
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Chapter 16 Sunday

	Fitful dreams cause fitful sleep. And consequently, fitful sleep causes fitful dreams. He was inflicted by both. After starting to relearn to hold back all day, the three baby bottles of Mel’s special tea that he drank before he fell asleep re-stimulated his system… a system that was already trying to relearn how to sleep through it all. He tried to wake up to hold back each time, but it was just too difficult. He was getting no sleep at all. He finally abandoned himself to just letting it happen without holding back. It was his only choice. And just as he finally fell into a deeper sleep, he was woken up one more time when the suppositories in his system rudely decided to do their thing. He had no control over what the suppositories did - ever. That was impossible. He no longer even tried.

	To mirror his troubled sleep, he dreamed. Strange disturbing dreams. He was a child again. His mother was unhappy with him and he didn’t know why. He asked her why over and over again, but she never would say. In his dreams, he felt crushed because he had disappointed her – his own mother. He ached for her forgiveness, but forgiveness never came.

	There were tears in his eyes when his pink alarm clock went off. While the images and situations of the dream were quickly lost from his consciousness, the emotions were not. He wondered why he felt so depressed and chalked it up to not sleeping well. He literally dragged himself off his blow-up mattress and stood up. He turned the loud music from the clock radio off. It was later than he thought, yet it felt all too early.

	He waddled awkwardly into the kitchen to see if she had left him another note with instructions. Of course she had.

	Sissy,

	First baby bottle!

	Go buy yourself some breakfast.

	Make sure your uniform is ready for inspection later, but don’t wear it.

	Make sure you have a grocery list ready for this morning.

	Pad the breasts of your girdle.

	No makeup today!

	The rest is up to you, but don’t forget your ring and necklace.

	I’ll be looking you over when you arrive again.

	Be here at ten o’clock – sharp! Ready to go! No excuses this time.

	Second baby bottle before you get here!

	The cookbook she had purchased yesterday was on the counter next to the note. He automatically went to his refrigerator and pulled out a bottle without ever thinking about not doing it. He grabbed the cookbook from his counter and went into his living room where he sat in the only chair that he had. His overly bloated diapers made it feel more like he was sitting on a big ball instead of the seat of the chair. He put the baby bottle to his lips and started browsing through the cookbook. The cold tea on his system triggered his need to pee again. He almost let it out without holding back again but he caught himself just in time. He held it as he began reading through the recipes. Almost a minute later, he couldn’t stand it anymore and released himself into his soaked diapers. Without realizing it, his depression melted away at the same time.

	Mel rolled over in bed and opened her eyes. Without moving her head, she glanced at her clock. It was fairly late, but it was also Sunday. Her entire body felt loose and relaxed and just plain wonderful. It was amazing what Chad had done to her last night… or maybe it was more like what she had done to herself - with him. Either way, it had been wonderful. Wonderful enough that she felt no desire to even get out of bed. She rolled over lazily and closed her eyes. Smiling and thinking about Chad, she fell asleep again.

	After he had shaved and cleaned himself up in the bathroom, Chad stared at his closet and tried to figure out what to wear. Really, for the most part, it boiled down to dressing like he had for work all last week – mostly. He would much rather wear the low-heeled shoes, but those shoes were now part of his uniform and once he reshined them this morning, then they’d only get messed up before Mel inspected him later. That left him with only a choice between several different pairs of high heels. He thought about work tomorrow, could he wear the low-heeled shoes to work? He prayed that he could!

	His other clothing choices weren’t much better. The only male clothes he had now were his shirts. But now he had several new blouses hung up with them. He touched one of them and pulled it aside to look at it more closely. He could wear it, he was sure. He was also sure that Mel would really like that. In a way, it would be fun. Of course he could wear one of his skirts too… but not likely! Especially not since they were going out shopping again. He shuddered as he remembered his trip to the grocery store last week when she had made him wear a skirt. She had actually called the police on him before he got out of the car and gone into the store with her. No, no skirt today for sure! He pulled out one of his work shirts and a pair of the pants he had worn to work earlier in the week instead.

	Two diapers, a pair of plastic panties, pantyhose, an all-in-one girdle, old pantyhose stuffing the breasts of his girdle, his button-down shirt, women’s slacks, and the same pair of relatively comfortable heels he had worn yesterday. He added his new necklace and ring. He had a lot of trouble trying to connect the clasp on his new watch and then fasten the extra security chain it had, but he finally got it. He looked in his bathroom mirror. What little of himself that he could see looked fine – if you didn’t count the breasts sticking his shirt out abnormally. With his shirt buttoned up far enough, it mostly hid the feminine necklace he was wearing. It was the rest of him that he couldn’t see in the mirror that he was worried about.

	Knowing he had to get some breakfast, he grabbed his purse and headed for his favorite drive-through.

	Mel held her coffee cup in both hands and took her first sip. It was good. A small wave of pleasure rippled through her body. Still in her nightgown and robe, she sat down in one of her living room chairs to enjoy it. She had some things she needed to be doing this morning before Chad came, but she just didn’t feel like it. Her hair needed washing, but she figured she could put that off till tomorrow too. Right then, relaxing and enjoying her coffee seemed much more important.

	She was looking forward to going shopping with Chad again today. First, Sandy was going to help them look for more makeup and then they had grocery shopping to do. She well remembered last week’s grocery shopping trip. She had made him wear a skirt, and then had to fake calling the police to get him out of the car. She hadn’t demanded that he wear a skirt today. She knew he wasn’t ready for that yet. Not yet, but if things worked out like she planned, then he would be pulling the skirts out of his closet to wear very soon. That thought gave her another small wave of pleasure. She sipped at her coffee again.

	Yeah, going through the drive-through was absolutely one of the best things he could do, he decided once again. This morning, the girl hadn’t even noticed anything odd about him at all – till he handed her his money and she saw his electric pink fingernails. He wasn’t sure if she had noticed the breasts protruding under his shirt after that or not. But it didn’t matter. Didn’t some guys wear nail polish now – kind of like a fashion statement? Ok, not usually bright pink!

	He had been smart today, he didn’t get any coffee. Why make matters worse since he still had to drink another one of Mel’s stupid baby bottles of tea. He wolfed his breakfast sandwich down as he began drinking his second baby bottle of the morning instead of his usual coffee. He was less concerned about messing his diapers while he was out today. Since he was now diapering himself more often, he was getting less and less of those miserable suppositories stuck up inside of him. He wondered if Mel realized that fact. He wasn’t about to mention it to her.

	As he headed back to his bedroom after breakfast to press his uniform for the day, he realized he was already holding back on peeing... and he hadn’t even realized that he had to go. He smiled to himself. Things were getting better and better!

	Mel glanced at her clock, then went back to watching her door. He better not be late today! It was with a profound sense of excitement and relief when she heard him knocking – thirty seconds early. More excited than she realized she was, she quickly opened the door for him.

	“Good morning, Mistress,” Chad said as he dropped a quick curtsey.

	“Good morning, Sissy,” she replied as she stood back out of the way. Once again he was carrying his uniform and the shoes for it in his hands. She was a bit disappointed to see that he hadn’t worn his new slacks today, but that was only a very minor thing. She left the door wide open since Sandy and Cassie should be there any minute now too. “Go put your dress in my bedroom again,” she instructed.

	When he came back again she had him stand near her door where she could look him over completely like she had done yesterday. “Are you wearing two diapers?” she asked.

	“Yes, Mistress,” he said with a quick curtsey.

	“Unbutton one of the buttons on your shirt! I can’t see enough of your necklace.”

	He reached up and unbuttoned one more of the buttons on his shirt than he was used to. He suddenly felt all that much more exposed, even though he wasn’t really. The breasts sticking out from his shirt now forced the opening at his neck to go wider than he would have liked.

	“Much better,” Mel stated, more to herself. This time she had no makeup job to inspect since she was sure that Sandy would want to see his bare skin. She suddenly stepped back with an angry expression on her face. “Where’s your pacifier?”

	Chad was surprised and worried. He hadn’t even thought about it. He dropped another curtsey and said, “I’m sorry Mistress, I forgot it again.”

	“This is happening too many times now and I keep forgetting to punish you for it…”

	“Hi everybody!” Sandy’s cheerful voice interrupted from the doorway as she and Cassie stepped into the room.

	“Is there a problem?” Cassie asked.

	“Nothing we can’t sort out later!” Mel replied with an angry look at Chad. She turned back towards her two guests and smiled. “Are you two ready to go?”

	“More than ready!” Cassie replied enthusiastically. “Are you still going grocery shopping when we’re done?”

	“Yes, we need to.”

	“Then we’ll take my car and meet you there,” Cassie replied.

	“That reminds me,” Mel said as they all went out through her doorway, “Sissy, do you have your shopping list?”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, this time without the curtsey. “It’s in my purse.”

	Mel followed Cassie’s car all the way to the mall and parked next to her. They all went in together into one of the major department stores. Chad had remained silent for the entire trip and stayed that way now as he followed a few steps behind the three women who were chatting together and mostly ignoring him. He had no doubt that he was in for more humiliation. But wasn’t going out dressed as he was right then humiliating enough? He certainly thought so.

	The women were ignoring him like he wasn’t there. Would they miss him if he left and went back to the car? He really wished he could. Unfortunately, he knew better.

	Sandy led them all the way through to the makeup section where she suddenly squealed again and took off faster for one of the counters. “Stacy! You’re still here!”

	“Sandy!” her friend called from behind the counter. “What are you doing here? Need some makeup?”

	“I always need makeup. You know that!” “Don’t we all,” Stacy agreed. But out of the corner of her eye, she noticed Chad for the first time.

	“Uh… I see you’ve got some new friends.”

	Sandy turned back towards Mel and Chad. “Yeah, that’s why we’re here. This time I need some makeup for him!”

	“You’re kidding me, right?” But then she corrected herself before Sandy could answer. “No, I can see for sure that you’re not.” She shook her head. “Let me guess, you want me to do a full makeover on him, right?”

	“No way!” Sandy replied. “Not till I get my claws into him first!” Stacy looked very surprised, if not disappointed while Sandy and Cassie laughed outright. “Stacy, this is Mel. She lives a few apartments down from us.”

	“Hi Mel,” Stacy replied, but her eyes were still on Chad.

	Sandy pointed at Chad. “And that’s Sissy.”

	Chad turned another shade of red while Stacy just nodded her head, still trying to comprehend him. “Yeah, I can see that!”

	“No, that’s his name now.”

	“His name?” she asked.

	“That’s it.” Cassie confirmed.

	Chad could feel his face turning a darker shade of red.

	Stacy shook her head. “Ok, sissy boy, climb up on the stool here and let’s get a better look at you… And if you don’t stop blushing, we’re never gonna’ figure out your skin tones!”

	Chad did as he was told, but he did it slowly and cautiously. His heart was suddenly pounding along with the embarrassment he felt. Were there any other people watching him? He didn’t want to look to find out. He was sure there were at least some. He just hoped it wasn’t too many.

	“Ok,” Stacy finally asked. “What are you interested in?”

	“Well,” Sandy replied. “He’s got some things already, but…”

	“Everything he has should be in his purse!” Mel interrupted.

	Stacy looked at Chad. “Well, honey, you gonna’ lay it all out for us? We can’t help you if you don’t.”

	Chad reluctantly opened the purse in his lap and began grabbing all the makeup out of it and putting it all on the counter in front of him. Stacy picked up each item and looked at it and sorted it all into different piles. “This is ok… this is junk… this is good, heck, I use it myself! It’s just as good as anything I got here and it’s cheaper! Good… good… ok… not so good… ok…”

	When all the makeup was out, she and Sandy went through it all one more time. Most of it was ok, but clearly both Sandy and Stacy thought he needed more. “And where’s his moisturizer?” Stacy asked.

	“Home,” Chad replied. “I shave with it.”

	“You shave with it? Huh! I guess it’s as good as anything else.”

	“Ok Sandy, what do you want first?”

	“I think some concealing sticks and highlighter,” she replied.

	Chad soon found his face being attacked by Sandy smearing one type of makeup after another on it then wiping it all off again. From there, they moved into more colorful and noticeable options that he was a lot less happy about. He also wasn’t happy to see the pile of things they wanted him to buy growing larger and larger. “Why so much?” he complained.

	“Honey,” Stacy replied, “you need different stuff for different occasions. Not to mention different lighting. Come on, you gotta know that much!”

	Chad didn’t say anything. His answer would have only made him look more foolish than he already felt. The longer they worked on him the larger the pile of things they wanted him to buy became. He had visions of his purse overflowing and breaking under the strain. “How am I going to get it all into my purse?” he asked at one point.

	“Don’t worry,” Mel replied. “We’ll help you figure out which things you should have with you all the time and what you can leave at home.”

	That was the only bit of comfort Chad got through the whole process. And it was a very tiny bit.

	When they were done, Chad not only had a fairly large bag of makeup, but also several free gifts that came with it all, including some perfume that all the women seemed to think was heavenly. But to Chad, it smelled too flowery and made his stomach feel like it had butterflies in it constantly, since it had already been too long since he had had any sexual relief. Unfortunately, they had sprayed the stuff on his neck and both his wrists. There was no getting away from the smell!

	The only good part as far as he was concerned, was that when he left, they had wiped all the makeup off of his face again. That alone felt like a minor victory.

	 


Chapter 16 (Sunday – week 3 Part 2)

	As Chad rode with Mel toward the grocery store, he stretched and rubbed his face. After all the makeup they had put on him then taken off again, it tingled a bit. He loved the feeling of being out for a change without any makeup. But now he wished he could get rid of the ever-present perfume smell. There was just no winning anymore. And worse, the darn perfume was making him horny. Mostly, while he knew how he was dressed, he never looked at himself so he didn’t think about it as much, but the smell of the perfume, especially when it was coupled with the occasional sight of his pink fingernails, sent electric thrills throughout his entire body. He just prayed his chastity device wouldn’t start hurting him again.

	Once again, he followed Mel into the crowded store. Was there anyone there who would remember him from last week? Probably. He was sure that last week he had been a sight that was hard to forget. But how about this week? Yeah, he was still going to be hard to forget. But hopefully, not quite as bad.

	As he grabbed a shopping cart and put his purse into the child seat of the basket, he paused for a minute to pull his grocery list out. He didn’t really need it, but he knew that Mel would want to see him using it. Mel was waiting for him. He pushed his cart up to where she was waiting. She put her own purse into the cart next to his.

	Last week, he had timidly followed her around the store while she selected things to put into the cart. This time it was different. This time, it was more like two friends shopping together. Anything that Mel thought she might like, she put into the cart, but mostly, he was the one picking up things that he thought they might need. On one aisle, he picked up several kitchen utensils that he thought might be nice to have. She didn’t protest at all. It was the same when they came to the spices, he added quite a few that he thought of as basic to every kitchen. Obviously, she didn’t cook at all or she would have already had most of them.

	He noticed a difference in the people around him too. While he was certainly getting lots of interested looks, for the most part he didn’t think he was getting nearly as many as he had last week. What a difference not wearing a skirt could make! He was very grateful. He had done enough shopping with Mel now that he was starting to become at least a little more comfortable with his silly image in public. At least to a point. But the thought that he was becoming more used to it also frightened him a bit.

	While they had been buying makeup earlier, he had never once noticed that he was holding back from peeing till they were leaving the store. Now, as they reached the last aisle of the grocery store, he began to think ahead to the checkout counter. Would she ask if he had to pee again? He wasn’t sure, but just to be safe, he let himself wet his diapers one more time while they were still shopping. He noticed that now he had to make himself relax to do it. Quite a difference from before, and he was glad. Especially since Mel would never know.

	“Do you have to pee, Sissy?” Mel asked as the clerk was ringing up their sale. Chad was too aware of the people around them suddenly listening more intently.

	“No, Mistress,” he replied as he dropped a quick curtsey. He heard a few noises of laughter and surprise from the people around him. “I had to do it a few minutes ago.”

	But Mel wasn’t letting him off so easily. “You did what a few minutes ago?”

	“I wet my diapers a few minutes ago.” He replied with one more curtsey. Fortunately, Mel looked satisfied as she pulled her wallet out. He was especially glad since there were definite chuckles from the people around them. Chad found himself wishing for lots of makeup again so it could hide how red he knew his face had to be.

	When they got home, Chad had to carry all the groceries up to Mel’s apartment by himself while she busied herself with work on her laptop. He wouldn’t have minded it so much, but going up and down the stairs so many times in his heels got tiresome after a while. In fact, he had been on his feet so much already that his feet were starting to ache just from standing.

