take her time getting ready for the office later.

	She grabbed her keys and went over to his apartment, unlocking his door with her copy of the key. She heard water running in the bathroom. At least he was up. She went to see him.

	Chad turned his head while he was shaving and saw Mel standing in his bathroom doorway watching him. He hadn’t heard her come in. He realized that going back to sleep was out of the picture now. She was just standing there watching him. “Good morning, Mistress,” he said.

	“Good morning, Sissy,” she replied.

	Chad went back to what he was doing. When he had finished shaving she took his onesie off of him and helped him get his diapers off again. When he was finally naked, Chad looked down. It was his first glimpse of the device she had put on him last night. It was all clear plastic, totally covering every bit of his penis. There were small slits in it for cleaning or to let his pee out, but touching himself was obviously impossible. The way it was molded, it held his cock firmly straight down so it couldn’t go in any other direction.

	There was a band wrapped tightly around his balls and the base of his cock that held it tightly to him. He reached down and touched it. It felt hard. He could feel nothing of the touch of his finger from inside. As he looked closer, he could just see the tiny little jagged spikes that dug so painfully into his skin the moment he got any larger than he already was. He suddenly felt the start of the pinpricks from those spikes again and took his hand away. The thing was a nightmare. An absolute nightmare. Sighing, he looked up at Mel who had been watching him.

	“Ok, enough, into the shower now and get cleaned up.”

	While Chad was in the shower, she picked out the clothes she wanted him to wear for the day, then she found his purse on the living room floor where he had dropped it last night and carried it into the bathroom. It was heavy since it held all of his makeup. A short time later, Chad was again diapered with a fresh suppository up inside of him, and once again wearing his all-in-one girdle with pantyhose over it. The girdle compressed his chastity device against him tightly, but surprisingly it helped to hold it in place so it was really no problem there. The thing that he really wasn’t used to now was that the chastity device held his penis straight down – permanently. He wasn’t used to that and it felt strange. There was a bit of an extra bump in the front of his girdle now but it didn’t appear to be too bad at all.

	Once again it was makeup time. But this time Mel began by showing him how to apply his eyeliner. This was by far the most difficult thing he had tried yet. Over and over again he tried but he couldn’t get the lines exactly right. Finally Mel said, “Close enough. Leave it and do your mascara and eye shadow now.” Chad did as he was told although he wasn’t happy about it. Obviously Mel was going to require him to wear the eyeliner to work too. Why? She had to know that he was still washing it all off as soon as he got there.

	“Put another coat on the mascara,” she instructed him before he finished with it. “I want it to be a bit more visible today.”

	The little pinpricks were suddenly back again. He paused in what he was doing to let them settle back down a bit before he was capable of continuing. Then he went back to making his mascara a bit heavier. He still had to wonder why she was bothering.

	When it was time for him to get dressed, Mel handed him another of his male shirts, then the navy blue female slacks he had bought a few days ago. He wasn’t happy to see them at all, but he knew to expect them since she had fixed it so he couldn’t get at any of his male pants.

	The biggest surprise of the day though, was when Mel handed him the low heeled pumps that he had worn all last night instead of his male shoes. The pinpricks suddenly came back in a major way, and they didn’t seem to want to go away this time. He set the shoes down on the floor, but he had to back away from them. The device was hurting him too much. He waited, desperately wanting the pain to die down. It did finally, but not much.

	Mel watched as Chad tried to deal with the pain of the device. She knew she had to be patient and just let him learn to deal with it. In a way, she felt sorry for him but she wasn’t going to back down now – for any reason. She knew without a doubt that what he was going through now was critical.

	Chad’s pain finally reached a level where he could tolerate it, some. He approached the shoes and slipped his left foot into one. The pain started to come back again. He had to push hard to get his foot all the way into the shoe since it was a bit tighter than he liked. The shoe was on and there was now a partial ring of fire against the base of his cock. He had to pause, desperately willing the pain to go away again, but it stayed. Fighting through it, he put the other shoe on.

	He was now wearing women’s shoes to go to work in… they went right along with the women’s pants he was also wearing… which also went all too well with the pantyhose and the all in one girdle and the makeup and the purse he would be carrying later. He was going to have to go to work again dressed like this. Just thinking about his situation was fueling his sexual need in a major way. His cock was desperately trying to get hard where it obviously couldn’t. The little amount of swelling it was trying to do now had those miserable spikes firmly dug deeply into him, causing him immense pain. He grabbed at his crotch uselessly, prancing around the room half doubled over. Why did he have to be so turned on by all of this?

	It took him four or five full minutes to even begin to get the pain under control. He dared not look down at his shoes again because every time he did it acted like a signal to start the pain all over again. He tried desperately to not think about his situation, but that was impossible. Worse, even the pain was now fueling his need. Eventually, he was able to come to grips with what was left of the pain… at least enough to function.

	Mel had stood back and watched the whole process with a resolute expression on her face. Chad had to know that despite the pain that he felt, she wasn’t going to release him. When it looked like he was finally recovered enough, she left him to prepare his diaper bag for the day. As she was putting the two fresh bottles in it, she glanced at the time, it was getting late. Too late. There wasn’t enough time left to give him another bottle before he left.

	Chad had finally come out of the bathroom and was waiting in his living room for her. “You forgot your purse,” she said to him. He seemed to sigh a bit but he turned around to go get it. “Make sure you bring all your makeup with you today,” she called behind him. She got no response, but when he came back out again, she could see that his purse was still fairly full and heavy. She handed him his diaper bag. “Have a good day,” she told him as she opened his door for him.

	He looked at her with an almost menacing expression on his face for a few moments before he turned and walked outside. As he walked further away she said softly, “And good luck!” She could have been soft on him this morning and not made him wear anything new after putting the chastity device on him, but she had been a lawyer too long. She looked at it the same as if she were grilling a hostile witness. You could be soft or hard and change your tactics in mid-stream, but once you made a little chink in their armor, not matter what, you never backed down. You just kept hammering at them till they finally cracked.

	Chad forced himself to take one step after another as he headed down to his car. Just walking outside like he was had caused another flare up of the pain, but he was dealing with it better now. He got into his car and set his bags down on the passenger seat and closed his car door. He closed his eyes, trying to will the pain to go away. He sat there like that for a while before he was finally able to do anything else.

	When he finally felt strong enough to drive, he realized that he didn’t have his keys, they were in his purse. He had to dig through tons of makeup to find them, a major nuisance. But finally he was able to start his car and drive straight to work. He didn’t have time to stop for breakfast on the way.

	When he got there, he automatically reached into his console and pulled out the socks he had hidden there. It was difficult to do in the car, but he pulled one shoe off and slipped one of the socks on. Then he tried to put his shoe back on. It wouldn’t go. The shoe was simply too tight and his socks were just too thick. There was no way. But he continued to struggle anyway. The sudden loud knocking on his car door window made him jump, scared out of his wits. He turned and looked up and saw Robin standing there.

	“Are you all right?” she asked through his closed car door.

	He nodded. “Yeah, I’m all right.” He replied dejectedly.

	She knocked again on his window. “Open up.”

	Without thinking he opened his car door.

	“Hi Chad,” she said. “I saw you struggling with something and I just thought I should check.”

	He nodded to her again. But instead of answering he suddenly just laid his head against his steering wheel. “I’m not having the best of days,” he told her.

	She didn’t say anything, but just stood there, waiting for him. Finally she asked quietly. “Are you going to show me what you’re wearing?”

	Chad sat back in his seat. Knowing there was no avoiding it, he swung his legs out of the car. His one foot with the sock on it looked all too obvious in the bright morning light.

	“What are you doing?” she asked.

	“I was trying to cover up my pantyhose with these socks,” he explained, “but now I can’t get my shoes back on!”

	She looked back at his feet. He hadn’t been wearing women’s shoes yesterday, but obviously he was today. “I don’t think you can wear those socks with those shoes,” she said. “And they don’t match anyway. Why would you want to?”

	Chad just groaned and reached down and pulled his one sock off with a swift pull and threw it angrily onto the floor on the passenger side. Then he found his other shoe that was still off and slipped it on.

	“There,” Robin said, “that looks much better. Ready to go to work now?”

	Knowing that it was inevitable, Chad reached over and grabbed his purse. He opened it and pulled his cell phone out, then he grabbed his keys from the ignition and put his purse back on the seat again.

	“Why don’t you carry it?” she asked.

	Chad’s reply was filled with frustration. “Because this is all humiliating enough! That would only make it worse!”

	“Then why are you doing it?” Chad didn’t answer. Instead he got out of his car and slammed his door shut.

	“Oh for heaven’s sake!” Robin said. “Carrying a purse with the way you’re dressed right now can’t be that much worse! Grab the thing and get it over with!”

	Almost angrily, he reopened his car door and grabbed his purse. Then he closed and locked the door. “Satisfied?” he asked with more annoyance than he should have.

	“It’s not me who needs to answer that,” she said as she started walking towards the building.

	Chad fell in beside her, feeling all the more foolish today about the way he was dressed than he did yesterday. “Sorry,” he said softly to her.

	“Your purse looks a little heavy,” she noted. “What have you got in there?”

	“All my makeup,” he replied.

	“I noticed your eyes this morning.”

	Chad grunted. “I’ll wash it off as soon as I get inside.”

	“Why bother?”

	 


Chapter 12 (Wednesday – week 2 Part 2)

	Robin’s desk phone rang. “This is Robin.”

	“Hello girlfriend. It’s break-time… and we all want the scoop on Chad. We saw you walking in with him and we’re dying to know. So get your ass down here.”

	Robin laughed. “I’ll be right there.” A few minutes later she was pouring herself a cup of coffee and sitting down with a larger group of her lady friends than she usually saw during her break.

	“Ok, now what’s the story with Chad,” one of them asked immediately.

	“That’s just it… I don’t really know. He won’t talk to me about it.”

	“But we saw you walking in with him this morning.”

	“Yeah, and it was weird, he was trying to cover up his pantyhose with socks, while at the same time he was wearing everything else. I mean, how dumb.” She then went on to tell them everything she had seen during the last two days.

	“So you think he’s going to exercise classes during lunch then?” One of them asked.

	“That’s what it looks like. But I can’t imagine that they’d really let him in.”

	“Maybe they’re hurting for business,” another of the girls suggested.

	“That place? Not likely,” another one replied.

	“Well, one thing’s for sure, something is going on with him,” still another woman said. “And were counting on you,” she pointed at Robin, “to keep us all informed.”

	Robin laughed along with everyone else. “I’m dying to know myself what he thinks he’s doing.”

	The judge’s gavel came down with a small bang. Mel’s elation over winning the case took off as if the gavel were a starting gun. He client, Mr. Baxter, raised his arms in a victory celebration. She stood up and shook his hand. He and the two company executives with him were all smiles, as they should have been. She had just pulled off a major victory for him and his company. Once they were out in the hall, she shook hands with all of them again. Then she turned to Mr. Baxter himself. “Could I talk to you privately for a moment?”

	He raised his eyebrows a bit but excused himself from his two friends. Mel led him further down the hall then opened a door to one of the meeting rooms and looked inside. Empty. She led the way in and closed the door behind them. Baxter was obviously curious about her odd behavior. “What’s up?” he asked as soon as the door was closed.

	Mel smiled at him. “We just won a major victory in there.”

	“Don’t I know it!”

	“I saved you and your company a small fortune.”

	“I’m well aware of that,” he replied.

	“You know that my fees for this case are going to be a lot.”

	“I’m aware of that too. But you did save us from far worse.”

	“Well, I have a bit of a proposition for you.”

	He looked at her warily. “Ok, I’m listening.”

	Mel nodded. “How would you like me to wave all of my fees, completely.”

	That got Baxter’s attention. More warily than ever he asked, “How.”

	Mel took a deep breath before she began. “I’m looking into the interests of one of your employees. His name is Chad. I think he works in your internet department.”

	Mr. Baxter searched his brain for a moment. “Chad? I’m not absolutely sure, but I think I know who you’re talking about. What about him.”

	“He’s going through something difficult right now…”

	“Divorce?”

	Mal laughed a bit. “That too. But no, something else entirely.”

	“You want me to promote him or give him a raise? Is that it?”

	Mel shook her head. “No, not at all. Look, he’s going to be exhibiting some strange behavior for a while. In fact, it’s already started.”

	“And you want me to have a talk with him about it. Is that it?”

	“No. That’s exactly what I don’t want. What I want is for you to leave him alone entirely. And especially don’t fire him. Don’t even acknowledge anything different about him at all till this is over. Ignore his situation completely.”

	Baxter looked doubtful. “You said strange behavior. I have my other employees to think about. I won’t allow any chance of them being endangered.”

	Mel shook her head again. “Don’t worry, there’s no chance of that at all.”

	“You’re sure about that?”

	“Very.”

	“And you’re going to waive all your fees? Completely?”

	“All of them.”

	“And I just have to ignore whatever ruckus he’s raising down there.”

	“Just take a hands-off policy as far as he’s concerned… You - and your managers.”

	He nodded. “And how long do you think this will last?”

	“It’s hard to tell. A few months probably, maybe as much as a year. Look how long your case took to settle. They kept delaying and delaying.”

	Baxter nodded his head. He understood that concept perfectly. Then he had another thought. “We could probably set it up so that he could work from home. Would that be better?”

	Mel thought about that. “No. Maybe at some later date we can look into that further. But for his sake, right now, I’d like him to stay at work.”

	Baxter seemed to think about it for a while. “Ok,” he finally agreed. “I’ll try it.”

	Mel shook his hand. “And I’ll make a note to cancel your billing – unless you back down or interfere.”

	Chad sat at his desk, actually getting some work done. It was easier to concentrate on work than to think about anything else – especially things that might be painful. But the thought of the device he was now wearing was never very far from his mind. It was no longer hurting him at all, but he could feel the constant pressure of the retaining ring all around his private parts as his girdle pressed constantly against it. Not a bad pressure, it was just there. Curiously, he felt less pressure against his penis since that was now encased in the hard plastic.

	He finished a minor section of the project he had been working on and stretched his arms a bit. Not all that long ago he would have gone down to the break room a while ago with his friends for some much needed coffee. For the past two weeks now, he hadn’t gone at all. He really felt the need for some coffee just then. He was so tired. But there was no way he was going to go anywhere dressed the way he was.

	He hadn’t had quite as much to drink this morning which was nice so he had only wet himself a few times. Really, not all that much. There had been no major signs of activity from the suppositories in him either – which he really appreciated. He thought again about the chastity device he was wearing. He had wanted to examine it closer this morning but Mel had only allowed him a brief few seconds. He rolled his chair back a few feet and glanced up and down the hall. All quiet. Most people would be back from their morning breaks by now. He got up and headed to the men’s room.

	As he passed Robin’s cubicle, he glanced inside. She was there, she turned briefly and he half waved to her as he kept going.

	As he hoped, the men’s room was empty. He went into one of the stalls and again got completely undressed. He sat down on the toilet and started to examine the device a bit closer. Disappointingly, there wasn’t much else to see about it. He flicked the hard plastic that covered his penis with his fingernail, but he really didn’t feel anything from it inside. He pulled on the device a little and immediately the teeth that were up against his skin dug in deeply. He stopped pulling quickly. He tried everything he could think of to try to get out of it, but either nothing worked at all, or he was immediately subjected to intense pain. He sighed. He was stuck with the thing till Mel finally decided to remove it.

	Perhaps because of the fact that he was sitting naked on the toilet, the suppository in him finally decided to do something. Gladly, he let it all out and wiped himself clean afterwards. Then, because there was nothing he could do about the device, he got fully dressed again.

	As he was walking back, he saw Robin push her chair back out of her cubicle a bit, waiting for him. “Wow,” she said as he approached. You were in there so long I was about to call the fire department. Are you all right?”

	“Yeah,” Chad replied. “Sometimes these things just take a while. You know?”

	Robin laughed a bit. “Yeah, maybe I do.” As he was starting to walk off, she asked, “Hey Chad. So why the hell are you wearing a man’s shirt when everything else you’re wearing is for women?”

	Chad opened his mouth to reply, and then he closed it again. He didn’t really have an answer. So he shrugged his shoulders and said. “I don’t know.”

	“You’re weird, you know it.”

	He smiled and nodded. “Yeah, I know.”

	“And what was that with the socks this morning? I mean that was really dumb. You don’t wear men’s socks with shoes like that. It’s like you’re trying to do everything wrong.”

	Chad again had no answer. He just couldn’t tell her what was really going on, although most of it was all too plain for everybody to see. He finally just shook his head and shrugged his shoulders and went straight back to his own cubicle and sat down.

	But Robin’s cubicle was right next to his. Still sitting in her chair, she pushed it the short distance down to Chad’s cubicle and all the way inside. He turned, surprised to see her. “Chad. You’ve got to know that everybody is talking about you.”

	He nodded. “I know.” His answer seemed so dejected.

	“So what’s going on?”

	“I told you, I don’t want to talk about it!”

	Robin shook her head. “Well everybody else is talking about it.”

	“Yeah, well…”

	She kept looking at him. “You look tired,” she said.

	“I didn’t get much sleep last night.”

	“Because of this?” she asked.

	“Kind of.”

	“You’re not being very helpful,” she complained.

	“Well, I said I don’t want to talk about it!”

	Robin was getting frustrated. She just wanted answers and he was being very stubborn. Finally she tried something else. “I’m glad you kept the eye makeup on this morning.”

	Chad really wanted her to go away. He understood that she was just trying to find out what was going on, but there were too many things he either couldn’t tell her, or he didn’t know himself. “Like you said,” he replied, referring to his makeup, “why bother removing it.”

	“So why don’t you add a little lip gloss too?” she asked, trying hard to not sound teasing. “You said you had all your makeup with you. Why stop with just your eyes?”

	Chad was getting very frustrated with her. He shook his head. “Look,” he said one more time, “I don’t want to talk about it. Ok?”

	Robin shook her head. She couldn’t get anything from him. “Yeah, yeah. Ok.” She started to push herself backwards again out into the hall. “I’m right next door if you want to tell me something… or if you need any help,” she told him.

	He nodded. “I know.” And then he added, “Thanks.”

	Dejected and frustrated, Robin pushed herself back to her own desk. But work was far from her mind. She just couldn’t figure Chad out. There was something going on for sure. The more she talked to him, the bigger that something seemed to get. But he was just too damn stubborn to tell her!

	Chad was ever so glad when Robin finally left him. He knew she meant well. Heck, they were sort of friends. But there was no way he could tell her about the bet… or the consequences of it. Let her draw her own conclusions he finally decided as he once again opened up the project he was working on. He yawned. Yeah, coffee would have been good this morning.

	 


Chapter 12 (Wednesday – week 2 Part 3)

	At lunchtime, Chad again hurried out to his car and drove to the gym. The receptionist inside looked him over all too carefully again as he walked in. “Hi Sissy,” she said tauntingly.

	“Hi,” he replied. “I’m here to see…”

	“I know, I know,” she interrupted. She was still looking him over carefully. “Love your eye makeup,” she said.

	Chad blushed. Now he knew why he should have washed it off earlier. “Look, will you please just get Cassie.”

	“I’m going,” she said sassily as she sauntered off, slowly.

	She came back with Cassie in tow a few minutes later and Cassie again led him back to the office. He didn’t feel quite so embarrassed walking through the room full of exercising women today as he had before, but it was still bad enough.

	“Pretty eyes,” Cassie said as soon as she had closed the door behind her.

	Chad blushed. “I was going to wash it off, but figured why bother – because of everything else I’m wearing.”

	“You’ve got a point,” she replied. “So, you’ve been washing it off every morning?” she asked as Chad started to get undressed.

	“Yeah, but it was really only some mascara. Before, you couldn’t really tell that I was wearing anything… different.”

	“Well, you can certainly tell a bit more now, although to be honest, I think you’ve got a long way to go… Like your shoes by the way,” she added quickly as she saw him kicking them off. “I’m surprised they’re not heels.”

	“They were Mel’s idea,” Chad said. They’re a bit too small for me. He looked up at her then, “They are a lot more comfortable than heels though.”

	“Sissy, you don’t have to tell me. I’ve worn out more pairs like that than I can count. Now lay down and let’s get you changed.”

	Chad laid down on his back and Cassie knelt over him and began untaping his diapers. He suddenly thought about his chastity device, did Mel tell her about it? He didn’t have to wait long to find out.

	“What the hell? What the heck is that?” She reached down and grabbed it lightly. Little spikes of pain suddenly registered in Chad’s brain.

	“Mel put that on me last night,” he told her. “Please… don’t pull on it. It hurts! I’m having a very hard time getting used to it.”

	Cassie examined it carefully. She pulled on it gently a few times, rocking it back and forth to see it better. His penis was completely encased in the thing. And it seemed to be firmly locked in place. She squeezed as best as she could on the hard plastic. “Can you feel that?” she asked.

	“Only you pulling on it,” he replied.

	“Nothing else?”

	“Just pain.”

	She gave up touching it. “So what hurts? I can see that the thing is fairly small, but there is still plenty of room inside. You don’t fill it completely – as small as it looks.”

	Chad actually blushed. “There are these spikes that dig into me painfully any time I even think about getting a little bit hard or if I try to pull it off. And they really hurt.”

	Cassie bent down and examined it a bit closer. Finally she located the tiny spikes. “You mean those little things hurt so much?”

	“Like you wouldn’t believe!” he replied.

	Cassie sat up straighter and sighed. “Mel’s taken away all my fun.”

	“Mine too.”

	She laughed. “Yeah, I guess she has.”

	From that point on, Cassie was all business, inserting a new suppository and replacing his wet diapers with fresh ones. Then she realized that she had forgotten his baby bottle. She reached into his bag and grabbed one. “Better drink this before you get dressed, baby.” And don’t be too slow about it.

	Chad reluctantly did as he was told. He had been hoping that maybe she would have forgotten the bottle.

	A little while later, as soon as Cassie had led Chad back out again, Cassie grabbed her cell phone and dialed Mel’s number, hoping that Mel might not be too busy to pick up. She got lucky.

	“Hello,” Mel said into her phone.

	“What the heck was that?” Cassie asked immediately.

	Mel instantly smiled. She recognized Cassie’s voice and also knew instantly what she was referring to. “That’s his latest phase of training,” she replied.

	“God, I couldn’t even touch the thing. And he says it hurts if I pull on it too much.”

	“It’s supposed to hurt. That’s to keep him from removing it.”

	“Well it looks like it works well enough. Hey, speaking of removing things. Did you know he’s been washing off his mascara in the mornings. He told me. I didn’t even know he had been wearing any.”

	“Was he wearing any today?”

	“Yeah, full eye makeup. And it didn’t look too bad either.”

	Mel was all smiles. “Good. I figured he was probably washing it off. I’m really just surprised that he didn’t remove it today.”

	“Hey, you know that that plastic thingy you put on him as taken away all my fun too. I hate to say it, but I was kind of enjoying being really mean to him by teasing him and making him all hard before I wrapped him back up in his diapers again. I know how frustrating that’s supposed to be for a guy. I hope you don’t mind.”

	Mel laughed. “Mind? Not at all. In fact, I’d like you to continue if you will. Do whatever you can to stimulate him down there. He’s supposed to be learning not to get hard from it anymore.”

	“Not at all?”

	“Nothing!”

	“God! Why?”

	“Because he can’t pee when he gets hard and I need him to be able to pee at the drop of a hat. I don’t want anything to interfere with it.”

	“Okay…” Cassie replied, dragging the word out. “So you want me to keep playing with him.”

	“Yeah, if you can.”

	Cassie sighed. “I’ll try… Oh hey… I almost forgot… Sandy wants you to stop by tonight. She has something she wants you to look at. You know, she’s very jealous of me because I get to play a bit with Sissy and she doesn’t.”

	“She’s jealous?”

	“Yeah, she grills me about it every night.”

	“She sounds a bit like my secretary, Andrea. What’s Sandy got for me to look at?”

	“I have no idea. She just phoned me about it this morning and asked me to tell you.”

	“Ok, I’ll stop by after work.”

	Chad yawned and stretched his arms. He immediately felt a slight need to pee again and let it out. He had gotten a large coffee with his lunch after his diaper change because he had been so tired all morning. The coffee had helped, some, but it had also helped to keep him peeing too. He realized that he didn’t really even care about that part. But now, it was getting on in the afternoon and the affects of the caffeine had defiantly worn off. He was feeling so tired again he could just lay his head down on his desk and fall asleep.

	Did he dare go down to the break room and get some coffee? Break time was over for most people, but there were no real rules about going down there anytime. Most people stopped in to grab coffee all day. He stifled another yawn. Did he dare?

	He rolled his chair out to the opening of his cubicle and glanced down the hallway, there weren’t many people around just then. Did he dare?

	He was just about to roll back to his desk again when Robin walked out of her cubicle. “Oh… Hi,” she said to him, clearly surprised to see him there. “What’cha doin’?”

	“Just looking around a bit,” he replied.

	“Why?” She saw him blush a bit.

	“I was kind of thinking of getting some coffee.”

	“And you’re afraid to walk down there because of the way your dressed.”

	“Yeah, something like that.”

	“So just go! You came to work that way.”

	“It’s not that easy…” He yawned again. He just couldn’t help it.

	“It looks like you really need that coffee.”

	“Will you get some for me?”

	She looked at him for a moment before she answered. He had been stubborn and rude to her earlier. “No. You can get it yourself.”

	He sighed and rolled his chair back to his desk again. Robin followed behind him into his cubicle. She pulled on his arm. “Come on. I’ll walk down with you. Will that help?”

	She really wasn’t giving him much of a choice. And he did need something to keep him going for the rest of the day. Reluctantly, he let her pull him to his feet. He would have stopped at the opening to his cubicle to look around, but she dragged him right out into the hallway and just kept going, keeping a hold on his arm all the way. Chad wasn’t sure if she was helping him, or showing him off.

	It was a long walk, through several hallways to the break room. Mostly, the hallways were empty, but there were a few people that they passed. Too many of whom eyed Chad closely with looks of surprise. Chad realized that the ones who seemed to react mostly to him were all women. Maybe the men weren’t really noticing him yet – he hoped.

	The hallways had been carpeted, but the break room had a tile floor. As soon as they walked into the room, Chad could clearly hear the sound of Robin’s heels on the floor… and his too. There was only one other man in the break room, pouring himself a cup of coffee. The man at the coffee pot looked up briefly, then looked back down at his coffee again. As soon as it was ready, he grabbed his cup and turned around. But Chad and Robin were closer to him now. Chad saw the man’s eyes lock onto him and stare, all too closely, at every detail of the way he was dressed.

	The man looked like he was about to say something, but Robin was walking up to him. “Excuse me,” she said before he had a chance to say anything about Chad, “can we get at the coffee?”

	The man stepped aside and Robin walked right up to the coffee pot and picked up a cup from the stack. The man backed away toward the door, sipping at his own coffee, never taking his eyes off of Chad. Finally, he turned and left the room. Chad kept watching the doorway behind him.

	“Aren’t you going to get some coffee?” Robin asked as she dumped a little creamer into hers.

	Chad turned around and grabbed a cup and poured some coffee into it.

	“Creamer?” Robin asked holding it out to him like there was nothing out of the ordinary going on at all.

	“No thanks, I like it black,” he replied. He was about to head back to his desk, but Robin sat down at one of the tables instead. What was she doing? He couldn’t stay here. “Don’t you want to go back?” he asked.

	“No, I need to get away from it once in a while. Don’t you?”

	Reluctantly, he sat down with her and took another sip of his coffee. She was staring at him, not taking her eyes off of him while she sipped slowly at her drink. “What?” he finally asked.

	“Nothing,” she replied. “I was just trying to imagine how you would look with a little more makeup. That’s all.”

	Chad rolled his eyes. Women!

	“So how come just the eyes?” she asked.

	Chad’s nerves were suddenly grating. But he answered her anyway. “Because that’s all I know how to do.”

	“Oh,” she answered. “I guess that kind of makes sense… in a way.”

	Then she was silent again, but she still looking intently at his face. Chad kept sipping slowly at his coffee. “So why the eyes?” she suddenly asked.

	“What do you mean?” “I mean, why not lipstick or foundation, or anything else? Why just the eyes?”

	Chad’s nerves were starting to grate again. “Because that’s all she showed me how to do!” he answered angrily. Then he realized what he had just said. Had he said too much? Given too much away?

	But Robin picked up on it instantly. “She?”

	Oh God! Why couldn’t she just leave him alone? “I don’t want to talk about it!” he replied.

	Robin knew she had just made a small dent. But it was only a tiny one before he had closed down again. But she wasn’t quite ready to give up yet. She sipped at her coffee for a few more moments, giving him time to settle down again. Then she asked. “So did you ask her to teach you?”

	Chad just shook his head. She wasn’t going to leave anything alone! “No… Yes… well, it’s complicated.

	“What’s so complicated? Either you asked her to show you how to do your makeup or you didn’t? Which?”

	Chad was beside himself and almost angry with her for asking. “No, I didn’t ask her to show me how to put on makeup. It was part of something else we agreed on.”

	“What?”

	But Chad was really getting frustrated. Too frustrated. “I said I don’t want to talk about it! Ok?”

	Robin took the last sip from her coffee and stood up again. “Ok, I get it! I’m just trying to help, that’s all. I was just trying to look out for you a bit. But if you don’t want me to…”

	Chad felt even more frustrated. He knew she really meant well, but women… They could be so nosy! “Look,” he replied, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you mad. But this isn’t exactly easy for me.”

	“So what isn’t easy for you?” she asked.

	Chad just looked at her, then he turned away and headed for the door by himself, his head hung down and looking at the floor all the way. He threw his empty cup into the trash on the way out.

	Robin stood there and stared after him. She had made some progress, finally, but did she know any more than she did before? She wasn’t really sure. All she knew was that she was right, there was something major going on here, a lot more than it looked like on the surface. Knowing the only way she was ever going to learn anymore was to stick to him, she ran after him, and again put her arm through his as they walked together back to their desks.

	 


Chapter 12 (Wednesday – week 2 Part 4)

	Chad’s cell phone beeped again just before quitting time. Again, it was a message from Mel, telling him to go home again where he would find more instructions. He was glad. He was way too tired to do anything else. He just hoped that whatever Mel had in store for him for the evening would be easy. He really just wanted to go to bed and sleep – forever!

	When he finally got home, he found a note again on his kitchen counter.

	Sissy,Drink one baby bottle.

	Change your diapers.

	No girdle today

	Pantyhose

	Wear a bra and stuff it with more pantyhose

	Same skirt, blouse, and shoes as yesterday.

	Do better with your makeup!

	Drink another bottle.

	Pacifier in your mouth whenever the bottle isn’t!

	I put the key in your top dresser drawer today.

	More instructions at my apartment if I’m not home before you get there.

	Your Mistress

	The note didn’t really surprise him, except the part about no girdle tonight. That alone made him glad. He was also glad that he could finally get changed. Going to his refrigerator he pulled out another baby bottle and started drinking it while he walked through to his bathroom. As soon as he started drinking, a small urge to pee hit him and he let it out immediately, as he had been doing for quite a while now. He undressed while he was drinking his bottle.

	As he rediaperd himself, he was aware that for once he wasn’t going to have another suppository stuck up his backside. But the last one that Cassie had put in him had yet to do its job, so he was still worried about that situation.

	He was a lot more comfortable without his girdle, and there was a lot less pressure on his chastity device. He realized that he had felt hardly any pain from it all afternoon. Was he starting to get used to it already? He really hoped so. The darn thing could really hurt. He also hoped that Mel wouldn’t wait too long to grant him some relief.

	But as he started working on his makeup, he couldn’t help thinking about what he was doing, while wearing diapers, and having to wear the chastity device. The more he looked at himself applying makeup like a girl, the more the little pinpricks started to become something more painful. He tried to not think about what he was doing, but it was impossible. The more he thought about doing something girlish, the worse things got. Finally, he had to stop applying the makeup and just walk around a bit, trying to let the pain calm down. He grabbed his baby bottle to drink from while he walked around, but just putting the thing to his lips reminded him of that sissyness too, and it set the pain off all that much more. He was forced to put his bottle back down again. The damn device was taking all the fun out of everything for him. Desperately, he waited till things calmed down a bit more before he once again continued applying his makeup.

	It seemed like every little sissy thing that he did was setting off the pain now. But he kept at it because there was nothing else he could do. He just kept trying desperately to control himself to limit the pain. And eventually, it worked – to a point.

	With his makeup finally on, he fastened his bra around his chest then put his pantyhose on. Fortunately, neither of those actions made his pain any worse. It did kick up a bit however when he started to stuff his bra, but fortunately it didn’t last long.

	He opened his closet to get his clothes. The first thing there that he noticed was the box that hadn’t been there before. The box couldn’t be missed because it was wrapped up in layer after layer of Mel’s cling wrap. The next thing that he noticed was that he couldn’t see a single pair of his male shoes. He had no doubt at all as to what was in the box. And he wasn’t very happy about it. It would mean that from now on, wherever he went, he would only have women’s shoes to wear. But then, didn’t he have the same problem with his pants now too?