	After he put the groceries away, he was a bit surprised that Mel didn’t want him to change into his uniform. Instead, she had him make both of them a small salad for lunch. Chad’s naturally went into the refrigerator while she ate… and he once again had to stand in the corner. The longer he stood facing the wall, the more he realized he was concentrating on his feet and how his shoes were beginning to hurt. Why had he thought these heels were more comfortable? They didn’t seem that way anymore. He yearned to take his shoes off for just a few seconds and stretch his feet. But every time he even fidgeted just a little, Mel yelled at him to stand still.

	Finally, he heard her getting up from the table. She walked into the room where he was and stood closely behind him. “Are your feet getting tired in those shoes?” she asked quietly.

	“Yes, Mistress,” he said into the corner that was all too close to his face.

	“You like wearing heels like a girl, don’t you.”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	“But they’re starting to hurt now, aren’t they.”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	“Don’t worry sissy. You just need to get used to wearing them more. I’m glad they’re hurting you. Think about this now while they’re hurting you… think about how someday your feet are going to hurt, but they’re only going to hurt when you’re not wearing high heels. Won’t that be fun? It’s not very difficult you know. All we have to do is make you wear them all the time. Then eventually your feet and leg muscles adjust, and bingo… you can’t go without heels anymore. Wouldn’t you like that?

	“It’s kind of just like you’re learning to wet yourself while you’re sleeping now, isn’t it? And I’ll bet you’re learning that really well too, aren’t you?”

	Chad’s only reply was to squirm in his corner a bit because her words sent chills throughout his body. He realized that what she had just said was all too true. He knew that he wasn’t always waking up every time he had to go during the night anymore.

	“Isn’t it better now, being able to sleep through your wetting? Doesn’t it make you happy that you don’t have to wake up anymore? Just think, soon it will be just as easy for you to wear high heels all the time too. I know that you’d like that. Wouldn’t you? That is… if I decide to do that to you. It’s not up to you now, is it? Everything to do with you is completely up to me and what I want. I don’t think you’ve quite got that point yet, but we’re making progress. Oh yes, we’re definitely making progress.

	“Now I want you to go and sit on the kitchen floor with your lunch. And the whole time your feet are hurting today, think about what I just said. Wouldn’t it be wonderful if your heels didn’t hurt you? Maybe I should have you beg me to do that to you. What do you think? Now go! Eat your lunch!”

	Chad was mentally shuddering at Mel’s words as he left his corner and went into the kitchen. The very thought of what she had said scared him… but at the same time it was thrilling him beyond belief. He could feel the tiny pinpricks of his chastity device digging in ever so slightly, but fortunately, that’s as bad as they got as he willfully controlled himself. And his bigger problem was that he had to keep controlling himself, because just as she suggested, he constantly thought about what she had said since his feet constantly hurt. He couldn’t help it.

	Chad had just started cleaning the dishes from lunch when Mel’s phone rang. He heard her answering it, but he couldn’t hear anything else that she said into the phone.

	“Ok, Sissy. Sandy’s waiting for us. Stop what you’re doing and let’s go.”

	Chad turned the water at the sink off quickly and dried his hands. Mel was already waiting for him in the living room. “Get your purse and your new makeup, Sissy. We’re going to their place.” Chad did as he was told. Fortunately all his new makeup was all in one plastic bag that he had set by the door. He was just slightly surprised that they were going over to Cassie and Sandy’s apartment instead of them coming here. He still had dinner to make later.

	Sandy opened their door before Mel had even finished knocking. “Come in, come in,” she said quickly. She seemed way too excited for Chad’s comfort. He noticed that she had set up a large lighted makeup mirror on her kitchen table. It looked like she had been waiting for him for a while now.

	Sandy took his bag of new makeup from him and began putting it all out on the table. “You may as well get your other stuff out now,” she told him, “we’re going to need it eventually anyway.”

	As he opened his purse and again started pulling the makeup out, he tried to figure out how he really felt about it. Yes he was excited. Yes he was scared. Yes he felt humiliated. But yes, he was also interested too. Did that make him a sissy? He didn’t have to answer that question. “Where’s your moisturizer?” Sandy asked.

	“It’s still home in my bathroom.”

	“Well go get it girl. We’re not going to do this without it!”

	Chad reluctantly went back to his apartment to get the moisturizer that he had been shaving with every day. Why should he need it? It wasn’t doing him any good as far as he could see… other than to make shaving his face easier every day.

	Once he was back inside Sandy’s apartment, Chad was very glad when she told him to sit down in front of the mirror. Now, maybe his feet would stop hurting for a while and he could stop thinking about being only able to wear high heels - forever.

	“Ok,” Sandy started. “I’m going to do everything to half your face, and you’re going to do the other half. Got it?”

	Chad nodded. It seemed simple enough – he hoped.

	She started with his moisturizer and just as she said she would, applied it thoroughly to half of his face. Then she handed it to him. “Ok, your turn.” She watched him for a few seconds. “Not so much. You don’t need much, just a little. Then spread it out more.” She produced a wet washcloth and let him wipe his face clean. “Now do your whole face this time, only don’t use so much.”

	When she was satisfied with the way he was doing his moisturizer, she moved on to the concealing makeup. It was a while before Chad realized that while what he was doing should have been humiliating, it really wasn’t. While Sandy was working with him, she wasn’t trying to humiliate him in any way. None of the women were. They were all sitting around talking and offering suggestions and comments and having a good time. Girl-talk. And once Chad realized it, he was thrilled by it. It was a small thing, but it felt nice. It was mildly fun. Guys talked together all the time, but half the time it was boasting about this or that. With women it was different. He might be a sissy, but for once, he was enjoying himself. If only the feeling could last forever.

	But unfortunately everything got interrupted when Mel’s cell phone rang. “Hello?” she said into her phone. “Again?... “Yeah, I’ll take care of it… Just wait for me, don’t do anything till I get there!” She hung up. “I’ve got to go. Very old client… very stupid kid.”

	“Aww,” Cassie replied. “We were having a good time. Does Sissy have to go too?”

	Mel looked at her watch. “It’s probably best if he does go. He still has to cook our dinner later and there’s a lot of cleaning he has to get done first!”

	“That reminds me,” Cassie said, “what time do you want us there?”

	Mel looked at her watch again. “I don’t know how long this will take. Hopefully not too long. Let’s plan for seven thirty, ok?”

	“Sounds great!” Sandy replied.

	“I can’t wait,” Cassie agreed.

	Chad was the only one who wasn’t sure.

	When Mel and Chad were outside alone again, she stopped to talk to him. “Sissy, I have to leave right away. I’m counting on you to make everything perfect tonight.”

	“I’ll try,” Chad replied honestly.

	“Good. Don’t forget to be in your uniform before then but don’t get it dirty. I want you looking perfect. Oh, and see what more you can do with your makeup before then too. Now I gotta go. See you later!” And with that, she was running down the stairs and Chad was left on his own. Only this time, he had a lot of work to do before she got back.

	As he opened Mel’s door, he thought about his shoes. He had been sitting down for a long time now and his feet didn’t hurt so much. But he knew they probably would start hurting again very soon. Did he dare take his shoes off for a while? Once again, even though his feet weren’t hurting, the fantasy of being unable to wear anything but high heels went through his mind. And once again, the tiny pinpricks from his chastity device were just barely there. But the fantasy was powerful enough to make him keep his heels on and not take them off.

	Mel’s apartment didn’t really need much cleaning. He had done enough of that that he didn’t really have to do hardly anything. After he had done some basic prep work for dinner, he started on Mel’s laundry, which wasn’t all that much. While that was in the washer, he went back to his apartment and got his laundry too. He was especially worried about washing the pants he had wet yesterday morning.

	He found that he was actually happy as he worked around her apartment. Occasionally he did a few things towards the dinner he was preparing and at other times he straightened up the house or folded clothes. Even with Mel gone, he was really enjoying it. And as much as his heels eventually started to hurt, the fantasy kept him interested. Even when he found himself sitting more and more often to rest his feet.

	When all of his own laundry was done, he took it home and put the things that needed to be hung up into his closet again. Then he went back to her apartment and looked around. All her laundry was done. Her apartment was clean. The table was set. He looked at her clock. It was time to start the final cooking of dinner. Everything was going perfectly.

	Mel stared across the table at the punk kid in front of him. God the kid was stupid. This was the second time in the last few months that he had been caught with drugs. Bad ones. The problem was that his parents were rich and he didn’t care about anything. She knew his parents though, they were good people. Real good. They had been clients of hers for a very long time. One of her first clients in fact. She owed them a lot.

	“Wait here, and don’t… say… anything!” she ordered.

	He held up the chain that was cuffed from the table to his wrist. “Like where the hell am I gonna go?” he asked smartly.

	She shook her head and left the room. Stupid kid! His parents were waiting anxiously out in the hall. She hated having to talk to them. She shook her head as she walked up to them. “I’m sorry,” she said. “He was really stupid this time.”

	“Isn’t there anything you can do?” his father asked. She could see the pleading look on his mother’s face.

	“Look,” she told them. “Let me talk to the detective again. I’ll see if there’s anything at all that can be worked out. But I’ve got to warn you, it doesn’t look real hopeful. He actually seems proud of what he did!”

	“Anything you can do we’d appreciate,” his mother told her.

	Mel nodded to them both and walked down the hall and went into one of the offices.

	Detective William Grey was sitting at his desk pounding on his keyboard with remarkable speed. She plopped herself down heavily in the chair in front of his desk. “Just a sec…” he said as he kept typing furiously. He hit one final key then clicked something with his mouse. “There! Done!” Finally he turned toward her. “Hi Mel. Long time no see.”

	“Yeah,” she laughed. “Like it’s been almost two days now!” The truth was that they ran into each other frequently. Heck, she had even dated him a couple of times, but he really wasn’t the type that she was interested in. In fact, all of their dates had left her flat. Too much business – among other problems.

	“So what do you think?” he asked, referring to the problem kid in the other room.

	“What a jerk! But he’s my client and he’s got good parents. It’s definitely not their fault. All the other kids in the family are just fine… all except him!”

	“That doesn’t help him though.”

	“No, it doesn’t.” She looked at him for a few minutes. “Look, I’m betting you really don’t want to keep this guy. Is there something we can work out? Like maybe where he’s getting his stuff from?”

	He smiled. “You’ve been hanging around here too long. Let me see if I can reach the DA.”

	She sat quietly and waited while he talked on the telephone. She tried to grasp as much of his conversation as she could, but she couldn’t tell everything. He was a good looking guy. Big and confident. Too confident for her tastes though. Still… If she wasn’t so hung up on Sissy just then she might consider asking him out. Yesterday had been kind of an eye-opener for her. It wasn’t till then that she had realized how pitiful her social life really was. But that was part of the point. He was big and confident, and Sissy was… well… a sissy! And right now, Sissy was winning out – big time.

	He hung up the phone. “Ok, there’s a couple of things here. First of all, he’s got to spill everything… and… we’ve got to make a decent bust on it.”

	She nodded. “That’s good, what else?”

	“And,” he continued, “you’ve got to let me take you to dinner.”

	She burst out laughing. “Oh Will! You’re too much!”

	“I’m serious! I don’t need to let this kid go. We’ve got enough on him now, and anything else we get from this is probably going to be small potatoes too.”

	“That’s blackmail,” she replied, still laughing.

	“That it is! But I’m sticking to it!”

	She still couldn’t believe it, and she was still half laughing. “Ok, deal! Now let me talk to him again and see what we can get.”

	Before she could get to the door again he said, “Oh and Mel… when we go out… don’t dress like you usually do when you’re not working.”

	Her eyes went wide. “What? You want me to wear a dress?”

	“Something like that.” He sat back in his chair and laced his hands behind his head with a very satisfied look on his face.

	Mel shook her head as she went out. Way too confident and manipulative. No wonder she wasn’t that keen on the guy. And she had just agreed to a date with him? Ugh! Oh, and he wanted her to dress up too? What would be next?

	 


Chapter 16 (Sunday – week 3 Part 3)

	Chad heard his cell phone ringing from his purse and ran to get it. “Hello?” he said quickly.

	“Hi Sissy, it’s Mel. How’s everything going?”

	“Perfect,” he replied confidently.

	“Excellent. Look I should only be a few more minutes here then I’ll be home. Is dinner almost ready?”

	“Yes, it’s all set. I was just about to put my uniform on.”

	“Good. I’m looking forward to it. I should be there before Cassie and Sandy, but if not, I won’t be long.”

	“Ok,” he replied. “See you then.”

	So far, everything was going perfectly. He took the time to change into two fresh diapers before he redid his makeup and put his uniform on. For once, his makeup came out much better. The brushes that Sandy had shown him how to use along with the other things really helped. He was suddenly wishing that they had had time for her to show him more. As he slipped the low-heeled shoes on his feet, he was almost stunned by how comfortable they felt after wearing the high heels all day. But now with these new shoes on, he found himself thinking about the high-heel fantasy all over again.

	He tied his apron around his waist. He was ready. Dinner was ready to be dished out onto the plates as soon as everyone arrived. But there was still time. Mel wasn’t even back yet… and he couldn’t stop thinking about the heels! He picked his heels up then put them down again. No, he shouldn’t. Mel might be back at any minute. But he couldn’t resist. He slipped his low-heeled shoes off and put the high heels on again. Why was he doing this? If Mel caught him… It was the darn fantasy. And damn! He really needed some relief and bad. That was it in a nutshell. Every little thing was piling up on him because he needed relief. And still he was reluctant to take the heels off.

	He wore them out to the kitchen to quickly check on dinner one more time before going back to take them off again. The fantasy played heavily in his mind while he did it. But before he could get back to the bedroom to remove them, Mel breezed in quickly. “Whew! I made it!” she declared happily as she came in. She sniffed, “Mmmm. Something smells good. Don’t tell me what it is. Surprise me.” She quickly looked him over as she set her purse on the table by the door. Then she stopped surprised. “Sissy! You’re wearing heels? Why?”

	Chad could feel himself blushing. “I was just going to change them.”

	Mel walked up to him with a wicked smile on her face. “You like them,” don’t you!”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he said nervously as he dropped a quick curtsey.

	“You’ve been thinking about what it would be like to not be able to wear anything but high heels, haven’t you!”

	He dropped another quick curtsey. More nervous than ever, he repeated, “Y-yes, Mistress.”

	Then her manner quickly changed. “Take them off! That decision is mine, not yours.” Then she smiled wickedly at him. “I’ll leave it up to you to worry about that for now. Will I? Or won’t I?” She left to wash up in the bathroom.

	Why was it that almost everything she did lately turned him on so much? Even when she was being cruel, she was still fueling his fantasies unmercifully!

	A few minutes later there was a knock on the door. “Answer it Sissy,” Mel called from the bedroom.

	Nervous and praying that it was Sandy and Cassie at the door, he opened it. Thankfully, it was. “Hi Cassie,” he said with a quick curtsey. “Hi Sandy,” he said with another curtsey.

	“Sissy, you look real good tonight,” Cassie said as she walked through the door.

	Sandy stopped in the doorway and peered closely at his makeup. “It’s getting a lot better. It’s a shame we didn’t get much past your foundation though, but overall, I’d say we accomplished something earlier.” She walked on in and he closed the door behind them.

	“Hi,” Mel said as she came out of the bedroom. Chad headed for the kitchen while the women talked. Quietly and efficiently he dished everything out onto the plates and lit the candle on the table. He poured the wine for each of them and checked to make sure everything was as it should be. Perfect! He headed into the living room. At the first opportunity he interrupted them. “Dinner is ready.”

	“Wonderful, I’m starving,” Sandy declared.

	“It does smell good,” Cassie noted as she got up from the couch.

	The three women sat down at the table and Chad went back by the sink to stand out of the way and watch in case they needed anything. “It all looks so good,” Sandy said as she grabbed her fork.

	“And the best part is that it’s something out of a diet cookbook I just bought,” Mel replied.

	“Really?” Cassie exclaimed. “But it’s so good.”

	“Mel, you are so lucky to have him,” Sandy declared as she stuffed a fork full of food into her mouth.

	“Speaking of which!” Mel suddenly sounded stern. She looked angrily over at Chad. “Sissy! Where do you belong?”

	Chad was taken totally by surprise. He couldn’t believe that she wanted him in the corner again. But obviously she did. Reluctantly, he went back to his corner to stand scrunched into the wall. He could hear Cassie and Sandy laughing hysterically behind him. He couldn’t really hear what they were saying anymore since he was so far away and facing the wall, but it didn’t really matter. He was once again stuck in his boring old corner!