	When he was finally dressed, he finished his first baby bottle, then grabbed his second one. But by now, he needed to pee again. Mel’s darn tea always did that to him. Wishing he had been able to keep his diapers dryer for at least a little while longer, he allowed himself to wet again as he started on his second bottle.

	Mel parked her car in her usual space in front of her apartment. She noticed that Chad was there already – as he should be. She also spotted Cassie’s car and Sandy’s too. “No time like the present,” she muttered to herself as she got out of her car. She walked up the stairs and knocked on Cassie’s door. It took a moment, but finally Cassie opened it.

	“Hi Mel,” Cassie said immediately as she stood back to let her in.

	“Hi Cassie,” Mel replied.

	“Sandy!” Cassie yelled toward their bedroom. “Mel’s here.”

	Sandy came out almost immediately.

	“Hi Mel. How are you?”

	“I’m fine,” Mel replied. “Cassie said you wanted to see me?”

	Sandy was all smiles. “I wanted to show you something I found.” She went over by her cluttered work area and dragged a bar stool into the living room where she set it on an open piece of the floor. The stool had kind of a captain’s seat on top with arms and a backrest. It didn’t look like the swivel kind, but rather a cheaper one with fixed legs. In fact, the whole thing looked a bit shabby. Sandy stood back beaming. “Well, what do you think?”

	Mel was at a loss for words. “About that?”

	“Uh huh!”

	“Well, I don’t really need a bar stool and it won’t go with any of my furniture.”

	Sandy shook her head. “Not for you. For Sissy.”

	“Oh! Well, he doesn’t have any furniture except just the one chair. But why should he need that?”

	Sandy looked at her like she was crazy. Then she just shook her head. “Mel, you have no imagination!” She turned and went back to her work desk and picked up a drawing pad and bought it back for Mel to see. She turned the cover over and handed the drawing to Mel.

	Mel looked at the drawing. It was certainly done well. “It’s a baby’s highch…” But that’s as far as she got before she noticed something else. She glanced from the drawing to the bar stool and back again. Then she did it again. Her mouth open wide. “This… is that!”

	Sandy was all smiles now. “What do you think?”

	“It’s great! Better than great! And your drawing is beautiful!”

	“Thanks,” Sandy replied, pleased by Mel’s compliment. “Are you interested?”

	Mel looked up from the drawing again. “Of course I am. But what will it take to make that,” she pointed at the bar stool, “look like this?” she held up the drawing.

	Sandy laughed a bit. “Less than you might think. I got the stool for free from a house I’m redoing. They were throwing them away. There’s a carpenter I work with who I think can do the other modifications fairly easily. Then there’s just the matter of painting and finishing it.

	“And how much will your carpenter charge?”

	“For this? I wouldn’t think it would cost too much at all. The chair doesn’t really need much work and that would be the hard part. Of course, the final amount would also depend on if you want to do the finish painting yourself or not.”

	“I’m not the handyman type at all. How much for everything, completely finished?”

	Sandy frowned. “Well, I guess I can do the painting and finishing myself, but I’ll have to check with my carpenter for the rest first. I’ll let you know.

	Mel nodded. “That’s fine. And when you see him, try to get a good price for the work… then tell him to go ahead. I’ll pay it! But let’s just try to keep this a secret from Sissy till it’s ready.”

	Sandy and Cassie both giggled. “That much we can certainly do,” Sandy replied.

	“So what’s new with Sissy?” Sandy asked. “Cassie told me about that thing he was wearing when she changed him earlier.”

	Mel sat down and told them about the latest with Sissy. Between them and Andrea she was wishing she could get them all together for one conference and get it all over with at the same time. But she was polite about it.

	“You know, of course that I’m jealous,” Sandy said when Mel had finished. “Cassie gets to play with him every day and I don’t.”

	Mel shook her head, “I don’t know what to tell you. But if I can think of any way you can help, I’ll let you know.” “That would be great!” Sandy replied. “Maybe I can babysit for him sometime or something.”

	Mel raised her eyebrows. “Now that might be a possibility. I just don’t know when.”

	Sandy and Cassie both giggled like schoolgirls together. Mel wasn’t sure if she wanted to picture Chad in their clutches or not. Then, because Sandy seemed so interested and because she had made such and effort with the high chair, she said, “If you like, you can stop by later. I have something new I’ve been kicking around in the back of my mind for his training tonight. You can watch for a bit if you like.”

	Both girls jumped at the idea and squealed with delight. Mel wasn’t sure she should have really extended the invitation, but they both were helping her – a lot she realized.

	Chad was busy cutting up lettuce for the salad that Mel had requested for dinner. Just a salad she had specified. Nothing heavy or fancy. So he was almost done when she walked in. She stood looking at him for a moment. “Hello, Mistress,” he said to her through his pacifier.

	She smiled. “You’re learning, but you’re still slow. We’ll work on that later. Hello Sissy. How was your day?”

	Chad had to think about that for a moment. “Frustrating!” he replied. “And I was so tired all day that I had to drink too much coffee, and you can guess what that did to me!”

	She came around and brushed her hand against his face. “Good baby!” she crooned.

	While Mel was putting her things up, Chad laid out her meal, putting the bottle of salad dressing on the table for her along with a few other things that she might want to mix in with it. Then he fixed his own salad the way he wanted it, only with a lot less dressing since he figured he would be eating it with his hands again. His salad he put directly into the refrigerator. At least it’s something that should be cold when I eat it he thought happily.

	When Mel came back, she immediately sat down to eat. She looked at everything and appeared to be pleased, but she didn’t say anything at all. Instead, she looked at Chad, then she pointed to the corner she had sent him to the night before. Chad wasn’t happy about that at all, but he went, slowly. “All the way in again!” her voice cracked behind him.

	He scrunched his body even tighter into the corner and attempted to keep it there. Standing in the corner was certainly not fun. It was extremely boring. A good punishment for kids. And that was how she was treating him. But what was she punishing him for? Nothing that he could think of. And all he could do was to stand there and think.

	He closed his eyes since the walls were way to close and he couldn’t see anything anyway. He stood there for a long time. Mel never saying a single word to him. He couldn’t even hear her. The only sensation he had to concentrate on was sucking on his pacifier. The one interesting moment that he had was when he realized that he had to pee and he let it out. Standing in the corner like he was with no other stimulation made the whole thing all that much more noticeable and interesting. But the sensation was gone all too soon.

	He thought about his chastity device. He could still feel the pressure where it was locked around him. Less now because he wasn’t wearing the girdle, but still firmly there. He was glad it wasn’t hurting him just then.

	He began shifting his weight from one leg to the other to take the weight off of them. He was glad he wasn’t wearing high heels, they would have been unbearable. The longer he stood there the more he began shifting his weight and moving his legs up and down to keep the circulation going and take the pressure off.

	“Sissy! Stop fidgeting and stand still!” her voice cracked behind him. He immediately stopped moving his feet – so much.

	How long was she going to take to eat anyway? He was tired of standing there. He inadvertently yawned and almost lost his pacifier, fighting against the wall to keep it in his mouth. That had been close, he realized. If Mel had seen him drop it she probably would have killed him.

	He heard Mel finally getting up from the table. “Ok, Sissy. You can come and eat your own dinner now.”

	He pulled himself away from the corner and blinked his eyes. It had seemed like an eternity! He glanced at the clock. Only fifteen minutes! He couldn’t believe it.

	He went to the refrigerator and pulled out his salad and sat down on the floor with it, he didn’t even bother to ask for a fork, he knew better. He put his pacifier in his lap and began grabbing pieces of lettuce with his fingers.

	Mel watched him grab his salad and sit down to eat it where he was supposed to. That much he had done correctly, but he had forgotten to get himself a drink. She went to the refrigerator and pulled out two bottles this time. She set them down next to him. “Both of them,” she instructed. Then she walked off to start catching up on some of the work she had brought home with her.

	It was a while later before she finally heard the water running in the sink as Chad started on the dishes. She had reached a stopping point and put her work up. She went into the kitchen. He had already washed a number of used baby bottles and had them stuck in the dish drain to dry. She looked them over quickly and selected one that was perfectly clear and she thought had a wider opening than some of the others.

	She took the bottle back to her desk and examined it closely, then she searched through her desk drawers till she found some thin cord that she remembered she had saved from a long time ago. Her preparations after that were simple.

	 


Chapter 12 (Wednesday – week 2 Part 5)

	As Chad was busy with the dishes, he suddenly felt the suppositories that had been in his system all day going to work. It wasn’t as sudden as it often was, but the pressure couldn’t be denied. Grunting, not from exertion, but from the discomfort and not wanting to do it at all, he let it all out into his diapers. Then because he had no other choice, he simply went back to work. He noticed that the suppositories were working more and more often after he had eaten something. Could he go for the next two months and never eat again? Unfortunately not.

	Mel heard Chad’s noises as she was working on the baby bottle. She smiled. “I need to know every time you pee now,” she yelled to him. “Make sure you tell me!”

	Chad shook his head. What did she need to know that for?

	“Did you hear me?” she yelled.

	“Yes!” he replied.

	“Yes what?”

	He sighed. “Yes, Mistress.”

	Mel got up from her desk to see how far along he was with the dishes. Half-way to the kitchen, she saw him yawning. She had forgotten how tired he must be. She doubted he had slept much last night at all. Fortunately, he was just finishing up and wiping everything down. She could have just let him put everything into the dishwasher, but she figured a little extra hands-on work never hurt.

	When he had finally finished, she went to the refrigerator and handed him yet another baby bottle to drink. Chad couldn’t believe it. He had already had far more than normal, but he took it reluctantly and sat down in his usual place on the floor while Mel busied herself making more of her tea mixture. Chad wasn’t exactly happy to see her doing it.

	Halfway through his bottle, he felt the urge to pee again. He figured he’d probably be doing it every ten minutes all night long now with everything she had already made him drink. “I have to pee,” he told her as she was stirring the tea in her pot - like a witch brewing her dark and deadly potion, he thought.

	“Good,” she replied without even turning around. “Let me know when you’re done.”

	Two minutes later, he replied, “I’m done.”

	She cocked her head without turning. “You’re done… what…”

	“I’m done peeing… Mistress,” he added at the last second.

	Mel nodded her head far more satisfied. “Finish your bottle now.” Then she glanced at the clock and took note of the time. She finished making her tea and poured it all into the empty baby bottles. In the meantime, Chad had finished his bottle and just sat on the floor waiting for her to finish.

	Finally, she took the bottle from him and said, “Ok, come on, let’s get you out of those messy diapers.” She reached out her hand and Chad got to his feet, and he let her lead him like a child into the bathroom. He couldn’t believe his good luck. She was actually being nice to him. He yawned again as they entered the bathroom. Now if she would only let him go to bed early tonight.

	But she saw him yawning. “Tired?” she asked.

	“Very,” he replied.

	“Well, maybe we can get you to bed early tonight.”

	“That would be good,” he replied as he removed his skirt.

	“Of course, it all depends on how cooperative you are tonight,” she replied.

	Chad wasn’t sure he liked the sound of that. He removed his shoes and his pantyhose but Mel had him keep his blouse and bra on so that he would only be naked from the waist down. He was about to lay down on the floor so she could change him when he noticed the urge building that told him he would have to pee again soon. “Mistress,” he said, “I think I’m going to have to pee again.”

	Mel stood back. “Good. Just let it out and tell me when you’re done.”

	But it was just some preliminary feelings. The two of them had to actually wait a few minutes before he was finally able to pee. “I’m done now, Mistress,” he said. “Finally!” Mel replied. “Ok, lay down and let’s get you cleaned up.”

	Mel removed his messy diapers and used baby wipes to clean him up. Then she examined his chastity device closely. It didn’t appear to be irritating him too much she noticed. She was very glad of that. But instead of rediapering him, she had him get to his feet. Chad was confused. He was still naked.

	Mel took him by his hand and led him out into the living room to an area near the corner where she had made him stand earlier. “Wait here,” she told him. Then she dug through one of her desk drawers and pulled out a small piece of rope. She brought it back to him and tied his hands loosely behind his back.

	“Now what?” was all Chad could think. He was beginning to be afraid of getting beaten again since that’s what the rope usually meant. But instead, Mel went back to her desk and picked up the baby bottle she had been working with earlier. Chad could see that she had tied a piece of cord around the neck of it.

	Mel knelt down in front of him. “Now hold still!” she commanded. She grabbed his chastity device and tried to push it into the opening of the baby bottle, but it didn’t want to go. She pushed harder. Chad had to struggle to stay still and not get knocked over. But suddenly, with a soft pop, the bottle slipped into place. “Good,” Mel said sounding very satisfied. “That was a bit tighter than I thought. For a minute there I thought we’d have to remove your device.” Looking at the baby bottle now attached to the front of him, Chad had mixed feelings about removing the device or not.

	Mel brought the cords attached to the bottle up around his waist and tied them securely to make sure the bottle wouldn’t come off. Then she stood back and admired her work. She again felt a rush of sexual pleasure over the power of what she was doing. If only she wasn’t on her period!

	“Ok, Sissy,” she said as she walked around and untied his hands. “Time for some new training.” She stood back. “Curtsey for me.”

	Chad was really very surprised. Curtsey? His cock immediately started to try to get hard and the awful spikes immediately dug in. Mel noticed the look of pain on his face and laughed. “I’m glad you think it sounds like fun,” she said. “But you’re going to have to stay all nice and soft I’m afraid. Now… curtsey!”

	Chad did his best. It was actually something he had never even tried before. Mel shook her head. “Not very good,” she said. “Now, this time I want you to pretend you’re wearing a skirt like you usually would and spread it out wide. And put your right foot behind your other foot further! Now try it again.”

	Chad felt incredibly silly, especially with the baby bottle now dangling from the front of him. He tried it again, pretending he was grabbing the sides of a wide skirt and holding it out. “Better,” she replied. “Now I want you to say, ‘Thank you, Mistress,’ as you’re doing it… Now!”

	Chad immediately curtseyed again and said “Thank you, Mistress.”

	Mel smiled. “I like that. Oh, I like that so much! Dip lower this time and bring your right foot back even further! Now again!”

	“Thank you, Mistress,” Chad said as he curtseyed again, trying to get it just the way she wanted it. It felt weird, not only because it was something he had never done, but much more so because of the baby bottle dangling from the front of him.

	Mel smiled. “Do you need to pee yet?”

	“No, not yet,” he replied. He was a bit stunned by her question since he had just peed a few minutes ago.

	But suddenly Mel wasn’t smiling. “It’s ‘No… Mistress!’ Now do it right!”

	Chad was a bit taken aback by her suddenly yelling at him, but he immediately said, “No, Mistress.”

	“You still haven’t got it, do you? You curtsey every time you say it! Now do it again!”

	Her manner was leaving Chad with no question that she was demanding to be obeyed. He curtseyed again and said, “No Mistress.”

	“That’s better. Now let’s try it again. Do you need to pee yet?”

	“No Mistress,” Chad said, dropping another curtsey.

	Mel smiled. “See how good you can be? Now, I figure it’s been at least ten minutes since you peed last. So I’m giving you ten more minutes to pee. If you don’t, then for every minute longer that it takes, I’m going to give you a really hard smack with my yardstick. Understand?”

	Chad’s eyes went wide. “Yes… Mistress,” he added.

	Mel instantly walked up to him and slapped him. “You didn’t curtsey! Now do it right!”

	Chad was stunned. It took him a moment to recover. “Yes, Mistress,” he said as he dropped another curtsey.

	“Good,” she said sounding satisfied. “Now, you’re going to stand there and practice curtseying over and over again till I tell you to stop. And I want to know the minute you pee. Got that?”

	Chad hesitated, but then he dropped into a curtsey and said, “Yes Mistress.”

	“Good. Again!” Over and over again, Mel had him practicing, establishing the rhythm for what he was doing, and never letting him stop. Finally, she left him practicing and went into the kitchen where she found and set her kitchen timer. She set it for ten minutes to give him the benefit of the doubt.

	As Chad droned on in the background with his “Yes Mistress” over and over again, she went and found her yardstick. She leaned it prominently up against the end of her couch in front of him. “Keep practicing,” she ordered as she saw him hesitate and his eyes opened wide. He went back to it, but the look on his face clearly showed more worry than anything else.

	Chad’s eyes never left the yardstick as he dipped up and down, practicing and reciting the words that had now become a meaningless phrase. He wasn’t happy in the least to see it. The yardstick could only mean more pain for him and he had enough just then from the stupid device he was wearing. The calf of his left leg was really starting to ache. His right knee was getting very tired too. He was using muscles he wasn’t used to using this way. But the sight of the yardstick kept him at it.

	Mel turned on her TV. She wasn’t the least bit interested in watching it, but she was trying to act like she was ignoring him. The power of what she was doing was really turning her on. If only, if only! But then someone knocked at her apartment door. She quickly turned the TV off. Chad had stopped. “Keep practicing!” she ordered. Hesitantly, he went back to it. She had no doubt that he was scared now because there was someone at the door.

	She went to her door and opened it. Cassie and Sandy were both standing there. She had almost forgotten that she had invited them. “Hi,” she said, seeing the two women there.

	“Hi Mel,” Sandy replied. “We came to see how Sissy is doing.”

	Chad hesitated again as he saw Mel suddenly step back and let Cassie and Sandy into the apartment. But noticing the menacing look on Mel’s face, he only hesitated for a moment before he went back to it again. He was suddenly far more embarrassed than ever.

	Cassie’s eyes went wide as she stopped and stared at him but Sandy just squealed with delight. “Aaaahhhh! Look at him! Mel, what the heck do you have him doing?”

	“I’m killing two birds with one stone,” Mel replied. “He’s learning to curtsey and to address me properly, and he’s learning to pee more often.” She turned to Chad. “Sissy, say hello to Cassie and Sandy.”

	Chad stopped what he was doing. He was embarrassed out of his mind. But stopping quickly brought a little physical relief for his aching legs. “Hello Cassie and Sandy,” he said.

	Mel moved like lightning and in a flash she had her yardstick in her hand and was hitting him over and over again. “That’s not any way for you to greet someone properly! From now on you curtsey and address them by name – separately!” Chad had retreated all the way back into the corner to get away from the blows, even though not a single one missed him. “Now get out here and do it again… right!”

	Chad slowly moved back out to where he had been standing before. He looked briefly at Mel, she was waiting, holding her yardstick at the ready. He curtseyed and said, “Hello Cassie.” Then he did it again and said “Hello Sandy.”

	“That’s better,” Mel told him. And then she waited a moment. When he didn’t reply, she said, “And what should you answer to what I just said?”

	Chad’s eyes went wide, then he dropped into another curtsey and said, “Thank you Mistress.”

	“That’s better,” Mel replied. “Do it again.”

	Chad again curtseyed and said, “Thank you Mistress.”

	“Keep doing it!” Mel ordered.

	Chad inwardly groaned, but he went back to practicing, this time with the slightly different phrase.

	Cassie and Sandy both had been alarmed as soon as they saw Mel beating Chad, but now they were all smiles. “You’re really turning the screws,” Cassie said.

	Mel smiled. “I’ve got to. It’s about time he learned to behave properly.” All the women giggled while Chad droned on in the background.

	 


Chapter 12 (Wednesday – week 2 Part 6)

	Even though Sandy had been there once before, this time she was looking carefully around at Mel’s apartment. “Nice place,” she said. “Even though none of your furniture looks like a matching set, it still works well together and it looks nice and comfortable.”

	“I’m afraid I only do what decorating I can. It’s not something I’m good at. Do you want to see the rest of the place?”

	“Sure,” Sandy answered.

	Mel started showing them around. When they were passing the empty corner where she had been making Chad stand whenever she ate, she said, “And that’s the corner where I’ve been keeping him when I don’t want him doing anything else.” She paused for a moment, then added, “I just need a way to make sure he stays there a little better, he fidgets too much, but I’m working on it.” Sandy glanced at Cassie as they moved from the living room into the kitchen.

	Suddenly there was a very loud ding from the kitchen timer. “Sissy! You can stop now,” Mel said. Chad gratefully stopped his practicing. He was really starting to hurt. “Have you peed yet?” she asked.

	“No Mistress,” he said, and then dropped into a quick curtsey, slightly after the fact.

	“You better start getting it together pretty quick,” she told him. “Practice that now!”

	Chad started curtseying all over again, only this time saying “No Mistress.”

	“Just don’t forget to tell us the minute that you pee,” Mel said as she turned back to showing her guests around.

	“It was another five minutes before Chad felt the first signs that he was going to pee. He stopped what he was doing. “Mistress, I think I’m going to pee soon.”

	“Did I tell you to stop?” Mel asked.

	“No Mistress,” Chad replied as he went right back to his curtseying again.

	“You need to learn that peeing is never a reason to stop what you’re doing. It should happen automatically! Now don’t forget to tell us when you’re done peeing.”

	Chad’s curtsying response changed from “No Mistress” to “Yes Mistress.” While the women were ignoring him, Chad concentrated on the feelings of needing to pee. He desperately wanted it to happen so that he could stop curtseying. Finally, he felt it coming out. He was very careful to keep practicing while it was happening. The bottle attached to him began to get heavier and heavier as he continued to pee. When he finished, he called, “Mistress, I’ve finished peeing,” and he dropped another curtsey as he said it just to make sure she wouldn’t yell at him again about it.

	“Very good,” Mel said sounding very pleased. “You can stop now.”

	Chad stopped and tried to catch his breath. His legs were starting to cramp. He was very embarrassed over the bottle half-full of pee attached to him, but coupled with everything else he was already embarrassed about, it meant almost nothing.

	“What do you say Sissy?”

	He immediately curtseyed again and said, “Thank you Mistress.”

	Mel smiled. “Maybe you are leaning.” She turned to Cassie, “Will you set the timer for twenty minutes?”

	“Sure,” Cassie replied and reset the timer, not knowing why she was doing it.

	Mel smiled wickedly at Chad. “You now have exactly twenty minutes to pee again or get punished for it.”

	Chad inwardly groaned. Twenty minutes wasn’t a very long time at all!

	Mel looked at the clock. It had taken him an extra ten minutes longer to pee than she wanted. She went over to inspect the bottle attached to the front of him. It was a little more than half-full. Too full to continue without emptying it. She untied the cord that was wrapped around Chad’s body, then pulled hard on the bottle. Chad suddenly started to double over in pain. She realized the chastity device was hurting him as she pulled on it. The bottle was being stubborn though and she still had to get it off. She brought him into the bathroom and coated everything she could with baby lotion to lubricate it. Then she pulled again. The tiny teeth again stuck painfully into Chad, but this time the bottle came off. She emptied it, then put it all back in place again, tying it firmly around him.

	She brought him back to where he had been practicing in the living room, then she picked up her yardstick. “You took ten minutes too long to pee. That means ten strokes! Now, every time I hit you, I want you to thank me… properly!”

	Chad was suddenly scared. He wanted to cry. He knew how her yardstick could hurt. He couldn’t help it if it took him too long to pee. He didn’t get to think about it much longer though since her yardstick suddenly came swooshing at his backside. He let out a little cry of hurt and jumped.

	“I’m waiting,” Mel said, ready to brandish her yardstick again.

	Chad immediately curtseyed and said “Thank you Mistress.” Then she hit him again. The process was repeated for ten full, hard strokes. At the end of it, Chad really wanted to cry, but he didn’t.

	“You can sit for a few minutes and rest now,” she told him. “And don’t forget to tell me if you pee!” She then went to her refrigerator and brought out one of the cold bottles of tea. As she did it, Sandy’s eyes went wide at seeing so many baby bottles in her refrigerator. Mel handed the bottle to Chad. “Drink up, baby. Let me know as soon as you finish that. And if you take too long, I’ll punish you for that too.”

	Chad put the bottle to his lips and drank furiously, afraid of any more punishment. But the truth was that the cold liquid felt really good on his throat. He was dry from talking almost constantly. And the beating he had just gotten hadn’t helped either. If he wanted to avoid any more beatings, then he was going to have to figure out how to make himself pee sooner. One thing he realized quickly about that… he had no idea as to how he could possibly do it.

	It seemed like all too soon that Chad finished his bottle. He had been trying to stretch his legs while he sat on the floor. It helped some, but not really a lot. They still felt really tired. He felt really tired, all over. He prayed that Mel would let him go to bed soon, but she was still talking with Cassie and Sandy. “I’ve finished my bottle,” he called to Mel.

	Mel stopped talking and turned her head. “You’ve what?”

	Her tone surprised him. She sounded angry. He was so tired that it took him a moment to realize what she wanted. “I finished my bottle, Mistress,” he corrected himself.

	Mel smiled and walked over to him and grabbed his bottle. “That’s better,” she said. “Now stand up and start practicing again.”

	Chad couldn’t believe it. He still hadn’t recovered from the last round. But Mel was standing over him, waiting. Wearily, he got to his feet.

	“You’re doing better,” Mel said.

	Chad curtsied and said, “Thank you Mistress.” And as Mel stood there and watched, he did it again, and again, and again… even though she had long ago walked off.

	Chad was beginning to feel like he was going to pee soon when the dreaded timer went off. He had almost made it, but almost wasn’t good enough.

	“Have you peed yet?” Mel asked.

	His phrase while he was curtseying changed immediately to “No Mistress.” Chad concentrated hard on trying to pee, and was rewarded when very soon he was filling the bottle again. He was about to tell Mel what he was doing, but stopped himself just in time and continued his curtseying practice. When he was sure he was done, he called. I’ve finished peeing Mistress.” Then he went back to saying “Thank you Mistress,” as he continued curtseying again.

	“Very good!” Mel replied. “You can stop now Sissy.”

	Gratefully, Chad stopped curtseying, then catching himself, he dropped one more, saying “Thank you Mistress.” After that, he tried shifting his weight and bending his legs to get the pain to subside. It wasn’t working very well.

	“Will you please put another twenty minutes on the timer,” Mel asked Cassie. Cassie got up and immediately went into the kitchen while Mel again led Chad into the bathroom to empty the bottle.

	When everything was back in place again, Chad had to thank Mel for the three strokes from her yardstick for each of the three extra minutes it had taken him to pee. Then he had to sit back down and drink yet another bottle. He both hated and loved it. He hated it because he knew he’d be awake peeing all night long. He loved it because he really needed the drink.

	All too soon again, he found himself back in curtsey practice while Mel and her friends talked and ignored him. The strokes from her yardstick had hurt. He hurt all over from curtseying so much. And he was dead tired. He desperately tried to make himself pee. Every time he dipped down to curtsey, he pushed at it. Loosening his muscles, trying to get something. And then it happened. The suddenness of it came as almost a surprise. No long buildup this time, just quick pressure then release. He was doing it, peeing into the bottle before the timer went off. Happily, he dropped one more curtsey saying, “I’ve finished peeing again, Mistress.” Then he went back to saying “Thank you,” as he continued his practicing.

	Mel was really surprised. But she got up from her chair all smiles. “Cassie, check the timer. How long did it take him?”

	“Thank you Mistress,” Chad said as he dropped another curtsey… not to Mel, but because she hadn’t told him he could stop yet.

	“You can stop now Sissy,” she said. Gratefully, Chad said one more thank you and stopped. Mel was still smiling, you’re learning nicely.

	Chad’s curtsey and “Thank you Mistress,” was almost a reflex.

	“Fifteen minutes!” Cassie called from the kitchen. “Do you want me to reset it?” “No,” Mel replied. “I think he’s had enough for tonight.” She walked up to Chad. “Fifteen minutes. That’s a lot better than I had hoped for. We have a new goal for next time now.” Chad inwardly groaned. He had no doubt he would be getting a lot more beatings next time.

	“Ok baby, let’s get you ready for bed.” The words were like heaven to Chad’s ears.

	A few minutes later, Mel was diapering him while Sandy and Cassie looked on, all too closely. She shoved two suppositories up his backside, coated him liberally with baby lotion and taped four diapers firmly into place. Then finally she pulled his plastic panties up. “Let’s take you home now,” she said to him.

	Mel grabbed his skirt and pantyhose that he was no longer wearing. Chad grabbed his purse that he had set by the front door. He dug his keys out of it before they left her apartment so he wouldn’t have to stand outside too long dressed like he was. Then all of them went over to his apartment.

	“It’s so empty,” Sandy noted as they walked inside.

	Mel helped Chad remove his blouse and the bra he had been wearing underneath. Then, instead of locking him in his onesie for the night, she put the baby-doll nighty set on him again. Chad was clearly surprised, but he said nothing. He just wanted to go to sleep.

	Sandy and Cassie were clearly fascinated by the whole thing. “Oh, how sweet,” Cassie chided when he was finally ready for bed.

	Mel led him over to his blow-up mattress and had him sit down on it. He yawned. “I’ll be right back with your bottle,” she told him. Sandy giggled behind her. She returned shortly and handed him the bottle she had pulled from his refrigerator. Chad immediately put it to his mouth and started drinking it.

	Sandy laughed. “I just can’t get enough of watching him do that. He drinks it just like a little baby.”

	Mel smiled. “I know. I only allow him to drink from the bottles and nothing else, even when we’re out in a restaurant.”

	Both Cassie and Sandy went into fits of laughter. “Oh God! How I’d love to see that!” Cassie stated.

	While Chad was drinking his bottle, Mel busied herself setting up his diaper bag again for the next day. Then she went to his alarm clock and set it herself for the time she wanted him to get up. Chad was just finishing his bottle and she took it from him.

	She helped him lay down on his mattress and she covered him with his blanket. She grabbed his pacifier from where she had set it earlier by his clock and put it into his mouth. His teddy bear she tucked under his arm. “I’ll be back later tonight and leave your instructions for you in the kitchen. Good night, baby.” Then she kissed him on the forehead and got up.

	Cassie giggled softly. “May I?” she asked. Mel nodded. Cassie too went over and kissed him goodnight. She was followed immediately by Sandy. Both girls giggled softly as they left him for the night.

	Chad gratefully closed his eyes. He was so dead tired he could barely think. He was very grateful that his day was finally over. Once again Mel had found a way to make things even worse and more embarrassing than the day before. Again he didn’t want to think about tomorrow. Tomorrow would have to keep. He was too tired.

	He realized that he had to pee again. He had just peed a few minutes ago as soon as he had started drinking his last bottle. He let it out without any thought of holding back. Holding back did no good and only made him miserable. Why couldn’t he have been able to pee this soon earlier? It would have saved him a lot of pain.

	Now if only he could get some sleep. The stupid chastity device she had locked on him wasn’t hurting him at all. He could feel the tightness of where it was connected to him, but that was all. His only problem now was waking up to pee too often. He really wished just then that he really was incontinent, then he could at least pee in his sleep without waking. He had even dreamed of it several times that week. If only, if only, he dreamed.

	Chad fell asleep. Deeply asleep. He half woke a bit later when he had to pee again like he usually did. The next time, he didn’t wake at all. He was too tired.

	 


Chapter 13 (Thursday – week 2 Part 1)

	In the early morning hours, before consciousness could take hold of him, he dreamed. In his dream, he was wetting his diapers, strongly. Something fought its way through to his sleeping conscious mind and Chad woke up with a start to discover that he really was peeing into his diapers. He was a bit unnerved because he realized that he had woken up, not because he had to pee, but because he was already peeing. It was a strange, and troubling, feeling. Yet, somehow, he found it exciting. His diapers felt bulky, more than he would have expected. Had he wet himself while he was sleeping? He didn’t think so because he was sure he would have remembered it. Besides, he had woken up this time. He pressed his legs closer together against the bulk of his diapers. They were full and heavy. Familiar and comforting. Still surprised that he had actually started to pee without waking up, he allowed himself to drift slowly back to sleep again. To dream.

	But morning dreams are very different than late night dreams. Morning dreams are more sexually stimulating and therefore much more urgent. Little pinpricks of pain began seeping their way into his dreams. Disturbing little things. Adding elements to his dream that fueled his need even more, which in turn increased the pain of the pinpricks. He started to come more awake, but he still held on to his dream. A dream that was nothing but need and desire. Like a raging bull, that need seemed to overcome him, he reached for that need inside of his dream. The abrupt swelling of his penis brought instant severe pain to his half-asleep mind. The tight confines of his cock restraint suddenly added yet another misery. Even through the pain, he tried to will himself to get bigger, he wanted and needed it that much. Yet the restraint denied him completely. It’s diminutive size foiling him utterly. Losing the dream now and only wanting the feeling of getting hard, he fought harder against the pain and the device. But there was no way to win. No way to even come close to realizing any piece of what he wanted… needed. Foiled and in great pain, he came fully awake. He slapped both his arms against his blow-up mattress in frustration. “Aaarrrggghhh!” he yelled into the still dark room.