	He stood there for a long time with nothing to occupy his mind. He desperately tried to listen to what the women were saying, but mostly he had a very hard time of it since they weren’t speaking directly to him. The most exciting part came for him when he realized that he had to pee again. That at least was something he could easily concentrate on. How long could he hold it? He couldn’t look at his watch or a clock so he began counting seconds in his head. Mentally calculating how many seconds went into each minute that passed. It almost became a game for him as he stood there with his eyes closed trying to be still.

	As his counting passed the ten minute mark, he began to doubt his minute calculations. It seemed like a lot longer. They had to be finished with dinner soon! Unfortunately, it was getting harder and harder to hold back on his peeing – probably because it was all he had to think about it. Without thinking, he started struggling against it and in the process took a tiny step back to shift his weight and relieve his aching legs and feet.

	“Sissy! Stand still!” Mel yelled. She watched till she was satisfied that he was back in the corner the way he was supposed to be. Sandy and Cassie both turned around to look at him.

	“Don’t ruin your dinner over him,” Cassie cautioned. “This is too good for that.”

	Mel smiled at her. “Are you kidding, yelling at him is my favorite part.” All the women laughed again.

	As they gradually finished eating, they kept turning around more and more often to watch Chad standing in the corner. Every time he moved in the slightest, Mel would yell and he would get still again. Eventually, they were no longer eating and Mel had opened up a second bottle of wine that they were now working on. After a while, they all fell silent while they stared at Chad and drank their wine.

	“You know,” Cassie finally said. “Please don’t get me wrong about this, but while I really like the maid’s outfit, to me, it gets boring pretty quick.”

	Mel was surprised, but before she could say anything, Sandy replied first. “Yeah, I know what you mean. It’s like… you know, last week when we watched him running back and forth in that cute little onesie, that was like one of the highlights of my life. But now… well, he looks great and all. Maybe too great. But it does get a bit boring.”

	Mel wasn’t sure what to say. Having Sissy as her maid was her biggest dream. The three women stared at him for a while more. She saw him move his feet again. “Sissy!” Quickly he put his feet back where they belonged again. But she finally realized that maybe Cassie and Sandy were right. He looked great like that, but that “something special” spark was missing.

	“Maybe you’re right,” she finally admitted. “But what should I do about it?”

	“I don’t know,” Cassie admitted, but I really loved the baby outfit too. “God, it must have been so humiliating. But this, what he’s wearing now well, it’s almost respectable.”

	“Of course there’s always the French maid thing,” Sandy suggested.

	“Yeah,” Cassie agreed, “guys are always hot for that kind of thing.”

	“Yeah but French maids don’t really turn me on,” Mel replied. “But it is a good suggestion.”

	“Why don’t we check the internet,” Sandy suggested.

	Mel brightened. “That’s a great idea!”

	All three women picked up their wine glasses and headed into the living room where Mel set up her laptop on her desk. “Sissy,” she finally said. “Go clean up the kitchen!”

	Chad was ever so glad to finally be able to move away from the corner again. He bent his knees painfully to get the circulation moving again. Thank God he wasn’t wearing heels! The darn women had sat at the table for an eternity while he stewed in the corner! Talk about cruel! He could hear them all laughing now as they sat around her computer. He wasn’t at all sure he wanted to know what they were laughing about.

	“Oh! I love that one,” Cassie squealed excitedly. “And you’ve got to get the shoes that go with it too!”

	Mel duly added everything they decided on to the website’s shopping cart. When they were done, she entered her payment information and finalized the order. That was the third website they had bought things from for Sissy so far. The amount was adding up, but by that time, Mel didn’t even care. “Oh! You want to see what I’ve been looking at for a while now for him? I was planning on buying them later this week.” She navigated to the web page she wanted.

	“Breast forms!” Sandy and Cassie screamed together.

	“Why wait?” Cassie asked. “Get them now!”

	Mel turned back to her computer and did just as Cassie had suggested. It was so much fun!

	Chad, in the kitchen, felt like he was forgotten, while at the same time not forgotten. He knew everything the girls were discussing was for him. He knew every bit of it would be painfully humiliating. But the only words he had heard clearly were “breast forms.” He shuddered, but realized that it was only logical. She had been making him pad out the breasts of his girdle since the beginning anyway. So in reality, breast forms were no big deal.

	Forgotten, but not forgotten. He was the maid tonight. A fixture to be there and work, but not be in the way. Invisible. Alone. Used.

	He hated it. He loved it. The misery of the situation also fueled his fantasies. Damn he needed some relief! Unfortunately, he went back to thinking about Mel training him so that he could only wear high heels and nothing else. Why should he find that so appealing? Why did he find any of it appealing? He just did. He accepted it. He enjoyed it. All of it.

	 


Chapter 17 (Monday – week 3 - Part 1 of 3)

	His dreams were total confusion. He was confused. The situations and images were confused. One minute he felt lost, alone, adrift, forgotten. The next he was overloading on sexual want and need, feeling the punishing pain of his chastity device even in the dreams of his sleep. Constantly changing dreams. Dreams where he was proud of himself. Followed by dreams where he was completely unnoticed. Followed by dreams of being stuck in high heels forever. Followed by dreams of playing pool on his new pool table. Followed by dreams where he was wetting himself uncontrollably. Back and forth the dreams flashed. Faster and faster. Exploring and changing emotion after emotion. The situations and feelings coming at him faster and faster, stronger and stronger, mixing the emotions so that he could hardly tell them apart. Until they all rolled themselves all up into one loud crashing crescendo… that was his pink alarm clock suddenly blaring loud rock music into his room to wake him up.

	He awkwardly rolled over on his blow-up mattress and stared at the ceiling while he tried to clear his confused head. His chastity device was hurting him and he tried to figure out why. It must have been something he was dreaming. Pity he couldn’t remember it though. He struggled to his feet and turned off the music. It was Monday. He’d have to go to work… again.

	The first thing that fully made it through to his sleep fogged brain was a question. What instructions had Mel left for him during the night? Only one way to find out. He began slowly waddling towards the kitchen. As soon as he began walking, the urge to pee hit him. He almost let it out without thinking, but he caught himself just in time and with a modicum of effort got it fully under control.

	What a strange night last night had been. He had cooked dinner for the girls, and then they had ignored him… completely - as if he weren’t even there. No thanks, no praise, no acknowledgement of any kind! For hours! After they finally released him from his corner, he had cleaned up the kitchen and then just waited. They never even spoke to him. The only time anyone even looked at him was when Mel came through to get yet another bottle of wine. She didn’t even ask him to get it for her. As if he was nothing but an appliance in her kitchen that she didn’t need just then. Like a toaster.

	And when Sandy and Cassie finally left, Mel sent him straight home too. She didn’t shove one of her stinking suppositories up his butt, heck, she didn’t even rediaper him or give him any instructions. Nothing! Just a “See you in the morning,” and that was it! Weird!

	As he reached his kitchen he got huge shock. There was no note! Nothing! He searched the floor in case it might have fallen off but he couldn’t find anything. He felt panicked. She had never done this before! What was he supposed to do? He literally waddled in circles in his kitchen trying to figure it out. He couldn’t remember her telling him anything that he should have remembered. Should he get another baby bottle like he always did, or didn’t he have to bother? What clothes did he have to wear?

	Fearful, because she always checked to make sure he had finished the required baby bottles, he pulled one out of his refrigerator and sat down with it in his living room chair. Once again, he felt ignored and adrift.

	Mel woke up with her mouth tasting like dried cotton… well, maybe not that good. Her head felt like it was stuffed with wool. She dragged herself carefully out of bed and went into the bathroom to brush her teeth. Too much wine always did this to her. She hated herself for it. No matter how much fun she had the night before, she always paid for it then next morning. It was the wine… every time.

	Brushing her teeth helped some, but not as much as she would have liked. She plodded to her coffee pot and turned it on. It wasn’t till she stood there watching it dripping into the pot that she finally thought about Chad. Dinner had been great last night. He had done really well. Everything had been perfect. He was really on his way to becoming her greatest fantasy. In some ways, he was already there. She loved seeing him in his formal maid’s dress. But Cassie and Sandy had been bored with it. Yeah, she understood that and yeah they were right. What an evening she had had buying him new outfits. She didn’t want to think about how much money she had spent last night. A small fortune probably. Of course she also couldn’t really remember what she had bought him either. She had been in too much of a hurry to bother printing anything out. Stupid! But she guessed that any packages that came in now would be like wonderful surprises. She’d just have to wait and see. That was always fun.

	She suddenly remembered something else, she had forgotten to leave him a note with instructions last night. Stupid again! Too much wine! Well, she’d just have to see how he showed up later. If she didn’t like what he was wearing then it would really be her fault, not his. Of course, he didn’t have to know that. She could yell at him about it whether it was her fault or not.

	Feeling a little bit happier, she poured herself some coffee.

	Chad got out of the shower and dried himself off. Should he wear two diapers like she always told him, or didn’t it matter. Deciding to be cautious again, he went for the double diapers. Besides, he could worry a whole lot less about leaking that way. But how about everything else? Even though he was holding back now, he still had to do everything in his diapers. Heck, he didn’t even think about using a bathroom anymore – he sometimes found that very convenient! So he added the plastic panties because they provided a lot of added protection against leaking.

	Did he need the all in one girdle? He looked down at the front of his diapers. They were a bit bulky and there was a bit of a bulge where his chastity device stuck out. Sighing he pulled the all-in-one girdle on too because it not only hid his chastity device further, but it also kept his diapers from being so obvious when they got wet.

	Did he need the pantyhose too? He didn’t have any socks to wear with his shoes and he could easily go without. But the low-heeled shoes were a bit tight on his feet and the pantyhose made them easier to get on and a lot more comfortable… so he pulled the pantyhose on too.

	Was there anything he could go without? He searched his closet. He glanced through the button down shirts that he usually wore to work. But before he selected one, he fingered the new blouses he had too. Heck, everything else he was wearing was female. Nobody would even care if he wore a blouse today instead of one of his male shirts. But wearing anything male was still a coveted privilege to him, so he opted for one of his old shirts instead.

	There wasn’t much choice when it came to the pants or shoes. He wasn’t about to go to work in high heels – even though thinking about it slightly rekindled the fantasy he had lived with all day yesterday. He pulled on a pair of women’s pants and slipped into his low-heeled shoes.

	But how about his makeup now? Would she let him go to work without it? She had been so adamant lately about him working on it and yesterday’s session with Sandy had really helped – as far as they got. It would be nice to go to work again without makeup, but he had also been wearing it all last week too. The way he was dressed already, he was guessing that by now he’d probably attract more attention at work if he wasn’t wearing any. He opted to go with just the foundation and eye makeup like he had last week, only he’d try to do a better job of it today.

	When he was done with his makeup he looked at everything spread all over his bathroom counter. It looked like a lot of stuff, and he hadn’t really used that much. He thought of the things still in his purse. Nobody had told him what things he could leave home now. Deciding to lighten the load in his purse some, he began removing the items he never used and only put in the things he knew how to use. Then, just in case Mel might check, he added a couple of different lipsticks too, even though he wasn’t wearing any.

	He had no male watch anymore so he struggled to attach his new one around his wrist and hook the security chain. Why did they have to make them so hard to fasten? Why did they have to make the dials so small too? Women had no sense of what was practical! Kind of like pockets in pants. Such a basic concept!

	Finally, he wondered about his new necklace and ring. Did he really need them? He wasn’t sure. He hoped not. Just to be on the safe side, he pulled another baby bottle out of the refrigerator and drank it while he considered that very question.

	Mel glanced at her clock. It was almost time for Chad to arrive. How bad would he be? Would he even bother to drink anything before he came? She seriously doubted it. The knock came on her door and she opened it immediately.

	“Good morning, Mistress,” Chad said as he dropped a quick curtsey.

	“Good morning, Sissy,” she replied as she always did before she let him in. Was it her imagination, or did he look a bit nervous and worried this morning. He probably was worried. She closed the door and began looking him over carefully. He appeared to be dressed suitably, much better than she expected… appeared to anyway. She took the plastic bag he was holding and opened it. Two empty baby bottles. The tape around the bottle caps was still intact. She wished it had been more bottles in the bag, but it was good enough. She looked up at him. “How many diapers are you wearing Sissy?”

	“Two, Mistress,” he replied with a small curtsey.

	Watching him curtsey with his answer sent an immediate thrill through her. “Are you wearing your girdle?” she asked.

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied with anther curtsey.

	“Good.” But she reached out and pulled the neck of his shirt aside just to check. Yes, the girdle was there. But something else wasn’t! “Sissy! Where’s your necklace?” She checked his hand. “And your ring?”

	Now he looked really nervous. “I left them home,” he replied with yet another curtsey.

	She moved up right into his face. “I don’t ever want to see you without them!”

	She saw the panic instantly increase in him and was pleased. She stood back shocked one more time. “And where, for heaven’s sake, is your pacifier?”

	This time he didn’t curtsey. He was clearly panicking and worried. “I forgot it again,” he admitted.

	“Go get them!” she said. “And don’t come back till you’re dressed properly!” She almost laughed as he practically flew out the door. She had been surprised, he had done really well all by himself with no instructions. In fact, pushing him a bit just then had been a lot of fun. Clearly he didn’t need as much close supervision anymore as he used to. Which meant that she had made more headway with him already than she had thought. She felt very satisfied about that. Of course, that also fell right in line with her plans for him for the week.

	Chad came hurrying back in, this time with the ring on his finger, the necklace around his neck, and the ridiculous pacifier stuck in his mouth. As she closed the door behind him again, he dropped another curtsey, “I’m sorry, Mistress,” he mumbled through the pacifier.

	“You should be!” she berated him. But inwardly, she was nothing but pleased.

	Once again she subjected Chad to having to eat a bowl of baby cereal with the tiny baby spoon while sitting on her kitchen floor. Once she had finished putting two fresh baby bottles into his diaper bag, she stood in her kitchen and watched him trying to eat. She had to control her laughter as more and more of the cereal fell off the spoon and wound up dripping down from his face. If he wasn’t careful, he’d have to redo his makeup again.

	She may have felt lousy from last night’s wine when she got up this morning, but watching Chad was definitely putting her in a much better mood.

	When he finally finished his baby cereal, along with two more bottles of her tea,” she wiped his face off herself as if he was a child. A bit too much makeup did come off around his mouth. She glanced at her clock, there was plenty of time, but she decided on another idea. “Uh oh, Sissy! You’re such a messy eater that your makeup needs fixing now. But there’s not enough time to fix it here. You’ll have to do it when you get to work.”

	“But I can do it quickly,” he protested.

	“No, now go! I have other things to do this morning.”

	“But… Can I fix it at my place?”

	“No. It’s time you started to learn to do it while you’re out anyway. Why do you think I have you carry it all with you? You do have all the makeup you need, don’t you?”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied.

	But she was already heading for his purse in the living room. As Chad climbed to his feet, he really hoped she wouldn’t say anything about there being not as much makeup in it as there used to be.

	She was already poking through his purse when he got there. “Remind me the next time we go shopping that you need a new wallet. This thing is ugly.” He didn’t answer. “I see you’ve cleaned a lot of stuff out, but it still looks like you’ve got at least the basics. So that will be all right.”

	Chad felt a huge wave of relief. While she was closing his purse for him, he took a second to glance at his face in the mirror she had by her door. Yeah, he could see where the makeup had gotten smeared and needed fixing. It shouldn’t take much though.

	She noticed him checking his face in the mirror and smiled. That was a good sign too. “Ok, Sissy. Off to work. And don’t forget to fix your makeup when you get there. I’ll ask Cassie about it later.”

	Chad sat at his desk and stared at his computer screen. Even this morning, Mel hadn’t mentioned dinner last night. Wasn’t it good enough? Had he had picked the wrong recipe? He meant to ask her about it but had forgotten with everything else going on… ok, he had just chickened out!

	He pulled up his calendar and looked at it. Two weeks of the bet were down and still a very long time to go. He couldn’t believe all the changes she had made in him already. But as to the terms of the actual bet… Well, he was seriously back on track now. If he was going to win this thing, then he had to find a way to keep on track and keep her from knowing it. She could dress him up and make him play her little maid games all she wanted, but in the end, she would be the one dishing out the money – and lots of it.

	He spent a long time staring at the calendar on his screen and thinking about the terms of the bet. It would be so humiliating though to someday find himself completely incontinent and have to wear diapers all the time. So deliciously humiliating. So why didn’t he just do it? This was the perfect opportunity. He would really love it. But there just seemed to be something holding him back. Even though he wanted it badly, he just couldn’t do it.

	It was the bet, he finally decided. If it wasn’t for that, he would probably be loving everything she was doing to him and more. But because of the bet he felt like he absolutely had to win. The odds were in his favor – heavily. And he was completely back on track now. But it had been close. He had been really shocked to find out this past weekend how much control he had already lost. Almost all of it. And that was after only two weeks! The odds might be heavily in his favor, but if he wasn’t careful, he could really lose!