	He rolled over onto his back and concentrated on the feelings he was getting from his device. Horrible feelings. The pain from those little teeth burned enormously. For the first time he could feel pain in the very tip of his cock from where the slits in the device for his pee to come out of were pressing all too tightly up against the tip of his penis. Pain from tip to base, and no way stop it. Even if he could get at it inside his all too bulky diapers, there would be nothing he could do about it. The only remedy for him was to get soft again… somehow. He slapped his bed and screamed again. He hated the dread device more than ever.

	Not being able to sleep anymore, he got to his feet and made his way toward his living room, turning on his bedroom light as he went through the door. That light was enough to get him to his kitchen, not that he had to worry about bumping into any furniture anyway. He turned his kitchen light on and immediately noticed the note that Mel had left him sometime during the night. He walked over and read it.

	Sissy,

	One bottle as soon as you read this.

	Get cleaned up and into two fresh diapers

	Second bottle

	Girdle and tan pants today, everything else is up to you

	Don’t do your makeup at home, bring it all with you to do here

	Third bottle

	Don’t forget your pacifier when you’re not drinking

	Chad read it and felt his anger grow. “Everything else is up to you,” he mentally repeated. The very phrase made him furious. She knew perfectly well that the only choice he really had was what shirt to wear. Of course he could always wear a pair of high heels to work instead of the low heeled shoes he had worn yesterday… but not likely!

	He noticed again the bulk of the diapers between his legs. They were so full… so heavy that they sagged. Had he possibly wet himself without knowing it? Couldn’t be! He remembered again waking up that one odd time when he caught himself already wetting. It had been strange, really strange! Angrily, he grabbed Mel’s note and wrinkled it up into a ball and threw it at the bag he was using for a trash can. It went right in. He cared that it went in, but he didn’t care. The device was still hurting him. And he was angry.

	He was suddenly very sorry he had ever agreed to this bet. He was tired of wearing diapers. He was tired of being so constantly humiliated that he’d never ever live it down. He had never dreamed things would be like this. He had never dreamed it could hurt so much. He wanted out. He wanted it to end. He had had enough.

	He walked back towards his bedroom, intent on removing his diapers and ripping off the cling wrap that Mel had put around everything. Denying him. He was finished.

	The bright light from the kitchen behind him mixing with the dim light of his bedroom cast strange shadows around his empty living room. As he waddled through, he couldn’t help but notice the framed contract that hung on his wall, one of the few things that was in the room. He stopped in front of it and just looked at it. He didn’t have to read it, he knew what was in it all too well. Mel was a lawyer, and he had no doubt a good one. His eyes fell on the signatures where the contract had been properly notarized… made all too official and binding. By the terms of the contract, the only way he could come out of this well was to win it. The reality of anything else was too horrible to think about. He wasn’t a quitter. He never had been. The contract was legal and binding. Quitting would only condemn him to a life of exactly what he was going through already. He had no choice, he couldn’t quit. His only real solution was to somehow win this bet. A bet he had no doubt at all that he could win… would win. But winning was still a long time away. In the meantime, he was stuck with whatever wicked and weird things she could think up to make him ever more miserable. And he knew now that she could be particularly devilish.

	Disgusted and angry with his whole life, he headed to his bathroom to change his diapers early. Wow, they felt full. Had he wet himself in his sleep last night? Couldn’t be! He would have remembered it.

	Mel allowed herself to sleep an extra half hour. When her alarm went off, she was already mostly awake. She stretched, enjoying the fact that for once she wouldn’t have to hurry out to unlock Chad’s onesie and he could change himself. She was fairly sure she didn’t have to worry about any of the reasons she had locked him in the onesie in the first place. With his chastity device now firmly in place and his toilet all sealed up, there wasn’t much he could do anyway. Thinking about how much under her thumb she had him now, stimulated her sexual need tremendously. She sighed. If only she wasn’t on her period!

	She got up and went into her kitchen to make some coffee, then headed to take her shower while it was brewing.

	Chad sat dejectedly in the only chair he had, finishing his third baby bottle of the morning. He had already peed twice since he had changed himself earlier. He considered changing himself again before he went to work. But glancing at his watch told him he didn’t have enough time. Feeling angry and depressed, he finished his bottle, then dropped it into a small bag with his other empty bottles to carry over to Mel’s apartment because he was sure she would want to see them.

	He picked up his purse as he headed for his door and stopped. His purse. He was carrying a damn purse like a girl… full of makeup! Not to mention the way he was dressed. Thinking about it fueled his driving sexual need, which sent pain to the root of his cock, which made him angry again… well, more angry. Damn the woman for doing this to him! Not knowing any way out of it, he opened his door and walked over to Mel’s apartment.

	Mel was fully dressed and enjoying her coffee by the time that Chad knocked on her door. She set her cup down and went to let him in. She opened the door and purposely stood in the way, waiting, not letting him in. He stood in front of her, looking at her silently. Did she detect a hint of anger on his face? “You have something to say?” she asked.

	“Good morning, Mistress,” he said to her. There was definitely a hint of something not right in his voice.

	“I can see we need to do more practicing tonight,” she replied. “Now do it right and curtsey!”

	Chad was aghast. “Out here?”

	“Of course! There’s no reason why you can’t do it anywhere!”

	Chad wasn’t happy about it, but she wasn’t giving him much of a choice. Realizing that his hands were full, and he couldn’t reach down like he was grabbing his skirt, he replied, “But my hands are full.”

	“Then you do what you can!”

	Chad held back his anger only with great restraint. He put his right foot behind his left and dipped down. “Good morning, Mistress,” he said again.

	Mel nodded and stood back. “Much better.” As he walked past her and she closed the door behind him, she was more convinced than ever that something was eating at him.

	Chad dropped his purse on the floor and handed her the bag containing the empty baby bottles. “Thank you,” she said as she grabbed the bag and looked at the contents inside. He had been good again.

	“Can I get started on my makeup now?” he asked flatly.

	“Not yet. I’ve been nice to you this morning and made you some breakfast. Now come into the kitchen and eat it.”

	Breakfast? He couldn’t believe it. She… had made him some breakfast? He followed her into the kitchen where she pointed at his usual spot on the floor. He sat down.

	“Where’s your pacifier?” she asked as she pulled a baby bottle full of her tea mixture out of the refrigerator and handed it to him.

	Chad rolled his eyes. “I left it home. I forgot it. Sorry.”

	“You can get it later,” she replied as she headed toward her counter. She picked up a bowl and the spoon that was laying next to it. She turned around and handed Chad the bowl. “Some nice warm cereal for you this morning,” she said.

	Chad took the bowl from her hands and looked at the contents. It looked kind of like oatmeal, only completely smooth. The bowl felt slightly warm so it probably was some kind of oatmeal. Well, that was fine with him. He would have preferred pancakes or something like that, but he appreciated the effort. “Thanks,” he said.

	Mel stood up straight. “I think you can do better than that!”

	Chad corrected himself quickly. “Thank you, Mistress.”

	“I can see we still have a lot of work to do with you.”

	Chad was about to start trying to stuff the oatmeal into his mouth with his fingers when Mel stopped him. “I think we can let you use a spoon for that this morning,” she said.

	Chad detected something in the tone of her voice, but couldn’t tell what. He quickly found out though as she produced a tiny rubber-coated baby spoon and held it out for him. He took it hesitantly. The thing was so small. But it was better than eating with his fingers. He stuck the spoon into the cereal and scooped some up. He was dismayed to see how little the spoon had picked up. Not much to put into his mouth. He tasted the cereal, bland, very bland, but eatable. It didn’t taste like any oatmeal he had ever had. He tried to scoop up a bigger amount and put it into his mouth, but the baby spoon was too small and part of it dripped on his chin before he could get it all into his mouth.

	Mel laughed when she saw him dripping on his chin. “Maybe we need to get you a bib too.” She turned and opened one of the drawers and pulled out a dish towel. She draped it around his neck to catch any further drippings. “More and more like a baby,” she teased. “How does your baby cereal taste?”

	Chad was shocked. “Baby cereal!” He looked down at the bowl then back up at Mel. No wonder she had made him breakfast. It was baby cereal! “Kind of bland and not really very good,” he replied.

	“That’s what’s best for babies,” she replied. Then she turned away while he continued eating.

	As Chad ate the baby cereal, he felt even more humiliated. The damn woman could certainly come up with the darnest ways to make his life more miserable. That was for sure. As he continued eating, he quickly discovered that trying to eat with that tiny spoon was far more difficult than if he had been using just his fingers. It certainly took a lot longer too. Worse, the more he ate, the worse the stuff started to taste. When he started eating it, it had seemed to taste fine, just a little bit bland. But soon he was having to put a little in his mouth, then take a swig from his bottle just to keep eating it. By the time he was half-finished, he was forcing himself to continue eating. “Mistress!” he called desperately.

	Mel came quickly back into the kitchen. “I can’t eat it anymore. I can’t even get it down. It’s horrible!”

	“Awww,” Mel crooned. “Babies love it. So I guess you’re going to have to learn to love it too.” She noticed that the bottle next to him was almost empty. She pulled yet another one out of the refrigerator and set it down next to him. “Just in case you need it,” she said. “Now finish it all up like a good little baby.” She was chuckling to herself as she walked away.

	Chad just stared at her retreating back. Damn the woman. “Finish it all up,” she had said. Yuck! He went back to work on the bowl of mush. He wasn’t happy about having another bottle to drink either, but he’d need it to get this all down.

	By the time he finished, his stomach really wasn’t feeling all that well. “Mistress, I’ve finished,” he called from his spot on the floor.

	Mel came back quickly and took the bowl from him. “Oh what a good baby you were. See, that wasn’t so bad now, was it?”

	Chad wanted to tell her in no uncertain terms how awful the stuff was, but he said nothing.

	“Oh come on,” Mel crooned at him like he was a baby, “tell me how much you liked it.”

	Liked it? His stomach felt sick now from the junk! He got to his feet, the anger in him slowly building again. He felt the need to pee again as soon as he was standing. Frustrated at having no where else to go except in his diapers he let it out.

	“Aren’t you going to tell my how much you liked it?” Mel asked again, this time in a much more angry tone of voice.

	Something in Chad began to snap. “Like it? It was terrible! I feel sick now from it! I feel sick now from all of this crap!” He walked off into the living room.

	Mel followed right behind him. “What are you saying?” she asked menacingly.

	Chad’s anger finally came all the way through. “I’m sick of all this! I’m sick of wearing diapers. I’m sick of being constantly humiliated. I’ve had enough. I’m finished. And I want this damn… thing… removed from my cock… now!”

	But he was up against a well seasoned lawyer who was well used to fighting back and winning. Mel had been in a lot of battles in court that were a lot worse than this. Her lawyer instincts and training took over. “So you’re quitting?” she said almost gleefully.

	“Damn right!” he replied.

	“You know what that means, don’t you? It means that I win and that you have to continue to do anything I want you to. Which means that I’m going to keep doing just what I’m doing now… and more!”

	“Like hell!” Chad replied. He was frustrated. He already knew what the contract had said. He just didn’t want it anymore.

	Mel went quickly to her desk and grabbed her framed copy of the contract and brought it back to him. “See that?” she asked. She pointed at the signatures. “See where you signed it? You signed it because you knew you might want to back out someday. You signed it to make sure you wouldn’t have any way to back out. You signed it to make sure that no matter how much you wanted to quit, you wouldn’t be able to. You signed it… yourself. And you did it in front of not only me, but another outside witness. You signed it in front of a legal notary. And there’s her stamp of certification! And you did it willingly didn’t you?” She waited for his answer. She knew she had him, but he had to fully realize that again. “You did it willingly, didn’t you?” she repeated, pressing him.

	Finally he nodded his head. “Yeah,” he replied softly. She could see the anger in him starting to subside, but it was still there, mixed with confusion.

	“Yeah,” she repeated back to him, mocking him. “Yeah… you signed it willingly, knowing full well what this meant. Knowing that the only way out for you is to win this bet. Isn’t that right? Hmm? You knew it!”

	Chad nodded his head again. He was looking down at the floor now, felling sorry for himself. “Yeah, he said again.

	“Yeah,” she repeated. Again mocking him. “So which is it now, are you saying that I win so I can get on with turning you into exactly what I want? Or are you just feeling sorry for yourself?”

	Chad’s mind had dropped into total numbness. He was trapped and he knew it. Furthermore, she had quickly pointed out that he had trapped himself. He had done it to himself. By signing that thing in front of the notary, he had locked himself into all of this. And he had done it willingly. No matter that he didn’t want it anymore, he was stuck. His only way out now was to win the bet. A bet he was still fairly sure he couldn’t lose, which was a good thing because he wasn’t at all sure he liked any of this anymore, at least not right now. He was stuck, stuck, stuck!

	“Well?” Mel asked again. “Do I win? Say it. Say it plainly so there’s no misunderstanding for either of us.”

	His only way out was to win. And he could win. He had no doubt of that at all. A tiny spark of life seemed to return to him. A spark of life and confidence. “No!” he said. “You don’t win. This bet is still on! There’s no way you can win.”

	Mel had been sure from the start. She had just been surprised at the way it came out. “So you’re just starting to feel sorry for yourself, is that it?”

	Chad took a deep breath. “Yeah,” he said.

	Mel had worked with enough clients with heavy troubles to know there was a time to push hard and a time to go easy. She returned the framed contract to her desk, giving him more of a chance to recover himself. She had no doubt at all that he was feeling really sorry for himself, but that was something he was going to have to get past. It was time to make him realize that he was still riding her train. Time to show him he was on her track… But only just a little. “Tell me you’re sorry,” she said.

	It took a moment, but finally he let out a small, “Sorry.”

	“That’s not an answer!” Her voice whipped at him like a lash. He looked up at her, clearly startled. “You do it properly… and curtsey!”

	Chad was so startled and off balance that he didn’t even pause. “I’m sorry, Mistress,” he said as he dipped into his curtsey.

	Mel nodded as if she were satisfied. “That’s better!” she replied. “Oh, we’re definitely going to have to do a lot more work with you tonight! Unfortunately, we can’t get started too soon because we have therapy this evening. But you can bet you’ll be practicing a lot more, later!”

	Therapy… Chad had forgotten all about that. It had been the one, and only, really good thing he had done last week. Suddenly he had something bright to look forward to today.

	Mel saw Chad’s face change a bit as soon as she had mentioned the therapy session. He was recovering from his bout of anger and quickly. It was time to keep him moving. “Ok, Sissy, do your makeup now.”

	 


Chapter 13 (Thursday – week 2 Part 2)

	When Chad finally left for work, he was still angry, but it was a different anger, much more muted. And what he was really angry at now, was not so much her, as himself. Feeling disgusted with himself for ever signing that contract in the first place he began descending the stairs toward his car. He could feel Mel’s eyes watching him from her apartment door. Halfway down the stairs, all the baby cereal he had eaten for breakfast finally triggered the suppositories in his system. He stopped dead on the steps as he began struggling against the inevitable. The mess began seeping out of him. He clamped down harder, straining against it. He took another step down and more leaked out of him. He stopped again, still struggling, realizing he was losing the battle. Another step… and he couldn’t stop it, not at all. Giving up, he slowly descended the last of the steps and walked gingerly to his car as the mess inside of him continued to come out of him and spread itself slowly all around his diapers. A process made all that much more miserable because of the girdle he was wearing.

	Very gingerly, he eased himself into the driver’s seat and finally sat down. He fished his keys out of his purse and began his short drive to work. The main thought on his mind just then was his lunchtime diaper changing. An event that was all too far away!

	“Hey Chad! Wait up!”

	Chad turned as he was walking toward the building and saw Robin hurrying to catch up to him. He waited.

	“Hi Chad,” she said a bit breathlessly as she slowed to a walk. She was carrying a huge tote bag slung over her shoulder.

	“Hi,” he said back to her as he started walking again.

	“Well you sound a bit dull today.”

	“I what?”

	“I mean you don’t exactly sound very happy.”

	Chad mentally realized she had a point there. “Why should I?”

	“I don’t know. So what are you so unhappy about?”

	Chad just shook his head. “Everything!”

	“So tell me about it.”

	He glanced over towards her. She was still trying. Still prying like women tend to do all too much. He sighed. “Not today.”

	“Hey,” she said a moment later. “You know you’re walking kind of funny today?”

	Great! Just great! He was only thankful for everything he was wearing that would keep the smell from coming out.

	Tom Robinson, Chad’s boss, turned the corner and hesitated just a second. He had almost stopped completely, but that wouldn’t seem normal. He had hesitated because he was afraid he might see Chad in the hallway… which was really dumb because he was on his way to see Chad right now. He had heard a few vague rumors, but nothing really concrete. He was almost afraid to see.

	His problem was made all that much more terrible because of the meeting he had had with Mr. Baxter himself up in the executive offices yesterday. Mr. Baxter had told him, personally, that he wasn’t to take any kind of notice as to anything strange going on with Chad at all. He couldn’t yell at him or fire him… nothing. Not even talk to him about it, whatever it was. He had to completely ignore anything strange about Chad at all. And Mr. Baxter had pointedly made clear that he would be instantly fired if he didn’t comply… completely!

	But he was still Chad’s boss. Ok, he didn’t see Chad all that often because Chad and Robin were stuck down here away from the rest of the department because it was the only place there was room for them. But he talked to him on the phone everyday, and he did keep up with Chad’s progress on his projects. So far, he hadn’t noticed any drop in the quality of Chad’s work. It continued to be excellent.

	Which brought him to the reason he was coming down here now to see him… them. He turned into Chad’s cubicle. Chad was hard at work. He recognized the project on his computer screen. “Hi Chad.”

	Chad was startled by his boss’s voice and he turned quickly. His fear grew just as fast as he had turned. His boss! Was he here to fire him? As Tom continued to look… make that stare… at him, he was more certain about that than ever. “Hi Tom,” he said, pitifully. Knowing what was about to come.

	Tom wanted to say something about the way Chad was dressed, but Mr. Baxter’s threat stopped him. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing though. Chad was wearing eye makeup, and it looked like women’s pants, and a moment later he realized that he was wearing women’s shoes as well. He noticed the purse on the floor by the desk. He desperately wanted say something about it. Comment somehow, but he forced himself to bite everything back.

	“Robin,” he called, knowing that she should be able to hear him over top of the cubicle wall. It took her only a moment to come out of her own cubicle and around to Chad’s.

	“Hi Tom. What’s up?” she asked as soon as she saw her boss. But the one main thought that hit her brain was that Chad was about to get fired. So why had he asked for her?

	Tom held up a couple of thick file folders. “New project. I’m going to need you both to work together on this one.” He looked up at Chad, feeling better about talking business. “Chad, you should be almost done with what you’re on now, aren’t you?”

	Chad couldn’t believe his ears. Why wasn’t he being fired, or at least yelled at… or something? “Yeah,” he replied. “Probably anther two or three days and it will all be wrapped up.”

	“Good,” Tom replied. “Robin’s project is going slower because the clients don’t really know what they want yet.”

	“As usual,” Chad replied.

	Tom nodded. It was so much easier sticking to business. “So I need you two to start looking through this and make notes and suggestions.”

	“What’s the time frame?” Robin asked.

	“There isn’t one yet. We don’t officially have the contract yet, so I need you two to help us get it. This could be worth a lot of money.”

	Robin laughed, “As usual,” she replied, echoing the comment that Chad had just made.

	Tom nodded. What was going on here? Robin was acting like there was nothing out of the ordinary wrong with Chad at all? Did she know what was going on with him? Would she tell him if he asked… privately? “Ok,” he said to the two of them. “Have at it and keep me informed.”

	“Will do,” Robin replied.

	Tom backed out glancing back and forth between Robin and Chad. In truth, he was retreating from the situation. He still desperately wanted to ask Chad about what was going on but Mr. Baxter’s threat was still ringing in his ears. With one last look at Chad he turned around and walked away. Maybe it was better if he didn’t know. For once, he was glad that part of his department was located so far away and isolated from the rest of it.

	Robin looked at Chad. He was looking back at her. She had no doubt at all that the same thing was on each of their minds. It had been something that neither of them had mentioned before, but she brought it up now. “He didn’t fire you.” She said.

	“No, he didn’t.” The amazement was clearly in his voice, even though he still sounded depressed. “Yet.” He added as he turned back toward his computer.

	Robin walked further into his cubicle and picked up one of the folders that Tom had placed on his desk. “We’re going to have to talk about this,” she said as she glanced through some of the papers.

	Chad turned back around again. He was still trying to come to grips with the way their boss had acted. “Yeah, I know,” he replied, although clearly his mind wasn’t on Robin’s subject.

	She set her folder back down on his desk and leaned up against the doorway, watching him. “He didn’t even mention how you’re dressed.”

	“No, he didn’t. But he noticed.”

	“So why didn’t he say anything?”

	“I have no idea. I’m still trying to figure that out myself.”

	Robin picked up her folder again. “Well, if it had been me, you know I’d be all over you asking about it.”

	Chad chuckled through his depression. “Haven’t you been?” “Yeah, maybe, but still, I’d be asking. Hey, I’m going down to the break room now, want to come?”

	Chad shook his head. “No way, no thanks!” In truth, he was still trying to figure all too many things out, not the least of which now was his boss. But going down where, no doubt, he’d be attacked by all the women who would probably be there sounded like a really bad idea.

	“Ok, see you later then,” Robin replied as she walked out.

	Chad realized he was grateful he still had a job. But now that his boss had seen him, he had to wonder how long that was going to last.

	“Hey girlfriend,” one of the women who was already in the break room called out as soon as Robin walked in. “What’s the latest with Chad?”

	Robin shook her head as she headed to the coffee pot. “I still don’t know. And you wouldn’t believe it. Tom Robinson came in just a few minutes ago and handed us another project to work on… and he didn’t even mention the way Chad was dressed. Not a word.”

	“You’re kidding!”

	“I swear!” Robin replied. “Hey, who left all the donuts?” she asked picking up one from a box on the counter.

	“We don’t know and we’re not asking,” another of the women said. “They’re not on my diet… but who’s going to tell!”

	“So is there anything new about Chad today? I saw him walking in and the only different thing I could see was the tan slacks he was wearing, but I wasn’t that close to him. He did look like he was walking with his panties in a wad though.” That remark brought a bunch of laugher from all around.

	“No, nothing different that I could see. And yeah, I did notice that he was walking a bit strangely, but he didn’t say anything about it.”

	“Well dig deeper girl. Dig deeper. We want to know!”

	“Yeah,” another one echoed. “How soon before he plans to wear a dress to work. Honey, I can’t wait to see that one.” That brought a lot more laughing.

	“I’m trying,” Robin replied. “Believe me, I’m trying.”

	Mel read the messages that Andrea had left for her while she had been with her last client. One of them was from Gloria, her therapist. She dialed the number quickly.

	“Hi Gloria, it’s Mel.”

	“Oh hey, Mel. How are you?”

	“Doing just fine.”

	“Good. I just wanted to touch base again before we get together tonight. You and Chad are still coming, aren’t you?”

	“We’re both looking forward to it.”

	“Good. Listen Mel, about your last request. I think that’s going to be a hard one.”

	“Well, I understand perfectly if you can’t do it. It is a bit off the wall.”

	“No, no. It’s nothing like that. It’s just something that I think is going to take a lot longer. Listen, what I want to do is to go back to my original plan with him. I don’t think we’ll have time for anything else, especially since it will only be his second time.”

	“That’s fine,” Mel replied, only slightly disappointed. “Whatever you think is best. I just appreciate anything you can do to help me.”

	“Good,” Gloria replied. “Now listen, I’m going to signal you again when I need you to stop listening, just like last time, ok?”

	“Got it. No problem.”

	“Then, once I think I have him under far enough I’m going to start working slowly on the incontinence thing. I want to do this in such a way that he won’t really notice anything different after the session. Since we don’t want him to know that he’s being hypnotized in the first place, I think that would be best.”

	“Yeah,” Mel agreed. “That does make sense.”

	“Ok, good. See you later then.”

	 


Chapter 13 (Thursday – week 2 Part 3)

	Just before lunch, Robin stopped at Chad’s desk. “I’m going out for a burger, want to come?”

	“No thanks, I can’t,” he replied.

	“Why not? Got another heavy date?” Chad thought for a minute. “Something like that.”

	“You’ve got a lunch date? Good for you.”

	“No, not really.”

	“But you just said you had one.”

	“No… well yes I did, but… It’s complicated.”

	“So explain it to me.”

	Chad sighed. “No. I don’t want to talk about it.”

	“Ok,” Robin replied. “See you later.” She had tried and he had clammed up again. But now she was really curious. She went down to her car and waited.

	She had to wait about five minutes before Chad finally came hurrying out of the building and then got into his car. As she saw him walking, she noticed that he was walking a bit more awkwardly than he had been this morning. A little bit straddle legged maybe? Probably not, she decided.

	When his car pulled out of the parking lot, she followed. Again, he drove directly to the gym and she pulled into the driveway past it. As before, he got out of the car carrying not only his purse, but the big pink bag as well. Robin drove off to get some lunch. Obviously, Chad was going to the gym almost every day. One thing was for sure, she admired his determination. Exercising everyday was not her idea of fun.

	“Hi Sissy,” the receptionist said teasingly, and all too loudly.

	“Uh, Hi,” Chad replied, embarrassed that she had called him Sissy. “Is…”

	“I’m going. Just be patient.”

	Chad waited while the receptionist went back to find Cassie. He was glad that this time she and Cassie came back a lot faster.

	Cassie stopped about ten feet from where Chad was standing. “Hi Sissy,” she said. Again Chad felt embarrassed by the name. He started to walk towards her, but she held up her hand, stopping him. “Aren’t you going to say hi to me?” she asked, as if she were hurt.

	“Uh… Hi Cassie,” he replied.

	“Oh come on! You can do better than that! I want you to do it like you did last night.”

	Chad looked around. He couldn’t curtsey to her here. “Cassie please… not here!”

	“I’ll tell Mel.”

	Chad suddenly wanted to scream. He had no doubt that Mel would be mad at him if he didn’t do as Cassie said. Since he had his purse in one hand and was holding on to his diaper bag in the other hand, he just dipped down in a quick curtsey as he said, “Hi Cassie,” one more time.

	The receptionist went into fits of laughter and Chad’s embarrassment skyrocketed. “Much better,” Cassie said as she turned and led him through the room full of exercising women.

	As soon as Chad got back to the now familiar room and Cassie had closed the blinds on the door, he began to get undressed. Cassie watched him closely as he did it. As soon as he had gotten his girdle pulled half-way down however, Cassie immediately noticed a bit of a smell that hadn’t been there before. “Are you finally messy?” she asked as he pulled the girdle off completely.

	“Very,” he replied. “Since I left for work this morning.”

	Cassie just nodded and waited till he had removed his plastic panties too. Then she told him to lay down on the floor as usual. She opened his diaper bag and gave him his bottle to start on first. Then she began unpeeling his diapers. “Pew! Wow, you’re a real mess!”

	“It’s the girdle,” Chad replied pulling the nipple out of his mouth. “It makes it hard to go and then the mess just slides around wherever it can.”

	“I can see that,” Cassie said as she pulled out the box of baby wipes and another plastic bag from his diaper bag to put them in. It took a few minutes and plenty of wipes, but eventually, she had him completely clean. Chad wasn’t quite finished with his bottle yet. She looked closely at his cock restraint, and especially at his flaccid penis inside it. She could see some red marks up around where the little teeth had dug into him. Has somebody been naughty and been trying to get hard?” she asked. He didn’t answer. She didn’t expect him to.

	With an evil grin on her face, she grabbed his cock restraint lightly and gently rocked it back and forth, trying to get a response. But the only response to that motion was the sudden look of worry on Chad’s face. She pulled on it and saw Chad’s face register a little bit of pain. She suddenly felt frustrated. How was she going to try to stimulate him if she couldn’t touch or even pull on the damn thing?

	She reached under and cupped his exposed balls, massaging him gently. The look of worry on Chad’s face suddenly increased. “Please don’t,” he suddenly said. The worry in his voice was very evident.

	“Just drink your bottle like a good baby,” she replied as she kept working on him. But it was plain that he was trying desperately to control himself. She could see the little teeth inside the device digging in deeper now as his cock had grown a tiny bit, but mostly it was still staying soft inside the thing.

	“Please,” Chad begged again.

	“Let me guess,” she said. “I’m betting you want this really bad. Don’t you?”

	“Yes!” he replied. “But I can’t. It hurts! It hurts a lot!”

	Wickedly, Cassie kept at it. The look of pain was now evident on Chad’s face. He couldn’t drink his bottle anymore and wasn’t even trying. Despite the teeth digging in to him, his cock inside the device was growing, filling the inside of the restraint more and more. Then almost completely. Chad was now thrashing around under her and she was having more and more trouble keeping at it.

	Chad couldn’t take the pain anymore. He roughly pushed Cassie’s hands away and curled up on his side, both hands wrapped protectively around his plastic covered privates.

	Cassie backed off. “You seem to have a long way to go in learning to control yourself. But I guess you’ve just started so I can’t expect much more than that.”

	Chad didn’t say anything, he just rocked himself on the floor till the pain subsided enough. Cassie helped him roll onto his back again. She slid two fresh diapers under him and coated him wherever she could with the baby lotion. Then she taped him up again. A few minutes later he was completely dressed again.

	“Feeling better now?” Cassie asked.

	He nodded. “Yeah, the pain has gone down a lot.”

	“You know, Mel asked me to do that.”

	Chad groaned but didn’t say anything.

	Cassie led him out to the front, but before he could get out the door, she stopped him. “Chad! Aren’t you going to thank me?”

	Chad turned around aghast. He wanted to run out of there. The receptionist was watching all too closely again, anticipating it. He quickly curtseyed and said “Thank you, Cassie.” Then he all but ran for his car as he heard the peals of laughter from both the receptionist and Cassie behind him.

	Robin was standing just inside the door of the building after lunch, talking with a couple of other women. Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed Chad hurrying back from his lunch. As he came through the door, she watched him closely. No, it had just been her imagination. There was nothing wrong with his walk at all. The other women with her were staring at him too, watching him hurrying back to his desk. “And you said he went to the gym again?” one of them asked.

	“Yeah. Just like yesterday.”

	“What I wouldn’t give to see what goes on in there. I wonder what kind of exercise routines they’ve got him on?” another woman remarked.

	Robin was wondering exactly the same thing.

	Chad felt a lot better after lunch, mostly because he was wearing clean diapers. That feeling alone was like heaven. He had even thrown caution to the wind and ordered an extra large size fries with his burger before coming back to work, because he was hungry. He realized that the baby cereal he had eaten for breakfast hadn’t really filled him up as much as he would have liked. Unfortunately, the extra large fries also came with an extra large drink. He hadn’t finished all of it, but it had just been such a pleasure to drink out of something besides a baby bottle for a change. As he predicted though, because of the extra drink, he was peeing more than he would have liked. But there was nothing he could do about that now.

	He was getting down near the end of the project he was working on and he could clearly see the overall end results now. He felt a lot of pride in his work, especially this time. He knew the clients would love what he had done. As he was working intently, he suddenly realized that he was peeing. He stopped working completely and just sat there, trying to remember if he had known beforehand that he was going to pee. He had been working hard, not concentrating on peeing or having to pee. His mind had been completely busy elsewhere. Did he know he was going to pee and just put it out of his mind? He wasn’t sure, he couldn’t remember. He went back to work, but started watching himself. It had been another strange experience for him today.

	Robin stopped by a little while later to ask if he wanted to go down to the break room with her. He didn’t even have to think of reasons not to go. “Not now,” he replied, still mostly intent on his work. “I’m getting close to finishing this thing and I’d really like to keep at it.” Then he ignored her again. But Robin didn’t leave. “Chad, I know you want to finish that, I understand, but do you think that later you can take a few minutes and look through this next project with me? I’ve come to a complete standstill on what I’m working on now.”

	Chad didn’t really want to look up from what he was doing, but he understood her problem. “Yeah, maybe later, ok? I’m going really well on this thing right now and I’d like to keep at it.”

	Robin seemed much happier. “Ok. Thanks Chad,” she said as she headed to the break room to talk with her friends.

	Mel’s text message came in earlier than usual. She wanted him to head directly to her office after work instead of going home. He guessed the reason was because of the therapy session they were scheduled for later. He was looking forward to it. Unfortunately, it probably also meant that Mel would take him out to dinner somewhere beforehand. He prayed that for once she wouldn’t make him drink from another baby bottle while they were out. That was so embarrassing! But then with Mel, what wasn’t?

	It was late in the afternoon when Robin stopped by Chad’s cubicle again. “Chad, can you please spare a few minutes to go through this thing with me? It’s getting late.”

	Chad stopped working and looked at his watch. It was getting late. He had gotten a lot done though. He looked up at Robin. “Yeah, I guess. Let’s see what’s in the folder.”

	Robin realized that he hadn’t even looked over the new material yet. “Chad, there’s a lot of stuff here and a lot of screen shots to look through. We need to lay it all out where we can see it better. Let’s take it down to the break room where we can use one of the tables.”

	That was something that Chad really didn’t want to do. “Can’t we just spread it out here?”