	He wanted it, but he didn’t want it. No, he wanted the humiliation of it, just as he was frightened of the humiliation. Which amounted to the same thing. Bottom line… his darn competitive nature didn’t like to lose. Just as he now knew that hers wouldn’t let her lose either. Very well, the bet was on and there was still a long way to go. He needed a plan. Something to keep him on track so he wouldn’t stray.

	He opened his spreadsheet program and began entering a column of dates. The bet had started on the second day of the month. Thirty one days this month and thirty days next month. Sixty one days of hell before his “testing” would even begin. Almost nine weeks. Mel had tried to make it an even nine weeks but he had refused. He had suggested that they make it an even eight weeks but she had refused that. They had settled on the exact number of days of the months.

	Once the dates were all in his spreadsheet, he started a “Days to Go” column that counted down the number of days left – 46 as of today.

	In the next column, next to the date for yesterday, he entered fifteen minutes. Because that was how long he figured he had managed to hold back from peeing into his diapers yesterday. Not really very good, but compared to Saturday, it was an eternity. From now on, he would try to time himself and his best times would be recorded. His goal was to increase the time every single day to the end. He could do that easily, especially if he was careful to make sure that Mel never found out!

	 


Chapter 17 (Monday – week 3 Part 2 of 3)

	Mel checked her messages between clients and saw one from Will Grey. She had been waiting to hear from him about the case. She dialed his number. “Hi Will, it’s me.”

	“Mel! Hey listen, I just wanted you to know that we just made a small bust on some of the info your favorite kid client gave us last night. We’ve got another one lined up for a little while from now.”

	“So we’re good with him then? You can let him go?”

	“Just as soon as you tell me you’ll go out to dinner with me tonight.”

	Oh God! And worse, he sounded so smug. “Will, not tonight,” she protested trying to put it off. “I’ve already got plans.”

	“No problem. I can easily hold the kid for a few more days till we know everything we’re gonna get from these other raids. And you know how long the paperwork can take.”

	Shit! He was so damn manipulative! And the kid’s parents had already called twice this morning. They wanted him home. She hated herself. “How about tomorrow night? I’m free then. Will you let him out this morning if we go out tomorrow instead?”

	She could almost hear him thinking. “Tomorrow it is!” he finally agreed. “You can come down and sign the papers anytime. I’ll have them ready.”

	She breathed a sigh of relief, sort of. She still dreaded going out with him. “Thanks, Will. I appreciate it. I’ll be down in a little while. Just as soon as I call his parents.”

	“Oh, and Mel… don’t forget, I expect you to look good tomorrow.”

	“Yeah, yeah. I haven’t forgotten. See you in a few.” She hung up on him. Geeze! The guy was a pain. “I expect you to look good tomorrow,” she mimicked angrily into the air. But they ran up against each other a lot. She had no doubt that if she didn’t at least try to look a little better, which in his case meant sexier, then the next case he might not be so compliable. It was always give and take with these things… speaking of which, she had a very good phone call to make to the kid’s parents just then.

	Chad was working intently when he suddenly felt a hand placed lightly on his shoulder. “Hey Chad,” Robins voice said softly.

	He jumped a bit because he hadn’t heard her come in behind him. “Hi Robin,” he replied as he finished typing his line of code. He could feel her fingers feeling for the straps of his girdle under his shirt. “Please don’t,” he said, shrugging her hand away. He turned his chair around towards her.

	“I just needed you to look at my idea for one of the pages for this new project,” she said.

	“Oh, ok, no problem.” He got up from his seat and followed him into her cubicle. Her design was already up on her screen. “I love it!” he said enthusiastically. “And I have no doubt that the clients will too. In fact, we can use part of that on the home page too if you want. I think it might look good.”

	“That was kind of my idea too,” she admitted. “I just wanted to see how you felt about it.”

	“I love it,” he said as he leaned back against her desk to look at it more closely.

	“Hey Chad,” she said quietly. “Do you know your makeup is a little messed up around your chin? It looks like you wiped some of it off and the areas around it got all smeared.”

	He suddenly felt so embarrassed. Why was she looking at his face instead of their work? “Uh… I didn’t know,” he lied. Actually he had totally forgotten.

	“You’ve got to be more careful if you’re going to be wearing makeup.”

	“I guess I’m not used to it yet,” he admitted. Well, he wasn’t!

	“You better fix it,” she said. But she suddenly noticed his necklace half hidden under his shirt. “Oooo. That’s pretty,” she said as she reached out and pulled it out so she could see it better. When did you get that?”

	“Friday night,” he said slightly exasperated.

	“Your ring too?” she asked.

	“Yeah.”

	“Nice. I love them.” But before she let go of his necklace, she was careful to arrange it more outside his shirt than inside. “You need to let that show more,” she said.

	He wanted to ask why, but he decided not to. It would only lead to more embarrassing conversations.

	“Hey, tell me something Chad.”

	He was suddenly wary. “Yeah?”

	“Why is it you always wear your old male shirts, when everything else that you wear is for women? Don’t you have any pretty blouses?”

	“Yeah, I’ve got a few.” He admitted.

	“Then why don’t you wear one?”

	He tried to find and answer that he could tell her but he couldn’t. “It’s complicated,” he finally replied.

	She rolled her eyes and turned away from him, obviously put off.

	“Well, it is!” he protested as he started to leave.

	“Oh Chad,” she called after him sarcastically. “Don’t forget to fix your makeup!”

	He didn’t answer.

	Mel was feeling both good and bad when she got back from the police station. Good because the stupid kid was out of jail, and bad because she had to deal with Detective ‘All-To-Smug’ again. When she checked her messages, she was surprised to see one from Sandy. She called her number. “Hey Sandy, it’s Mel.”

	“Oh hi Mel. Thanks for returning my call.”

	“No problem. What’s up?”

	“I just wanted to let you know that I got the highchair back this morning. The carpenter did a really great job!”

	“Wonderful! So when will you have it ready?”

	“Probably by Wednesday at the latest. Maybe tomorrow night. It depends on how things go.”

	“That’s great Sandy. I appreciated it.”

	“Well, just don’t forget that you promised to let me babysit someday.”

	Mel laughed, but only for a moment. Instead of talking, she found herself saying nothing, thinking long and hard about what she was considering.

	“Mel? Are you still there?”

	“Yeah Sandy. I’m here… Listen, Sandy. I’ve kind of got this date lined up for tomorrow night…”

	“Wonderful Mel. Good for you!”

	“Yeah, well, maybe not so good. I’ve been out with this guy a few times before and he’s a lousy date… if you know what I mean.”

	“So? Go enjoy yourself anyway.”

	“Unfortunately, I’m kind of stuck going out with him this time. Anyway…” she paused slightly for another breath. “I was thinking… if you still want to babysit with him… then how about then?”

	Sandy’s squealing was loud enough that Mel had to move the phone away from her ear for a moment. “Tomorrow? You mean it?”

	“Yeah, tomorrow.”

	“Of course Mel. I can’t wait!”

	“Great. I’ll give you the details later. Ok?”

	“Super Mel. Super!”

	Sandy hung up her phone totally excited. She was going to get to babysit with the sissy. She had no doubt that Cassie would be equally excited too. She was supposed to be searching for fabrics and furniture for a client just then, but somehow she was no longer interested. Instead, she pulled her car into the parking lot of a store that specialized in things for little girls. She needed some ideas and this might be the perfect place to start… oh, and then there was that new baby store further up the street, and then the toy store, and …

	Chad stared at his purse. It was almost lunchtime. It had been a good morning. He had gotten plenty of work done and even better, his spreadsheet now proudly announced that he had held back for twenty minutes – and that was a conservative estimate. But his problem now was his makeup. He remembered that Mel had told him to fix it when he got to work. Even Robin had noticed the problem. He just didn’t want to do it. But Mel had said she was going to call Cassie to check up on him. He knew she would. He had the impression that Cassie told Mel everything.

	Having no choice, he searched through his purse for the compact that held his little mirror. It was really difficult to see much in it and he felt cross-eyed before he looked away. He pulled out the things he thought he would need. He didn’t have to do all of his face, just a tiny touch up. But the darn foundation could be so tricky. Once he had the things he needed out, he dabbed a tiny bit of makeup over the areas that were bad. Then he grabbed one of his makeup brushes and went to work.

	“Cool! I see you got yourself some brushes too,” Robin’s voice said from the entrance to his cubicle.

	He suddenly felt very embarrassed by what he was doing. “Yeah, you said I should.”

	But Robin was now looking at the makeup on his desk that he had pulled out. “Hey, this is some new stuff. You didn’t have this last week.” She picked up one of the bottles. “Oh, this is nice. I love it, but I can’t always afford it.”

	“Yeah,” he answered. “Well, I don’t really buy all that much anyway.”

	“Lately you seem to be.”

	He had to admit, she had a point. “Maybe,” he answered noncommittally.

	“Hey,” she said. “I’m going to lunch. Want to go?”

	“No, I can’t,” he replied.

	“Another date?”

	“Something like that.”

	She stood there for a moment looking at him, wondering what was really going on. “Ok, suit yourself,” she finally said before she left him. Did she want to follow him again? Not really… but…

	Chad struggled with his face, trying to fix it the best that he could. By the time he was done though, he knew he was going to be a few minutes late meeting Cassie. He hurried out to his car and drove to the exercise place where she worked.

	“Hi Sissy.” The receptionist called out way too loudly as he walked in.

	“Uh… hi,” he replied.

	The receptionist suddenly put a funny pout on her face. “I’m disappointed. You don’t ever curtsey pretty when you talk to me.”

	Why did this woman want to tease him so much? Why did any of them want to tease him for that matter? “Knowing that she’d only make things more difficult than they already were, he dropped a quick curtsey for her and said “hi” again.

	She giggled terribly! “Oh, you’re sooo sweet! I’ll find Cassie for you.”

	Chad was just grateful that she hadn’t delayed things any longer. The receptionist was back a few minutes later with Cassie. Chad didn’t wait this time, he immediately dropped another curtsey as he greeted Cassie.

	Cassie smiled. “You’re learning, Sissy. I’ve got to say that much for you. You’re learning. But are you learning anything else? That part we’ll have to see about. She crooked her finger as she turned around and Chad followed her toward the back. He was suddenly not looking forward to getting his diapers changed again.

	Once again in the back office with the blinds closed, Cassie had him get undressed down to just his diapers while she pulled one of his baby bottles out of his diaper bag. She had him lie on the floor to change him again and handed him the bottle to suck on. She removed his diapers. “Oooo, not messy again?”

	“I haven’t had any suppositories in a while now,” he replied.

	“And why is that?” she asked. He shrugged as best he could while on his back. “Don’t know,” he said around the nipple in his mouth. “I guess Mel’s been too busy.”

	Cassie didn’t say anything to that. She just removed his diaper and put two fresh ones under him. “Ok, let’s get down to business now.”

	Chad was already mentally preparing himself for the pain… dreading what was to come more than ever.

	Cassie squirted some baby lotion into her hands and began messaging what she could touch on his front side. To Chad, it felt like heaven. He wanted more, much more… while at the same time he didn’t want it at all because he knew that in the end it would hurt. He tried very hard to keep what Cassie was doing somewhere in the back of his mind while he attempted to think of work issues instead. It was working – sort of. At least his chastity device wasn’t hurting him yet.

	“You’re doing so well,” she said softly. But she wasn’t stopping. “Raise up your bottom a bit so I can coat your rear end too. He did as he was told and soon felt her warm hands massaging his back side. It too felt incredibly good. But then she was moving closer to his tiny little hole. And the feelings seemed to increase ten-fold. She touched his hole, and he moaned. She noticed his reaction and was a bit surprised by it. She touched it again and felt him pushing himself ever so slightly towards her finger. “You like that?” she asked softly.

	He didn’t answer. He was too wrapped up in how good her hands felt and wishing more than ever that she would touch him there again.

	She touched his asshole again, only this time she left her finger there. Once again he was pushing against her finger. She glanced at his face. His eyes were closed. He was sucking on his baby bottle furiously again. Ever so slightly, she increased the pressure of her finger till it slid just barely into him. She saw his whole body shiver. She removed her finger. He was breathing faster now, his baby bottle would be finished soon at the rate he was sucking on it. She quickly grabbed one of the suppositories and got it ready. Then she went back to playing with his tiny asshole. Again, she put just enough pressure on it to where he was trying to push against her finger again. Then she pressed it inside, further this time. All the way to her first knuckle. She slid it in and out a few times then removed it. His eyes were still closed and he was still sucking furiously on his bottle. He was breathing hard. The base of his cock was now more swollen than it was before, yet he wasn’t complaining.

	She picked up the suppository and held it against him till he started pushing against it, then she slowly slid it in along with her entire finger, as far as she could push it. She saw his face wince in pain as the teeth of his device dug deeper into him. She pulled her finger out again. She doubted that he even knew she had put the suppository into him.

	She moved her hand back to his ball sac and his rear end automatically dropped back down to the floor. She massaged him again and again till he began moaning. She could see that he was so thick now inside his device that it had to be hurting him. She wanted to do more for him, but the darn plastic device was preventing her. She grabbed the whole thing in both hands and pulled gently on it. He groaned as his trapped cock tried to become fully erect in the tiny space that it had. Once again, he pushed her hands away and rolled over onto his side, trying to quell the pain.

	When she felt he was more under control, she rolled him back over and took his empty bottle from him. Then she finished diapering him. “You did pretty good again today,” she said, but you’ve still got a ways to go. I think you enjoyed that today more than you have before.”

	Chad felt his face burn with shame. He didn’t know what to answer. It had felt good. He was just now more horny than he had felt in a very long time. “Can I go now?” he asked, still deeply embarrassed.

	“Yeah,” she said. “Get some lunch.”

	He hurried out and back to his car, never once looking at anybody else. He himself was still trying to figure things out. Why had it felt so good when she had played with his asshole? He wasn’t sure he liked any of the implications of that.

	“Hi Mel, it’s Cassie.’

	“Hi Cassie. Everything go ok today?”

	“Yeah, just fine. Hey, I noticed something different today.”

	“Different?”

	“Yeah. When I played with him trying to get him hard, he was doing real well till I started playing just a bit with his asshole. Touching it kind of kick-started his system. It was like he wanted me playing with it.”

	Mel had to think about that for a moment. “Ok… Um, have you ever noticed that before?”

	“No, never. How about you?”

	“I’ve never played with that – other than to shove suppositories up his butt.”

	“Never?”

	“No, why?”

	“You don’t get out much girl, do you?”

	“Not as much as I probably should. But I am going out tomorrow night – with someone I’d rather not be going out with at all. Did Sandy tell you?”

	“No, I haven’t talked to her today.”

	“Yeah, I’ve agreed to let her… and I guess you, babysit with Sissy tomorrow night while I’m gone.”

	“Oh hey! That should be fun! I know Sandy’s been jealous because I get to play with him every day and she doesn’t.”

	“Well, she can have at him tomorrow night then.”

	“Great. I just wanted to let you know how it went today, that’s all.”

	“Ok, thanks Cassie. I’ll talk to you later.”

	Mel hung up her phone. What a strange conversation. So his asshole was becoming more sensitive lately. That was interesting. Had she read something about that? She’d have to look it up. And first chance she got, she’d have to experiment for herself.

	 


Chapter 17 (Monday – week 3 Part 3 of 3)

	Chad was feeling sorry for himself as he drove back from lunch. Mostly because he was feeling so horny and had no way to get any relief. His need was starting to weigh like a lead weight on his entire body and mind. But all thoughts of his need went quickly to the back of his mind as soon as he arrived at his desk. Someone had left a couple of magazines on it. He looked at them – fashion magazines. There was no note or any way to tell where they had come from. He’d have to ask Robin as soon as she got back.

	He started to put them aside, but he couldn’t resist. He opened one, just to glance quickly through it. Beautiful women that made him jealous because he couldn’t look like they did… beautiful clothes that made him jealous that he couldn’t wear them… Hair tips that made him jealous because he couldn’t wear his hair like that… And makeup suggestions that made him jealous because he didn’t have the feminine features of the models. The magazines were just too interesting to put down right away.

	“I see you took my advice and got some magazines to look through too,” Robin said from the entrance to his cubicle.

	He quickly put the magazines down. “No… Um… Somebody just left these on my desk and I was looking to see who they belonged to.”

	“Yeah, sure. Admit it, you were reading them.”

	He could feel his face turning warm with embarrassment. “Well, maybe. Did you leave these here?”