	“Chad, look at your desk. It’s a mess! And mine is pretty much the same. Besides, it’s still not enough room.”

	Chad picked up his folder and flipped through it. “Shit!” he exclaimed softly. “There’s a ton of diagrams in here.”

	“I know, I looked already. That’s why I suggested the break room.”

	Chad nodded. It would be the only practical way. But he was still concerned. “You don’t think there will be too many people there right now, do you?”

	“Chad, really! You’re the one who’s been coming to work dressed that way. If you can come in here like that, then I don’t see why you should have a problem going down there either.”

	“Yeah, but here I’m hidden. Not many people stop by here.”

	“Is that why you’re doing this? Just because you want to and you don’t think anybody is going to bother you down here?”

	“No, that’s not why I’m doing it.”

	“Then why?”

	Chad shook his head. “You just don’t give up, do you?”

	Robin smiled. “No… I don’t! So, what’s really going on?”

	“Like I said, don’t ask!”

	Robin was frustrated again. But they still had the project to look over. “Look Chad, we still have to go through this stuff.”

	“Yeah, yeah,” Chad replied, clearly trying to put off what he was reluctant to do. But Robin was right, they needed room to spread the stuff out. “Ok,” he finally said as he got to his feet. “But I don’t know what I’m going to do if there’s anybody down there.”

	“That’s a dumb question,” she replied, “you’ll stay there and work.”

	The trip through the hallways was about like the day before for Chad, except that this time Robin walked next to him instead of holding his arm all the way. She also seemed more intent on talking to him as they walked. “So how come you’re wearing those shoes?” she asked. “I would think someone like you would have gone for higher heels instead.”

	Chad groaned. “Someone like me?”

	“You know, one of those guys who likes to wear women’s clothes.”

	Chad looked for a way around her question. “So you’re automatically lumping me in that category?”

	“Well yeah. What else am I supposed to think?”

	This was getting harder by the second. “I don’t know… It’s complicated.”

	“So explain it to me.”

	“No.”

	“So you don’t like to wear women’s clothes, but you’re wearing them anyway. Chad, you have to know that doesn’t make any sense!”

	Chad sighed. She just wouldn’t leave it alone. “Like I keep telling you, it’s complicated!”

	But Robin kept at him. “So you do like to wear women’s clothes.”

	“Yes… I mean no… not…” he stopped. Trying to figure a way to keep her from asking any more questions.

	“Ok,” she said. “Let’s leave it at that. You do like wearing them.”

	Chad wanted to scream. But by that time, they had arrived at the break room. Chad was elated to see nobody there. They chose a table at the far end of the room and spread their materials out. While Chad was busy looking at the various diagrams and screen shots, Robin got herself a cup of coffee.

	“Look at this,” Chad said as soon as she came back with the hot cup in her hand, “Their old site looks really pitiful. This stuff is way out of date.”

	“I know. I went to it on my computer. There’s a bunch of links that don’t even work.”

	Chad saw her taking a sip of her coffee. “That looks good,” he said.

	“So get some.”

	But Chad was already a lot wetter than he really wanted to be. Anymore and he would be worried about it starting to show despite the girdle he was wearing. Besides, he figured that later, Mel would be pouring drinks down him again and the last thing he needed was coffee. But it did look good. “No thanks,” he replied, turning his attention back to their work.

	But a few moments later, his attention was again brought back to Robins drink. “Chad, get yourself a cup if you want it.”

	“No. Not today.”

	Robin rolled her eyes. “Oh for heaven’s sake.” She set her cup down on the table and walked over to the coffee pot and poured him a cup. Then she brought it back and handed it to him. “Here! Now stop being contrary!”

	“I’m not being contrary.”

	“Then why wouldn’t you get a drink when you obviously want one?”

	“Like I said, it’s complicated.”

	Robins was suddenly very frustrated. “What the heck does getting a drink of coffee have to do with anything else? I’ve seen you drink coffee before. You had some right here yesterday!”

	But Chad’s only reply was, “I told you…”

	“I know! It’s complicated!” Robin finished for him. “What the heck can be so complicated about getting a cup of coffee, I’ll never know!”

	But Chad had no real answer. He sipped at his coffee since he was now holding it and went back to studying the papers before him.

	“So how do you want to divide this stuff up?” Robin asked.

	“Why don’t you do the initial layout design, then we’ll take it from there. I’m still trying to finish what I’m on now.”

	“Ok, that sounds good.” “You’re better at the artsy stuff than I am anyway,” Chad admitted.

	Robin was slightly pleased by his compliment, but it was true. She had been an art major in college first. She started packing papers up in the folders. “Let’s get back so I can get started.”

	“Fine with me,” Chad said as he took a bigger gulp of his coffee to finish it. As he did, he felt himself peeing again. And again, he wondered if he had realized it before hand that he was going to pee. This time, he didn’t think so. That was troubling… and a bit interesting.

	Robin waited for him by the door while he threw his cup away and grabbed his folder. “So,” she started as they entered the hallway, “we know now that you like to wear women’s clothes.”

	Chad inwardly groaned.

	“Now we just have cut through all this complicated crap.”

	 


Chapter 13 (Thursday – week 2 Part 4)

	Andrea looked up and smiled when she saw Chad walking into the office. “Hi,” she said cheerily. “Don’t you look…” she stopped, searching for the right word.

	“Interesting?” Chad offered sarcastically.

	Andrea nodded. “Good word. Come on, I’ll take you back.” She led him once again back to the office he was now very familiar with. “Do you still have another bottle in your bag?”

	Chad was tempted to say no since then she would probably bring him something to drink in a cup instead of the bottle, but he decided to be cautious instead. “Yeah, there’s still one in there.”

	“Good. Drink that and I’ll tell Mel that you’re here.”

	Chad was almost finished with his bottle by the time that Mel came in to change his diapers. She had him get undressed and lay down on the floor, then she gave his bottle back to him to finish. As she began pulling supplies out of his diaper bag she said, “Cassie said you were finally messy today when she changed you. Very messy.”

	“Yeah, since I left this morning,” he admitted.

	“I know,” she said smiling. “I saw you.”

	Chad wanted to ask why she had bothered asking if she already knew, but he said nothing.

	“Cassie also said she hurt you a lot today. Probably too much. She said she was sorry.”

	Chad was suddenly angry. “Then why did she keep at it? And why didn’t she just tell me she was sorry then. Why wait till now?”

	“Now, now baby. That’s not for you to decide or say. Those things are up to me or Cassie.”

	It was not any kind of answer that Chad wanted to hear. “Can you ask her to not do it again. It hurt. A lot… an awful lot!”

	Mel shook her head. “No baby. I asked her to do it. I want you to learn. I think that what she’s doing can help you learn faster.”

	“But it hurts!”

	“Sorry baby. You’ll just have to learn to control yourself, that’s all.”

	Chad put his bottle back into his mouth to finish it. Damn the woman… and that was the problem, she was a woman. She had no idea how impossible what she wanted was. And she had no idea how much it hurt him. But the hurt reminded him of one other problem. “Mistress,” he began.

	“Yes baby?”

	“I’m sorry about this morning. Are you going to punish me for it?”

	Mel stopped what she was doing and looked down at him. “I have to,” she said. “Are you still angry like you were this morning?”

	Chad let out a big sigh. “Angry, and frustrated, and disappointed, and scared... and a whole host of other things. And I feel so… stuck!”

	“You are stuck. And the sooner you come to grips with that and realize it, the better you’ll feel.”

	“But I don’t want to be stuck.”

	“I know, baby. But you are, so get used to it. I can see I’m going to have to come up with some little ways to keep reminding you of that for the future.”

	“Why? Isn’t what you’re doing enough? Too much maybe?”

	“Too much? Not if you still don’t fully understand that!”

	Chad sighed and put his bottle back into his mouth again. He understood it. He understood it all too well.

	His bottle suddenly finished and Mel took it from him and finished diapering him. When she was done, she got to her feet and said, “I’m going to be a little while still. I’ll have Andrea get you another drink while you’re waiting.”

	Chad got to his feet too. “Please don’t,” he said. “I’ve already had way more than enough to drink this afternoon as it is. I had an extra large drink with lunch, then coffee later. I’ve been peeing like crazy all afternoon.”

	Mel walked over and stroked his face. “Good baby. Very good baby.” Chad felt pleased by not only her voice but her touch. “But I’ll still have Andrea bring you another one.” And with that she walked out.

	Chad hung his head. When would it ever stop?

	Mel drove them to the same restaurant for dinner again that they had been to last week. Chad had already wet himself three times before they got there, so he wasn’t at all glad when Mel ordered him another large size drink. He was less pleased when she pulled out another baby bottle for him to drink it out of. He sighed, there was no winning. With more and more people around them beginning to watch him all too closely, he put the thing to his mouth and began drinking. It would do no good to delay it, she would only find some way to further humiliate him with it, no matter what.

	All through dinner, Chad tried very hard to ignore the ever increasing number of people who were watching him. He could understand the small laughter and comments he sometimes overheard, but it was all the staring and finger pointing that seemed to get to him the most. He had trouble finishing the steak and baked potato on his plate because he was so uncomfortable under the scrutiny of so many people. Mel on the other hand, looked like she was thoroughly enjoying the situation, at least that’s what it looked like to him.

	After dinner Mel drove them directly to the therapist’s office again. Chad was glad because he had been looking forward to it. Now if he could just stop peeing long enough to be able to relax it would really help. He had already stopped counting the number of times he had wet himself since Mel had changed him.

	“Hi Gloria,” Mel said as they walked through the door.

	“Hi,” the therapist returned, but her eyes were locked on Chad as she quickly made note of every aspect of his appearance. She particularly noted the purse he was carrying. With great effort, she said nothing at all about the way he was dressed since she wanted them to feel comfortable with her professionalism. “Come on in,” she said as she led the way back to the therapy room.

	Chad and Mel each went to the same couches they had occupied last time. Gloria stared at Chad for a moment, then said, “If you put your purse down on the floor next to you, you’ll be a lot more comfortable.”

	Chad looked embarrassed, “Sorry,” he said as he quickly did as she had suggested.

	Gloria wanted to laugh, or at least chuckle, but she carefully controlled herself. She closed the door behind her and turned down the lights just a little. “Ok,” she said, “let’s begin.”

	Mel was very familiar with Gloria’s beginning techniques and very soon she felt her stress melting away as her body craved even more of Gloria’s relaxation techniques. But it seemed like only seconds before she heard Gloria start to use the key words that she had given Chad last week to help put him under. She startled out of her relaxed state, worried that she had somehow missed the cue for her to not follow along anymore. But Gloria just smiled at her and continued talking in her very calming voice as she motioned her to lay back again. She glanced over at Chad, his eyes were closed. He looked very relaxed. She was suddenly jealous. She laid back down again and tried to regain what she had so quickly lost.

	Chad’s mind was drifting, it felt like his body was drifting too… floating… lightweight and free, and relaxed. It had taken him a few minutes to really get into it, but Gloria’s voice had eventually brought him to this state, and he reveled in it. It felt so good. Just his amazingly relaxed body, and mind, and Gloria’s voice. Calming, relaxing. Making all his problems and stress seem to magically disappear. So nice, so relaxed, so wonderful. As he listened to her words, some phrases that she kept repeating seemed to urge him to relax even more, go deeper, then deeper still. He wanted it so badly.

	Mel was startled and opened her eyes when she suddenly felt Gloria touching her arm. Gloria hadn’t even stopped talking as she continued with her relaxing techniques. As Gloria continued talking, she moved closer to Chad alone, concentrating more and more on just him. Telling him to go deeper, then deeper still. Over and over again. Deeper and deeper.

	Mel almost missed it when she suddenly realized that Gloria had started planting suggestions in Chad’s brain, reinforcing the key words that she had set last week. Key words that would help Chad go under even quicker and deeper next time. Then it seemed like Gloria was back to relaxing him all over again from the start.

	It took Mel a moment to realize it when Gloria suddenly began reminding Chad about his love of wearing and wetting his diapers and how much he really wanted to be incontinent… his dream. The suggestions had been mixed so thoroughly with the relaxing suggestions that they had been hard to separate.

	From there, Gloria began concentrating more and more on the diapers he was wearing just then. Telling him he loved wearing diapers, the more he wore them the more he would love wearing them. He would always feel great pleasure from wearing diapers – especially wet diapers. Then she started talking about how much he loved wetting his diapers. He would get so much pleasure from it, strong pleasure, sexual pleasure. So much pleasure that once he felt himself wetting he would never want to stop it.

	Gloria seemed to regress again and spend even more time relaxing him, no longer mentioning anything that seemed to do with what her purpose was. But Mel realized it was only a deepening tactic. Taking him further into his hypnotic state for what was to come next.

	Gloria asked him if he needed to pee. Mel was almost startled when Chad clearly answered, “Yes.”

	“It’s ok for you to pee, anytime,” Gloria told him. “You’re wearing diapers. You can relax those muscles just as much or even more than your other muscles. In fact you should relax them more than your other muscles. You should relax them totally and completely. You love to pee. You want to pee. Let yourself do it whenever you want. And you do want it, don’t you?”

	“Yes,” he answered again.

	“Are you peeing?” she asked.

	Mel saw Chad smile. “Yes.” He answered.

	“Good, very good.” Gloria replied. Then she was telling him to relax the muscles that controlled his peeing and his bowel movements even more. Totally relaxed, because he was wearing diapers and he didn’t have to worry about making any kind of a mess. He was wearing diapers. He never had to worry about tightening up those muscles again.

	Then Gloria started something that really got Mel’s attention. She started putting Chad through an exercise, where he would completely relax those muscles, then she would tell him to tighten them again. But each time she had him relax them, she told him how wonderful the relaxed state felt, how normal it felt. Each time she had him tighten the muscles, she told him it felt awful, so difficult to do, not normal at all, and really not worth it – for any reason. It was too much trouble for him to bother with. A few minutes later, when his muscles were all relaxed again, she planted the suggestion that the next time she told him to tighten those muscles, he wouldn’t be able to. He would completely forget how to do it. He would no longer be able to find the feelings that controlled those muscles. Over and over again she told him that he could no longer remember how to tighten them up again. Then finally she told him she was going to count down from five to one, and when she got to one he was to tighten those muscles. She began her countdown.

	As soon as she got to one, Mel could suddenly see a tiny bit of concern on Chad’s face. “I can’t seem to…” he started to say.

	But the therapist was quick to reassure and relax him again. “It’s ok,” she quickly told him. Then she reinforced how good it felt for him to not be able to find and tighten those muscles. Chad seemed to relax all over again under her spell.

	Then Gloria started giving him little cues to help remind him to relax. She told him that every time he ate or drank anything he would automatically relax those muscles even more. She told him anytime he saw a woman or a girl, he would do the same thing. And finally she told him that whenever he was sleeping, his muscles would always remain completely and totally relaxed.

	Gloria paused in what she was doing and looked up at Mel for a moment. Mel could see the concentration that had been on her face, for a long time now she realized. But what surprised her was when Gloria suddenly raised her eyebrows as if to say. “What the hell, here goes anyway.”

	She leaned back toward Chad again and started telling him to think about his diapers, especially his wet diapers. Concentrate on how they feel. Then she asked him to think back, way back to when he was a baby and remember how they felt the same. Over and over again she asked him to find the matching feelings of when he was a baby wearing diapers. Then she asked him to tell him when he had found those feelings. Chad said nothing, but Mel could see the look of concentration on his brow. Gloria kept at him, telling him to find those matching feelings.

	Finally, Gloria seemed to sigh a bit. Mel could see that she hadn’t been successful with what she was trying to do and was giving up. Gloria opened her mouth to speak again, but Chad was suddenly smiling, “Yes,” he suddenly said. “I remember.”

	Gloria looked startled, she looked back at Mel almost frightened. But she leaned in close to him again. “Think about how your diapers feel,” she told him, “both then and now. Make them feel the same.” Then suddenly Gloria was telling Chad to remember his mother. How he felt about his mother. He loved her. He respected her. She was his authority figure. But what Gloria started telling him next really surprised Mel. Gloria told Chad that Mel was like his mommy now. Then she had him overlaying his feelings of respect and love for his mother with Mel. Mommy and Mommy Mel. The same. Over and over again.

	Finally, she started talking about remembering what it felt like every time his mommy punished him. How did he feel? How did he react? How did he behave? And that those feeling back then should now be the way he reacted every time that Mommy Mel punished him too. Over and over again she told him.

	Gloria leaned back and caught her breath again, then she started bringing Chad out of it, very slowly, telling him the entire time that when he was finally awake he would never remember being hypnotized, but that his subconscious would remember to do all the things she had told him he could do. She told him that when he woke up he would feel really great and happy, happier than he had been all day. It was a very fine and gradual process. And eventually, Mel realized that Gloria was suddenly speaking about things no different at all than what she usually went through during her own relaxation sessions.

	And all too soon, the session was over. Chad opened his eyes and sat up. “That was great!” he exclaimed.

	“Yes, it was,” Mel replied looking seriously at Gloria. She noticed how tired Gloria suddenly seemed to look. Mel looked at her watch. She couldn’t believe it. The session had lasted an entire half an hour longer than it should have. No wonder Gloria looked so tired.

	As they left the office, Gloria touched Mel’s arm and said softly, “call me tomorrow.”

	“I will, and thanks,” Mel replied. “It was amazing!”

	As they were driving back to Mel’s office so Chad could pick up his car, he thanked Mel for taking him to the therapy session. “Wow, you wouldn’t believe how relaxed my whole body feels, even now!”

	Mel only wished she felt half as good since she didn’t get to experience but a small part of it. But overall, she considered that the entire thing had been well worth it.

	But Chad was still talking. “You wouldn’t believe it,” he said, his voice sounding as if something strange was going on, “I think I’m relaxed in places I didn’t even know I had!”

	Mel smiled but said nothing. She had a pretty good idea what those places were, and Chad’s comment was certainly good news to her.

	 


Chapter 13 (Thursday – week 2 Part 5)

	Chad got out of Mel’s car carrying his diaper bag and purse. It seemed like everywhere he went lately his arms were loaded. Life had certainly been a lot easier when he had pockets. But he was still feeling so good from the therapy session that he didn’t really care.

	As he opened the door to his car, he felt the first faint signs within him that he would need to pee again soon. He found himself concentrating on those feelings as he reached across and put his bags on the passenger seat. He found himself wanting to pee as he dug his keys out of his purse and stuck them into the ignition. And as he pulled out of Mel’s parking lot, he reveled in the warm wonderful feeling of peeing in his diapers as he drove off. It really felt good to him. Absolutely wonderful.

	 

	Mel took Chad’s diaper bag from him as soon as he walked in through her door. The therapy had been nice, but this was now. It was time to get back to business. “Go home and get your laundry,” she told him. “You have a lot of work to do tonight.”

	Chad was surprised at that. And did he notice a tiny bit of aggravation in Mel’s voice? He wasn’t sure. But the pleasant feeling he had from the therapy session quickly melted away. “Yes, Mistress,” he said. Then before Mel could yell at him, he curtseyed and said the same thing again.

	Mel shook her head. “Yeah, we still have a lot of work to do. Now go and don’t be too long about it!”

	While Mel waited, she opened his diaper bag and went through it. She did have a small problem – besides her period – and that problem was Chad. What was she going to do about him? She had told him earlier that she was going to punish him for the way he had behaved earlier that morning, but really… she understood what had happened. It was a stage that he had to get through, that was all. And she was sure that he still wasn’t really through it yet. He was only happy because Gloria had planted the suggestions in his head that he would feel happy.

	But how should she punish him? She knew without a doubt that she had to, but at the same time, she didn’t really want to. She didn’t relish beating him again with her yardstick, she’d probably be doing enough of that anyway with him tonight. No, she had to find something else.

	Chad came back in a few minutes later, lugging a box loaded with his dirty clothes. “Leave them for now,” she instructed. “Let’s get you out of those wet diapers.” She took him into her bathroom and helped him undress, completely. She was a bit surprised to see how really wet his diapers were. “You really needed this change, didn’t you?” she commented.

	“I’ve been wetting like crazy all afternoon,” he replied. “I’ve had way too much to drink today.”

	Mel smiled wickedly at him. “Never enough… never!”

	She again fastened the bottle to the front of him like she had done last night, only this time he was entirely naked. That seemed to bother her a bit but she did nothing about it. “Ok,” she told him. “I don’t know when the last time was that you peed, but you’ve now got twenty minutes. I suggest you try very hard.”

	Chad had been expecting just that, except he was glad that she hadn’t made it fifteen minutes like she had threatened last night. But now he didn’t quite know what to do. Was he supposed to start practicing curtseying again, or what? He didn’t have to wait long to find out.

	“What are you standing there for?” Mel asked. “There’s an entire apartment to clean! And get my laundry done before you even think about yours. And don’t forget to tell me as soon as you finish peeing!”

	Chad nearly jumped to work. The stupid baby bottle dangling from his front side bumping against his legs felt really strange and all too weird while he worked. It was one thing yesterday when he had just been curtseying over and over again, but now he was doing lots of different things. He could tell there was something bothering Mel, but so far he couldn’t tell what. He was just glad she wasn’t putting him through the same curtseying practice she had put him through last night. Cleaning her apartment might be a pain, especially with the bottle dangling from him, but it was a lot easier than curtseying over and over and over again.

	It seemed like Chad had barely finished loading Mel’s first load of laundry into the washer before he felt the need to pee again. He knew he had to pee before her kitchen timer went off so he wouldn’t get punished for it, so he desperately wanted to pee quickly. In fact, he realized that he wanted it so badly that he was actually looking forward to it. He tried willing it to happen soon. And as he was picking up her laundry basket to move it, he was rewarded. He stopped and stood still as soon as it started, enjoying the sensation.

	But Mel saw him stop working. “What are you stopping for?” she asked.

	“I’m peeing,” Chad answered.

	“You don’t have to stop working just to pee!” she replied. Now get busy and tell me as soon as you’re done, not before!”

	But by then Chad had finished peeing. “I’m done,” he told her.

	Mel was already getting to her feet. “Good,” she replied as she walked into the kitchen to reset the timer. When she came out again, Chad was still standing where he had been. “What are you doing?” she asked.

	“Waiting for you to empty the bottle,” he replied.

	“Don’t wait on me,” she said in no uncertain terms. “I’ll get to it when I’m ready. You just keep working! And you’ve got twenty minutes to pee again!”

	Chad immediately went back to his task, but only for a minute. Mel just stood where she was, watching him. “Ok,” she finally said. “Let’s change that bottle.” Chad was grateful. The thing was bad enough bumping around between his legs when it was empty, but full it was much worse. And he was afraid of it spilling all over everything.

	A little while later, Chad was cleaning the kitchen while the washing machine was doing its job. All too prominently displayed however was her kitchen timer, reminding him constantly of the ever approaching deadline. The closer that deadline came, the more he tried to pee and the more worried he became about the punishment he would get for failing. She hadn’t made him drink another bottle after the last time he peed, he was both grateful for that, but now not so grateful.

	He stared at the timer as the last seconds ticked past, desperately trying to make himself pee. With a horribly loud ding, the timer went off and Chad winced. He had failed. Now for every minute that went past till he peed, he would get punished for it. He suddenly wished very hard for another baby bottle. He could feel the faint signals inside of him that he would have to pee soon, but they were unfortunately all too faint. He kept cleaning, because that’s all he could do. And all the while concentrating on those faint feelings and willing them to grow.

	It was almost ten minutes later before he was able to feel the pleasure of releasing into the bottle. In fact, nine minutes exactly before he was able to tell Mel what he had done. Nine all too fast minutes that each symbolized another stroke from her yardstick. Mel didn’t seem pleased with him as she emptied the bottle and stuck it back on again. She had already reset the timer and Chad was again all too aware of the countdown.

	She stood him in the living room where he had been the night before. It was beginning to feel like his punishment corner. “Don’t forget to thank me for every stroke,” she cautioned.

	“Yes Mistress,” he said as he curtseyed.

	Mel seemed to be momentarily taken aback as he did so. But she recovered all too quickly, and all too painfully her yardstick hit his backside. “Ouch!” he yelped. The thing really stung. Why had it taken him so long to pee this time? It seemed like all afternoon he had been peeing every ten minutes. “Thank you, Mistress,” he said as he curtseyed. Her yardstick struck again. “Ow!” He was starting to feel a bit more sorry for himself. “Thank you, Mistress,” he repeated in his ritual. Mel’s next stroke caught the back of his legs more than his backside. It surprised him and moved him off balance a bit, plus it stung differently, but just as badly. He thanked her again. Her fourth stroke caught his backside square again, right on top of the marks from the previous strokes. Suddenly, he found himself fighting back tears. “Thank you, Mistress,” he said as he curtseyed. But there was more than a hint of painful emotion in his voice. Mel seemed to pause for a moment longer, then she hit him again. With each succeeding stroke, Chad was fighting against the tears even more. It didn’t matter that by stroke eight there were actual tears streaking down his cheeks, at least he wasn’t blubbering about it like a baby. And with the last stroke, it was all he could do to not actually cry as he thanked her for the pain one last time. He felt humiliated. Worse, he somehow felt bad because he had somehow disappointed her. He wasn’t sure why he should feel that way, but he did. He stood there trying to regain his composure as she stood back watching him.

	Mel held her yardstick in her hands still, watching Chad’s face. There were tears running down his cheeks. She could tell every time he thanked her that he was trying not to cry. What really amazed her though was the fact that Gloria’s hypnotic suggestions were actually starting to work. Not completely, but there were definitely signs of it. Definitely progress, she decided. She’d have to tell Gloria about it in the morning.

	Chad was finally recovered enough to realize again that the timer was still ticking. How much time had passed while she had been beating him? He wasn’t sure. He only knew he would have to pee again and very soon. “Please Mistress, may I have another bottle?” he asked. Knowing that it was the only way he could possibly make it.

	“Definitely,” Mel replied. “In fact, I insist. I want you to keep drinking it though while you’re working. You still have a lot of things to do.”

	Chad wasn’t exactly happy about that but he hurried to the refrigerator. He glanced at the timer as he went past. Only another ten minutes till the beatings began again. What was he going to do?

	It was difficult trying to work while desperately trying to drink a bottle held in one hand, while at the same time another one was dangling between his legs. He didn’t even finish the bottle before he heard the dreaded timer going off. Such a horrible sound, signaling nothing but pain to come. He didn’t pee for another twelve minutes this time. Worse than before. And worse than before he had to fight off crying again as she hit him for each of those twelve minutes. And like before, he grabbed a baby bottle afterwards to drink while he worked.

	Mel sat in her chair. She was supposed to be reading, but she was far more interested in watching Chad. He was fighting actually crying, she had no doubt about that. But just watching him kept her interested. He looked so ridiculous with that bottle dangling from in front of him, another baby bottle almost constantly in his mouth as he tried to drink and work at the same time. She was really enjoying it. The power she felt over him was almost overwhelming. If only she wasn’t on her period! She was really surprised when he suddenly stopped working and turned to her and told her he had just peed. She got up to check the timer. Not even fifteen minutes had passed. And he was only half-way finished with his bottle. “Very good,” she praised him as she reset the timer for another twenty minutes. “You’ve now got another twenty minutes. See how easy that is?”

	Chad was elated. He had done it. He had saved himself from another beating. As he kept working, he kept drinking desperately on the bottle in his hand. Then, when he finished the bottle, he asked if he could have another. He was so glad when she said yes because the bottles really helped him to keep peeing. He figured he’d probably be awake all night again because of it, but right now, avoiding another beating was his priority.

	It was several hours later when Mel finally called a halt to his cleaning. “You did really well,” she told him. But then she stopped for a moment as she suddenly saw the bottle dangling from his penis starting to fill again. Chad looked embarrassed over it. She waited till it looked like he was finished before he continued. “After only two spankings you managed to pee in less than twenty minutes all night. And it looks like only about ten minutes for this last one now,” she added looking at the now full bottle that was attached to him. “I’m proud of you,” she finally added. “Now let’s get you ready for bed.”

	Chad felt elated. He had done it. And she had said she was proud of him. He didn’t know why, but for some reason he felt really good about that. He kept thinking about that as she spread the baby lotion all over him and shoved two more suppositories up his backside, and finally finished diapering him. She walked him back to his own apartment just wearing his diapers and plastic panties. It was dark outside and very late. He wasn’t too worried about being seen. He peed again halfway to his apartment and it felt especially good knowing that he had done so well earlier.

	Once again wearing only the baby-doll nightie, Mel put him to bed with another baby bottle and his teddy bear. “Sweet dreams,” she told him as she turned out his light. “I’ll leave you another note for tomorrow later.” Then she left him.

	As Chad laid in his bed sucking on yet another baby bottle, he realized that she had never punished him for his actions early this morning. He wasn’t about to remind her about it. He was still too happy that he had gotten through the evening with only the two spankings. When his bottle was empty, he closed his eyes and dreamed about how nice it felt to pee.

	Mel sat in her apartment thinking about Chad. She had never come up with a way to punish him for his earlier actions. She knew she’d have to eventually, but tonight he had been working… plus his other training. That had been enough for him tonight she had finally decided. But she knew that she had only decided that because she had yet to come up with a proper punishment. She wasn’t cancelling his punishment, only delaying it.

	He had done well tonight, really well. As she got ready for bed, she had to wonder, was her plan working? Was he really on the road to becoming incontinent so she could win? She could only hope.

	 


Chapter 14 (Friday – week 2 Part 1)

	Burning. Just a thin line of it. Very mild, but there. Inserting itself into his dreams. Irritating them. Making him roll over awkwardly and try dreaming of something else. Even in his sleep he was mindful of the threat from the tiny spikes inside of his chastity device. His new position seemed to trigger another urge to pee, in his sleep he barely realized he was letting it out. But his dreams kept returning to places that they shouldn’t, places that would cause him pain. No matter what he tried, those thoughts kept finding their way back into him. He struggled awake and looked up at the pink alarm clock on top of his cardboard set of drawers. He groaned, the blaring music from the clock radio suddenly kicked on, as if groaning along with him. It was another morning. Another day. Another chance for Mel to destroy his entire life. What fun!

	He struggled to get to his feet from his blow-up mattress on the floor. His diapers were overly thick and heavy again, as they usually were, thick and hard as if he had a bowling strapped between his legs. He was well used to that now. He reached over and turned the loud music off. There was a time not long ago when he would have headed straight into his bathroom first – automatically. He didn’t even think of doing that now as he headed into his kitchen instead… straight for his refrigerator where he pulled out a baby bottle and stuck it between his lips. He had noticed her note on the kitchen counter as he passed it, but he was sure that her first instruction would be the baby bottle. He finally stood over her note and read it, he was right.

	Sissy,

	First bottle as soon as you read this

	Two fresh diapers

	Second bottle

	Wear what you like today, but you know by now what I will approve

	Bring your makeup here again

	Third bottle

	Keep your pacifier in your mouth when the bottles aren’t – and don’t forget to bring it with you today – in your mouth!

	He barely grunted. Nothing new, except sucking on his pacifier when he went over there, which was not all that different. It was beginning to become routine. As he walked back to his bedroom, his eyes caught sight of the contract hung on his living room wall. He purposely turned his eyes away. Seeing it reminded him of how much he hated himself now for entering into this bet in the first place, but just glancing at it as briefly as he had renewed his depression about it all over again. Hating his situation, he laid back down on his blow-up mattress to finish his bottle before he went to change his diapers.

	Mel stretched as she made her way to the kitchen to start her coffeemaker. She didn’t ache quite so bad today. Hopefully her period would be over with very soon. Probably by tomorrow. Then, well… That thought led her straight to thinking about Chad and the way she had indulged herself with him last week. She couldn’t wait. Just thinking about watching him all last night tromping around her apartment with that baby bottle stuck to the front of him made her giggle. The power of what she had done made her yearn for the end of her period all the more.

	When her coffee was finally ready, she poured herself a cup and carried it back to her bedroom where she could slip into a t-shirt and some jeans before Chad got there. Chad. She still didn’t know how she was going to punish him for yesterday’s outburst. She put that out of her mind for the time being, she had more plans for him tonight. Plans that held far more interest to her and her ultimate desires than punishing him.

	Chad was in the middle of his shower when the suppositories in his system decided to wake up and do their thing. He was horrified when he first felt the need growing in him, he wasn’t even diapered. Could he get out of the shower and into a diaper before the pressure became too much? He quickly realized that that wasn’t going to be possible. Not even thinking of holding back or tightening any of those muscles, the mess began shooting out of him, straight into the bathtub where he was standing. He felt sick as he tried to move his feet to where none of it would touch him. But it was coming out of him uncontrollably. Every place he moved to only brought the mess along with him. He finally just gave up and let the shower continuously wash him clean as he continued to empty himself. It wasn’t till it was all over with that he finally wondered why he hadn’t bothered to stop it or even hold it back some. But then, what would have been the point? It was all going to come out of him no matter what. He realized now that he had been lucky to have done it while he was in the shower instead of in his diapers. Almost like a toilet… he smiled at the thought.