	“Not me. You mean you didn’t buy them?”

	He shook his head. “Definitely not!”

	“Well, somebody thought that it might be a good idea for you then. You really should consider coming down to break with me later. Then you can ask to see if anybody there left them for you.”

	“No way!” he answered. “I’m not going anywhere near there.”

	She shook her head. “You’re acting soooo stupid!”

	The buzzing of his new cell phone interrupted them. He quickly dug it out of his purse and found a text message from Mel telling him to go directly home after work and to have dinner ready as soon as she got home. He closed his cell phone and put it away.

	“I see you got yourself a new cell phone too,” Robin said, sounding very exasperated. “I should have known you’d get a pink one!” She walked away and went back to her own cubicle.

	His cell phone buzzed again immediately. Mel added another message. “No uniform tonight!” Now he was wondering what kind of trouble she had in store for him for tonight.

	An hour later, the suppositories in Chad’s system decided to do their job. He was horrified when he first felt the impending urges quickly building. He recognized the signs of the suppositories – at least he was guessing it was from a suppository, but he didn’t really remember Cassie putting one in him. As he struggled to hold back, he realized that he should have known, he had been too wrapped up in the strange sensations to realize what Cassie had done.

	But the suppository couldn’t be denied, and he didn’t even try very hard. All too soon he was horribly uncomfortable as his diapers filled with the terrible mess. A mess made all that much worse because he hadn’t had as many of the little bombs in him as usual. He dared not get up from his seat for the rest of the afternoon. Getting home to change was now the most important item on his mind. It dwarfed everything else, including his insatiable need.

	Robin stopped by Chad’s desk in the middle of the afternoon. She really only stopped at the entrance to his cubicle. “Why don’t you come down to break with me?” she asked.

	He turned in his chair and looked a bit angrily at her. “Like hell!” he said, then quickly turned himself away again. He hadn’t meant to act so mean, but the mess in his diapers just then was really bugging him and he dared not even get out of his seat.

	“Suit yourself,” she said a bit angrily as she walked off. The guy was really being a major jerk. What was he so defensive about today? She walked into the break room and poured herself a cup of coffee. Her friends were all waiting for her.

	“Did he get the magazines I put on his desk?” one of her friends asked excitedly.

	“You left them?”

	“Yeah! I thought it would be funny. Did he read them?”

	Robin laughed a bit. “He sure did! Well, he was looking at them pretty closely anyway when I got back from lunch. But he was trying to convince me that he wasn’t really interested. But I saw him – I think he was fascinated by them.”

	The woman laughed. “Oh God. He really is a sissy, isn’t he?”

	“Hey Robin,” another woman asked. “Have you figured out what he’s doing at the gym yet?” “Not yet. I’ve thought about going in to ask while he’s in there at least a dozen times, but I can’t seem to bring myself to do it. I didn’t even try today.”

	“Come on girl! You’ve got to do it. You want me to go with you?”

	“No,” Robin replied. “I’ll check. I’ll do it tomorrow for sure!”

	As soon as he could, Chad hurried out to his car after work, trying not to show how full his diapers were. Walking was really a problem. He could even smell himself some – even through all the layers of protection he was wearing. He was very grateful that Robin had only stopped by his desk once during the afternoon and that was just to see if he wanted to go down to break with her and the other women. Yeah, like he was really going to do that! Ever!

	He hurried up to his apartment and undressed down to his diapers as fast as he could. He was more than ready to get out of them and get cleaned up in his shower. Afterwards, he dressed himself in two fresh diapers, then put the same clothes on he had worn all day since Mel had indicated no uniform today. Then he touched up his makeup and went straight to her apartment.

	The diet dinner he was planning on making didn’t take a lot of time, but it did have to chill in the refrigerator before it was served. He got started on it right away. As he waited on portions of the dinner to cook, he quickly went over her apartment to make sure it was spotless. The only things he could really find to do were to make her bed and wipe her bathroom sink down. He set her table… it was definitely “her” table because he wasn’t allowed to sit at it anymore. While he got a measure of pride and pleasure in setting the table, it also made him sad. He would like to enjoy the fruits of his labors a little more than he was allowed. Which brought back memories of last night. Did she like the dinner, or didn’t she? It bothered him that he didn’t know.

	By the time she breezed in from work, everything had long been ready. “Good evening, Mistress,” he said as he dropped a curtsey at her entrance.

	She smiled broadly at him. Seeing him doing that seemed to chase away all the stresses and problems of her day. It filled her with absolute joy. “Good evening, Sissy,” she replied. “Is everything ready?”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he said with another curtsey. “Just as you asked.”

	He really was becoming perfect. She was struck again by how wonderful it was to have such a servant. She headed for her seat at the table while he went to the refrigerator. There were two plates prepared in the refrigerator, he pulled one of them out and carefully placed it on the table in front of her. “Oh, this looks good,” she noted. “What is it?” He told her. She took a bite. The smile on her face broadened. “Are you sure this is out of that diet cookbook?” she asked.

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied with another curtsey.

	She turned to face him, her face no longer looking so happy. “Isn’t there someplace you’re supposed to be?”

	He sighed and started for his corner… and stopped and turned towards her.

	Seeing him hesitate and turn around instantly took half the pleasure out of her meal. There was more than a hint of anger in her voice. “What’s wrong, Sissy?”

	“I’m sorry, Mistress,” he said dropping yet another curtsey, “but I have to know… How did I displease you last night?”

	His question caught her completely off guard. “Displease me? What are you talking about? Who said anything about you displeasing me last night?”

	“Well, it’s just that… Well, nobody even mentioned if they liked the dinner I made. And then afterwards, everyone just ignored me, like I wasn’t even here.”

	She was flabbergasted! “You expect…” She got angry. “Listen, Sissy, the only time anyone is likely to tell you anything like that… is if they DON’T like something! And as to us ignoring you… I thought I was being nice by letting you stay out of your corner while we didn’t need you. Obviously I was wrong. From now on you can expect to stay in that corner and out of the way unless I want you doing something. Now get into that corner and stay there! And hurry up!”

	He practically ran for his corner and squished his body well into it. He closed his eyes. She was mad now, but she hadn’t been mad last night? What did he expect? Lavish praise? Yeah, he did expect that… or something anyway. But no, she had made it perfectly clear that he was just her servant… her maid. Someone to do the work and not be in the way or even noticed. Someone who could make her life perfect, yet remain lower than an insect. That was what it was all about after all. Wasn’t it? Yet in his anger, he noticed that his chastity device was starting to hurt him again, a lot! Damn the woman. He was so horny now that even when she made him feel insignificant it was affecting him.

	Mel watched him scrunching his body into the corner, possibly harder than she had ever seen him doing it before. Her anger melted away just watching him. Actually, it was a good lesson for him. She had never spelled it out for him before. He had been picking up on things so naturally that she hadn’t even thought about it. She took another bite of her dinner, it really was good. Yes, he was perfect - or on his way to becoming perfect. She took a deep breath and sighed happily. This was the life she really wanted. Someone firmly under her control who could do all the wonderful things she needed. Not someone who would always be demanding things from her. She got enough of that in her job. “Stop moving your feet!” she ordered as she saw him fidgeting slightly. She loved riding him unmercifully. “And where, for heaven’s sake, is your pacifier?”

	She kept him in his corner for a full half-hour after she finished her dinner, the only attention she paid him was to yell at him for moving. Otherwise, she did her best to act like she was ignoring him. Object lessons were always good. But there were other things that needed to be done. “Ok, Sissy, you can have your dinner now.”

	He gratefully pulled his body out of the corner. He had scrunched himself in so tight that he was a bit sore now. He walked contritely into the kitchen and got his plate and a baby bottle out of the refrigerator and sat down on the floor with them. He didn’t even think about getting himself a fork.

	She watched him for a minute, eating his dinner on the floor like he had been taught. His highchair would be ready soon. Now that would be a far more interesting sight, watching him eating all his meals in a highchair like a baby instead of like he was on the floor right now. The thought actually sent sexual thrills through her body, enough that she had to walk away and leave him alone before she got too carried away.

	When he had finished eating and finished cleaning up after dinner, she put him straight to work on other things. She had him go and get his maid’s dress and apron and put them straight into the washer so they would be clean for the rest of the week. Then she had him start cleaning the few dirty cloth diapers that had accumulated over the weekend… not exactly his favorite task, but fortunately there seemed to be a lot less of them this week than last week.

	“Put some muscle into it,” she rode him slightly as she watched him scrubbing diapers in the tub. He momentarily worked a little harder at it. Unfortunately, his efforts caused the pants he was wearing to get splashed by the water. “Take them off and throw them in my clothes hamper with my things,” she told him. “In fact, just strip down to your diapers and plastic panties.” When he was finally dressed as she wanted him, she liked what she saw a lot better. “I should have had you show up here that way,” she commented as she walked off.

	His dress and apron were dry and only needed ironing – he could do that at home. His diapers that he had scrubbed by hand were now in the washing machine. It was time for a little personal attention. She laid down on the couch and kicked her shoes off. “Sissy! Come here and rub my feet!”

	Her request surprised him. She hadn’t ever asked him to do that before. His wife – make that ex-wife, used to ask him to rub her feet. Was Mel another one who loved to have her feet massaged? “May I sit and hold them in my lap?” he asked. She only waved her hand in approval. He gently raised her legs and sat down, bringing her feet into his lap. He put his hands to work kneading the soles of her feet.

	With the first firm touch of his hands on the soles of her feet, she breathed out a huge contented sigh. She hadn’t realized how much stress she still had in her body. Each little motion of his hands seemed to send her waves of pleasure. Why hadn’t she found someone to do this before? He was like a miracle! Now if time would just stand still so he could keep it up for an eternity.

	It seemed like all too soon the washer finished its load and his diapers needed to be loaded into the dryer. But by then, she was ready for much more. While he loaded the dryer, she went and found a scarf to cover his eyes. She knew it was silly, but she still couldn’t bring herself to be naked in front of him. She didn’t know what was holding her back and she didn’t care. But in a way, it was actually more fun knowing he couldn’t see her.

	She bound him like she usually did and protected her couch with towels before she dared remove her clothing. But the wait, seeing him helpless before her, only made her more hungry for his attention. She used him hard again. Ravishing herself with his face and tongue. Reveling in the absolute joy and freedom of what she was doing – made all the better by knowing that in her ecstasy, his sexual need was totally denied.

	When her body could take no more, she finally called a halt to what she was doing. She left him while she quickly wiped herself off and threw a robe on. She started her bathwater, looking forward to soaking herself clean in the most relaxing way possible. Pleasure after her pleasure. It would be nice to have him helping her in her bath someday, gently scrubbing at her all over, but she was still plagued by being uncomfortable about being naked in front of him. Someday, she promised herself. Someday soon. It wasn’t that she wasn’t proud of her body… she was. It was just… something else. Something that had to do with him and him alone. She just couldn’t quite put her finger on what that something was yet.

	The water was running in her tub. She put her favorite bath beads in it. But what about him? He was still tied up and blindfolded on her floor. She could leave him there, but she didn’t want to just then. She turned the water off and grabbed a towel. She went back out to him and untied him and let him wipe his face clean with the towel. Then she sent him home, out of her way. She knew she shouldn’t have done it that way. She knew it was wrong. She should have changed his diapers and stuck another suppository up inside him – at least. She should have made him drink many more baby bottles before he left. She should have given him some instructions. But she didn’t do any of that. So many things she should have done. But she was tired and feeling all too good. She wanted nothing more just then but to soak herself clean and relax alone in her bath.

	 


Chapter 18 (Tuesday – week 3 Part 1of 7)

	Numb! Depressed! Alone! His dreams echoed his real life. Driving home, over and over again, one point - that nobody cared about him. He was a thing. An object. Nothing more. Something to be used and thrown away. A thing without feelings.

	But he did feel. He had wants and needs. Powerful ones! But there was nobody who cared. Nobody to see him as anything other than what they believed him to be – a thing.

	His pink alarm clock blared loud music into his room waking him up. Saving him from further rejection, but not saving him from feeling used and depressed. He had gone to bed feeling that way last night. She had used him, then sent him home… showing no interest in him at all once her own needs had been met. While the music blared loudly, he stared at his ceiling – a blank slate full of nothing. Like him.

	Eventually he came to his senses a little more. He rolled over awkwardly and got up from his blow-up mattress. He turned the clock radio off. Blessed silence permeated the room once more. He was relieved, but not relieved.

	In his uncaring – uncared for state, he waddled into the kitchen, hoping against hope that she had cared enough to leave a note for him last night. But his counter was bare, blank, empty… like him. A tiny spark of anger flamed within him.

	He didn’t bother with a baby bottle. He went straight to his bathroom and removed his diapers. He got into his shower and just stood there, letting the warm water pour over him. Washing his soul as well as his body, clean. As if trying to rinse himself of the entire uncaring world. He let himself pee once he realized that he had been holding it. He felt better, but only a little.

	He got out and dried himself off. But what should he wear? In his present state of mind, he really didn’t care. Would she care if he went without the diapers for a change? Would she finally pay a little bit more attention to him? He considered it strongly. But the more he thought about it, the more childish the idea seemed. He looked for the first time in a long while at his toilet. It was so wrapped up in her plastic cling wrap that it would take a major effort to remove it. The simple plastic wrap that made it off limits to him… reminding him whenever he looked at it of what he was no longer permitted to do – because of the bet. The sight always depressed him… and made him feel funny inside. So he rarely looked at it.

	Having no other choice, he put his two diapers on as usual, followed by his plastic panties, all-in-one girdle, and pantyhose. He did his makeup next this time. Only half-caring about how he was putting it on. He was surprised that it still came out acceptable. He put his new necklace around his neck and his ring on his finger. He attached his watch to his wrist.

	He opened his closet door and stared into it. His closet was another depressing place. Again her plastic cling wrap was all too evident. Denying him the clothes his body was born to wear. Forcing him instead to wear clothes that haunted his fantasies instead. But haunt his fantasies they did. He reached out and grabbed one of his blouses, looking at it closely. He hadn’t worn one to work yet because she hadn’t demanded it of him. His male shirts were the only male clothing he had left. Wearing them was still a coveted privilege. He considered wearing a blouse instead. Everything else he would be wearing would be female. Why not? But the coveted privilege won out.

	He glanced at the tiny dial on his watch. He was early. He sat dejectedly in the only chair he owned and stared at one of his blank walls. Blank wall. Blank mind.

	Mel sipped happily at her coffee. She was happy that is, till she remembered her date that night with Detective ‘major pain in the ass’ Grey. Ugh! She walked into the kitchen and dumped the rest of her coffee out. She suddenly didn’t want it anymore. She checked her clock. It was almost time for Chad to arrive. That thought made her feel a lot better.

	Right on time the knock came at her door. She opened it. “Good morning, Mistress,” he said rather flatly. His curtsey seemed half hearted. “Good morning, Sissy” she replied, a bit puzzled. She stood back and let him in. He had his diaper bag and his purse, but no bag of baby bottles. She looked him over as he stood in front of her. His necklace was there along with his ring. In fact, everything seemed to be in order – except for one thing. “Where’s your pacifier?” she asked.

	He mentally cursed himself for forgetting it again. He was surprised that she even cared enough to ask. “I forgot it!” he said. But the tiny bit of anger he had felt earlier was starting to grow.

	“You forgot it? Again?” She shook her head. “And what about the baby bottles? Did you drink any today?”

	“No Mistress,” he answered, not even bothering to curtsey.

	“Why not?”

	“Because…” He tried to find a good answer. But all he could suddenly feel was frustration and anger and rejection. “Shit!” he exclaimed. “What the hell do you care anyway?” And with that he turned and walked out her door.

	She was so taken aback that she stood there for a moment, trying to comprehend what had just happened. She ran after him. He was already almost to the stairs leading down to his car.

	“What’s going on?” she demanded.

	“Like you really care!” he returned angrily. He began stomping down the stairs, then he stopped. He turned back to her. “You have no clue about me! You only care about your stinking self! You have no regard for anyone else’s feelings but your own. Go to hell, ‘MISTRESS!’ Go to hell!” He quickly resumed his trek down the stairs and got angrily into his car. A minute later, he was gone.

	She stood staring after him. What had gone wrong? She had thought everything was going great. Obviously it wasn’t. Watching him leave like that drilled a hole a mile deep into the pit of her stomach. As if her whole life had just walked out on her.

	What did he mean she didn’t care? She cared tremendously! Couldn’t he see that? Men! That was part of the problem. All they ever think about is themselves! Wasn’t everything she was doing to him – for him? Wasn’t it all part of his fantasy? Why wasn’t he appreciating that? Just wait till tonight. She’d make him sorry! But then she remembered her date. Damn! But one way or another, she was going to punish him for this… and punish him good!

	Chad sat at his desk, slowly nursing the large cup of coffee he had bought that morning along with his breakfast. He had purposely forced everything that had happened earlier to the back of his mind. He wasn’t ready to deal with it yet. Mostly, his mind was on his computer screen and the project he was finishing. He carefully flipped through screen after screen, clicking everything he could, checking it carefully. Finally, he took one more sip of his coffee. He reached out and shut the project down. A few clicks and some brief typing later, and he had sent an email to his boss Tom Robinson. His project was finished, he had done really well with it and he knew it. It felt good. He knew the clients would be really happy as well. It was just a shame that he’d never get to personally hear from them about it. But he knew that Tom would relay whatever they said. That would be more than good enough – especially the way he was dressing now.

	The only thing he had left to work on was the project that he and Robin were supposed to be working on together. But so far, she had done all the work while he finished up this last project. He’d get busy helping her in a few minutes. But first…

	He opened up the spreadsheet that tracked his bet progress. The countdown column said forty five days as of today. In the column for how long he had managed to hold back, he entered twenty-five minutes. He was fairly sure that he was holding it a lot longer, but he was still trying to be conservative. Besides, it gave him goals to improve himself.

	He finally allowed himself to think about this morning. He had been stupid and he knew it. She’d probably punish him more severely than ever before. But he didn’t care. He had meant every word he had said to her. And it had felt really good telling her off. In a way, he was very sorry he had done it, but in a way, he was glad too.

	He closed his spreadsheet and took one more sip of his coffee. “Oh Roooobiiiin,” he called over the top of the cubicle wall between them.

	Robin was startled to hear him calling her the way he did. It was so out of character for him… especially lately. She didn’t even think about typing another character. Instead she immediately got out of her seat to go around and see what was going on – as if there was something wrong with him. She found him smiling and sipping his coffee. “You seem to be in a good mood this morning,” she noted.

	“Not really,” he replied, still not sure if he was more angry at himself for what he had done with Mel, or glad he had done it.

	“Well you could have fooled me.”

	“I just finished my last project,” he explained, “and I’m really happy with the way it turned out. That’s all. I’m ready to start working on the new one with you.”

	“Great! It’s about time! Where do you want to start?”

	“Why don’t we go over what you’ve done so far and decide together.”

	“Sounds good to me,” she replied. As he got up to go over to her desk she asked him, “So Chad, why is it that you always wear those dumb men’s shirts? And don’t tell me it’s complicated because I might hit you!”

	He laughed. “All right, I won’t tell you, but please don’t hit me.”

	She didn’t even bother laughing. What could be so complicated about her simple question? So she tried one more time. “So what is it that you have against pretty blouses?”

	“Nothing,” he replied. “I love them.”

	“But you don’t ever wear one.”

	“I know. Maybe someday I will.”

	“When?”

	“I don’t know. Maybe someday soon.”

	“I’ll believe it when I see it!” She clicked her mouse a few times, taking them to the start of their project. But instead of talking about work, she asked, “How about a dress?” she asked. “Any plans to wear one of those soon too?”

	“Ugh!” he replied. “Don’t push your luck!”

	This time, she laughed.

	Mel was fairly despondent all morning. She didn’t want to concentrate on her work because she was too wrapped up in thinking about her problems with Chad. So when she saw the message saying that Gloria had called her, she returned the call immediately, because by that time, she’d rather think about anything except work.

	“Hi Gloria. It’s Mel.”

	“Girlfriend! Hey, I was just thinking we haven’t done lunch together in a long time. How about today?”

	“Uh, I don’t know Gloria. I’m kind of having one of those days, you know? I don’t think I’d be very good company.”

	Gloria could hear how depressed Mel seemed to be. “Listen. It sounds more like you need a good lunch outing with me. You can tell me all about then and maybe we can sort things out together.”

	“I don’t know Gloria. I’ve got court at one. We’d have to make it an early lunch.”

	“Early is great for me. We won’t have to wait for a table. See you in half an hour at the usual?”

	Mel thought about it for a second, then decided to go for it. “Yeah Gloria. Sounds good. See you then.” Maybe together they could figure out a good way to put Chad in his place and keep him there!

	 


Chapter 18 (Tuesday – week 3 Part 2of 7)

	A little while later, Mel walked into the trendy restaurant. Before the hostess could ask to seat her, she spotted Gloria already waiting for her at one of the tables. She sat down with her.

	“Hi Mel. So what’s getting you so down today?” Gloria asked.

	“I guess a couple of things. First of all, do you remember Will Grey?”

	“You mean the police detective?”

	“That’s the one. He’s kind of forced me into a date with him tonight.”

	“If I remember correctly, you can’t stand the guy.”

	“You got that right! He’s so darn manipulative.”

	“Like you aren’t?”

	“Ok, so maybe I am. But that’s the point. We’re both that way and I can’t stand it!”

	“So you’re stuck with this date?”

	“Something like that.”

	“So go and enjoy what you can then kiss him off again like last time.”

	“That’s about what I plan to do.” “Ok, so what else is eating you? I know it has to be more than that.”

	“Ummm…” She paused to think for a moment. “I guess it’s Chad. You wouldn’t believe how he acted this morning. He yelled at me for Heaven’s sake! Right out of the clear blue, he told me off, then just stomped out and went to work! The bastard. Like he doesn’t appreciate everything I’m trying to do for him.”

	“What did you do about it?”

	“What did I do? Nothing! He was gone. There wasn’t anything I could do. But later… Well, I still have to figure out what I’m going to do to him later. I’m hoping you can help me with some ideas.”

	“Uh huh,” Gloria mumbled still looking intently at her friend. “What kind of things do you do for him?” she asked.

	“What?”

	“You said he doesn’t appreciate what you do for him. What do you do?”

	“What do I do?” She had to think for a moment. “I’m trying to fulfill all his kinky little fantasies. That’s what I’m doing.”

	“How about your fantasies?”

	“Well, yeah, mine too, of course.”

	“Uh huh.” She replied. “So what did you say to him this morning?”

	“This morning? God, not much at all! I only yelled at him a bit because he forgot his pacifier…”

	“Pacifier?”

	“Yeah, I love seeing him suck on it all the time. It’s hilarious! I’ve been having a real problem with him forgetting it lately.”

	“Oh, ok. What else?”

	“And then I yelled at him because he didn’t drink any of his baby bottles!” “No baby bottles?”

	“Yeah! He knows he’s supposed to drink some every morning and then bring me the empty ones.”

	“But he didn’t?”

	“No! Not even one!”

	“So it sounds like he was mad at you before he got there.”

	“Yeah. I could tell as soon as I opened my door. His curtsey was so half-hearted and his voice was almost flat.” “His curtsey…” Gloria was trying desperately to sort it all and keep the strange things all in their place. “So if he came in mad, then maybe it was something that happened last night. What did you do to him then?”

	“Last night? Not much. Just the usual. I had him fix me dinner and stand in the corner while I ate… He did ask me though about the dinner he had made for me and a few friends the day before. Would you believe it, he was looking for praise or something! Like I really need to tell him! That made me mad. But I enjoyed making him stand scrunched up into his little corner for an extra half hour before I let him out and let him do the laundry. Men! They’re always wanting praise where it shouldn’t be needed!”

	“I see,” Gloria replied. “So he made you all dinner the day before too?”

	“Oh yeah. For a little sissy twerp, the guy can really cook. It was great!”

	“Uh huh,” she replied once again. “So what else did you do last night?”

	She was hesitant to mention it. “Um… I kind of got off with him. If you know what I mean.”

	“No. I don’t know what you mean. Tell me exactly what you did.”

	Mel felt herself blushing. “I like to tie him up and blindfold him so he can’t see me. Then I make him lick me to orgasms, over and over again. Oh Gloria, you wouldn’t believe how great it is!”

	“You do that a lot? You said earlier that it was the usual.”

	Mel was blushing deeper now. “Yeah. I’m getting addicted to it real fast!” She giggled.

	“I see,” Gloria replied, still trying to maintain her complete professional attitude. She was supposed to be out for a fun lunch with her friend, but there were times when that friend needed some real guidance. “And what does he get out of it?”

	“What does he get? What do you mean?”

	“I mean, does he get off on it too?”

	Mel laughed. “That’s part of the fun of it all. He can’t get off at all! I’ve got him locked into a really mean little chastity device – and I mean little! He can’t feel anything! Period!”

	“So he never gets any…”

	Mel shook her head. “Nada! Nothing! Zip!”

	Gloria shook her head. “And how does he feel about that?”

	“I don’t really know. It doesn’t matter anyway, because with this bet, it’s all about what I want.”

	“I see,” she replied once again. “Mel, I got to tell you. I’ve got to side with him. I don’t know what you’re thinking, but it’s not right! Your little sexual games aside, you don’t ever even talk to the poor guy. As far as I can tell, you treat him like a thing! You might as well be doing this with a robot or something! It’s no wonder he told you off. According to you, the only thing you ever say to him is when you yell at him once in a while. And that doesn’t count! What do you really know about him?”

	“I don’t know? Not much. I know he’s almost divorced.” Mel replied. Since Gloria was suddenly siding with Chad, she was no longer sure of her mental footing.

	“Divorced! And you don’t think he might be feeling a bit lonely… or maybe even abandoned? Have you been spending a lot of attention on him lately? Other than using him for your own little sexual gratification?”

	She had to think. “Not really. Not lately anyway,” she admitted.

	“Mel, my bet is that he’s feeling neglected. He feels like nobody cares the least bit about him at all! And from everything you’ve just told me. I think he’s absolutely right! Mel, from what you’ve just told me, bet or no bet, you’re going to lose this guy somehow.”

	That thought instantly put a bit of panic into Mel. “No! I don’t want to lose him. He’s like a dream come true!”

	“Well maybe you should be taking a little better care of your play toys then,” Gloria admonished. “At least talk to him once in a while. Let him know if he does something good occasionally. Otherwise he’s going to feel nothing but worthless – like he probably does now. And you won’t like the results if that gets worse!”

	Mel sighed. Gloria was probably right. She had been a bit on the selfish side lately. Even last night she knew that she should have done things differently. She just hadn’t felt like bothering. And that had led to her current situation with him. “So what should I do?” she asked sheepishly.

	“Well, for starts, you might try apologizing to him. Then, I suggest you talk to him once in a while. You never know what you might learn. Oh, and if I were you, I’d get on that real fast. Or one way or another, bet or no bet, he’s gonna walk out on you if you don’t.”

	Mel nodded. “Yeah, I’ll think about it.” She thought for a minute then checked her watch. “Damn! It’s too late to catch him for lunch and I’ve got to be in court right after that… Ugh! And then tonight I’ve got that date with Detective ‘Pain In the Ass’!”

	“I wouldn’t wait too long,” Gloria said, “it sounds like he’s already pretty mad.”

	“Yeah, I’ll think about it,” Mel replied. “Men! Why do they have to be such babies!”

	Gloria laughed. “Isn’t that kind of what you want?”

	Mel giggled. “Well, yes and no.” Her cell phone rang just then. “Hello?”

	“Hi Mel, it’s Sandy. I was just making sure we were still on for tonight.”

	“Yeah, sure,” Mel agreed.

	“Great! What time can you get him here?”

	“I don’t know. How about around seven. My date is picking me up at seven thirty. That will give me time to get him some dinner and get him changed first.”

	“Oh no, Mel. Don’t feed him. We’ll take care of that.”

	“You will?”

	“Yeah, in fact I stayed up late last night finishing the highchair. You don’t mind if we use it before you do… do you?”

	Mel was a bit surprised. “No, Sandy. I can’t wait to see it though.”

	“Oh Mel, it came out gorgeous! Listen, you said I could babysit, so I’m kind of planning a big baby evening for him. Ok?”

	“That’s up to you, Sandy. It’s fine with me. I’ll get with you later about anything else. Ok?”

	“Great Mel. Thanks!”

	Robin followed Chad out of the parking lot again at lunchtime. She followed him till he again turned into the gym, then she drove on to get a real fast lunch. Her friends at the break-table had reminded her this morning that she had promised to find out what was going on. And heck, she was curious. Very curious!

	“Hi Sissy,” the receptionist called out the moment he walked through the door. What he wanted to tell her was to blow it out her ass! But he held his temper. Why should he bother with this anyway? Why didn’t he just go home and unwrap all his regular clothes and change? The bet! That was why. The damn bet! He half heartedly dropped a curtsey to her and said a simple, “Hi.” Fortunately she seemed happy with it and went in search of Cassie.

	He didn’t bother curtseying or even saying hi to Cassie when she came out. He just showed her one of his “I dare you” faces instead. She stared at him for a few moments, questioningly, then just turned around and crooked her finger for him to follow her.

	“What’s eating you?” she asked as soon as they were alone and the door was closed behind them.

	“Nothing,” he replied.

	She didn’t believe him. “Don’t want to talk about it, huh?”

	“Something like that.” Actually, he was getting more angry with himself now, because the more things that Mel had to find out about, the worse his punishment would be later. He was starting to really dread that. But instead of doing like he was supposed to do, his anger got in the way instead. He quickly started to get undressed so she could change him faster.

	When he had removed his pants and laid down on the floor, she handed him a baby bottle to suck on. She removed his wet diapers. “Still not messy,” she noted.

	“The only suppositories I get anymore are the ones you give me. Mel hasn’t said anything about not giving me any, has she?”

	That was news to her. “No, she hasn’t mentioned it.”

	“Maybe she just forgot.”

	“I don’t know. I’ll check with her later though. I promise.”

	“Can we maybe do without one today? Just in case?”

	She shook her head. “Sorry. I wish I could. I really do. But I promised her. Like I said though, I’ll check with her later.” She laid the fresh diapers out under him, then pulled out the bottle of baby lotion and squirted some into her hand. “Ok, she said as she rubbed the lotion onto both of her hands, let’s see how you do today.”

	But the moment she placed her hands on him to try to arouse him, he put his hands down on top of hers. “Please?” he said. Pleading with her to not hurt him today.

	She looked at him for a long time. “Ok,” she said softly. “Just this once. Ok?”

	He breathed a sigh of relief. “Thank you.”

	She quickly grabbed a suppository and shoved it up inside him. Then she diapered him and waited till he finished his baby bottle.

	Robin finished her burger in record time and drove back to the Gym. Good! His car was still there! She plucked up her courage and went inside. She couldn’t imagine what she might see. Chad in pink leotards maybe? The thought actually made her giggle.

	“Hi, come on in,” the receptionist said as soon as she got through the door. “Can I show you some of the packages we have, or are you interested in just a general membership?” The receptionist was already spreading out pamphlets for her to look at.

	Robin glanced around at what she could see of the gym. There were a lot of women on the exercise machines, but she didn’t see any sign of Chad. She was actually disappointed. “Um…” she finally said as she continued trying to spot him. “Actually, I’m here looking for someone.”

	“Oh, no problem. Who do you need?”

	“His name is Chad,” she said.

	“Chad? I’m sorry, this is a women’s only gym.”

	“But I saw him coming in here earlier,” she protested. “And his car is still outside.”

	The receptionist thought for a moment, then it finally dawned on her who the woman wanted. “Oh, you mean Sissy.”

	“Yeah, he’s a sissy alright. Is he here?”

	“No, I mean that’s the name he uses when he comes in here.”

	Robin was so startled she didn’t know what to say. It took her a moment to come to grips with it. “He says his name is Sissy?” she asked. She wasn’t sure she had really heard it right.

	“Yeah. Definitely.”

	“Ooookaaayyy,” Robin relied, still trying to come to grips with that. “Is he here?” she asked.

	“Yeah, but he’s in the back with one of the trainers right now. I have standing orders that they’re not to be disturbed.”

	“What are they doing?” she asked, really puzzled now.

	“I have no idea?” the receptionist admitted. “He comes in every day and goes back with the trainer for a little while, then he leaves. That’s all I know. He should be out fairly soon though, if you want to wait.”

	Robin decided that she really didn’t want him to see her there. She just wanted to know what was going on. “No, no. I’m going to leave now. In fact, please do me a favor and don’t even tell him I was here. Ok?” She didn’t wait for an answer. She hurried out to her car instead. He was calling himself Sissy? Wait till the girls in the break-room heard that!

	 


Chapter 18 (Tuesday – week 3 Part 3of 7)

	Cassie watched as Chad fastened his pants. “I’ll have to tell Mel,” she said, referring to everything she didn’t do today.

	“I know,” he said sadly. He didn’t really care. He was in for it one way or another.