	When the shower water had finally washed all the mess completely away, he cleaned himself again from head to toe. Then he stayed in the shower a few minutes longer, till he had finished peeing one more time too. No sense wetting his diapers unnecessarily too. Feeling better about things, he finished getting himself ready to go over to Mel’s apartment.

	Mel glanced at her clock. Chad was a couple of minutes late. She wasn’t at all happy about that, but at the same time she hoped there was nothing wrong with him. But the knock on her door came before she could get more worried. She opened it promptly.

	“Good morning, Mistress,” Chad mumbled through the pacifier in his mouth as he dropped a slight, very quick curtsey. It was so slight that Mel almost missed it. But at least he had made the effort. Something to work on later, she decided.

	“Good morning Sissy,” she replied as she stood back to let him in. “You’re late!” she said as he dropped his pink diaper bag on the floor, then set his purse next to it.

	“Um…” she could see he was searching for words. “The, uh, suppositories went to work on me this morning at a bad time,” he finally explained. “It took me a little longer to get ready because of it.”

	Mel burst out laughing. After the steak dinner she had made him eat last night, she was sure there would be plenty in his system to come out again.

	“Do you want me to do my makeup now?” he asked, hoping.

	“No, Sissy. I made you breakfast again. Isn’t that nice?”

	Chad wasn’t at all happy. In fact he had been praying that she hadn’t. He dropped another quick curtsey though. “Thank you, Mistress.”

	The baby cereal that she fed him had a slightly different flavor to it today, nothing he could recognize at all. But the overall taste and result were the same. The more he ate, the harder it was to continue eating, and again it took him two baby bottles along with it to get it all down. Before he started, Mel had again draped a dish towel around him in case he dripped. When he had finished eating, he was very glad for that dish towel because a lot of the cereal had wound up on it instead of inside of him. But he was also glad about that. The stuff had tasted horrible! The less inside of him, the better!

	Mel took his bottles and empty bowl away from him. Then she carefully pulled the towel away from him so as not to make any more mess. “You’re a very messy eater, Baby,” she declared. Then she turned back with a wicked grin on her face. “Just like all good babies.”

	Chad blushed as he got to his feet. Yeah, sometimes she could be so good at this.

	In her bathroom, he started pulling all his makeup out of his purse. But when he picked up the eyeliner, she stopped him. “Let’s start with your foundation today,” she told him. “I think it’s time we moved on to something else.”

	Chad was clearly surprised, also a bit nervous about it, but he quickly found the various foundation products that he had. He selected a small jar and opened it. He put his finger over the top and dumped a tiny bit out onto it. Then he started smearing it onto his cheek.

	“Wait, wait, wait, wait, wait!” Mel cried quickly. “What are you doing?” Chad looked at her blankly. “Ok,” she finally started again. “Wash that off. Now where’s your moisturizer?”

	“Moisturizer? It’s back at my apartment. That’s what you told me to use for shaving.”

	Mel wanted to cry. The guy really had no idea at all. Instead she let out a loud sigh. “Ok, then, make sure you bring it with you tomorrow. Now just dab tiny little dots around your face…” She started showing him what she wanted. The end result wasn’t very good, but it was better than he had been doing. “Tell you what,” she finally said. “You wear that to work like that. Maybe it will inspire you to do better tomorrow! Now do your eyes.”

	Chad looked at his face critically in the mirror. The foundation he was wearing was thick and all too noticeable. And she wanted him to wear it to work? He realized that he should feel frightened about it, but instead, he felt almost numb. He also realized that he was going to wash it off as soon as he got to work anyway. He set about doing his eye makeup, trying hard to get the liner right for once – and mostly failing.

	Mel shook her head as she walked out of the bathroom when he was done. “We really need to work more on your makeup. Even your eyes aren’t as good today.”

	“I’m trying,” Chad said behind her as he began putting all his stuff back into his purse.

	Mel didn’t reply. She just went to her refrigerator and got another baby bottle out for him to drink and carried it back to him. She looked at his face critically again as she handed him the bottle. “Don’t wash it off today when you get to work! Wear it all like that. Maybe it will give you a bit more incentive to do better tomorrow.”

	Chad inwardly gasped. He realized that she did know for sure that he had been washing the makeup off before. Even though he hadn’t been washing his eye makeup off lately, it felt like he had just been handed a prison sentence. He finished putting his things into his purse and stuck the baby bottle to his lips as he left her bathroom. He was still considering washing it all off when he got to work.

	A little while later, as Mel held the door open for him to leave for work, she reminded him. “Don’t forget, don’t wash the makeup off. I’ll be asking Cassie about it later.”

	Chad’s heart almost dropped. He had almost forgotten about the ways she had to check up on him.

	“Oh!” she suddenly added. “Don’t forget, it’s Friday. We have a lot to do tonight so don’t be late!”

	Chad stopped and had to think for a moment. What was so special about Friday? It only took him a moment to remember – her nail appointment every Friday night… make that his nail appointment too, because he was sure that was what she had really meant. He unconsciously tried to look at the nails on his left hand, but they were wrapped around the handles of his heavy purse. He said nothing back to her. He only turned to make his way down to his car.

	Mel watched after him for a few minutes. She wished she could see what his life was really like at work now. People had to be noticing things, but he never talked about it. Of course she hadn’t really asked him about it either, or even given him much of a chance to tell her. She realized that was probably a mistake. Knowing everything was the first rule of being a good lawyer. Why should this be any different? She went back into her apartment to get ready for work.

	Chad hurried into the building at work and moved quickly down the hallways as he usually did, noticing the all to-many stares of the people who saw him. As usual, he was relieved to finally get to his desk where he would be hidden and out of sight. As he was waiting for his computer to boot up, he looked at his fingernails critically. He had forgotten about the nail polish he had worn all last weekend. The only time he ever thought about the polish still on his toes was when he happened to notice them during his morning showers, and that was it. The rest of the time they were covered by his shoes and out of sight. He realized his fingernails were longer now than they were last week. Too long. He hadn’t really trimmed them since before he had moved into his new apartment. Longer nails would show the polish more. Plus, they were starting to get in the way a bit when he typed. He decided to cut them, but he didn’t have any clippers. He stood up and called over the top of the cubicle. “Robin. Are you there?” He heard no answer as he stared at the top of the cubicle wall.

	“Hey Chad, I didn’t hear you come in.”

	Chad nearly jumped out of his skin. He had been expecting Robin to answer over the wall, instead she had come around to see him personally. “Oh,” he said as he quickly recovered his surprise. “Oh, I was just wondering if you have any nail clippers.” He was looking at her face as he asked. Was she wearing foundation? It was hard to tell.

	“Probably,” Robin replied. “Let me look. Come on over.”

	Chad followed her around to her cubicle where she dug her purse out of her desk drawer, something he realized that he should have been doing instead of leaving his out where everyone could see it. She opened her purse, which was more like a large tote bag and started digging through it. She held up a metal nail file. “I’ve got a nail file. You need that?”

	“No,” he replied. “Just the clippers if you have them.”

	She went back to digging deep into the bottom of her bag. “Got em!” She held them up triumphantly and handed them to him.

	As he took the clippers, he glanced quickly back at her face, trying to notice if she was wearing any foundation without letting her see that he was looking. The quick glance he allowed himself didn’t tell him anything. “Thanks,” he replied. “I’ll get them back to you in a minute.”

	Chad went back to his cubicle and trimmed his nails over top of his trash can. He trimmed them close, purposely, even though he knew somewhere in the very back of his mind that Mel probably wouldn’t approve. At least they’d stay like that for a while.

	He carried the clippers back to Robin. “Thanks,” he said as he handed them to her. Again he tried to look closely at her makeup without letting her know he was doing it.

	“Oh, you’re welcome,” she replied as she took the clippers. She noticed his quick stare. “What?”

	Chad quickly looked away. “Nothing, thanks.” Then he hurried back to his own desk.

	Robin dug into her purse again and found her mirror and checked her face. No, nothing wrong that she could see. Her lipstick could be refreshed a bit, but it wasn’t really bad. She’d wait to do that till later. Had he been staring at her face for some reason? She finally decided she had only imagined it.

	During her first real break of the morning, Mel phoned Gloria. “Hi Gloria, it’s Mel. How are you?”

	“I’m doing fine this morning,” Gloria answered. “Thanks for calling. I wanted to just talk a bit about last night, that’s all.”

	“Last night was incredible!” Mel replied. “I thought you were great. And Chad doesn’t seem to realize any of what you did. In fact, all he talked about afterwards was how relaxed and great he felt, including some places he wasn’t expecting.” She laughed at the thought.

	Gloria chuckled a bit along with her. “That’s good Mel.” But before she could continue, Mel began talking again.

	“Gloria, you wouldn’t believe it. I punished him just a bit last night afterwards, and he actually cried a little bit. Ok, I could tell that he was fighting it pretty hard, but there were tears falling from his eyes. It looks like what you’re doing is starting to work.”

	“That’s just it Mel, that’s what I wanted to talk to you about.”

	Mel’s excitement dropped suddenly. “Ok, what about it?”

	“Listen, we’ve only just started with this. We’ve only just begun to plant the suggestions and we haven’t really reinforced them yet. We’re fighting a lifetime of his training and habits. You can’t really change them overnight and expect them to stick.”

	“So what are you really saying?”

	“You’re going to have to be patient, Mel. I’m really glad that he’s showing signs that what we’re doing is working, but they’re not going to last. Not yet at least. I’m pretty sure that any progress he may show is going to go backwards fairly quickly as the week goes on.”

	“So what do we do about it?”

	“Just what we are doing. Next week I have to reinforce everything again and plant the suggestions even deeper. Hopefully, with every time I do it, it’s going to be harder and harder for him to fight back, and eventually it will all stick completely.”

	“How long do you think it’s going to take?”

	“That’s impossible to say. I was really surprised that I got him as deep as I did last night, otherwise I wouldn’t have tried the emotional suggestions. And I can’t begin to tell you how surprised I am to hear that any of that took root at all!”

	“Ok,” Mel said as she tried to collect her thoughts. “The bottom line is that it’s working, but he’s probably going to backslide.”

	“Yeah, that’s pretty much it. I just wanted to warn you.”

	“Ok. Thanks, I’ll watch for it.”

	“Great. See you next week?”

	“I can’t wait!”

	Chad really wanted to go down to the men’s room and wash all the makeup off his face, but he didn’t dare. Not since Mel had said that she would be checking up on him. He wanted to do something else in the men’s room even more, but that was unfortunately very impossible now. Everything else that he would normally do there didn’t seem very important today.

	In the middle of the morning, Robin stopped by his cubicle again. “Chad, I’m going down to the break room. Do you want to go?”

	He just looked at her with a - “you know better than to ask” - expression on his face and turned back to his work.

	But Robin didn’t leave right away. “Hey Chad,” she said quietly and politely. “I couldn’t help but notice, your makeup is a bit too thick this morning. Why don’t you go and wash it off.”

	Chad turned back to her. He was sure he was blushing, but he also doubted that she could see it under the makeup he was wearing. “I know,” he replied. “I’d like to.”

	“Good,” she replied. “I’ll see you later.”

	Chad was glad that for once, she just left. She had just confirmed that his bad makeup job was that noticeable. He wanted more than ever to be able to wash it off now. Feeling more depressed, he went back to work.

	Mel had a small break in her schedule and started thumbing through the yellow pages of her phone book. She found the entries she wanted and checked which ones had the biggest advertisements. She dialed the first number. “Hello? Can you please tell me how late you’re open tonight?... That early? Ok. Thank you,” and she hung up. She’d never be able to get Chad there on time.

	She dialed the next number. “Can you tell me how late you’re open tonight? Wonderful! I should be there before then.”

	As Mel hung up, she made a careful note of the store’s address. She was fairly sure she knew exactly where it was.

	 


Chapter 14 (Friday – week 2 Part 2)

	When Robin left work at lunch time, she wasn’t really sure where she wanted to go, so she turned out of the parking lot in the direction she had gone all week now, towards the gym. When she had left, she hadn’t seen Chad come out from work yet. As she passed the gym, she was reminded that Chad had been going in there every day. Her curiosity again got the best of her and she quickly turned again into the driveway just past it. This time, she parked her car in one of the parking places while she waited to see if Chad would show up. While she waited, she debated what it was that she really wanted to do. Did she want to go in and inquire about joining the gym after he got there – really just snooping… or should she wait till tomorrow? Five minutes later, she saw Chad finally drive up and again go in with his pink gym bag. Not really sure she was ready to be snooping that obviously yet, she started her car and left to get something to eat.

	“Hi Sissy,” the receptionist said, or almost sang, sassily, as he entered through the gym door.

	“Uh, Hi,” Chad replied, not at all happy about her embarrassing attitude toward him.

	“You want me to get Cassie for you again… Sissy?”

	Yeah, she was being a real pain. “Yes, please,” he replied. There was always something about the way she spoke to him that always made him want to search for some kind of a hole he could crawl into.

	She came back with Cassie a few minutes later. Chad started walking toward Cassie as soon as he saw her. “Oh no!” she said directly to him, stopping him in his tracks. “I expect you to greet me politely first!” She stood with her arms crossed, waiting.

	Chad felt the total embarrassment of his situation again. Worse, his chastity device began to send sharp needles of pain into him for the first time since he had gotten up out of bed. She wasn’t giving him a choice. He quickly dropped a short curtsey. “Hi, Cassie,” he said. The receptionist went into fits of laughter again. Yeah, there had to be a hole in the floor somewhere around there that he could crawl into. He was sure that everyone could see how red his face probably was even through his thick makeup.

	“Oh come on,” Cassie complained. “You can do better than that!”

	Chad was aghast. She wanted him to do it again, only better! Where too many people could easily see him! Where was that hole in the floor? Where was the earthquake? Nervously, he curtseyed slower and much more fully so he could get it over with. “Hi, Cassie,” he repeated.

	The receptionist was almost doubling up with laughter. He noticed that the noise she was making had attracted the attention of everybody in the big room behind her. Cassie had a very pleased smirk on her face. “Ok. Much better. Let’s go get you changed.”

	Chad felt more embarrassment walking through the room full of exercising women than he had ever felt before. Especially since he had realized that most of them had stopped their exercising and were just watching him as he walked through. He regretted more than ever the need to have his diapers changed.

	Cassie closed the door behind him and once again closed the blinds on the window. “Ok, Sissy, start getting undressed.”

	Chad undressed completely down to his diapers while Cassie found his baby bottle in his diaper bag. As soon as he was laying on the floor she handed it to him. Then she untapped his diapers. “No mess again!”

	Chad wondered why she should sound like she was complaining. “Yeah,” he said through the nipple still in his mouth, “but you should have seen the mess I made early this morning.”

	Cassie laughed. “I can imagine!” She took a baby-wipe from the container and wiped him clean with it, then she grabbed the baby lotion and squirted a large handful into her hand.

	Chad saw Cassie squirting the baby lotion into her hand. He suddenly became very worried. The one part of all this that he had once really enjoyed had now become his biggest nightmare. “Do you have to?” he asked, pleadingly.

	She smiled wickedly at him. “Yes I do! Now keep drinking your bottle.”

	Chad stuck his bottle back in his mouth and sucked on it, but his attention was completely on the feel of her hands as she carefully and sensually spread the baby lotion all over his bottom and whatever front parts that she could. His whole body was tense as she did it, his breathing very shallow. When she finally started working on his exposed ball sac, he stopped breathing altogether and tensed up completely. He groaned between the incredibly stimulating touch of her hands massaging him and the strain of trying desperately to control himself. His need for relief hit him full force. He couldn’t remember ever feeling his need that much. He desperately struggled against so many impossible forces working on him. His breathing was now coming in gasps. And for a while, it was working. But as Cassie continued working on him, it was his need that began to come through more and more. He clenched his fists against it, his hand holding the baby bottle was down near his side, ready to pound the bottle into the floor. Despite his situation, he wanted desperately to feel her hands touching his penis, but that was one place she couldn’t touch.

	He felt the tiny pinpricks beginning. “Noooo,” he groaned through his clenched teeth. But Cassie was still working on him and the pain was still growing. Through all the sensations in his body, he opened his eyes and looked at her. She was staring wide eyed at him, but she still had a very determined look on her face. He looked away, he didn’t want to see her face at all. He had to focus on his need and trying to control it. But the pain from the pinpricks was now a deep burning pain. He could feel himself losing the battle more and more. He felt his cock filling the inside of the restraining device. With a loud groan he shoved her hands away again and rolled onto his side. He realized there were tears in his eyes as he cupped his private parts between the baby bottle in one hand and the open palm of his other hand. He rocked himself back and forth, trying in vain to will the pain away. His need was so much! And he was totally denied. His whole world dissolved into his struggle to become soft again so the pain would go away.

	Cassie sat on her knees watching him writhing on the floor. She had hurt him again. Purposely. But he had done so much better this time. He was learning already. As she watched him, she realized that she really couldn’t imagine how powerful the need inside him must be. She knew her needs, but she had always heard that men had different, more powerful and urgent ones. She thought she was witnessing just a piece of that right then.

	When his writhing seemed to stop, she rolled him over onto his back again. There were real tears still in his eyes. “You did real good today,” she said softly. “Real good.”

	“Not good enough,” she thought she heard him mumble.

	She reached down and grabbed the wrist of his hand that was still holding his baby bottle and directed the bottle back into his mouth. “Drink up, Baby.” Then she finished diapering him.

	Chad finished dressing and she escorted him out after that. He was still recovering, but doing a lot better. She didn’t delay him at the door, she just watched him head out to his car without a glance at anything or anyone around him. She had hurt him. A lot. She felt sorry about it, very sorry. But at the same time, watching him through it all had been one of the most fascinating things she had ever seen. She had hurt him. But he had done good! Somehow, someway, she would find a way to make it up to him.

	Robin only ordered a burger and some fries for lunch, but the fast food restaurant was busy and incredibly slow. When she finished, she started driving back to work again. As she passed the gym, she decided to throw all caution to the wind and she turned into the parking lot, fully intent on going in to see if she could spot Chad. But once she was in the parking lot, she realized that his car wasn’t there anymore. What had happened? She hadn’t been gone all that long. Did he decide to cancel his exercising for the day? Feeling disappointed, she headed back to work again.

	Mel checked her messages the first chance she got and saw one of them was from Cassie. She called her back quickly. “Hi Cassie. It’s Mel. How did it go today?”

	“Hi Mel. It went pretty good. Mel… I hurt him again today… a lot. But I have to tell you that he really did good today. I could see him trying so hard and he really stayed soft for a long time. I really should have stopped but I didn’t, and I’m afraid I put him into some real pain again.

	“Don’t worry about it Cassie. You said he lasted a lot longer though?”

	“Yeah, like I said, he did real good.”

	“That’s great to hear. It means he’s learning. Listen, Cassie, we dare not stop yet. This is probably the most critical time in the game. If we back off at all right now it will take twice as long to achieve what we need.”

	“I understand. I’ll keep at it. I just wanted to let you know that he did better.”

	“That’s good.”

	“Oh, and you said you wanted me to check to make sure he was still wearing his makeup? He was. Like you said, his foundation was a bit on the awful side.”

	“Good, Cassie. Maybe tomorrow he’ll have some incentive to do better.”

	“Yeah, it certainly can’t get much worse. You know, as much as I hate hurting him, I’m still really enjoying it too.”

	“Yeah, I know what you mean, you have no idea what it’s doing to me. I mean the power, sometimes it stimulates me to the point where… Oh God, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said that!”

	“Why? We’re both big girls now. Sandy and I both figured you were getting your jollies from him… you know?”

	“Well, once maybe… I mean definitely. But lately… well, you know, it’s that time and...”

	“Mel! What’s wrong with you?”

	“What’s wrong? Well, it’s not right… I mean, the mess and all.”

	“Geez Mel, it’s like I always say, if you’re not making a mess, then you’re not having sex!”

	Robin flipped back and forth from one screen to the next, trying to make up her mind as to which layout she liked the best. They were all good. She really needed a second opinion before she could go any further. She got up from her desk and walked around to Chad’s cubicle. He was working intently. “Chad?”

	He paused in his work and turned his head. “Yeah?”

	But Robin immediately lost all thoughts about the project she was working on. “Chad! My God! What happened to you?”

	Chad was surprised. “Happened to me? What’s wrong?”

	Robin was clearly surprised. “What’s wrong? Your face! I thought you were going to wash your makeup off.”

	Chad sighed and turned back towards his computer. “Well, I wanted to,” he mumbled.

	“Then why didn’t you?”

	“I can’t.”

	“Why not?”

	“Don’t ask.”

	“Chad, look at me!” He finally turned back around. “Not only is your foundation all smeared, but now your eye makeup is all over your face. Did you rub your eyes or something? Because it’s really a mess.”

	Chad was surprised. He had rubbed his eyes to get the tears out of them earlier. Unfortunately, he didn’t think about his eye makeup running. But what could he do? Mel had said he couldn’t wash it off, and he would be seeing her right after work. She would see immediately if it was gone. He didn’t know what to do. He didn’t know what to say to Robin. “I… I… I guess I must have rubbed them during lunch.”

	“Well listen then, if you’re going to wear makeup, then you have to learn to keep your hands off of your face! Dummy! Now come on, go wash it off right away.”

	He turned around again. “I can’t.”

	“Why not?”

	“Because I can’t! That’s all.”

	“Don’t give me that. You can’t go around looking like that. Have you even seen how you look? No, of course not. Do you have a mirror in your purse?”

	Chad turned back around. “A mirror?”

	“Yeah. One of those little things to look at yourself with. You know, a mirror?”

	Chad had to think for a second. “I don’t know. I don’t think so.”

	“You don’t even know if you have a mirror in your purse?” She threw her hands up in exasperation. “I’ll be right back.” She hurried to her own desk and dug her mirror out of her own bag and brought it back to him. “Here,” she said holding it out to him. “Look at yourself.”

	Chad grabbed her surprisingly large mirror and looked at his face. He had black smudges all down his cheeks and out to the sides of his eyes. It looked like his eye makeup was everywhere but on his eyes. He looked awful, and it was all too noticeable. But what could he do about it. He rubbed at a few places with his fingers while he looked in the mirror, very little came off.

	“Oh for God’s sake!” Robin exclaimed grabbing the mirror from him. She threw it on his desk and grabbed his arm and pulled him out of his chair. “Now go wash it all off! Now!”

	“But I can’t,” he protested as she began pulling him out into the hallway.

	“Don’t give me that. Yes you can. You have to!”

	“Please, I’m not supposed to wash it off,” he told her.

	She stopped where she was for a moment. “What do you mean you’re not supposed to?”

	Chad looked down at the floor. “I can’t tell you that. It’s complicated.”

	But his answer made Robin even angrier. “It’s complicated, it’s complicated! Everything is complicated! It’s not complicated!” She pulled on his arm again, pulling him towards the rest rooms further down the hall. He went, but not willingly. “Just wash it off. That’s not complicated!”

	Chad stopped at the entrance to the men’s room. Was there anyone in there? He hoped not. Mel had told him to not wash the makeup off. He knew he would get punished if he did. And that was something he really didn’t want. He couldn’t wash it off. He turned to Robin again. “I can’t.”

	“Yes you can! Now you either go in there and wash it off right now or…” she paused trying to think what to say. “Or I’ll take you into the ladies room with me and wash it off myself!”

	Chad was shocked. She wouldn’t!

	She saw the shocked look on his face. “Maybe that’s where you belong anyway,” Robin continued, “seeing as how you’re dressing now.” She pulled slightly on his arm in the direction of the ladies room a few feet away.

	Chad pulled back. “No… I’ll take care of it.” She wasn’t giving him any choice in the matter at all. As he went into the men’s room he prayed that it would be empty. He also prayed that Mel wouldn’t punish him too much for what he was about to do.

	He was lucky, there was no one there. He wet his face at the sink, the water actually felt good against his skin. He had to scrub and scrub at his face with a paper towel to get everything all off, but finally his face was completely clean again. It felt good to him. Really good. He spent a moment looking at his reflection in the mirror, enjoying the sight of his face without makeup again.

	As he turned to leave, he glanced quickly at all the toilet stalls and then the urinals lined up against the wall. He wished desperately that he could use any of them. As he looked at them, he suddenly felt himself peeing into his diapers again. So frustrating.

	Robin was waiting for him just outside the men’s room. She smiled when he walked out. “That’s much better. Don’t you feel better?”

	“Yeah,” he agreed. “A lot… sort of.”

	“What do you mean sort of?”

	“Never mind,” he said as they walked back toward their desks, his mind more on what Mel might do to him later.

	“Geez! You’re the most frustrating person I know lately!”

	Chad headed back to his desk, but Robin stopped him. “Oh no you’re not! I need your help now.”

	“What?”

	“That’s what I came to see you for in the first place. I need you to look at what I’ve got.”

	“Oh, ok,” he said as he turned back toward her cubicle instead of his.

	He leaned over her shoulder as she sat in her chair and brought up her first idea. “Wow,” he said quietly. “That’s great!” She flipped to her second idea. “Gee, another really good one.” She opened her third idea. “Wow,” he said again. All these are all incredible. I love them all.”

	“Yeah,” she replied, “so do I. That’s why I was having such a hard time deciding what to work with the most.”

	“Go back to the first one.” She flipped the screen. He stared at it for a moment, “Now the second.” She turned to that one. He stared at that one too, then let out a small laugh. “Wouldn’t it be interesting if we took your header and completely animated it?”

	“Animated it?”

	“Yeah, instead of just doing the normal stuff, we could have little cartoons that pop up and move around whenever you hover over anything.

	Robin laughed. “Chad, that’s brilliant. But I don’t have a clue as to how to do that stuff. That’s your department.”

	“Yeah, well I can’t design layouts that look like this either.”

	They looked at each other, each appreciating the others compliment. But as they stared for a moment at each other, Chad again looked closely at her face. What did she do about foundation? How did she do her eyes? She only used eyeliner on her upper eyes, like Mel. He tore his gaze away before she could notice that he was staring.

	But Robin noticed. “What?” she asked suddenly. “Is something wrong?”

	“No, no! Nothing at all. Let’s work with your second idea. I’ll send you some of the animation ideas I have in mind in a little while.”

	“Ok,” she said, still wondering if he had been staring at her.

	He retreated back to his own cubicle quickly and sat down. Her mirror was still on his desk. He picked it up. It was fairly big, bigger than any of the mirrors he remembered other women carrying. It would certainly take up a lot of space in his purse. But then she always carried that big tote bag. He looked at his face in the mirror. Clean! Nice! How had she done her eyes? It was hard to remember because he had looked so quickly. Where had she started and ended her eyeliner? He couldn’t remember. He stared into the mirror still. Mel had told him to start just in from the corner…

	Robin sat in her chair staring after Chad, still wondering if he had been staring at her. She needed to check her face again. She opened her tote bag, and immediately remembered that she had left her mirror on his desk. The urge to check her face grew stronger as she got up to retrieve her mirror. And then it hit her. She wasn’t sure, but it just made sense! She walked around to his cubicle and stopped in the doorway. He was looking at himself in the mirror. “You’re wondering about my makeup,” she said.

	Chad turned quickly at her question. He could feel his face turning a bit red. “No, not really… well… yeah, just a little.” He could feel his face turning very red now. He was so embarrassed. “I didn’t mean to stare or make you feel uncomfortable. I’m sorry. I won’t do it again.”

	“Chad, don’t you think other women check each other out all the time… in fact constantly?”

	“Well, I guess I figured…”

	“Geez!” she said as she came further into the room. “It’s only natural Chad. If you’re going to wear makeup, then obviously you’re going to be interested in the way everyone else does it. Don’t you look at the models in the magazines?” “No.”

	Robin was surprised. “Well, you should. Women talk about makeup all the time. It’s only natural.”

	“Yeah, but I’m not a woman.”

	“No. Maybe not. But you’re dressing more and more like one and you’re wearing makeup like a woman. So you have to be interested in what other women are doing.”

	“I guess,” he answered, turning his chair around away from her. This whole situation was so embarrassing. Why did he ever enter into this bet? It was so stupid! But he realized that underneath, he was interested. Very interested. And being a male, discussing makeup was something that was always considered taboo. Not to mention what any other women might think if he suddenly wanted to talk about it.

	Robin walked up behind him and put her hand comfortingly on his shoulder… and stopped dead, completely surprised. She moved her fingers quickly around his shoulder. “Chad! You’re wearing a bra!”

	Chad realized what she had just done and quickly shook her hand off. “No I’m not!”

	“But I felt it. You’re wearing a bra.”

	“I am not! It’s not a bra.”

	“Then what is it?”

	“I’m not wearing a bra!” Robin quickly reached out and pressed her hands against his chest before he could stop her. Chad tried to block her hands but was a fraction of a second too late. “Chad, it’s there! I felt it! You can’t deny it!”

	“I’m not wearing a bra!” he said angrily.

	“Then what is it?”

	Chad turned away from her again.

	“Chad admit it!”

	“No! I’m not wearing a bra.”

	“Then what are you wearing? And don’t tell me nothing, because I felt it.”

	Chad didn’t say anything for a moment, then finally answered. “It’s complicated.”

	Robin wanted to hit him. She actually raised her hand to do it, but stopped herself. “It’s complicated, it’s complicated. Everything is so damn complicated!”

	“Well, it is!”

	“Yeah… Sure!” She turned away, frustrated, and started to walk out. But she noticed her mirror laying on his desk and picked it up first. She paused in the doorway and looked down at her mirror. She turned back to him. “Look, later, when you’ve calmed down and gotten your head screwed on right, do you want to talk about makeup?”

	He was still turned away from her. “No… yes… No… I don’t know!”

	“Why don’t you come down to break with me later. I’m sure the other women wouldn’t mind talking about it too.”

	He turned around quickly. “God no! Not that!” He turned away again.

	She was about to leave and stopped again. “How about if I take a late break and we go down there together again, just you and I?”

	She had to wait a moment for his answer. And when it came, she barely heard it. “Maybe.”

	She left him for her own desk and sat back down. She was still learning things about him, but overall, she had really learned very little. She desperately wanted to talk with the other women about him and discuss it, but she had told him she would wait for him and take her break later today. To hell with it! She would take her break with her friends and then another one later with Chad. Tom Robinson never came down anyway to check up on her. He probably wouldn’t even care!

	 


Chapter 14 (Friday – week 2 Part 3)

	“Giiirrrlfriend…” Robin turned her head towards her friends who were all waiting for her as soon as she entered the break-room. She quickly fixed herself a cup of coffee and carried it over to the table. There were no chairs available because there were already too many women sitting there waiting to talk with her. She set her cup on the table and looked for another chair to drag over. “We heard that you and Chad were arguing in the hall a little while ago…” the same woman asked.

	Robin blushed. Sorry, I didn’t mean to be so loud. It’s just that he can be so….” She shook her head in frustration.

	“I know what you mean,” another of the women replied as Robin finally spotted a chair and started to drag it over. Almost magically several of the women moved to make space for her because they were all so interested in whatever she could tell them.

	And tell them she did… everything she could think of that she knew already. Which was a lot, but at the same time, almost nothing!

	“Oh my!” one of the women said when she was done. “Wouldn’t it be fun if he did come down here to talk about makeup? Can you just see it?”

	There was a lot of laughter from everyone. “Oh dear!” another woman said through her laughter. “I’m going to have that picture in my head all afternoon now. I’ll never get any work done.” There were more squeals of laughter.

	But Robin’s laughter was suddenly more muted. Yeah, it was funny, but at the same time she felt for the guy, as frustrating and as contrary as he was. There was something major going on that she still didn’t know about. Yet.

	Robin sat at her desk. The project she was working on was on her screen, but she wasn’t seeing it. Her mind was completely occupied by Chad. The guy wanted to discuss makeup… sort of. She understood his reluctance… sort of. After all, he had been wearing it to work all week! Could she use that in any way to learn more about what was going on? She just wasn’t sure. It seemed so unlikely. Little kids liked to play with makeup – well, girls anyway. She thought of him like a little kid playing with it. Playing at it and not really having any idea of what he was doing. She could play makeup with him, she guessed. But to be honest, she wasn’t too keen on the idea, especially in the break room where everyone could see them.

	She looked at her purse with all her makeup in it, not really a lot, only what she needed, but it was probably enough, especially for him. He had a purse full of makeup too. At least, that’s what he had said. Now she wondered. If he did, what kind of makeup did he have? He didn’t even know if he had a mirror earlier.

	Maybe that was a place to start though. Instead of really playing with the makeup, they could talk and compare. And in the process, maybe she’d be able to find out what was really going on.

	It wasn’t much, but at least it was a plan.

	She looked at her watch, it had been about an hour now since she had taken her last break. Now was as good a time as any.

	Chad was working on his project when he heard Robin call his name behind him. He turned around and glanced at his watch. “Oh Robin, I’m sorry, I’ve been working on my project and I didn’t even start on the animations yet.”

	Robin smiled at him. “That’s not why I’m here. Come on, it’s break time. Time for some coffee.”