	She tried to sound brighter, happier. “Hey, but we’ll have some fun tonight though.”

	He was caught off guard. “Tonight? What’s happening tonight?”

	“Mel didn’t tell you?”

	“No. What?”

	She shook her head. “If she hasn’t said anything, then maybe I shouldn’t.” He was completely dressed now. She opened the door for him. “See you later,” she said simply.

	Chad was puzzled. What did Mel have planned for tonight? And Cassie had said that they would have fun. The way she said it seemed to sound like he might have some fun too. Fun? That would be so nice. But the way things were going so far for him today, he seriously doubted that Mel would let him have any fun at all. Pain – severe pain was more like the plan for tonight!

	The way he was feeling, he decided to skip lunch and just go back to the office. He was too depressed just then to eat anything.

	Court was mostly a “sit around and wait” session while the case in front of hers bogged down the system. The whole time she waited, she brooded about Chad. Could it really be her fault? She really wasn’t all that sure. Ok, Gloria had made some points. Some good points she finally had to admit. But what should she do about it?

	Chad brooded all afternoon. It was hard to concentrate on his work. It got even harder when Robin stuck her head in his cubicle, then started giggling and had to leave. She didn’t come back. He was glad. He was in no mood for her company, even for work. He had really screwed up this morning. Badly. His dumb temper had gotten the best of him. Then to make matters worse, he had screwed things up with Cassie too. He was in for a really rough time, and the worst part was, he knew he deserved it. He thought again about Cassie’s mention of fun. Fun would have been very nice.

	Mel checked her messages as soon as she got back to her car after court. She saw one from Cassie and returned her call. “Hi Cassie, it’s Mel.”

	“Hi Mel. Hey, what’s up with Sissy today?”

	“What do you mean?”

	“He seemed to be really out of sorts today. And I got the impression that he’s pretty depressed about something.”

	“Yeah, it’s probably my fault.”

	“Listen, I put the suppository in him before I diapered him again, but when I tried to stimulate him a bit, he asked me not to, and I didn’t. I know I should have done it for you Mel, but geez, I kind of feel for the guy, you know? I hate hurting him so much.”

	“Yeah, Cassie. It’s ok. Don’t worry about it.”

	“He said you weren’t putting any of the suppositories up in him anymore. Should I keep doing it, or can I stop?”

	“No, don’t stop. Not yet at least. That’s my fault too. I’ve been getting lazy lately and not bothering. I need to get back into it a bit more. I’m planning on stopping them, but not yet. Ok?”

	“Sure Mel. Whatever you want. I just wanted to let you know. He was really in a mood today.”

	“Thanks, Cassie. It’s something that I have to deal with.”

	“Ok, Mel. Is tonight still on?”

	“Yeah, I told Sandy I’d bring him by around seven o’clock.”

	“Great. I know she’s really looking forward to it. He doesn’t know yet, does he?”

	“No, not yet. Thanks, Cassie. I’ll see you later.” Mel put her phone away. Gloria had been right, she really needed to talk to him. She glanced at her watch, it was the middle of the afternoon, he would be at work, and she had that darn date tonight. She pulled her phone out again and made a few more quick calls. Then she started her car and pulled out of the parking lot.

	It was break time! Finally! Robin got up from her chair and paused. She seriously thought about stopping by Chad’s desk and saying, “Sissy, do you want to go to break with me?” But she didn’t. She couldn’t wait to tell her friends about it though. As she left her cubicle, she glance into his, he was working on their project. She didn’t pause long enough to see anymore. She had dirt to dish to her friends!

	As soon as she got to the break room, her friends were all asking to know what she had found out. They had all reminded her earlier in the day that she had promised to get them information, and now she had, some of it anyway. She took the time to slowly pour her coffee, then slowly saunter over to the table with a big grin on her face, just to build up their excitement. This time one of her friends found a chair and prominently placed it at the crowded table for her. She sat down like a queen and sipped her coffee.

	“Ok girl! Dish!” One of her friends finally said.

	She laughed. “Oh God! Wait till you hear! When I walked in there, I didn’t see him at all, so I asked the receptionist about him and she didn’t even know who I was talking about. It actually took her a minute to figure it out… and get this… he’s telling them there that his name is Sissy!” There were gasps and laughter all around. None of the women could believe it.

	“What does he think he’s doing?” one of the women asked.

	Robin shook her head. “I don’t know.”

	“He’s obviously playing some kind of weird game,” another person said.

	“Yeah, but what?” Someone replied.

	“So what’s he doing in there then?” Someone else finally asked.

	“That’s just it,” Robin replied. “I still don’t know… and neither did the receptionist! He goes in there every day and goes to the back somewhere with one of the trainers, then he comes out again a little while later. I swear, that’s all the receptionist could tell me!”

	“Weird!” one of her friends said.

	“Yeah, really strange,” someone else added.

	“So should we all start calling him Sissy now?” one of the women giggled.

	There was a lot of laughter from all around as woman after woman went through funny scenarios of walking up to him and using Sissy as his name. Robin laughed too. She had almost done just that earlier before she came to break, but had decided against it.

	“So Robin,” one of the women finally asked anxiously. “Are you going to call him Sissy now?”

	Robin thought about it for a minute. “No,” she finally decided. “I get the feeling he doesn’t want anyone here knowing about that. So no… at least not yet!”

	“But later?” Someone asked.

	She nodded. “Oh yeah. Eventually for sure!” There was another loud round of laughter from everyone.

	“Hi Sissy.”

	Chad turned quickly in his seat at the sound of Mel’s voice. He was shocked to see her standing at the entrance to his cubicle.

	“What are you doing here?”

	“Get your purse and come with me,” she said.

	“But I’m supposed to be working!”

	“Don’t worry about it. Just come with me.”

	He was very hesitant, but he got his purse out of his desk drawer and followed her – all the way outside and to her car that was parked right near the door. “Where are we going?” he asked.

	“I don’t know yet,” she replied. “Let’s just drive.”

	Neither one of them said a word as she pulled out of the parking lot. The silence continued as they drove further down the street. Mel was just driving. She had no destination in mind she just followed the road as the awkward silence continued to grow between them. The silence was shattered when they both spoke at exactly the same time.

	“I’m sorry,” Chad said as Mel was saying. “We really need to talk.”

	They looked briefly at each other, but Mel had to keep her eyes on the traffic and the awkward silence began to build up again. Not knowing what else to do, Mel suddenly pulled her car off the road into the first available driveway and parked in the first available spot she could find. She shut off the engine. They each looked at each other briefly, then both of them stared straight ahead out the windshield at the stream of passing cars on the road in front of them. Neither one of them really knew where to start.

	“I’m sorry,” Chad finally got out, still looking ahead at the passing cars.

	“Me too,” she admitted, also looking straight ahead.

	“I know I was wrong for acting like I did this morning, but…” he searched for words to explain how he felt, and when he found them, they almost exploded. “But I was just so damn frustrated! I don’t know what you want anymore! I’m trying, I really am, but am I doing something right? Am I doing something wrong? I don’t know! You won’t tell me. Last week was great, I knew where I stood and you told me everything you wanted me to do. But now? I don’t have a clue! And it’s like you use me for your own little sexual needs, then put me away out of sight and out of mind. I might as well be your damn… dildo for all you care!” She winced at his words. “I’m sorry,” he said again, much more contritely. “I don’t know what’s really gotten into me. Just take me back to work and I’ll gladly take whatever punishment you have planned for me later. I deserve it. This won’t happen again… I hope.” He sighed and kept staring out the window.

	She looked over at him. He wouldn’t even look at her. She could see how frustrated and angry he still was. She stared at the purse he was holding in his lap and all the women’s clothes he was wearing on his body. This all had to be enormously difficult for him. From what she had read, almost nobody ever did the things in real life that she was making him do. Yet he had done them and she knew that deep down he was loving it. But still, it had to be so difficult for him.

	“I’m sorry too,” she finally said softly. “You’re right about absolutely everything.” He still wouldn’t look at her. “It’s just that… you’ve come so far, so fast and… well, the truth is that lately I’ve just been lazy. Too lazy. I forgot that while you’re working so hard at everything that I have responsibilities too. I neglected them. All of them. I’m sorry.” Was he even hearing her? He didn’t act like it. He just kept continuing to pout as he stared out the windshield. “What can I do to make it up to you?” she finally asked.

	“Don’t punish me for one!” he said flatly, continuing to stare at the traffic ahead of him.

	“I’m not going to punish you. This is my fault, not yours.” Finally he looked at her. It was the first good sign she had seen.

	“Can I have my old clothes back?” he asked hopefully.

	“No!” He winced, but she saw him smile too. They looked at each other for a moment.

	“I just need to know what you want,” he finally said. “Do you like something, do you not like something. It’s like I’ve been cast adrift lately. Like you don’t care about me at all… and I know that you shouldn’t care about me, there’s no reason for it, but still… I guess I’m just feeling sorry for myself today. That’s all.”

	She nodded. “I don’t blame you. I think I’d feel the same way. Probably worse. Look, I promise to try harder again. Ok?”

	He nodded this time. “Yeah. Me too. And Mel, I’m really sorry about this morning.”

	“So am I Chad. I’m sorry for neglecting you so badly.” She had purposely used his real name, just as she had noticed he had used hers. They were out of character just then. No role playing at all.

	“When is your divorce final?” she asked.

	“The end of next week.”

	“Maybe we’ll plan something special for then.”

	He shook his head. “I don’t think I want to do anything. It’s too depressing.”

	“Ok, we’ll see when the time comes.”

	They stared at each other for a moment, each of them trying to figure out where to go next. Finally he said, “Mel, I liked it when you left me notes every day. It was easier to know what you wanted me to do or to wear. Can you do that again?”

	She thought about it. “I don’t know, Sissy.” She purposely used the name she had given him this time, bringing them both back where they belonged. “I don’t think you need it anymore. You know what I want you to do now.”

	“But that’s just it, I don’t know! What pants do you want me to wear? What shirt? I have no idea!”

	“Those are your choices now. I want you to get used to selecting your own clothes.”

	“My choices? What choices? The only male clothes I have left are my shirts. There are no choices anymore!”

	“You still have choices,” she replied. “They’re just different ones now.”

	“Yeah,” he replied a bit sullenly. “Very different!”

	She laughed just a bit. “You’ll get used to it… in time. What do your friends at work say?” she asked.

	“What friends! Nobody talks to me anymore. Nobody! Except Robin, of course.”

	“She’s the one you work with?”

	“Yeah, she has the desk next to mine.”

	Mel was surprised to feel the pangs of jealously rearing up in her again at his mention of the woman. But she had asked for it when she brought the subject up. Annoyed, she started her car again. It was time to get moving.

	“What’s happening tonight?” he asked as she drove out of the parking lot.

	“Ugh! Don’t remind me!”

	“Well?” he asked. “Cassie hinted at something, but she wouldn’t tell me what.”

	She sighed. “I have a date tonight that I’d much rather not have.”

	“So? What’s that got to do with me?”

	She smiled wickedly at him for a moment. “While I’m gone, I’ve agreed to let Sandy babysit you.”

	“Babysit? Why?”

	“Because she wants to. And because she and Cassie have been a big help to me so far! So I’m expecting you to behave yourself perfectly for them. Is that clear?”

	He was still trying to comprehend whatever babysitting might mean. “I guess so,” he finally replied. “Hey, where are we going? My company is back the other way.”

	“Home,” she replied. “You can help me get ready for my date tonight.”

	Robin checked around the corner at Chad’s desk yet again. He was still gone and work was over for the day. He had been gone since she came back from break. His computer was still on, but there was no sign of him at all. She was a bit worried about him. Since it was the end of the day, she shut his computer down and turned off the light over his desk.

	Before she left though, she opened the drawer where she knew he kept his purse now. It was gone. Puzzled, she went out to the parking lot. As she got into her car, she spotted his car, still there. What had happened to him? Having no clue, she drove home to her family.

	 


Chapter 18 (Tuesday – week 3 Part 4 of 7)

	Instead of going directly into her apartment, Mel stopped at Chad’s apartment first. She rooted through some of the things he had to wear and finally grabbed his baby-doll nighty and one of his onesies. She noticed his pacifier sitting next to his clock radio. She picked it up and shoved it directly into his mouth. Finally, she had him change out his low-heeled shoes for ones with a higher heel. Feeling much more satisfied, she took him to her apartment.

	There was still several hours before Detective Grey would be picking her up, but she still had to get ready for him. And sometimes getting ready could take several hours. “Start my bath water,” she ordered, the minute they walked through her door. While he was doing that, she put her purse down and pulled her cell phone out to check for messages. She was pleased to see that there weren’t any. She had left instructions with Andrea to hold all her messages unless they were really important. Of course, a message from Will Grey cancelling the date for tonight would have been most welcome.

	She walked into the bathroom where Sissy was watching the tub fill with bath water. She grabbed a box of her favorite bath beads and handed it to him. “Let’s try this one tonight,” she said. She watched as he began to tentatively pour some into the water. He poured a little bit, then stopped to look at her.

	“How much?” he asked through his pacifier.

	“A lot more than that! Just keep pouring and I’ll tell you when to stop. He went back to pouring again. “Good!” she finally said. She breathed in the fragrant scent of the water. “Mmmm. That smells heavenly.” Her body was relaxing already just from the aroma. She looked at him. “Diapers, plastic panties, and shoes,” she said. She watched as he stripped down to just what she wanted. She loved seeing him like that, especially with the silly little pacifier in his mouth. He looked so… funny! She picked all his clothes up for him and put them into her clothes hamper herself.

	Her bathtub had plenty of water in it now. “That’s enough,” she told him. He turned the water off. “See how much is in there?” she said. “Next time, remember that. That’s what I like.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he said as he dropped a quick curtsey. His little curtsey thrilled her completely. Yes, she loved watching him. It was so… rewarding!

	But now it was time for her bath and she was still dressed. It would be so nice to have him help her with her bath... scrub her back for her, maybe even other places too. But somehow, she just couldn’t bring herself to get naked in front of him. She knew it was silly. She had been naked in front of other men before when she had made love with them… ok, there weren’t all that many, but still there had been a few. But for some reason she was still reluctant to undress in front of him. It didn’t really make sense, but she couldn’t help it.

	She removed her shoes and threw them into the corner of the bathroom. She removed the watch that she wore on her wrist. She pulled her hair up on top of her head so it wouldn’t get wet. Then she took a deep breath. She had to force herself to unbutton her blouse in front of him. It was almost difficult and it took her a long time. Feeling more paranoid than ever about it, she slowly peeled her blouse off, leaving the top part of her body only covered by her bra.

	She had the same problem with the pants she was wearing. Very slowly she forced herself to drag them down her legs.

	Chad watched her slowly undressing in front of him. He was mesmerized. She was doing it so slowly, sensually. She was purposely trying to make him hard – where she knew that he couldn’t get hard. And oh boy did he want to! Every second that went by, watching her, that he didn’t get the least bit harder felt like heaven, because he got to really enjoy watching her and there wasn’t an ounce of pain. She was down to her bra and panties now. There was no way he could take his eyes off of her. She was hesitating now, building up the tension before she removed one of them. Which would she take off first? He waited in breathless anticipation.

	Mel tried hard to bring herself to remove just her bra in front of him. She stood there. She brought her hands up to the clasps behind her. She stood there like that for an eternity. But she just couldn’t do it. With a tiny shake of her head, she lowered her arms again. Finally, she decided she would get into her tub just the way she was - as if she was wearing a bikini bathing suit instead of a bra and panties.

	She stepped into the tub and laid back. The warm water felt so good. It would have felt better if she was completely naked, but it still felt good. “Kneel down next to me,” she commanded. And he did so. She could see that he still hadn’t taken his eyes off of her. Well, that was good. She had to wonder what was really going on in his mind just then. She had a pretty good idea of what most guys might think, but he was a sissy. He was different.

	She handed him her big soft sponge. “Clean my back,” she said as she leaned forward.

	Chad took the sponge from her and began running it lightly over her back. Dripping the warm water over her, caressing her skin with it. He couldn’t believe it, she was purposely teasing him, denying him the sight of her naked body by keeping her bra and panties on. Obviously she knew that doing it like that would only add to his excitement. He thanked God that his chastity device was still not hurting him. It would have completely destroyed the moment.

	Mel felt the sensual touch of the sponge snag on her bra. She hated it. It was just all wrong. She wanted to be naked to feel his attentions unhindered. “Stop,” she finally ordered. She looked around at what she could see of her bathroom and her eyes fell on the clothes hamper where she had just put the clothes he had been wearing. “Get your shirt out of the clothes hamper,” she said, an idea coming to her.