	Chad was surprised. He had almost forgotten. He was fairly sure he hadn’t actually promised he’d go down to the break room with her. “Uh… I’m not sure,” he replied, “I’m still working on this piece.”

	“Oh come on Chad, get up out of that chair for a while and live a little. I’m going with you. It won’t hurt you to just get a cup of coffee. And while we’re there, if you still want to talk about makeup, then that’s fine. I don’t mind!”

	But Chad still felt too uncomfortable about it. “Robin, I just can’t…”

	“Oh come on!” she said. Then to help him along, she reached down and pulled out the drawer where she guessed that he had now stashed his purse. It was there. She grabbed it and handed it to him. “Here! Now come on!”

	For the first time, Chad realized that she had her large tote bag with her too. Why was it that when a woman carried a purse you didn’t always notice? He seriously doubted it would be the same for him. “But…”

	“Oh for heaven’s sake. Just stand up and walk with me.” It was like talking to a child. But finally he stood. Not wanting him to back down again, she linked her arm through his and walked him out into the hallway. She kept hold of him till they had gone well past the first turn.

	If Chad thought he had been scared and embarrassed by the way he was dressed every time he walked down to the break room before, it was nothing compared to how he felt now, carrying his purse. But then he realized that at least this time he wasn’t wearing any makeup. That thought made him feel a bit better – very little, but a bit.

	“So you’ve really got a bunch of makeup in there?” Robin asked as they walked.

	“Yeah, all of it.”

	“All? Then you can’t really have very much.”

	“I think it’s a lot. Too much!”

	“Chad, no woman ever thinks she has too much makeup.”

	“I’m not a woman.”

	“Then why are you doing this?”

	Robin was hoping for a better answer, and she felt like she almost got one, but instead, he said. “It’s complicated.”

	She sighed.

	Neither Robin or Chad noticed the woman peeking around the corner of the hallway after they passed. She had sat at the break table earlier and laughed along with Robin over Chad. She followed them quietly. After they were inside, she stayed just where she couldn’t be seen and tried to peek around the doorway to watch them, hoping that neither of them would realize that she was there.

	Robin went straight to the coffee pot and poured herself another cup. Chad waited behind her. When it was his turn, he took a cup, then had to figure out how to juggle his purse, the coffee cup, and the coffee pot all at the same time. Not for the first time did he wish for pockets again. He had to hang his purse on his left arm, and hold the cup in that same hand while he poured his coffee with the other hand. He was just glad he drank it black so he wouldn’t have to mess with the creamer or sugar too. He followed Robin to the back corner table where she had sat down. Her tote bag was on the floor. He set his purse down there too.

	“Don’t put it down there,” she said, “I want to see what you’ve got.”

	Chad hesitated, still not sure about the whole situation. He looked around, there was nobody there to see him. Throwing caution to the wind, he set his purse on the table and opened it.

	Robin wanted to peer inside, but she controlled herself.

	“You really want to see all this stuff?” he asked.

	“Of course,” she replied.

	Shaking his head and wondering why on earth he was really doing it, he began dragging all his makeup items out and setting them on the table.

	Robin was a bit surprised to see quite so much. Picking up a powder compact, she opened it. “See, you do have a mirror,” she said, showing it to him.

	“Not like yours.”

	“Are you ready to carry something as big as this?” she asked, indicating her tote bag.

	He almost laughed. “Not yet.”

	“I’m surprised you bought so much since you’re just starting,” she said.

	“Well, it wasn’t exactly my idea.”

	“Your makeup lady?”

	He nodded. “Yeah.”

	“Does your makeup lady have a name? I mean, it might be easier than just calling her your makeup lady all the time.”

	He was a bit reluctant to tell her, but finally he just said, “Mel.”

	Robin smiled even though she literally had to drag every little bit out of him, but at least she had a name now. It was better than nothing.

	“So what has Mel taught you?”

	“Not much,” he admitted. “Really, she’s just concentrated on my eyes and then this morning she started with the foundation.”

	“It was pretty bad this morning.”

	“Yeah, I know. But it was the first time she’d really shown me anything about it.”

	“What did she show you?”

	Chad picked up one of the liquid foundation jars and started telling her about what Mel had him doing. Robin asked a few questions, and soon Chad found himself showing her other things. It wasn’t till his coffee was half gone that he realized he had been sitting there totally engaged in girl-talk with her. The very thought of what he had been doing quickly stimulated his overly repressed system, sending pinpricks of pain right where he didn’t want them. The pain reinforced his thoughts about talking about makeup like a girl, which quickly made the pain even worse. He winced against the pain, but it was too late, Robin had noticed.

	“Is anything wrong?” she asked quickly.

	“No!” Chad replied a bit too forcefully. But he couldn’t continue talking about makeup anymore. It was too painful. As quickly as he could, he started packing everything back into his purse again.

	“What’s wrong?” she asked again.

	“Nothing!” he replied. “Come on. I’ve got to get out of here.”

	Robin had to hurry to catch up with him. She still didn’t know what had gone wrong. For once he was beginning to relax and open up to her, and then all of a sudden he had closed down… again! And the only thing she really had now was a name – Mel. Completely useless information!

	The woman who had been watching them hurried back down the hallway before either of them could know that she had been watching them the whole time. She hadn’t been able to hear any of what they said, but she had seen most of it. He had really been there showing her his makeup. Amazing. A funny idea struck her. The more she thought about it, the more she wanted to do it. But it was Friday, her idea would have to wait till Monday.

	Shortly before quitting time, Chad looked away from his computer. He really hadn’t been working all that much since he had taken the break with Robin. Had he really shown her all his makeup and been talking about it with her? He couldn’t believe it. But now his thoughts were more and more on Mel and what she might do to him for washing all his makeup off. Would it be better if he reapplied it before he went home? He decided, it was his only hope. Nobody was around. He pulled his purse back out of his desk drawer. Robin had shown him the tiny mirror in the compact. He found it and opened it. It was so small. He could hardly see any of his face at all. Carefully, he put some of the liquid foundation on his finger and began dabbing it in spots around his face. He began spreading it out, trying desperately to see it properly in the tiny mirror in his hand.

	“You know, that works better if you use a brush.”

	Chad turned in horror to see Robin standing at the entrance to his cubicle watching him.

	“I don’t have a brush,” he admitted.

	“Well, you can use your fingers like you’re doing, but if I were you, I’d get a brush. A good one.”

	“Thanks,” he said as he went back to work. He was glad to realize that Robin had left him again. But she was back all too quickly.

	“Here,” she said walking back into his cubicle and brandishing a small brush in her hand. “Let me help you.”

	Chad was shocked and surprised, but before he could really protest, she had planted herself against his desk and was starting to run the soft brush over his face. Not knowing what else to do, he let her work on him. “There,” she finally said. Do you want me to add some powder or blush too?”

	“No thanks,” he replied, wondering how the job she had done looked.

	“You’re sure?”

	“Yeah, thanks.” He grabbed his tiny mirror and tried to see what she had done.

	Robin left again and came back a moment later with her larger mirror. “Here,” she said, “use this.”

	He grabbed her mirror gratefully. Yeah, she had done an amazing job. He promised himself he would get some brushes to work with real quick.

	“Are you going to do your eyes too?” she asked.

	He was planning on it, but he wasn’t sure he wanted to do it with her watching. “I was thinking about it,” he finally said.

	“Let me watch,” she said softly. “Maybe I can offer some advice.”

	He looked at her for a moment then began sorting through the makeup in his purse.

	She watched him doing his eye makeup, very, very slowly, but surely. Not really too bad at all. But then he had been wearing it all week now.

	“You did very well,” she told him when he was finally all done. I’m sure that Mel would be proud.

	He could only hope. Mel was his next big obstacle to face. His cell phone buzzed and he quickly pulled it out of the pocket of his purse. A text message from Mel. He read it quickly, then put it away again. He let out a big sigh. Her instructions were just what he had expected – go home and change his diapers, no pantyhose, and wear the open toed sandals, pad the cups of his girdle, and a big emphasis on not being late!

	“Your makeup lady… Mel?” Robin asked.

	He was shocked that she should ask. “Yeah,” he replied softly.

	Mel hurried quickly up the steps towards Chad’s apartment, praying that he was ready. She was the one who was running behind and having to stop to pick him up took extra time. She fished the keys out of her purse while she was still going up the steps and had the door unlocked almost instantly. The first thing she saw when she opened the door was the surprised look on Chad’s face. “Are you ready?” she asked quickly without even closing the door.

	Chad didn’t know if he should curtsey and greet her properly or answer her question first. He opted for the curtsey. “Hello, Mistress.”

	She smiled broadly at him. “Hello, Sissy. Now are you ready?”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he said being careful to remember to curtsey.

	“Good! Come along, I’m running late.” But Chad’s curtseys had reminded her of something else that she had planned for the evening. “Damn,” she swore softly. She had to really hurry now. Chad was standing next to her, his purse in his hand, his pink diaper bag slung over his other shoulder. “Sissy, before we go, we need to practice something.”

	Chad looked at her questioningly.

	“Now show me how you’re going to say thank you to me all evening.”

	Chad was suddenly shocked. All evening? Was she talking about doing this in public? Warily, he dropped another curtsey with his hands full and said, “Thank you, Mistress.”

	“Good, and now show me how you say yes or no to me.”

	He curtseyed again, saying “Yes, Mistress.”

	“Good enough,” she said quickly as she headed out through the door. “Now come on, I don’t want to be late.” She closed and locked his apartment door behind them and hurried to catch up to him on the steps. As soon as she had pulled her car out of the parking space she said, “I expect to see you curtseying properly to me, all night… everywhere we go!”

	Chad already had horrible visions of doing just that running through his head. His stupid chastity device was suddenly causing him pain again. But he obediently said, “Yes, Mistress.” He was going out in public again. He was wearing women’s heels, women’s pants, makeup on his face, the bra cups of his girdle each held a pair of pantyhose to pad them way out… and he was carrying a purse. He mentally screamed. And then he remembered again that they were heading straight to have their nails done! Aaaarrrrggghhh! It was becoming too much. The devilish little teeth of his chastity device felt like they were burning his skin. But fortunately, that’s all they did. He felt so stupid. He felt so embarrassed. He felt so incredibly excited! And at the same time, his need felt so denied.

	It wasn’t till a few moments later when Mel made another comment. “You redid your makeup.”

	Chad was suddenly very worried. “I’m sorry, I had to. I wore it all morning, but then after lunch…”

	“What happened?” Mel asked.

	“Well, Cassie…”

	“I know very well what Cassie did. Did you cry?”

	He was embarrassed to say it. “Yeah, a little. But it hurt!”

	“So?”

	“So, afterwards… I guess I rubbed my eyes, and I didn’t know it but it got all over my face.”

	“You shouldn’t rub your eyes… wait a minute, you said you didn’t know it had gotten all over your face?”

	“Yeah, Robin told me.”

	“Robin?”

	“She works with me.”

	“Oh.” Mel digested that. One of his coworkers. “What did she say?”

	“She made me wash it off.”

	“She made you?”

	“I tried to resist, but she threatened to drag me into the ladies room and do it herself if I didn’t.”

	Mel almost laughed. She could just picture it. “So you decided to wash it off.”

	“I’m sorry. But she wasn’t giving me much of a choice.”

	“And then you decided to put the makeup back on again.” She turned her head towards him as she drove. “Good girl!”

	Chad felt really good at her compliment. “Thank you, Mistress.”

	Mel smiled broadly. “I noticed you did a really good job with the foundation this time.”

	“Actually, that was Robin’s doing. She kind of helped me.”

	Mel turned her head and looked quickly back at him. Suddenly she wasn’t so sure about things. She didn’t know why, but she suddenly didn’t like Robin. Not that Robin had done anything at all wrong. Was Robin pretty? Did Chad love her? Was she another reason that Chad was getting divorced? She knew she shouldn’t feel jealous, but she did. It was a woman thing she knew. She had unknowingly staked out her territory on Chad as part of this bet and she didn’t like any other women messing with her property. She brooded about that all the way to the nail salon.

	“Hello, Sissy,” the little Asian woman who had done his nails last week said as he walked in.

	“Hi,” he replied.

	“Sissy!” Mel’s voice suddenly sounded like a gun being fired at his head.

	He hated doing it, more than he realized he would, but he had no choice. “He dropped a quick curtsey and said, “Hello.”

	The stare and look of astonishment on the nail technician’s face was almost priceless. It took her a moment to fully recover. “Ok, Sissy. Let’s get started.”

	Mel smiled as she watched Chad walking away. His embarrassing evening was only just beginning. She was determined to make it even worse now after hearing about Robin.

	“You cut you fingernails!” the little Asian woman complained after his toes were done and they had sat down to start on his hands. “And you did a bad job. You should have let me do it.” Chad said nothing as she tried to smooth the edges where he had left them a bit jagged. A little while later, Chad was looking at his almost electric pink fingernails. They didn’t look nearly as feminine as they had last week, not because of the color, but because they were so short. But he was very embarrassed by them never the less.

	“Let me see,” Mel called again from the table where she was having her nails done.

	As he had done last week, he walked over and held his hands out so she could see.

	Mel gasped and pulled her hands away from the woman who had been working on them. “Sissy, you cut your nails!”

	Chad knew she would be angry, but he was still glad he had done it. “I had to,” he explained, “they were getting in the way when I typed.”

	Mel looked at him angrily in the face. “It won’t be happening again! Now thank the lady who worked on you properly, and make sure you leave her a good tip again.”

	Chad figured he’d probably get punished a bit later for cutting his nails, but he still didn’t care. It was like a tiny way that he had found to deny her. He almost laughed to himself as he dropped another curtsey to the nail technician and said “Thank you for doing my nails.” He heard laughter from a few women who were sitting by the door waiting their turn. He didn’t care. After he had paid his bill and left her a tip, he sat in one of the few vacant chairs, proud of himself, not caring in the least about the other women watching him all too closely. The way things had been going lately, even minor victories seemed like major ones, and they needed to be savored.

	 


Chapter 14 (Friday – week 2 Part 4)

	He could tell that Mel still wasn’t happy with him as they got back into the car again. He also figured that she’d take him out to dinner now and make him drink from his baby bottle in front of a lot of people again. He wasn’t looking forward to that at all. It was hugely embarrassing - one of the major things that made him want to crawl into a hole somewhere and stay there – forever. “Are we going to dinner now?” he asked, knowing that they probably were. “No,” Mel replied, “We have to go somewhere else first and I want to get there before the store closes.”

	Chad didn’t know whether to be happy or scared. He was happy because he wouldn’t have to repeat the baby bottle thing in the restaurant, but he was scared of what Mel had in mind now. Her shopping trips could be miserable for him.

	Mel drove quickly and determinedly towards the area where the store was supposed to be. As she got close, she started scanning the store fronts to try to spot it. There it was! She pulled into the parking lot of a row of stores. There were plenty of empty parking spaces right in front.

	Chad looked up at the store in front of him as she pulled into the parking space. The brightly lit sign above the store said Uniforms. “Uh oh,” he thought to himself. He looked over at Mel, she was smiling wickedly at him as she pulled her keys out of the ignition.

	“Leave your diaper bag, in the car again,” she said. “Now let’s go in and get you fitted.”

	The saleswoman who greeted them as they walked through the door said a very nice hello to Mel, but she did a double take when she looked at Chad.

	“Say hello,” Mel said quietly to Chad.

	Chad dropped into a curtsey and said a simple, “Hello.”

	The saleswoman looked like she was going to panic. She finally looked back at Mel. “May I help you?”

	“Yes, I need a uniform for my maid here.”

	The woman looked back at Chad again. Chad suddenly felt more embarrassed than ever.

	“Okay…” the woman said, drawing the word out as she tried to compose herself. “What did you have in mind?” Then she quickly added. “We don’t carry any of that fancy French maid stuff. This is not a…” she was lost searching for the word.

	“Don’t worry,” Mel reassured her. “I want something proper.”

	The woman nodded, obviously reassured. “In that case, let me show you what we have.” She led the way to the back of the store where there was single rack in the wall with a lot of dresses hung on it. “We sell to a lot of caterers, and hotels, and any of these uniforms should work for most occasions.”

	Mel started browsing through the uniforms. Chad saw mostly very plain looking dresses in a variety of colors. He saw Mel spending time considering a pink one, but then she moved on again. Finally, Mel reached the end of the dresses and started back through them again in reverse. She quickly pulled out one that was kind of a grayish black with white cuffs on the short sleeves and white lace all around the rounded neckline. Mel seemed to be really happy with it. “Oh, I like this one a lot,” she said as she held it up to inspect it closer. “Do you have one that he can try on?”

	“Of course,” the woman replied. “What size does she… I mean he wear?”

	Mel almost laughed. “I’m not sure. What do you suggest?”

	Chad almost groaned. “He usually wore a size twelve and he knew that Mel knew that.”

	The woman looked him over carefully, which Chad wasn’t too thrilled about. “I think we should try a ten, or perhaps a twelve.” She opened a closet in the wall and started sorting through a lot of dresses that were very closely packed together. She finally found what she wanted. “This dress isn’t exactly the same model, but we can use it to at least determine the right size.” She handed the dress to Chad who wasn’t really happy to take it. “There’s a dressing room right here,” the woman said, pointing to a door a few feet away.

	Chad sighed and took the dress inside. He set his purse on the bench inside the room and began getting undressed. As he stepped into the larger of the plain looking dresses, he thought to himself. “Now I’m trying on maid’s dresses in a store. What will she have me doing next? And with that, he suddenly felt the little pinpricks irritating him again from his chastity device. He found the size label inside the dress – twelve. Good. At least she had handed him the right one first. He had to struggle to zip the dress up behind him, but it wasn’t too bad. But what was bad, was that trying the maid’s dress on was fueling his fantasies too much. And yet he could do nothing at all about it. It was so frustrating!

	When he finally had the dress on right, he stepped out of the dressing room. He was glad that there were no other customer’s in the store just then.

	“Oh, that’s very nice,” Mel said as soon as she saw him. But what was really interesting her, was that for the first time she was starting to really see her future vision for him. She walked over to him and started pulling on the dress in various places to see how it fit. “Is this the twelve?” she asked.

	“Yeah,” Chad replied. “That’s what I usually wear.”

	Mel’s angry look let Chad know quickly that he had messed up again. She continued to stare at him. He dropped a quick curtsey as he said again, “Yes, Mistress, it’s the twelve.” She seemed to be pleased again.

	“I think I’d really like to see the other one.”

	Chad was surprised, he always wore a twelve. But he took the other dress the saleswoman handed him and went back into the dressing room. He had to struggle a lot more to get it zipped up in back, but he finally got it. The whole dress fit him tighter. He could feel it pressing against his padded breasts. He could feel it hugging his entire body. He stepped out of the dressing room intent on letting Mel know that it was too small.

	“Oh, that’s much better!” Mel said instantly. Chad was very surprised. Was she crazy?

	“Yes,” the saleswoman agreed. This time she was the one who pulled on various parts of the dress to check the fit. “It fits almost perfectly.”

	“Good!” Mel replied. “But do you have one in the style I want?”

	The woman smiled and walked over to a drawer in the wall and pulled it out. The drawer was loaded with dresses folded and wrapped in plastic. “How many would you like?”

	Chad realized that even Mel was surprised. “Just one for now. Then we’ll see about more later.”

	The woman pulled out one of the packages and checked the label. She handed it to Mel. “Do you have any aprons to go with it too?”

	“Of course,” the saleswoman replied. “We sell a lot of them. Do you want to pick one out while he changes back again?”

	Mel just smiled and let her lead her away.

	Chad headed back to the dressing room to change. As he pulled his own clothes back on again, he realized that the entire situation hadn’t been bad at all. A bit embarrassing for sure, but most of the things that Mel usually put him through were far worse. Before he left the shop, he had to curtsey and say thank you to the saleswoman one more time. Thankfully, there was no one else around.

	As Mel drove along the busy street, she kept picturing Chad as he had looked in the maid’s dress. He hadn’t worn the one she had picked out, but it had been close enough – any maid’s dress would have been close enough. Now, as the busy Friday night traffic was all too thick, she suddenly couldn’t wait to see him in the dress she had just bought him – complete with the apron. But she had other places she needed to take him, other things she wanted him to buy. And they hadn’t even had dinner yet! But just seeing him in that dress… what it had done to her… was still doing to her. Cassie’s words were suddenly ringing very clearly in her ears. “If you’re not making a mess, you’re not having sex.” Right then, she wanted sex badly, very badly. All plans were off! She spotted a fast food restaurant right ahead of her and she turned in very quickly, almost too quickly.

	Chad fully expected Mel to stop at another restaurant after buying the dress, but he was surprised when she pulled into a fast food restaurant and then went through the drive through, as if she couldn’t wait to get home again. He was more surprised to find out that that seemed to be exactly the case as he tried to carry his purse, his diaper bag, the bag with his new maid’s dress and apron, the bag containing their dinner, and the large size drink that she had ordered for him, up the stairs to her apartment – while she carried her purse and the other drink.

	His hands were so full, that once he was in her apartment, he had to carefully juggle things to set everything down. Mel was at his side instantly with a pair of scissors. She grabbed the bag from the uniform store and pulled everything out of it. The item on top was a white apron, all folded and wrapped in heavy plastic like the dress. In moments she had cut the plastic from both the apron and the dress. She handed them to him. “Go to my bedroom and put this on.”

	He took the dress and apron from her hands. Was it his imagination, or did she seem a bit flushed? Probably his imagination. He carried it into her bedroom and set the apron down on the bed. He spread the dress out open. It was a simple dress, but the white cuffs on the sleeves and the white lace around the collar made it seem much more interesting. For the first time he realized that the dress had two pockets in the front – not that they’d do him any good. He undressed, having to remove his shoes first because they were strapped onto his ankles.

	He stepped into the dress and pulled it over his shoulders. As he did so, his chastity device once again began giving him little warning signs. He struggled to zip it up and then fasten the hook behind his neck. The dress felt tight against his body. He ran his hands down his body from just under his padded breasts to his thighs. The pinpricks of pain wanted to become much more, but he carefully controlled himself. He had to sit on the floor to buckle his shoes back on.

	“What’s taking so long?” he heard Mel call from the living room.

	“I’m almost ready!” he called back. He picked up the apron and shook it out. It was rounded on the bottom with a row of wide lace all along the edges too. He wrapped the wide straps around his waist and attempted to tie them in the back in a large bow. He was ready. He realized that he was about to show Mel her fantasy. He took a deep breath and walked out to the living room.

	Mel was sitting on the sofa watching the door to her bedroom intently. There was food in the kitchen, but she wasn’t the least bit hungry, not for food anyway. Finally Chad walked out of the bedroom. He stood a few feet from the door and just stood there while they each stared at the other for a few moments. The excitement inside of Mel soared. She had done this! She had made him into her maid. He was standing there in front of her dressed as her maid because she had made him do it.

	She got up from the sofa and walked around him. “The shoes are all wrong, but we can change that later,” she said. She stood back from him. “Thank me for your new dress, Sissy.”

	Chad immediately dropped into a curtsey and said, “Thank you, Mistress.”

	Mel had to press her thighs tighter together against the need that wanted to escape. “Sissy… you’re wearing a dress now. You can actually grab your skirt when you do that. I know we should have had you practicing that way before. I realize that now. But please try to remember to do it properly from now on.”

	Chad had to fumble to grab the skirt of the dress as he dipped into another curtsey and said, “Yes, Mistress.”

	Mel smiled at him. “It will get easier with practice. At least it better!” She turned her back on him and began sauntering merrily into the kitchen. “Sissy! I’ll have my dinner now!” She felt like a queen.

	Chad immediately dropped another curtsey and said “Yes, Mistress.” Then he hurried ahead of her to the kitchen to get the burgers she had ordered out of the bag. He was about to set her burger in front of her, still in it’s wrapper, but luckily he stopped himself in time. He unwrapped it and set it out on a plate for her along with her fries. Her drink he poured into a much nicer glass than the one that it had come in. He set them all on the table in front of her and saw her smile.

	“To your corner, Sissy.”

	His heart dropped. He didn’t really want to go to the corner again while she ate, but he obediently went, slowly, and crammed himself in.

	“Put your feet together!” her voice lashed from the kitchen. “Legs straight, not slouched!”

	He quickly straightened himself up and tried to stay that way. He couldn’t see anything except the blank walls of the corner so he closed his eyes. He couldn’t hear anything either, she was being silent and was too far away. The seconds seemed to drag by. He had no idea how long he had already been standing there. How could it take her so long to eat just a burger? His feet were beginning to kill him in those shoes, the straps were digging in painfully. He moved one of his feet just a tiny bit to relieve the pain.

	“Don’t move your feet!” her voice lashed out instantly.

	Chad immediately brought his feet back to where they were. His whole body tense now in case she yelled again. But she didn’t, and he allowed the tension to drain away as the seconds ticked by slower than ever.

	Mel had only been able to eat half her sandwich, she was too keyed up to eat anymore. She had him standing in the corner where she knew he didn’t want to be. He had moved slightly and after not moving for so long the tiny movement had been like a signal flare. She had put a stop to that quickly. And now she had him stuck there again. Glued to his corner like a child. Completely in her power.

	She got up from the table and sat in one of the chairs in the living room where she could see him better. She suddenly wanted to see all of him better. “Turn around, Sissy,” she said. His whole body seemed to sigh with relief as he pulled himself out of the corner and faced him. “Back up into the corner and stay there,” she commanded. She could see the questioning look of surprise on his face, but he did as he was told. She made him stay there like that for a long time, just standing still in his corner.

	Finally, she could take it no more. Her period be damned. It would probably be over with by tomorrow anyway. “If you’re not making a mess, you’re not having sex!” But he was in his maid’s dress and she didn’t want that to become a mess. “Sissy! Go take your dress off now. And hurry!”

	Chad blinked in surprise. Now what? He tried to drop a quick curtsey where he was but he was too far into the corner and the walls got in the way. She hadn’t noticed anyway, she was fumbling around in her desk again. He headed for the bedroom.

	“Sissy!” she called. He stopped and turned around. “Just wear your diapers and nothing else.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied with a better curtsey than last time, but she was back at her desk again.

	By the time he came out again in just his diapers and plastic panties, Mel had completely covered half the sofa in towels. He was very surprised at that. She came up quickly behind him and grabbed his hands and tied them behind his back. He quickly became nervous. She positioned him in front of the couch and made him get down on his knees. But now Chad had a pretty good idea of what was going to come next. She tied his ankles together too, then left and came back with her scarf again. In moments, Chad was well blindfolded.

	Mel walked around in front of Chad for a few moments, making sure he couldn’t see her. Then, tentatively, she began pulling her clothes off. The more clothes she removed, the faster off they came, till this time, she was completely naked in front of him. Knowing that he couldn’t see her. She sat on the couch in front of him, her desire growing fierce. “Ok, Sissy. Crawl forward.”

	With great difficulty, Chad moved one knee forward. Mel felt her need rise a bit more. He swung his other knee forward, she started to breath in small gasps. He moved again, and she suddenly had clear visions of him in his maid’s dress. She wanted him to move faster now, but the wait was just as delicious. Another knee. He was turning his head now, trying to get a sense of where she was. “I’m right here, baby,” she said softly. He moved again in her direction. He was almost there. “Just a little more, baby.” Her voice helped to turn him in just the right direction. He moved one more time. She couldn’t wait anymore. She moved further onto the edge of the couch and grabbed his hair. Roughly she yanked him down into her waiting sex.

	Chad let out a small scream of surprise as he suddenly felt her grab his head and yank him down. His face ended up right in her crotch. The force she had used hurt his nose a bit. He realized her crotch was very wet. The odor of her sex was almost overpowering. She was grinding herself against his face now. Wanting more. Tentatively, he reached out with his tongue and licked a tiny bit.

	With the first touch of his head against her crotch, Mel almost came. It was wonderful. She needed more though, much more. And when she felt the almost tiny touch of his tongue licking her, she really did come… in one big gasping wave. But she had only just started. This was her dream. This was what she had always wanted. She was in full control. She didn’t have to worry about getting pregnant. She didn’t have to worry about anything. She had all the power. And he had nothing. He couldn’t get any kind of pleasure at all. She had fixed him so that he was totally denied. The power of what she had done drove her quickly to another orgasm. More, more, more!

	Chad felt like his face was being abused badly as she thrashed around him. He could hardly breathe. She kept pulling him tighter and tighter into her, then she would back off slightly, only to do it all over again. And through it all, she was so wet! He was quickly becoming very tired. Not being able to breath wasn’t helping either. He tried to pull away, but her grip was too powerful, too fanatical. Helplessly tied as he was he had no leverage to fight against her. She was feeling orgasm after orgasm, and he wasn’t allowed to feel anything. She had locked him up. Completely. As great as his need was, he had no way to let it out. She was skyrocketing above him, using him to satisfy her utterly. And his need was locked away. The very thought of it refueled his wantings even more and he felt the pinpricks beginning again, but only for a moment. He was growing too tired. He tried to concentrate on his penis. Willing it to feel something in all this. He desperately wanted it to feel something. But locked up inside the device, he could feel nothing. Nothing at all. It was so frustrating. She orgasmed again. Wasn’t she done yet? It seemed not. But at least she was moving slower now, with less need.

	Mel came down from another high, and slowly sanity began to creep its way back into her. Oh God it had been so good! She still rocked against him, feeling his wonderful face and tongue still stimulating her. Making her feel wonderful. She looked down. She could only see the hair on top of his head. He was still trying to lick her, but now that had become very weak. She pulled his head away from her, slightly, then all the way up. He was gasping for air, obviously very tired. She cared, but she didn’t care. It had been too good. His face was an absolute mess, not just wet with her sex, but red from her period too. The scarf around his eyes was probably ruined. She’d have to get another one.

	She took a deep breath to calm herself, still holding onto his head with both hands. When she had calmed down enough, and she felt that he was stable enough and wouldn’t fall down, she got up and went to the bathroom. She wet a washcloth and brought it out to the living room and washed his face. She could tell he liked that, needed that. He looked better afterwards. She glanced at the couch. It was a good thing she had put down so many towels. They were a mess.

	She grabbed Chad’s head softly in her hands. “Lay down Sissy.” And she helped him to lay on his side without hurting himself. “Stay there like that.” I’ll be back in a little while. She grabbed the towels from the couch and left him there. She went into the bathroom and peed, then she got into her shower and rinsed herself off thoroughly. She felt wonderful. Glowing.

	She dressed quickly in jeans and a t-shirt and went out to him. He was sleeping, tied up where he was. He woke up as she started untying him. She took his blindfold off and helped him to his feet, then she led him into her bathroom where she removed his diapers. He wasn’t messy. He wasn’t even as wet as he usually was. She remembered that he hadn’t eaten or even had anything to drink all evening. His dinner was still on her kitchen counter.

	She opened her cabinet and pulled out two of the super thick nighttime diapers and laid them under him. She spread the baby lotion over everything she could touch. She looked carefully at his penis, trapped inside of the device. So small, so denied. She had planned on taking the device off of him tonight to clean him thoroughly, but that was going to have to wait. She wasn’t up to it just then. She quickly shoved two more suppositories up inside of him and struggled to get the diaper pins through the extra thick diapers. Then she pulled his plastic panties up again. “Get dressed now,” she told him, “just wear what you wore to work earlier.” She left him and went back to her kitchen. Nothing had been cleaned up, she hadn’t given him time. She grabbed the large drink she had bought for him and found several empty baby bottles to pour it into.

	Chad moved slowly as he dressed again. He was aching and sore all over, but fortunately, not too bad. The thick cloth diapers she had put on him felt strange, horribly bulky. He felt very tired just then. His stomach growled. She hadn’t even allowed him to eat. When he was dressed, he went out to find her.

	“Where’s your dress?” she asked.

	“I left it on the bed.”

	“Get it. Bring it home with you.”

	He turned around. Home? Already? He grabbed the maid’s dress and the apron that went with it and carried it back to her living room. She handed him a plastic bag with three baby bottles in it, filled with the drink she had bought for him. She also handed him his dinner that she had put back into the bag from the restaurant. “Go home now. I’ll leave a note for you later tonight like I usually do.”

	Chad was bewildered. It almost felt like she was throwing him out. But she didn’t seem angry in any way. He grabbed the bags she handed him, grabbed his purse and diaper bag too. And with his apron and dress hung over his arm, he went back to his apartment. He switched on the light as he went in. The apartment seemed to echo its emptiness back at him. He set everything down in a pile on his floor, not even bothering to hang the dress up.

	His stomach growled. He dug the food and the drinks out of the little pile he had created and carried them into the kitchen where he ate standing up at his counter. He didn’t know what to think. So he didn’t think. When he was finished, he got undressed down to just his diapers and plastic panties. Then, only because he thought he should, he put his baby doll nightie on. He laid down, and soon fell sound asleep. It had been a bit of a strange evening.

	And in the middle of the night, the dreaded suppositories did their job on him.

	 


Chapter 15 (Saturday – week 2 Part 1)

	In his dreams, he was awash inside of a desperate need. It seemed that everyone… make that everything, around him was in a constant state of orgasmic ecstasy… except him. He alone felt nothing. Numb! While all around him was in the deep throws of sensation, he desperately willed himself to feel something, anything. But no matter how hard he tried, all he felt was nothing.

	A sudden sensation to the very part of him that was most numb suddenly came through to him and in his sleep he reveled in it. He realized he was peeing. The only feeling he was capable of feeling there now. He relished every bit of the feeling, concentrating on it more and more. As his peeing slowed down, the numbness began to return, till there was nothing again. The only thing he could feel anymore was gone again. He was angry that the feeling was gone. He wanted it back again, badly. It bothered him, more and more… till he awoke.

	Sunlight streamed in past the shade drawn down on his window. His pink clock radio hadn’t gone off yet. He looked at the time – it was late. Surprisingly late. Mel usually told him what time to set it for at night, or she set it herself. Either way, his alarm wasn’t set. He quickly got up and waddled into the kitchen to see if she had left a note. She had.

	Sissy,

	You have most of the day to yourself today to do whatever you want – enjoy it. But while you’re off, make sure you buy at least five more packages of diapers.

	I expect you here at three o’clock sharp!

	Shave your legs

	Two fresh diapers

	Makeup

	Girdle with padding

	Pantyhose

	The rest is up to you but don’t wear your low-heeled pumps.

	For later -

	Make sure your uniform and apron are clean and freshly pressed!

	Make sure your low-heeled shoes are freshly shined!

	Carry them with you when you come but don’t wear them.

	I will be inspecting you later!

	The rest of the day is yours to do with as you please.

	Enjoy it and don’t call me!

	Completely shocked, he continued to stare at the note without reading it. Most of the day off! It was so unexpected. Mel had never indicated anything like that. Other than the order by buy more diapers that he really needed, she hadn’t given him any instructions for anything till the time she had specified. Nothing at all. Not even a demand to drink another baby bottle. Thinking about the bottles, which had always been first on her list, he realized he was thirsty. Since he had nothing else in the house to drink, he went to his refrigerator and pulled one of the many bottles out and put it to his lips.

	Sucking on it, he headed back towards his blow-up mattress to figure out what to do with his morning. His eyes fell on the maid’s dress that was still in the pile where he had dumped it when he came in last night. She had mentioned clean and pressed. The dress still had some faint creases from where it had been folded in the package. He didn’t even have an iron. As he sat down on his blow-up mattress with his bottle, he figured he could buy an iron. Heck, he probably needed one anyway. Buying an iron was something he would have had to do anyway since he had just moved in. Was there anything else he needed while he was at it? He decided to make a list.

	He got up again and poked through some of the boxes that were stacked in his room till he found an old notebook to write on. He went out to the living room and pulled his pen out of his purse. Then he went back to his mattress again. Five bags of diapers. An iron. Then he realized that he’d probably have to get an ironing board to go with the iron, so he added that to the list. Mel had said he had to have his shoes freshly shined so he added shoe polish. But what else did he need? Nothing was coming to his mind right away so he nursed on his bottle while he tried to think of things.

	He didn’t think that going to the store was going to take all that long so he also tried to figure out what else was he could do for the rest of the day? He had no ideas.

	Mel rolled over in bed and stretched. It felt good to be lazy and sleep in for a change. The many orgasms she had enjoyed at Chad’s expense last night still left her feeling wonderful. The fact that her period was all but over wasn’t hurting either.

	She thought about Chad and the note she had left him last night. She wouldn’t be seeing him today till much later. They had been stuck too closely together for a long time now. They both needed a little bit of space for a change. She thought again about what she had put into her note. Not much really. But hopefully, today Chad would start to realize that even in his freedom he was on a very short leash.

	She needed some coffee. She got out of bed and headed towards her coffee maker, thinking about Chad in his maid’s uniform all the way.

	Chad decided he was hungry and immediately thought about his favorite fast-food place. He had most of the day ahead of him, time to start making the most of it. He got up from his mattress and headed into the bathroom to clean up. He carefully removed his diapers and climbed into the shower to wash the mess off. He soaped himself up with the flowery scented soap that he had now and washed his hair with the equally fragrant shampoo. When he was done, he dried himself off, taking extra care around the chastity device that he couldn’t remove so as not to hurt himself by pulling on it too much.

	He shaved with his pink razor using the moisturizer instead of shaving cream because it was all Mel allowed him to have. His legs! Mel had said he needed to shave them today! He had never done that before himself. He turned the shower back on and climbed back in, this time with his razor. He quickly discovered how difficult it was to shave his own legs. He bent over this way and that way, trying to reach different parts of his legs, sometimes feeling like he was going to drown from the constant shower water streaming over him. He put one leg up on the edge of the tub to reach places and then the other. It was difficult, not at all like trying to shave his face. And it took a whole lot longer.

	When he finally finished, he got out of the shower again and re-dried himself off. Mel’s note had said that he could do whatever he wanted. As far as he could see, that included not wearing diapers, or anything else he didn’t want to wear. He didn’t have any underwear, but he could easily go without.

	He left his bathroom and opened his bedroom closet. There was a very disappointing selection of clothing to choose from. The only male clothes in the closet that he could get to, were his shirts. No male pants or shoes or socks or underwear. Being able to wear what he wanted still didn’t leave him many options. Feeling a bit despondent over it and not having a whole lot of choice, he selected a shirt and a pair of women’s slacks. He put his shirt on and buttoned it up. It felt like total freedom. No girdle, not even a bra under it. Absolutely wonderful. He wasn’t as happy about pulling the women’s slacks on, especially with no underwear at all, but still, not wearing diapers felt like a tiny victory.

	He stared down at the shoes. There was really no choice other than the low heeled pumps. All the others were high heels and today he was trying to be as male as he could, or at least less noticeably a sissy. The clothing choices available to him just weren’t helping.

	As he was about to slip the shoes on, he suddenly felt the urge to pee and before he could react, he discovered that he was wetting himself. He ran back to the bathroom, still peeing all the way. It didn’t stop till he got to the middle of his bathroom floor. He stood still there, angry at himself for wetting like that. Why had he done it? Then another realization hit him. Why didn’t he stop it? That was totally stupid! He could have held it easily. Why didn’t he?

	His slacks were soaked, as were his legs. He had to go back into the shower once again to rinse off. While he was in there, he realized that part of his problem was that Mel now had him so used to peeing constantly that he wasn’t holding back anymore. All his muscles were totally relaxed. He wasn’t even trying to control himself. He decided right then and there that he had to start controlling himself constantly now, no matter what Mel put him through.

	He tried to tighten all those muscles, just to flex them. He hadn’t done it in a long time now… days probably! But he was having a problem doing it. It was like he couldn’t remember how to tighten them. There were muscles there, but his brain seemed to be looking in the wrong place to make them react. It actually took him a minute to figure out how to tighten his muscles again. He was only able to tighten them a little bit at first, but once he had done it a few times, it became almost normal again. The only problem now was that keeping them tight again didn’t feel normal, and it felt like it was difficult to do. It certainly wasn’t comfortable.

	He couldn’t believe how affective all her baby bottles had become. Frighteningly affective! If he hadn’t caught himself now, he realized that she might just have won the bet, and all too quickly. But he was fighting back now, and he was more determined than ever. From his prior research, he knew that it took about three weeks for a person to really form new habits. But he was peeing unconsciously in his diapers now without ever giving it another thought, and it had only been two weeks. He found that thought, not only disconcerting, but strangely, arousing. Fortunately, his tiny little member made no effort to grow any bigger and he never felt any little pinpricks of pain from his chastity device.

	When he got out of the shower again, he decided that it was easier to leave those muscles relaxed where they felt more comfortable and normal, and then he could always control himself only when the need arose. But because of that, he decided to err on the cautious side and wear just one diaper… just in case! As he pulled his second pair of women’s slacks on for the day, he was aware that even though he was wearing a diaper, the slacks felt more normal and comfortable because he had some kind of underwear on under them.

	Just to be different, and to try to disguise the fact that his pants were women’s, he decided to try pulling his shirt out and leave it untucked. The tails of his button down shirt hung fairly low. It looked a bit sloppy, but overall, he was very pleased with the affect. Unfortunately, it was ruined a bit more as he finally slipped his low heeled pumps on. But what choice did he have? Other than high heels.

	He headed for his door and picked up his purse. He was tempted to leave it behind, but he was only planning on going through the drive through, so nobody would actually see it. Hooking it over his arm, he walked happily out his door and down to his car.

	Mel walked around her apartment wondering what to do with herself. Normally, before Chad, she would have spent several hours on either Saturday or Sunday, or both, doing laundry and cleaning her apartment. But she had Chad now to do that. It was wonderful, but now what was she supposed to do with her free time? She had some work that she had brought home with her that needed to be done, but she didn’t really feel like doing it just then. She could go shopping, but most of the stores probably wouldn’t be open for a little while yet.

	She sat down in a chair in her living room and tried to figure out what she wanted to do. She had no idea. Her thoughts naturally turned to Chad. She wondered what he was doing.

	Chad carried his fast-food breakfast up the steps along with his coffee, still in its cup. He let himself into his apartment and set it all down on the kitchen counter. He took a sip directly from the cup. No baby bottles! A distinct pleasure. He ate his sandwich greedily. With no suppositories in his system, he enjoyed it even more since there would be less of a chance of something else happening.

	When he was done with his breakfast, he wandered around his apartment for a bit because he had nothing better to do. He wiped his kitchen counters down even though they really didn’t need it and he did the same with his bathroom. He would have cleaned his toilet but wrapped up in so many layers of Mel’s cling wrap, that was impossible. He only glanced at his toilet out of the corner of his eye. He always avoided looking at it because it made him feel funny. It was too much of a direct reminder of what he could no longer do.

	Straightening up his apartment hadn’t taken very long so he went back to his living room and sat down in his one and only chair. He had no TV. He couldn’t do laundry because he didn’t have a washer or a dryer. He couldn’t get on the internet because he not only didn’t have an internet connection, but his wife – make that ex-wife, had gotten their laptop in the agreement. He briefly wondered if Mel might spring for a new laptop too when he finally won this bet.

	The boredom finally got to him and he realized that he had been putting off leaving his apartment again. It was time to get the shopping over with. He got up and grabbed his purse again and stopped. Did he really need his purse? He only needed his keys and his wallet and his cell phone. But Mel had said that he always needed to carry his purse now. Just in case she might be looking out the window, he decided to carry the purse just to his car. Once he got to the stores, he could always just carry his wallet and keys in his hands.

	He headed for his door and had to stop again as he felt the urge to pee come over him quickly. He was able to stop it, but not until some had already leaked out into his diaper. He was more glad than ever now that he had decided to wear the diaper. The thought that he had been able to control himself even somewhat, made him glad.

	But he had another problem now, should he just pee into his diaper like he had been doing, or try to get undressed and pee into the tub instead. Unfortunately, the urge was quickly growing stronger… too strong. With a sigh of relief, he let it out into his diaper. Then, because he didn’t want to wear the wet diaper to go shopping, he went back to change it. The decision to change himself also gave him a reason to delay going out in public again. He was happy about that.

	Once he was changed into a fresh diaper and fully dressed again, he had no further reason to put things off. He grabbed his heavy purse and went down to his car.

	He stopped at a drug store first to get the five packages of diapers. He didn’t want to carry his purse inside so he just grabbed his keys, his wallet, and his cell phone. His hands were a bit full, but at least he wouldn’t be as noticeable or embarrassing. He got out of his car and headed into the store. As far as he knew, with his shirt untucked, the only thing really sissy that was visible about him was his shoes, oh, and his stupid electric pink fingernails. But hopefully, nobody would even notice.

	There were a few customers in the store when he walked in, but it was early enough that there weren’t really very many. Something he was glad to see. He knew very well where the adult diaper aisle was and he headed straight for it. But when he got there, he discovered that they only had two bags of the diapers he needed. Nothing else in his size. Should he get the two bags or go somewhere else? He finally decided to get just the two bags.

	With his keys and his wallet in his left hand and his cell phone in the other, he pulled out one package that was down on the bottom shelf. The large bag was awkward to carry with his hands full. He fumbled around with it till he got it stashed precariously under his left arm where he was carrying his keys and wallet. Then he tried to reach for the second bag. But the only hand he had to grab the bag with was only partially useful because he was still holding his cell phone. He finally nudged the bag out to where he could try to pick it up. It was a bit difficult to do, but he finally got it wedged between his body and his arm. He stood up and got halfway down the aisle, and the first bag slipped out from under his arm and fell to the floor. To pick it up, he transferred the bag in his right hand under his left arm where the fallen package had been. Then to make matters easier, he also carefully transferred his cell phone to his left hand too so that he would have all his fingers of his right hand available to help pick up and hold the second package. He found that it worked much better that way.

	He was almost to the checkout counter though when he realized that he was having trouble holding onto his wallet, cell phone, and keys in one hand all at the same time. He didn’t have trouble long though, because his cell phone slipped out and fell to the hard tile floor. He stepped back to see where his phone had landed, and immediately saw that the cover had cracked at the hinge. He was so angry he wanted to kick the phone. But he controlled his anger as best he could. Feeling devastated by what he had just done, he dropped the two huge diaper bags on the counter and picked up his cell phone. He looked at it carefully. Broken! No doubt about it. He was going to have to get a new one.

	He paid for the packages of diapers with his credit card so he wouldn’t have to deal with bills and change, and the clerk put each of the packages of diapers into a separate bag because the store didn’t have any bags big enough to hold more than one. Lugging the two big bags out to his car, he mentally cursed himself for dropping his phone, and for not carrying his purse which would have made it all easier, and finally for entering the bet in the first place. Unhappily, he drove out of the parking lot in search of another drug store that would carry the diapers he needed.

	 


Chapter 15 (Saturday – week 2 Part 2)

	When he pulled into the parking lot of the next store, he sat and thought for a minute. He didn’t need to carry his cell phone anymore, the darn thing was broken. But he still had to carry his wallet and his keys. He would also have to carry three more of the big bags of diapers. The first drug store hadn’t had any shopping carts. This one didn’t either – at least he didn’t remember seeing any from his previous visits. Carrying the three big bags of diapers at the same time was going to be difficult enough. He didn’t want to make matters worse by also carrying his wallet and keys separately. Bowing to the inevitable, he threw his wallet and keys back into his purse and picked it up as he left his car. Cursing all women for not having the sense to have decent pockets in all their clothes, he went into the store in search of more diapers.

	He felt like such a fool carrying his purse around inside the store. He could only imagine what the other customers must all be thinking. He was wearing women’s slacks… but the top of them were covered by the long tails of his shirt which made him feel better. He was wearing women’s shoes… no buts there, nothing to make him feel more confident at all – except the fact that at least they weren’t high heels. His fingernails were an all too noticeably pink, which made him feel more self-conscious than ever. No, he didn’t want to think about what everybody else was thinking about him. None of it would be good. Even with the tails of his shirt covering the top of his slacks, everything about him still said “sissy.”

	As quickly as he could, he found the adult diaper aisle and the diapers he needed. The store only had three bags left – was there a run on them or something? He put his purse over his arm and managed to precariously juggle all three huge packages of diapers in his arms. Why didn’t the store have shopping carts? He knew the answer… because people didn’t usually buy so many large packages in that store at the same time.

	When he got to the checkout counter, he had to wait behind two other people. Something he wasn’t at all happy about. He prayed that the big bags would cover up and keep people from noticing his fingernails – and possibly his purse. But the longer he had to wait, the more he worried. What would people think about him buying three bags of diapers like he was, especially with his pink nails and carrying a purse?

	And then he heard a slight snigger. He turned around slightly and saw a woman was now in line behind him. She had noticed something, but he wasn’t sure what. What he was sure about though, was that she was doing her best not to laugh at him. He wanted to say something that might explain it all, but there was no good explanation. His embarrassment and discomfort grew as he waited in a line that didn’t seem to be moving at all.

	It took forever for the two customers ahead of him to pay for their things and leave. While he waited, he vowed that he would do everything he could to get out of there as fast as he could. As soon as his turn came, he set the three packages down on the counter and grabbed his purse. The woman behind him sniggered some more, he paused only slightly before he quickly dug out his wallet.

	“Did you find everything you need?” the clerk asked him as he was pulling his wallet out. He looked up at her, she was smiling a little too broadly at him. He had no doubt that she was inwardly laughing at him.

	“Yes, thank you,” he replied as he opened his wallet, willing her to hurry up. But she hadn’t even started to ring up his purchases yet.

	“You know, we’re having a special today on everything in the store if you have a coupon. Fifteen percent off. Do you have a coupon?”

	Chad was quickly convinced that the girl was trying to purposely slow things down so she could laugh at him longer. Gritting his teeth, he replied, “No, I don’t have a coupon.”

	“I have some extra advertising papers here,” she said as she picked up a few newspapers from the counter, “would you like me to see if I can find one for you?”

	Chad wanted to scream. “No thank you.”

	Almost reluctantly, the girl began scanning his packages of diapers, one at a time. She hit a key on her register and told him the price. He handed her his credit card. She processed his card and handed it back to him while she waited for the receipt to print. She finally handed it to him along with a pen. As he was signing the receipt she said. “Pretty nails.” He said nothing because what he wanted to say would not have been very nice at all.

	“Do you want bags for those?” the girl asked after she had gotten the receipt back.

	Chad again gritted his teeth. “Yes please.” The bags would make carrying them much easier. Plus, it would help to hide what it was that he was buying. Again he had to wait while she first hunted around to find large bags, which she eventually found right where she had been standing to begin with. Then all too slowly, she put the packages of diapers into the bags.

	“Have a nice day,” she said as she finally finished. Chad said nothing as he quickly grabbed the bags and left. He heard undisguised laughter behind him. Ugh!

	If he hadn’t been absolutely sure that Mel would punish him badly if he didn’t iron his maid’s dress, he would have gone straight home and avoided any more embarrassment. But thinking about the ways she had punished him before, forced him onward. The closest store that he figured would have an iron and ironing board was Target, and he headed straight there. It was horribly crowded and he was very tempted to leave, but the morning was wearing on and he figured that on a Saturday, things would only get worse anywhere he went. Throwing caution to the wind, he grabbed his purse and headed inside, feeling more foolish than ever.

	Target had lots of shopping carts and he immediately grabbed one. He put his purse in the child’s seat of the basket and pushed it out into the main part of the store. With his purse in the basket, he thought he’d feel a little better about it, but it almost felt like he was showing the darn thing off instead. He moved it down to the bottom of the cart so that it wouldn’t be so visible. Now all he had to worry about was his shoes and his all-too pink fingernails. He wrapped both his hands around the handle of his cart in such a way that would make his nails less visible – he hoped.

	The store was packed with shoppers. Worse, he didn’t really know where to look for an iron in the store, so he was forced to walk up and down most of the aisles looking for them till he finally found them. He didn’t want to spend very long there, so he quickly picked one out. Then he looked further down the aisle for an ironing board to go with it. He grabbed one that came with a pad and threw it quickly into his cart on top of his purse.

	He was half-way back to the checkout counters when he remembered that he needed shoe polish too. He quickly turned his cart toward the back of the store in search of the shoe department. He realized that he was having to traverse all too much of the store in search of a few simple items. Why couldn’t they have all been in the very front?

	He easily found the shoes, but where was the polish? Not anywhere that he could see. But he figured that the store had to have some. There were people looking at shoes in every one of the shoe aisles so he had to leave his cart at the ends as he walked into each one to quickly search for the polish. He finally spotted a store worker stocking shelves in the very last aisle. He didn’t want to do it, but he decided to ask. “Excuse me,” he said to the woman.

	“Yes?” she asked as she looked him in the face. He realized that she wasn’t looking anywhere else. Good!

	“Do you have any shoe polish?” he asked.

	“Sure,” she replied as she bent down to put the box she was holding on the floor. But then she noticed his shoes. She seemed to stare at them for a moment. Then as her gaze came up again, she stopped at his hands. Chad wanted to scream. “Very pretty,” she said as she kept looking at his nails. He wanted to hide them behind his back, but he forced himself to keep them at his sides.

	“The shoe polish?” he asked again.

	“Oh, it’s back this way. It’s kind of hard to find because it’s on the back wall.” He already knew it was hard to find. She led the way toward the back wall and pointed to it.

	“Thank you,” he said politely, but with an ounce of irritation.

	But she didn’t leave right away. “Oh, by the way,” she said, “there’s a sale on women’s dress shoes today.” She was staring at the shoes he was wearing.

	Chad wanted to scream. He didn’t want to buy women’s shoes. All he wanted was some shoe polish. “No thank you,” he replied politely but with even more irritation.

	“I just thought you’d like to know,” the woman said. And still she didn’t leave.

	“Thank you,” Chad replied and quickly searched for what he needed. He picked up a can of black shoe polish and then as an afterthought, grabbed a shoe-shine kit that would have rags and brushes in it. The woman followed him back the way he had come, all the way to his cart.

	“Anything else you need?” she asked as he put the items in his cart. Chad noticed she seemed to be looking all too closely at his pants.

	“No thanks,” Chad replied. He quickly pushed his cart away from there. The woman was nice, but all too interested in him.

	The checkout line was long and slow. Once again, he felt all too close to way too many people. There was no way to hide his hands which seemed to call most of the attention to him. The only good thing, he realized, was that Mel wasn’t there to humiliate him further by asking if he had wet his diapers yet. But that thought didn’t help a whole lot. Especially when he suddenly realized that he needed to pee really badly while he was standing there. At least this time, none escaped before he caught it. But once again, the urge to pee was building all too fast – and the line he was in was moving all too slowly. Realizing that he had no other choice, he allowed himself to wet his diapers while he was standing there. At least he was so used to doing that now that he could do it without anyone else realizing that he was doing it. He just hoped that his now thicker diapers wouldn’t show under his pants. Since he wasn’t wearing a girdle to hold it all in, that was a much bigger possibility.

	When it was finally his turn at the checkout counter, he put everything but the ironing board on the conveyer belt. The girl ringing up the sale took care of those things first, then she grabbed a hand held scanner and came around to scan the ironing board. But she noticed his purse in the bottom of the basket under the board. She moved the board out of the way and started to grab his purse to look for a price.

	“That’s mine,” he said quickly.

	She looked up at him very surprised and quickly noticed his fingernails. She looked back down at the purse in his cart then back at him. “Sorry,” she said as she walked back around to the register. As he pulled his purse out of his cart, he heard a few chuckles from the people nearby. He hated his life once again. As he signed the credit card receipt, he felt all too exposed and humiliated by his pink nails and the purse slung over his arm. But what choice did he have?

	He was glad he had no other stops to make as he drove straight home as quickly as he could. When he got home, he had to make all too many trips to carry everything from his car up to his apartment, all the while hoping that Cassie and Sandy wouldn’t come out to tease him. He was very glad when they didn’t.

	As he closed his door after the last load, he dropped everything on the floor along with everything else he had just carried up, and looked at his watch. He was amazed to see that it was already lunch time. Where had the time gone? The trips to the store had taken him all morning! Worse, after looking at his watch, he realized that he was hungry again! He was frustrated. If he had known it was so late, he would have stopped on the way home earlier. Feeling like he had no other choice, he once again headed back down to his car.

	Mel was bored. Her TV set was on, but she wasn’t really watching it. All she could think about was Chad. She had done nothing all morning because she could never decide what she wanted to do. What she really wanted was to have Chad under her thumb again so she could feel the power from it. That was all she could think about all morning. Chad, Chad, Chad! She knew it wasn’t right that she should feel that way, but she couldn’t help it. She glanced at her clock. Lunch time. The morning had dragged by and still too many hours till he would show up at her door.

	She got up from her chair and put a diet TV dinner in the microwave for lunch. At least it gave her something to do.

	As Chad walked back up the stairs with his lunch, he dwelled on his love for fast-food restaurants. He decided that the best thing about them was that he didn’t have to get out of the car and expose himself to anybody. Whoever was working the window and handed him his food could only see a little bit of him, and then he would be gone and he wouldn’t have to think about it again.

	He sipped at his drink as he walked up the stairs. He suddenly felt the need to pee again and let it out before he remembered to stop himself. He mentally berated himself slightly when he realized it. He also worried that the single diaper he was wearing might leak now, but he was fairly sure it could hold it all with no problems. He’d change again as soon as he finished eating.

	Once inside, he sat in the only chair he had and ate while he stared at the pile of things he had dropped on the floor earlier. He looked at the pile because he had nothing else to look at, not even an interesting picture on the wall to enjoy. It was so depressing. He decided that if he got the chance, he’d ask Mel if he could at least buy himself a picture for his walls. Anything was better than looking at nothing – or the only thing that was hanging from his walls – the contract for the bet.

	Unfortunately, looking at the pile reminded him that he still had things to do before he went to see Mel later, and those things would probably take a little while to finish.

	Mel glanced at her clock one more time. She had been reading a romance novel to help fill the time. But now it was nearly time for Chad to arrive. Close enough anyway. She put her book away and found herself staring at her door, waiting for him. How ridiculous. She really needed a life. She had friends, but she rarely ever called them, and as result, they rarely called her. She wasn’t dating now, and hadn’t since she ended her last engagement. She had no life right now, which was sad. She realized that Chad had suddenly replaced everything else in her life with this bet. And the funny thing was, it was thrilling her like nothing else had ever done. Why? She didn’t know. But she was smart enough to just accept it. Maybe when the bet was finished and she had won she would start dating again, but not right now. Right now she was more interested in Chad… and the power she could feel from controlling him… not to mention his tantalizing little tongue.

	Now…. where was he?

	 


Chapter 15 (Saturday – week 2 Part 3)

	Chad stood in front of his door and took a deep breath. He was ready to go, physically if not mentally. He was worried about what Mel might have in store for him today. Obviously she had something in mind because of the way she had worded her note to him last night.

	After wearing only one diaper under his clothes all morning, he was surprised to discover that wearing two felt more normal. He certainly worried a lot less about leaking with the two diapers on. He had chosen a pair of heels that he hadn’t worn in a while. Most of his shoes had very high heels and these were actually the lesser of several evils. While the heel on them was about three inches high, they were actually fairly comfortable. And if Mel had him running around her apartment for a long time doing who knew what, then that comfort would be very welcome indeed.

	With his pink diaper bag slung over his right shoulder, his purse hung on his left arm, his dress and apron neatly pressed and on a hanger also hung over his left arm, and his low heeled shoes in his right hand, he took one more deep breath to steady himself, and awkwardly opened his door and stepped out to go to Mel’s apartment.

	Chad was two minutes late by her clock when she finally heard him knocking on her door. She opened it almost immediately and stood there waiting. She didn’t have to wait very long.

	“Hello, Mistress,” Chad said as he tried to curtsey while his arms were so full.

	She smiled and replied. “Hello, Sissy.” Then she stepped back and let him into her apartment. He walked in and she closed the door. He was standing there, waiting. She walked around him, looking at him. “Are you wearing two fresh diapers?” she asked.

	Chad was surprised by her question. “Of course.”

	“Where’s your pacifier?”

	Chad grimaced. “I forgot it again.”

	“I’ll punish you for that later!” She continued to look him over. “You still need a lot of work on your makeup,” she noted as she looked closely at his face. He said nothing, but just stood there as she continued to look at him. She noticed the gap between the bottom of his pants and the top of his shoes. She was glad to see it. It looked like he was wearing about three inch heels today. But then most of his heels were at least that high. His padded breasts didn’t stick out quite as far as she would like and they weren’t totally even in size, but they were close enough that she didn’t care. She looked at the things he was carrying, the dress and apron were on a hanger and looked well pressed, the shoes in his hand gleamed perfectly. “Go hang your dress in my bedroom and leave the shoes there too. Bring everything else out with you again.”

	Chad still wasn’t quite sure what was going on. Why was she bothering to look him over so closely? But he did as he was told. He was glad to stop carrying them.

	“You’re late!” she said as soon as he came back out again.

	He was clearly surprised. “I am? I’m sorry Mistress. I didn’t know.”

	“What does your watch say?” she asked with a hint of annoyance in her voice.

	He looked at it. “It’s three minutes after now.”

	She looked up at her clock. “My clock says five minutes after!”

	Chad couldn’t believe that she would be so picky over two minutes. He searched for words to apologize but couldn’t find any. But she didn’t seem to be looking for an apology. Instead he watched as she went to her purse and pulled her cell phone out.

	“I always keep my clocks set to the same time as my cell phone,” she said as she glanced from her phone to her clock. “They match. What time does your cell phone have?”

	Chad had a feeling he was about to be in big trouble. He pulled his cell phone out of his purse and looked at it. There was no time available for him to read since the thing was broken. He held it up to show her. “It’s not showing a time anymore,” he replied. “I accidently dropped it this morning and broke it.”

	“You what?” she said as she grabbed it from him. “How could you be so careless?” She opened the top, or tried to. The entire flip front came off in her hands. “You’re going to have to get another one first thing this afternoon. I can’t have you without one. I have to know I can reach you at anytime. You should have gotten a new one earlier on your own time!”

	“I was too busy,” he replied.

	“Doing what? The only thing I asked you to get was more diapers!”

	Chad sighed. It wasn’t that easy today. I had to go to several stores to find enough. Then later I had to get an iron and ironing board and that took a long time too.

	Mel grinned to herself as she turned her back to grab her purse. She could just imagine how it all went. “Good,” she replied, “you can tell me all about it while we’re driving.” Then she opened the door and held it wide for him to go through first.

	Chad suddenly realized that he was going out shopping again. He only hoped that it would be to just buy him a new cell phone and that would be all. But he had a bad feeling that they would be making other stops too.

	Mel drove them first to the store where Chad had gotten his cell phone before. As they were walking from the car to the store, Chad realized that he was not only scared again, but also getting that mental sexual arousal again. Earlier in the day when he had been shopping by himself, he had only felt nervous and scared over the way he was dressed in public. But now, with Mel, it was different. Yes he was scared – very! But with Mel along, there was also a feeling of sexual excitement about it too. He was thrilled to be feeling it. He was even more thrilled that his chastity device wasn’t giving him any problems at all. Scared and reveling in his excited glow, he held the door of the store open for Mel to enter ahead of him.

	The store was packed with people. Way too many people. Not only for his comfort, but for anyone’s comfort. Chad had to take a number and wait his turn. While they waited, Mel left him walked around to look at the many displays of phones that were available. When she came back a little while later she said, “I want you to get a pink one!”

	“Pink?” She had caught him off guard again. He had just gotten his current phone during the break up with his wife – make that ex-wife. He was planning on getting exactly what he already had. “Why? I was planning on getting the same thing I already had.”

	Mel raised her eyebrow at him. “Are you questioning what I’m telling you to do?”

	Chad backed off quickly. “No, Mistress.”

	“Curtsey when you say that!”

	Chad was horribly embarrassed, but he dropped a quick curtsey and said, “No, Mistress,” one more time. He suddenly noticed a lot more people staring even closer at him than they were before.

	Mel felt the thrill of power over him. She too was aware of all the people staring, but she didn’t care. In fact, she loved it. “You’re a sissy!” she said in no uncertain terms and not lowering her voice at all. “Pink is a better color for a sissy. Don’t you think?”

	Chad was burning with embarrassment now. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied as he dropped yet another curtsey. Somewhere in the crowd, someone laughed a bit. He felt so small. Mel in front of him looked so pleased. He also felt even more of a sexual thrill over it. Anymore, and he would be feeling the bite of his chastity device again. He was suddenly a lot more worried about that.

	When they finally called his number, Mel told the salesman what phone she wanted Chad to buy. The entire exchange took a long time since he had to find the right phone then set it up. Chad was grateful that the salesman had to stare at his computer more than at him. But a little while later, Chad walked out with a pink cell phone in his purse, while most of the people in the store were still watching him all too closely. He just knew that there was a big hole in the ground somewhere around him that he could fall into and never be seen again.

	He was hoping that they would go home after that, but Mel was heading in the opposite direction. She stopped instead at the same store where she had taken him before to buy the women’s pants. He felt the panic in him rising once again.

	When they got inside, Mel started heading toward where they had gotten his slacks before, but her attention was caught by the bright jewelry counter near the front. She started looking over all the pretty things carefully while Chad stood back and watched her.

	“May I help you?” the saleswoman asked Mel as she was looking at everything. Chad saw the saleswoman keeping a very careful eye on him, more so than on Mel.

	“Oh… just looking today,” Mel replied without ever looking up from the display. But immediately something in the case caught her eye. “Oh, I really like that!” she said, pointing to something in the case.

	The saleswoman was quick to pull out the tray of jewelry that Mel had been looking at so Mel could see it closer. From behind her, Chad could see that Mel was looking at some necklaces.

	Mel picked one up in her fingers to look at it closer. Then she picked up another one and looked at that. Chad could see now that it was a simple gold heart shaped piece with a small light green stone offset in it. “I just love this one with the green stone,” Mel said as she pulled one of them away from the tray. She held it up to her neck and looked in the nearby mirror, admiring it.

	“It looks lovely on you,” the saleswoman said. “And green is a good color for you.”

	“Yes it is,” Mel replied without thinking. Then she turned and looked straight at the saleswoman. “But pink is a better color for him.”

	Chad felt his face suddenly turn very red as the saleswoman stared even harder at him.

	“I’ll take both of them,” Mel said with an almost evil look in her eye. “The green one for me and the pink one for Sissy.”

	Chad wanted to look around for another hole to fall into as the saleswoman stared at him one more time, this time, she looked far more amused than before. As she pulled the two necklaces out and started to put them into boxes, Mel asked her. “You wouldn’t happen to have any rings that match the pink one do you?”

	The saleswoman was surprised, but quickly answered. “Yes, we do. Right over here.” And when Mel told her that she wanted the ring for Sissy, she no longer looked surprised at all.

	Chad was horrified to find himself trying to stick rings with bright pink stones onto the ring finger of his right hand. One, with an all too big stone almost fit, but fortunately not quite enough to go over his knuckle. He was really glad. But his glee didn’t last long because the saleswoman told them that the jeweler was in the store that day and she could see if he would resize it before they left. Mel jumped at the opportunity and Chad watched as the saleswoman carried the ring to the back of the store. Mel looked at him with that evil grin again. Chad just felt screwed.

	While they waited, Mel continued to look at all the jewelry. But then something else caught her eye. “Sissy. Come here. Look at this.”

	Chad dutifully went to see what she was looking at. Watches!

	“I want you to buy this one,” she told him as she pointed to one of them. “That way we’ll both know that your watch works well too!”

	Chad looked at the one she was pointing at. It was a mix of both gold and silver and appeared to have some tiny crystals around the tiny rectangular face and on the band. The watch looked more like a bracelet than a watch. “But I don’t need a new watch,” he complained.

	“I don’t care,” Mel replied, leaving him no doubt about it.

	But Chad still wasn’t happy. “But it doesn’t have the date or do anything else. It doesn’t even look like it lights up!”

	“It’s a watch, not a Swiss army knife! And you’re getting it!”

	Chad looked at the price. At least it wasn’t expensive. In his irritation he suddenly felt the urge to pee and caught himself starting to release it before he could hold back. Fortunately, only little had escaped.

	The saleswoman finally returned with the ring. “He was able to make it a little bigger right away,” she said proudly as she displayed the ring. Chad held out his hand for her and she slipped the ring onto his finger and just over his knuckle. Chad actually felt both disappointed that the ring fit this time and another wave of sexual arousal because it did fit.

	“Oh, it’s perfect,” Mel gushed as she grabbed his hand to look closer. “Here, let’s put the necklace on with it.” She grabbed the heart-shaped necklace with the pink stone and pulled it around his neck and fastened it behind him.

	“Very pretty,” the saleswoman said as soon as she had done it.

	Mel picked up the other necklace and fastened it around her own neck. “I just love them,” she said as she once again admired herself in the small mirror. Chad didn’t look at himself in the mirror, he was embarrassed enough. As Mel reached for her purse, she said, “I’ll pay for these things now, but he’ll be buying one of the watches you have over there too.” The saleswoman looked surprised again, but also very happy. Chad had no doubt that they were making her day with all the sales. As to his day? That was another question.

	After he had paid for his new watch, and it was prominently decorating his wrist, Mel took his old watch and put it into his purse. “I’ll just hold this for you for a while,” she said as she did it. Chad had the sudden feeling that he might never see his old watch again. He already missed it. His new watch was not only way too feminine, but the dial was so small he could hardly read it!

	As he had expected, Mel led him back to the same section where they had found the slacks for him last time. Unfortunately, the same woman who had helped them in the dressing room the last time was there and immediately recognized them. “Welcome back,” she said all too merrily as she approached. “Can I help you again?”

	Mel seemed delighted to see her, even if Chad wasn’t. “He needs another pair of slacks,” Mel told her.

	“Of course,” the woman replied. Then she looked him over carefully. “I see you’ve made a few changes,” she said. “I love his necklace.”

	“We just bought that a few minutes ago up front,” Mel replied.

	The woman smiled as she looked at Mel. Then she noticed Mel’s necklace. “And I love your necklace too,” she said. “And they almost match!” Mel seemed pleased at the compliment to her necklace. A sentiment that Chad didn’t feel at all. “So, another pair of pants?” she asked as she looked back at Chad.

	“Yes, please. I think this time we need a pair that’s a bit longer to cover the heel a bit more.”

	“Of course. That will be easier. Finding ones that were short enough last time was a problem.” That was news to Chad. “Do you want me to bring you some to the changing room again?” “That would be great,” Mel replied. “You were such a big help last time.” Chad wasn’t sure, but he got the impression that Mel and the saleswoman were exchanging some evil smiles together.

	A few minutes later, Chad was standing in the dressing room with his shoes and pants off, waiting for someone to bring him something to try on. The curtain was abruptly pulled aside and both the saleswoman and Mel were there holding a few pairs of slacks. Chad realized that his diapers were all too visible under the pantyhose he was wearing. “Try these on first,” Mel said as she handed him a pair. Chad took them from her, but he wasn’t looking at her or the pants she held out. His eyes were watching the amused look on the saleswoman’s face as she stared at his diapers. He turned around with the pants in his hand and was glad to hear Mel sliding the curtain closed again.

	He pulled the pants on. They fit fine in the waist, but the length was obviously too long. He walked out like that to show them. “Put your shoes on,” Mel said as soon as she saw him. We can’t tell if the length is right if you don’t.” Chad immediately went back in and slowly strapped his shoes on. He wasn’t exactly happy about it though. This time, the pants didn’t drag on the floor, but it was close.

	Once again the saleswoman checked the fit. “The length is good, I think,” she said to Mel. She ran her hand over his diapered backside. “I just wish we didn’t have to keep them so loose fitting in front. I have a lot more styles I could bring you if they could be tighter in the hips.”

	“I don’t want his diapers to be that obvious… yet,” Mel replied. Chad was suddenly very grateful. “Maybe later, but not yet.” That part, Chad wasn’t happy to hear.

	Chad tried on three more pairs of slacks, each pair seemed to fit him just fine. But then Mel handed him a brightly colored skirt to try on. He looked at her with wide eyes. She just stared back at him for a moment then closed the curtain. That skirt was followed by more skirts and several dresses. Then he found himself trying on a variety of tops. He was getting really tired of trying on so many clothes. And all the while Mel and the saleswoman were talking about him and the clothes and touching him and pulling on the clothes to check the fit of everything. It was really getting tiresome!

	When they were finally finished, Mel had selected only one pair of the slacks, but she had also selected two skirts and four of the tops. Chad wasn’t really happy about any of it, and by that time, he just wanted to get out of there. But as Mel started to drape the things she had chosen for him to buy over his arm to carry, he again felt the urge to pee. This time he caught himself first. But he was only able to hold it for a few seconds before the urge was too strong for him to hold anymore and he had to let it out. Unfortunately, that was the exact moment when Mel asked, all too loudly, in front of the saleswoman. “Do you need to pee yet?”

	Chad could feel himself blushing under his makeup. “No Mistress, I just finished.”

	“You just finished what?” Mel asked with a gleam in her eye.

	“Chad tried to drop a small curtsey. “I just finished wetting my diapers, Mistress,” he said. The saleswoman went into a fit of laughter.

	When they left the store, Chad was praying that they could go home now, but once again Mel was heading in the opposite direction. What now? Chad didn’t have to wait long to find out as Mel pulled into the parking lot in front of the book store. Books?

	Once inside, Mel led them slowly toward the back of the store as she carefully checked the contents of each aisle. Chad was just glad that there weren’t many people in the store, and the ones he did see were more engrossed in looking at the books then in looking at him… most of them anyway.

	“Here we are!” Mel finally exclaimed as she turned down one of the aisles. Chad followed her and was surprised when she stopped in front of the cookbook section. He realized he shouldn’t have been surprised at all. “I never expected you to be such a good cook,” Mel stated as she started browsing through the titles. “Too good in fact. If I keep eating like I want to with your cooking I’m going to be as big as a blimp in no time!”

	Chad wasn’t sure if she was complimenting him or making a joke. “So I want to find you a book on low-calorie cooking.” That kind of made sense to him. He knew how he liked to prepare things for his own taste, but even his wife – make that ex-wife, had complained how fattening some of his creations could be. He just wasn’t all that interested in the diet meals himself. Mel pulled out a book and started browsing through it, then she turned toward him. “You’re the cook, maybe you should be looking too!”

	Chad got the hint and started pulling down books. He wasn’t really a cook… well, maybe Mel saw him that way now, he just enjoyed dabbling a bit. Most of the books he glanced through looked good – at least the pictures did, but the more he read the recipes, the less interested he was. He set aside one or two to look through again. The more he looked, the more interested he found himself becoming. Diet cooking? Now that could be a real interesting challenge. The only problem was that all the things he liked the most weren’t exactly diet.

	Between Mel and himself, they finally settled on one good sized cookbook which Mel was more than happy to pay for. As they walked out to the car, Mel told him, “I want you to pick out three or four meals in this book to prepare next week. Tomorrow when we go grocery shopping we’ll get everything you need. So make a list.

	Grocery shopping? Chad had horrible flashbacks of his trip to the grocery store last week!

	He was so grateful when Mel finally pointed the car for home again. On the way, she pulled into another fast-food restaurant and ordered them both dinner to take home with them. Chad was grateful. He was more than ready to get his all too humiliating image back behind closed doors again.

	 


Chapter 15 (Saturday – week 2 Part 4)

	As soon as they were back inside Mel’s apartment, she sent him to her room to change into his maid’s dress. “When you come out, I expect you to be ready for my inspection!” she told him.

	Chad went into her bedroom and changed into his dress and low-heeled shoes. After wearing the higher heels for so long the low-heeled ones felt like heaven. He tied the apron around his waist and smoothed the front of it. He didn’t know what else he could do since he had no idea what Mel might be looking for when she inspected him. He went back out to her living room to find her. She was in the kitchen, pouring the last of the drink she had just bought him into another baby bottle. She glanced up. “Just stand there in the middle of the living room till I’m finished.”

	Chad waited the few moments it took her to finish what she was doing. Then she took a moment to wash and dry her hands before she came out to see him. “Are you ready for your inspection?” she asked.

	Chad immediately curtseyed and said “Yes, Mistress.” Although he was really wondering what kind of new game she was playing now.

	“Stand up straight… straighter. Head up. Look straight ahead!”

	What did she think this was, the army? Chad did as he was told.

	“Put your feet together. Keep your hands at your side. Now stay that way.”

	As Mel walked around him, she could literally feel the juices flowing in her all too moist sex. She couldn’t believe how much she was enjoying this. As she looked him over closely, it was getting to her more and more. He really looked pretty good. There were a lot of areas though that needed improvement, but they were areas that were going to take time. His dress and apron were beautifully pressed. His shoes gleamed. His makeup… that was bad, real bad. And his hair… She loved the way his new necklace fell just short of the neckline of his dress. Perfect! His new watch was an improvement too. He was slowly looking more and more feminine, and that was what she loved. It was a HE that was looking that way… because she was making him do it. That was power!

	She reached out and fussed with his apron bow behind his back, making it more even and puffing the bow up more. Then she stood in front of him with a very critical look on her face. “Your makeup is horrible! You need a lot more work young lady!”

	Chad’s arousal suddenly soared the moment she called him ‘young lady.’ Had she slipped up? Either way, he was a thrilling moment.

	“Now go fix my dinner… and I expect my fries to be hot this time!”

	Chad immediately headed to the kitchen. Yes, the lower heeled shoes really felt good to him. So much more comfortable! His dress was really comfortable too. He could do without the white apron, but that was really no problem. He pulled her sandwich and fries out of the bag and noticed that his food wasn’t in the bag anymore. He realized she had probably put them into the refrigerator already. He quickly checked. Yep! There they were. Getting cold already. He went back to fixing her dinner, not only reheating her fries, but also the burger too.

	All too soon, he found himself standing in the corner again while she ate. It was really becoming quite a pain. The corner was boring, boring, boring! And she didn’t even allow him to move. He finally noticed the slight urge to pee and he concentrated on it. It was at least something to think about, and besides, peeing felt good. Really good! The feeling built quickly and soon he found himself trying to hold it back. He mentally counted seconds to himself as he held it. He only got to twenty before the pressure became too intense and he started wiggling a bit to try to hold back longer.

	“Stop fidgeting!” Mel’s voice cut through the room. He stood still and allowed himself to wet his diapers. Less than thirty seconds. Pitiful! He couldn’t believe how much control he had already lost in this bet. If he hadn’t realized that he was no longer holding back at all this morning, then Mel might really have won the bet – easily. Three weeks. That was the first milestone from his research. It took three weeks to form a habit. But after only two, he no longer ever thought about using a toilet anymore. He automatically went in his diapers without thinking. She had somehow shaved an entire week off of that part. But fortunately, he had realized what was happening before it was too late. And he was fighting back now. His legs were beginning to cramp a bit and he shifted his weight and raised one foot barely off the floor. “Keep your feet down! Stand still!”

	It seemed like an eternity before Mel finally allowed him to leave his corner. She made him clean up the table and counters before she allowed him to sit on the floor and eat his dinner, along with three baby bottles of coke. He wasn’t really fond of cold hamburgers, and even less fond of cold French-fries, but there wasn’t much he could do about it. He was hungry.

	As soon as he was done eating, Mel set him to cleaning her entire apartment again, even though it needed very little cleaning. She watched him closely from one of her chairs the entire time, all the while basking in the glow of her sexual arousal. She couldn’t wait to have him between her legs again. And today her period was officially over. She hadn’t even spotted all afternoon. But there was plenty of time for that later. She wanted to feel the power building slowly all evening first.

	Somebody knocked loudly on her door. The sudden interruption made Mel want to scream. She glanced at Sissy. He was looking at her, obviously scared. She wasn’t going to let him run away though. “You’re the maid. Go answer it!”

	Chad couldn’t believe it. She wanted him to answer her door dressed like this? But he realized she was completely serious. Hesitantly, he went to the door and took a big breath before opening it to steady his nerves. Then he pulled the door open wide.

	“Hi!” Cassie said excitedly as soon as he had gotten the door half open.

	“Aaaah! You’re a maid today!” Sandy squealed from right next to her. “I love it! Let me see you!”

	Chad quickly turned back toward Mel. She was now walking toward them. “Don’t just leave them standing there, Sissy. Let them in. And don’t forget to greet them properly!”

	Chad stood back and held the door open for them. “Hello, Cassie,” he said dropping quick curtsey as the first girl walked past. “Hello, Sandy,” he repeated as Sandy walked past.

	“Oh, he’s adorable.” Cassie said, not taking her eyes off of him.

	“He’s getting there,” Mel replied proudly.

	“He still needs a lot of work with his makeup I see,” Sandy noticed. Mel sighed. “That’s been a major problem so far. He’s just not good at it. But really, I guess it hasn’t been all that long and I’ve only been pushing a little bit at a time, so I guess the fault is partially mine.”

	“Don’t say that!” Cassie replied. “It’s never your fault, girl!”

	“You want me to work with him a bit on it?” Sandy asked. “I used to do it in a department store for a while before I graduated.”

	Mel looked surprised. “You did? I mean, did you do makeovers and stuff, or just sell the makeup.”

	Cassie laughed. “Oh she does it all! Where do you think we met?”

	Mel seemed confused. “But you don’t ever wear much makeup.”

	“Oh, but she can be a real looker when she wants!” Sandy replied. “Trust me!”

	Mel didn’t think she wanted to pursue that any further. “Do you really think you can help him though?”

	Sandy looked at Sissy’s face critically. “I know I can!”

	“Have you ever done a guy before?” Mel asked next.

	Sandy laughed. “Not yet, but hopefully soon!” The three women laughed.

	“You call that a guy?” Cassie asked. And they all laughed again while Chad felt his face turn red again.

	The three women went into the living room to sit down, talking and laughing as they walked, leaving Chad standing alone. Mel turned back to him before she sat down. “Why aren’t you cleaning?” Chad instantly got back to doing what he was doing before he had been interrupted.

	He couldn’t hear much of what they were talking about since they were all ignoring him and he was mostly in other parts of Mel’s apartment. But it didn’t seem like very long at all before Mel yelled to him, “Sissy, our company is leaving. Please get the door and say goodbye.” Chad hurried from the bathroom to the living room where all three women were standing by the door waiting for him. He dropped a quick curtsey and said goodbye to both Sandy and Cassie. Then he opened the door for them. “Oooo!” Sandy said as she walked out, “I can’t wait till tomorrow!”

	When they had gone, Chad closed the door again and turned toward Mel. “Tomorrow?”

	“Yes, Sissy. Sandy is taking you shopping for more makeup before we go grocery shopping. Isn’t that wonderful?”

	Chad wasn’t sure at all about that. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied half-heartedly as he dropped yet another curtsey.

	“Oh, and I’ve invited them both to dinner tomorrow night. So whatever you decide you’re going to be cooking, make sure that you get plenty for all three of us.”

	Dinner – for all of them? He supposed he could do that with no problems. As he curtseyed yet again to say “Yes, Mistress.” He realized that he was actually looking forward to cooking for all of them. Mel seemed to think he was a really good cook. Maybe he could impress all of them. He just needed time to study that new cook book for a while. He went back to cleaning Mel’s already spotless bathroom.

	Mel went back to watching Chad. When she could, she sat in her living room and watched. When he wasn’t where she could see him, she went to stand in whatever doorway of the room he was in. She realized she was being silly, but she didn’t care. She couldn’t help it. She was enjoying the sight of her maid too much. The way he looked and moved in that dress was doing something to her. In fact, it was doing a lot of things to her. Wonderful things to her.

	Eventually, she couldn’t stand it anymore. As soon as he had finished cleaning her bedroom again, she stopped him. “Ok, Sissy. That’s enough for tonight. I want you undressed down to your diapers and plastic panties right now.”

	Chad was grateful to stop cleaning. She had been following him around since Cassie and Sandy had left like a puppy dog. Unfortunately, he had been all too aware of her scrutiny and had put a lot of extra effort into his cleaning because of it. What he worried about now though, was whatever she wanted from him next? He had one major guess.

	After he had hung his dress back up again and was wearing just his diapers and plastic panties, he went back out into the living room. His suspicion was instantly confirmed by the towels covering her sofa and the piece of rope on the coffee table that had already been moved. Mel was waiting for him, holding another scarf in her hands. “Must you,” he asked as she tied the scarf tightly around his head, blocking all his vision.

	“Hush!” was her only sharp command.

	He felt her roughly grab his wrists and tie them behind him. Then she pushed down on his shoulder till he was kneeling again and tied his wrists loosely to his ankles. After that, he could only hear her moving around in front of him for a long time.

	 


Chapter 15 (Saturday – week 2 Part 5)

	Mel undressed slowly in front of him. Her need was huge. She realized she was almost panting because of it. Her maid! Hers alone. Something she herself had created… or was still creating. A work in progress, but now close enough. More than close enough. When she was completely naked, she again waved her hands in front of his eyes, making sure that he couldn’t see. She realized she was being silly, but she couldn’t help it. She wasn’t ready for him… or anybody, to see her naked body yet. But to feel it?

	This time she knelt down in front of him and grabbed his head in her hands.

	Chad was surprised when he realized that Mel had knelt down in front of him. He felt her take his head in her hands and pull it down, not as far as he expected. Suddenly, he felt her naked body against his cheek. She was pulling his head up. His cheek felt her stomach, then her breast sliding over his head, down his cheek, then down his neck to his chest. He could hear her breathing so hard. She did it again, this time between her two breasts. Now he was breathing hard too. Suddenly he felt her pull on his head hard and somehow, her lips wound up right on top of his. She kissed him and he kissed her right back with everything he had. And right then, the urge to pee hit him. Not wanting to dwell on it, he let it all out while she started to force her tongue between his lips. It was pure heaven. Only after she had ended her long wonderful kiss did he realize that he had not gotten hard. He had even been able to pee during what would normally be driving him over the edge. For once though, he was grateful, because the pain that he would be feeling from his chastity device would have been terrible.

	Now he felt her pulling on his head again. He had to move forward awkwardly on his knees. His hands bound behind his back didn’t allow him to steady himself in any way. She stopped him finally and he felt her arranging herself on the couch. He knew what was going to happen next and he didn’t have to wait very long.

	She was all need tonight. More than he had ever seen. And he had no choice but to accommodate her. And through it all, he felt the disappointment of getting no physical stimulation at all. And yet, that very fact was somehow stimulating his inner glow tremendously.

	Mel writhed above him as she experienced orgasm after orgasm. His little tongue was getting better each time, there was no doubt about that at all. With each orgasm she felt like she had arrived. The slow build-up of watching him cleaning in his maid’s dress. Then dragging him against her body over and over again. And now this finality! This was without a doubt the best she had ever had. He couldn’t see her. He couldn’t touch her with anything but his face where she wanted it to touch. He couldn’t feel anything at all that she didn’t want him to feel. He was totally denied, and she had everything! The sky exploded all around her as she abandoned herself to complete and total ecstasy.

	Chad felt like he was drowning. He could hardly breathe and his face was beginning to hurt from her grinding against it. Did she know she was screaming and making so much noise this time? She was almost animalistic in what she was doing. And obviously she had no regard for his comfort. But realizing the state that she seemed to be in, he doubted she could think of anything but what she herself was feeling. He only wished he could feel a tiny bit of what she was experiencing… but of course, he also wished that he could feel anything physical at all beyond his face grinding against her. He felt so denied. Yet he felt such and inner glow from that same denial.

	She was slowing now. Finally! He could hear and feel her breathing slowing, yet still heavy. She spasmed and he felt her grinding hard against him again, but it was only a spasm. It happened again, then a third time. Each one just a little bit less. Till finally, she was done.

	She pulled his head up under her breasts and cradled it there, panting heavily as she recovered. She doubted she had ever felt more fulfilled. She kissed the top of his head lovingly and tasted her own juices in his hair. She laughed to herself, he was a mess. Heck, she was a mess! Carefully, almost lovingly, she helped raise him till he could kneel on his own. “I’ll be right back,” she whispered.

	Chad felt her leaving him. He let his head droop into his chest as he tried to recover himself. He felt spent, and used, and denied. Yet… yet… yet… strangely, because if it all, he had felt excited by it too. He thanked the gods that he had never even tried to become hard from it all. He was thankful, yet the very thought that he hadn’t both scared and excited him. He heard her coming back, then quickly she was scrubbing his face with a washcloth. It felt so wonderful. He felt her pulling on him. “Here, lay down for a few minutes till I’m ready,” she said. He let her help him lay down, that felt good too. And then she was gone and he was left alone again, helplessly tied and blind. He hoped she wouldn’t be too long.

	Mel left him and went into the bathroom again. She rinsed the washcloth under the sink and hung it up to dry. She thought about just using it on herself, but she was too messy. Tonight had been really something! She opted for a quick rinse in the shower instead. He certainly wasn’t going anywhere. When she was done, she dressed quickly and went back to him.

	Chad felt her finally returning. He hoped fervently that she would untie him right away and he was ever so grateful when she did. The last thing she did was to remove his blindfold. He rubbed his eyes to get his vision back. “I’ll start your bath water,” she told him. “Join me as soon as you can.” And he was alone again. He rubbed his wrists and ankles. He stretched his arms. He rubbed his entire abused face. Two nights in a row now she had used him drastically. He hoped it wouldn’t continue… but he also knew better. He got up and tottered into the bathroom.

	Mel undressed him completely and helped him into the warm scented bathwater. He didn’t raise any kind of protest when she produced her razor and began removing any unwanted hair from his body. The only area she didn’t work on was around his chastity device. He tried to ignore what she was doing and close his eyes, but it didn’t work. Her attention was too invasive to his need to relax. It wasn’t till she was done that she let him lay there undisturbed while she left him alone. He closed his eyes and breathed in the fragrant scent from the water… and relaxed completely.

	It seemed like all too soon, she was back again. She helped him out of the tub and dried him off herself. Her attention was sensual in itself, yet he never tried to get hard. She had laid out his diapers already, the thick cloth ones, he was ready for them. He wanted to go home… back to his own apartment.

	But she surprised him. Once again, she wound the scarf around his head and tied it tightly behind him. Blindfolding him. Leaving him helpless to her demands. “Come on baby,” she said softly, “back to my bedroom.” And she led him gently back into her room and laid him onto her bed again.

	He knew to expect it this time and automatically raised his arms over his head so she could tie them. “Good baby,” she crooned into his ear as she began tying his wrists. All too soon, his legs were spread and tied to the foot of her bed too. Blind and helpless. Completely. The story of his life lately. Yet, deep down, it thrilled him too.

	In his blindness, he felt her fidgeting with his chastity device, sometimes yanking on it harder than he wanted, making the tiny teeth dig in. But he was now so used to them that he didn’t even wince. But when she pulled the plastic piece off that had completely encased his cock for days now, he was totally stunned and shocked. The open air felt cool and strange. What was she doing?

	His whole body jolted when he suddenly felt her two fingers grab his flaccid member for a moment. And then she was fidgeting with the rest of the device, her hand constantly brushing him where he wanted it the most as she removed it from him completely. But it didn’t last long enough. Her hand was gone again, and so was she.

	When she came back, he suddenly felt his entire sex area covered in a soft, warm, wet cloth. She was massaging him with it… no… she was washing him with it. He realized it was her washcloth she was using on him. And it felt so wonderful. He wanted to push is groin up into it, but he was afraid to… afraid she might stop what she was doing. And like everything else that he liked lately, it too was gone all too soon. He felt cool air wash over him again where he was wet now.

	And then he felt the shock of her cold razor running over his skin down there, removing any stray hairs that she could find. After the warm wet washcloth, her razor felt hard and frightening, erasing not only the tiny hairs, but the wonderful sexual glow her washcloth had given him. And then the wonderful washcloth was back again, massaging him as she finished cleaning him. All too soon though, it too was gone.

	He felt her pulling a thick soft cloth up through his legs and over top of him. Was she actually going to diaper him again without the chastity device? He prayed that she would. It would be almost too good to be true. But she didn’t fasten the diaper, she just left it draped over him. “That’s just in case you have to pee baby,” she whispered. And then she was gone again. Her final words seemed to have a magical effect as he realized that he suddenly did have to pee. This time he didn’t hold back at all. He felt like a foolish baby as his pee hit the cloth and dripped down through his crotch. But what could he do about it?

	She was gone a long time. At one point he thought he heard water running in the kitchen, but he wasn’t sure. And then she returned and sat on the bed next to him.

	Mel set all the pieces to his chastity device down on the bed next to her. She had cleaned them thoroughly, just as she had cleaned him. She grabbed the diaper that she had laid over top of him and noticed that it was wet. “Good baby,” she crooned in his ear. “You wet for me while I was gone.”

	Chad felt a moment of absolute thrill at her words. The crooning baby talk, praising him for wetting like a baby sent wonderful chills through his body. He wanted more, and he got it… sort of. He felt something cold and soothing being spread all around where the base of the device had been against him, then more where the tiny teeth had hurt him. Not quite what he was looking for, but it still felt really good. Now if she would just touch him where he wanted her to and bring him the relief he drastically needed… Unfortunately, what he got instead was the feeling of her beginning to attach the chastity device again. He wanted to scream. All his hopes had just been dashed.

	After Mel spread salve over any of the slightly red areas the device had caused, she fitted the base of the unit around him again. She could tell that he wasn’t really happy about that. But instead of putting the medium sized points of intrigue on the device, she chose the largest and most painful ones instead. She had to hold it all together with one hand to keep everything in place. With her other hand, she once again touched his still flaccid cock and began running her fingers over it.

	Chad was in suddenly in shock. She was touching him. Touching him in ways that he had only dreamed of. Her fingers, barely running over his skin, soon became more fingers lightly grabbing him, kneading his flesh over and over again. She was doing it! She was granting him the relief he wanted more than anything. And he was still soft! But most of the device was now gone. It wouldn’t hurt him to get hard. He concentrated on the sensual feel of her hands touching him. His hips began to writhe.

	“Good baby,” she crooned into his ear again. “You’re staying nice and soft aren’t you? Just like a little baby should. Such a good baby.”

	But her words triggered his denied need completely. And instantly he was growing hard. But at the same time, the cruel teeth from the device began digging painfully into his thickening cock. “Ow!” he quickly cried. What had happened? The teeth felt different than before. Much worse! She was still massaging him, trying to make him hard, but those darn teeth were hurting him too much. All he could feel was the pain - far more than what she was doing to him. He heard her chuckle at his distress.

	Mel had to keep holding the cruel spikes against him to keep them in place. It wasn’t easy, but it was working. He had started to get hard, strangely at her words more than her touch. But the little plastic teeth had done their job well. He was still thicker than he had been and the teeth were still digging painfully into him. But he was not getting any harder. “You don’t like those nasty teeth, do you baby?” she crooned. “But it looks like they’re helping you to stay nice and soft, just like a good baby. Isn’t that right? You want to be a good baby don’t you?”

	Despite the pain, Mel’s words were again reaching all the wrong places in Chad’s brain. His cock began to grow despite the spikes now digging in horribly. And then he felt her pulling the one hand away, and the pain from the spikes was completely gone. She stopped touching him for a moment, then both hands went to work on him. With his cock already halfway there, and without the painful spikes, he roared to full erection. His hips began trying to thrust into her fingers. He felt her pull her hands away again. And then he felt a harsh shocking burning pain erupt on his shaft. She had hit him again with something, and hit him hard.

	“Bad baby!” She hit him again and he jumped. “Bad baby! I can see we still have a long way to go teaching you yet!” She hit him one more time. He was starting to get softer now. “I know you want to cum badly. But I’m not going to let you cum till I think you’re ready for it. And right now, I can see that you’re not even close!” She hit him again. “Bad baby! Down! Get it down where it belongs!” She hit him again and waited, then swung one more time.

	Chad wanted to cry. It had been so good! Now she was punishing him again. Why? He couldn’t help it. As he fought back his tears, all he could think about was that he had disappointed Mommy Mel. Mommy Mel? Why had he thought of her that way? But she was Mommy Mel… sort of. It had been so good! He had thought that she wanted him to get hard. He had thought she wanted to bring him some relief. He should have known better. Especially because of those wicked spikes she had used. He had disappointed her… and he was denied again. Totally. Two confusing issues raging through him at the same time. He had disappointed her, he had to fight harder to keep from crying outright.

	Mel watched him. Even with the scarf tied around his eyes she could tell he was fighting back tears. “Bad baby!” she said again and then hit him one more time. A small whimper escaped his lips, but still he didn’t cry. She tried another tactic. “It’s ok baby, you can cry if you want. Let it out. Let it all out baby.” He whimpered again, but still didn’t burst into tears. She hit him one more time. “Let it out baby. Go ahead and cry like you want to.” But still he couldn’t do it. She glanced down at his cock. It was completely soft and small again. Not even much left of it to slap again with her ruler. She had come close to making him cry this time, which wasn’t her main purpose, but watching him almost do it had fascinated her. Maybe next week after another of Gloria’s sessions he would be able. She had warned her that her suggestions would probably wear off after a few days, but she couldn’t see any sign of that happening yet.

	Sighing, she set her ruler down and picked up the tube of baby lotion and rubbed it all over his now shriveled cock. She put the medium sized points of intrigue back on the device and fitted the rest of it over him again… and locked it on once again. It was done. He wouldn’t need to be cleaned for another few days. And in the meantime, he would again feel nothing at all down there.

	She quickly inserted two suppositories up inside him, then pinned two of his super thick night diapers on him right where he was. She untied him and helped him to a sitting position where she removed his blindfold. She let him rub his eyes before handing him his plastic panties to put on. She found the high-heel shoes he had worn earlier and handed them to him. He awkwardly strapped them on.

	Neither of them spoke a word as she let him stand and follow her. She handed him his diaper bag which he draped over one shoulder, then his purse which he held in his left hand. She laid his maid’s dress over his arm and handed him his other pair of shoes to carry. Then she picked up her own purse and opened the door for him. Dressed just as he was, he went out into the night air and over to his own apartment. She unlocked the door and they both went in. The empty darkness echoed back at them till she switched on the light.

	She helped him into his baby-doll nightie. “Three baby bottles before you go to sleep,” she told him. “I’ll leave you a note like I usually do later. We have a busy day tomorrow so don’t be late!” And then she left.

	Chad sat down on his blow-up mattress, and sucked on his baby bottle. He was still dazed. He didn’t really know what to think. He had gotten so many mixed signals from her tonight that had left him thoroughly confused. And worse, he was now locked up again after being wonderfully free for a little while. Locked up and denied where he couldn’t get hard or feel anything. Nothing!

	Disheartened, he laid down on his mattress and sucked on his bottle.
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