	Chad was puzzled. He pulled his shirt out of the clothes hamper and started to put it on.

	“No, don’t wear it,” she said. “Not like that anyway. Roll it up a few times then tie it around your head. Blindfold yourself so you can’t see me.”

	He was shocked. She could be so kinky sometimes. She was toying with him again, denying him the right to see her naked. As he tied his shirt tightly around his eyes, blocking off all his sight, he could feel his sexual need surging again. He was so thankful that his chastity device was still not hurting him.

	As he once again knelt down next to her tub, she finally plucked up the courage to remove her bra and panties. His hands were feeling for the sponge again and she handed it to him. Once again he began caressing her body with the sponge.

	Chad dipped the sponge into the warm water and drew it slowly over her back. Again and again, very slowly and carefully he rubbed her beautiful skin with it. He couldn’t see her, but he could feel her under the sponge. His mind imagined every wonderful curve of her body. Being without sight seemed to make him appreciate it all that much more. He caressed her with the sponge, over and over again, moving gradually from her back to her front. Down and over her naked breasts. Wonderful breasts. Lovely breasts. He was sure of it. Then he moved down further. All the way down to the little place between her legs. He heard her gasp with pleasure as he cleaned it gently, once, twice, three times… then he did it all over again. Finally, he moved down to her legs as he carefully caressed them one at a time. He couldn’t see her with his eyes, but he could see her with his mind. His imagination memorized every nook and cranny of her.

	Mel was slowly going crazy under his attentions. It took a supreme effort to control herself. He was magic! But she finally came to her senses when he reached her feet. “That’s enough,” she said. She still had to finish getting ready for Detective ‘Smug.’ “Just stay there like that,” she commanded. Then she grabbed her razor and shaved her legs. It would have been nice to have him do that for her, but he couldn’t do that blindfolded – she didn’t think anyway. But it might be fun to find out… some other time.

	“Hand me the towel on your left,” she said. She watched him reach out and search with his left arm for the towel that she could have grabbed easily herself. He found it and pulled it down. She took it from him and stood up in the tub. He was still on his knees as she stepped out to finish drying herself off behind him. She could see him keep turning his head just a bit as if he was trying to see her, which was silly because she knew he couldn’t see anything blindfolded as he was.

	She grabbed her robe that she kept hanging on the back of her bathroom door and put it on, tying the belt around her waist tightly. “Ok,” she said finally. “You can take that shirt off your head again.”

	Chad removed the shirt from his head. He blinked several times to clear his sight. He turned as well as he could in his kneeling position to look at her. He was disappointed, she had her robe on. He knew she would be covered, but he had hoped anyway.

	“Come on, help me pick out what to wear for tonight,” she said cheerfully.

	He followed her to her room where she went straight to her dresser. She hunted through the top drawer, sifting through piles of pale colored wispy material. She briefly held up at least half a dozen pairs of panties before she finally selected a pair. She turned around and showed them to him. “What do you think? Sexy enough?”

	He felt like electricity was suddenly running through his body. “Yes, Mistress,” he said dropping a slight curtsey.

	She smiled that wicked smile of hers again. “I’ll bet you wish you could wear them. Don’t you?”

	The electric current running through him grew stronger. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, again with another curtsey. But his eyes were locked on the wispy panties she held in front of her.

	She sidled up to him and whispered into his ear. “But you can’t, can you. You have to wear diapers, and only diapers. Little baby diapers. Baby diapers for the sissy baby. Too much of a sissy baby to wear big girl panties.” She laughed as she moved away from him. That electric current running through him seemed to be centered directly at the root of his cock right now, and he could suddenly feel the tiny first stings from his chastity device. He forced himself to try to remain calm, willing the still tiny stings to go away.

	Without removing her robe, she turned her back to him and began pulling the panties up her legs, further and further. With the robe still covering her, she pulled them all the way into place and wiggled just a bit to situate them properly. She turned her head back to see if he had been watching. She doubted he had even blinked. Oh, this was fun!

	She quickly moved to her closet and opened the door, breaking the spell that had seemed to hold him in place. She searched quickly through dress after dress, discounting most of them. She pulled one out, then another. She turned to him and held one up to her body. “Which one do you think, this one?” She watched his face for a moment to let him see the dress in front of her. “Or this one?” She switched to the dress in her other hand.

	He couldn’t tell. They both looked great to him. He shook his head. “They’re both great Mistress,” I can’t decide.

	“Sissy. Come on, you can do better than that!” Then a thought struck her. “Look, I need you to think like the real sissy that you are. Now which one would you wear to make a man think you’re really hot?”

	Again that jolt of electric current ran through him in all the wrong – or maybe right – ways. He had never even thought of thinking about a dress that way. He moved to where he could get a closer look at the dresses. They were both short, or appeared to be anyway. One looked like it would leave one of her shoulders bare, while the other one looked to be very low cut. It was a really tough decision. He pointed to the one with the lower cut neckline. Hesitantly, he said through his pacifier, “That one I think.”

	She smiled and ran over to her full length mirror and held it up in front of her. She nodded, then turned her head towards him. She was smiling. “Yeah, it just might do the trick.” She hung the dress on the back of her closet door for later.

	While he watched as she did her makeup, he had to wonder, earlier she had sounded like she didn’t want to go out with this guy at all. Now it was more like she couldn’t wait to seduce him. Why? And what about him? He had a sudden bad thought. Would he ever go out with a woman again? What woman in her right mind would ever go out with someone like him? Nobody, that’s who! But when this bet is over… he promised himself that somehow he would get his life back again. He might have to move to the most out of the way place on earth to do it, but somehow he would get it back again.

	When she finished her makeup, she reached for one of the bottles of perfume on her counter. She picked it up then stopped, thinking for a minute. She turned to him. “Sissy, would you mind if I borrowed a little of that heavenly perfume you got last weekend?”

	Why would he mind? He never used it. He dropped another curtsey. “I’d love for you to use it, Mistress,” he replied.

	She smiled at him. “Go get if for me please, quickly.”

	He took two steps toward the door, then stopped. He looked down at himself. He was only wearing his diapers and high heels. He turned back questioningly towards her.

	“Go like you are, Sissy. Just take your keys and nothing else. Maybe there will be some nice people outside who would enjoy seeing how you look now too.”

	He hesitantly turned toward the door. He hated it when she made him do things like this. He fished his keys out of his purse, took a deep breath to calm himself, then ran as fast as he could for his own apartment. He breathed a sigh of relief as soon as he got there and closed the door behind him. He quickly found his perfume and dashed back to her apartment. Closing her door behind him was like a huge relief. It was so embarrassing to be outside, dressed like he was!

	He handed her the perfume and watched as she sprayed herself. “Oh, that’s such a pretty scent. Don’t you think?” she asked.

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied with yet another curtsey.

	“Here,” she said holding the bottle out. Before he could react, she sprayed him in three different places with it.

	Suddenly the embarrassing smell was all over him. And he knew he couldn’t get away from it. What could he do? He dropped another curtsey and said, “Thank you, Mistress,” yet again.

	She smiled at him. “You should consider wearing this more often. It really is beautiful.”

	He didn’t even want to think about that!

	She looked at her clock. There was still plenty of time. She walked into her kitchen and pulled a baby bottle full of her tea mixture out. She handed him the bottle and pulled out his pacifier. She pointed at his spot on the floor and he obediently sat down and began drinking. She felt satisfied. Things were getting back to normal again – where they should be.

	When his bottle was done, she stuck his pacifier back in his mouth and changed his diapers. “Not messy again,” she noted.

	“I didn’t eat any lunch today,” he explained. “It usually happens after I eat.”

	She nodded her understanding and finished diapering him – without inserting another suppository. No sense making things even worse for Sandy and Cassie.

	She looked back and forth between his onesie and his baby-doll nighty. She finally opted for the nighty because she thought he looked cuter in it. Then she put it on him. He was as ready as she was going to get him. It was her turn to finish getting ready now. She made him scrunch himself into his corner with orders not to dare move while she finished getting dressed.

	Chad was back in his corner again. It was beginning to feel like home to him. A terrible home, but a familiar place never the less. It sounded like she had gone back into her bedroom again. That was one of the problems with his corner, when he was in it, all he could do was to try to listen… and to think. There was nothing else. He again felt the first faint signs that he would have to pee. He easily pushed it to the back of his mind and half forgot about it. His control was normal again, completely. Could he hold it for an hour now? He doubted it. Tomorrow he would be conservative with his hold-back estimate in his spreadsheet again.

	 


Chapter 18 (Tuesday – week 3 Part 5of 7)

	Mel finished fastening her dress, then went to find a pair of shoes. She started to put one pair on, the stopped and kicked them off again. Detective ‘Nuisance’ had said she had to dress sexy. Her dress was sexy. She had one pair of shoes in her closet somewhere with a much higher heel – black patent leather stilettos. She hadn’t worn them in years and years now. It took her a few minutes to find them. She slipped them on. She instantly felt taller. The shoes were a bit uncomfortable not to mention unstable, but if he wanted sexy, then that’s what she would give him. She wondered how Sissy would feel wearing the shoes she had on. He’d love them no doubt. He had a high-heel fascination for sure. Maybe she should get him some – someday.

	She brushed her hair again and pulled it back behind her with a fancy hair clip. She rechecked her makeup. She was as ready as she wanted to be just then. She walked back out to her living room. He was still stuck tightly in his corner. He hadn’t heard her coming and she caught him with one heel slightly off the ground. “Feet together!” she ordered. He instantly fixed his stance to where it should be. She laughed internally. This was so much fun.

	She glanced at her clock. It was almost seven. Close enough. “Ok, Sissy. It’s time. Let’s go.”

	He gratefully pulled himself away from his corner and turned around, trying to stretch a few of his aching muscles as he did so. He stopped and stared at her. She was fully dressed and standing still so he could appreciate her. And appreciate her he did. From her hair down to her black patent shoes. His gaze lingered the longest on her shoes… wow! He looked up into her face. She was a gorgeous woman, but this was the first time he had really seen that. She never dressed this way before. He would love to go out with her, love to take her to bed… but those thoughts were quickly dashed as he realized his own situation and personality. She was going out with a real man tonight… even though she said she didn’t like him, the guy would undoubtedly be someone she could respect. Nothing at all like him. He was a sissy and unworthy of her attentions. He hung his head and dropped a very nice curtsey to her. “You look very, very nice tonight, Mistress.”

	She was pleased, especially by the way she had seen him looking at her, and then his final reaction. It actually thrilled her to the core. “Thank you, Sissy,” she replied. She was about to tell him to get his purse and diaper bag, but she realized that he didn’t have his diaper bag. She guessed it was still back in his car at work. “Grab a plastic garbage bag from the kitchen,” she ordered. “And then put at least six bottles in it from the refrigerator.”

	His eyes went wide. “Six!”

	She smiled that wicked smile again. “You heard me! Get to it!”

	While he was doing that, she dug a bunch of disposable and heavy cloth diapers out of her cabinet, along with a bunch of other things. Everything Sandy and Cassie could possibly need to diaper him many times, in any way that they wished. When Chad came back with the bag full of bottles, she filled the bag with the things she had gathered. “There. That should do it,” she proclaimed. “We better go now, or you’re going to be late!”

	He had spent a few minutes while he was in the corner trying to grasp the concept of being babysat, but he hadn’t been able to wrap his mind around it. What exactly did that mean? He had no idea. He took the heavy plastic bag from her when she handed it to him and then grabbed his purse. She opened the door. It was still fully light outside, undoubtedly there would be people around who would see him. But what choice did he have? Nervously, he followed her outside.

	She walked slowly and purposefully toward Sandy and Cassie’s apartment and he followed closely behind her. There were a few people in the parking lot who stared at them. One gorgeous woman dressed to the nines … and him… a sissy baby. Talk about an odd combination.

	Mel knocked on their door and it was opened almost immediately by Sandy. But instead of greeting Mel, she looked straight at Chad and squealed with delight. “Oh Sissy! Aren’t you just the most precious thing!”

	Chad was momentarily scared when she pushed past Mel to quickly hug him, then drag him into her apartment.

	“Hi Mel,” Cassie said from inside while Sandy was looking Chad over carefully. “You really turned out great tonight!”

	“Thanks, Cassie,” Mel replied, also watching Sandy lavishing attention on Chad.

	“Oh Mel,” Sandy finally said, “come on, let me show you what I did.” She dragged Chad by his arm into the kitchen with her.

	Chad stopped and stared, not believing what he saw. She had a highchair there – a big one! And it was obviously decorated for a baby girl!

	“Didn’t it turn out great?” Sandy asked Mel.

	Mel was shocked. It was beautiful. She had never seen a highchair like it. All the highchairs she had ever seen before were rather plain compared to this one. The whole thing was painted pale pink and white. There were tiny hearts, flowers, and doll appliqués pasted all over it. It was really quite pretty. The only part that didn’t appear to be fancy was the tray he would be eating off of. That just looked to be very plain – as it probably should. It was a beautiful highchair. A big one, but a beautiful one.

	“Sandy,” she said, then stopped as she searched for words. “It’s amazing! You’ve outdone yourself with it for sure!”

	“So you like it?” she asked.

	“Like it? That’s probably an understatement. You really went all out on it!”

	“Well, I was having fun,” she admitted. “I hope I didn’t go too far with it.”

	“Too far? Sandy, it’s fantastic!”

	Sandy squealed with delight. Then she pulled the tray off of it. “Ok, little baby, guess where you need to sit.”

	Chad was hesitant. She really meant for him to sit in that thing! It looked big enough, but something about it made him feel really squeamish just looking at it, let alone sitting in it. Slowly, he walked over to it and turned around so his back was to it. The seat was a bit higher than he liked and he had to stretch on his toes to get his backside up on the seat, but once there, he was able to easily slide all the way back into it. There was a round chair rail at just the perfect height to rest his feet on and he unconsciously hooked his heels over it.

	Sandy drew some white nylon straps from the back of the chair around him and fastened the buckle attached to them together with a loud click, then she pulled the straps tight. “We don’t want baby to fall out, do we?”

	Fall out? He was shocked. She had even included a seatbelt. He was an adult for heaven’s sake. Ok, he was also a big baby, but he wasn’t about to fall out of the thing!

	Sandy picked up the tray by its sides and held it in front of her. “Ok, baby, put your hands in your lap.”

	Chad looked at her, she couldn’t be serious! But he did as she told him to. All too quickly, she was placing the try on top of the armrest and pushing it forward. There were some very obvious clicks as it came closer and closer up to his chest. Then one final click as it pressed tightly against him.

	“There,” that should do it,” Sandy said sounding satisfied.

	Chad tried to pull his arms out, but he couldn’t. His elbows kept hitting either the sides of the chair or the back. Why had she bothered with the seatbelt? There was no way he could get out of the thing! He looked up to see all the women watching him squirm in the chair. He blushed. He was trapped, right where they wanted him.

	Mel had that wicked smile of hers on her face again. “I guess we don’t have to worry about him falling out of it, do we.” All the women laughed slightly. Mel turned to Sandy. “I put a bunch of things into the bag for him. Plenty of diapers and bottles. So you should have everything you need. I don’t know what time I’ll get back tonight, so he’s all yours.”

	“Thanks Mel. You don’t know how much I’ve been looking forward to this. We’re going to have so much fun!” She turned towards Chad, “Aren’t we Sissy?”

	Chad could do nothing but stare at her. Fun? What was her idea of fun?

	While Cassie walked Mel to the door, Sandy got busy in the kitchen. From his seat, Chad saw her pulling several jars out of one of her cabinets – baby food jars. His mind instantly went to the taste of the baby cereal that Mel had been giving him lately. Yech! And yet, the sight of her dumping jar after jar out onto a plate for him also triggered that internal glow of sexual interest. She was going to feed him baby food, while sitting in a highchair. He was going to hate it… he was going to love it. He squirmed in his chair again, but he couldn’t find any way to get his arms loose let alone get out of the thing. And all too soon Sandy was approaching him with the food.

	“Awww. Is the little baby hungry?” she asked in her sing-song voice. “Don’t worry, Auntie Sandy will take good care of you.”

	Auntie Sandy? She set the plate down on his tray in front of him. It appeared to be a child’s divided plastic dish. He couldn’t see the pattern on it because of all the colorful baby food heaped on top of it, but he had no doubt that it was patterned for a baby girl.

	“Oops!” she said as soon as she had set the plate down, “we forgot something!” We? She went to one of the drawers in her kitchen and pulled something out of it. She held it up to show him as she walked back to him. “See what I got for you. Isn’t it pretty?”

	He was horrified-delighted to see her holding up a large bib. The bib had colorful cartoon characters on it. He didn’t get to see it very long because she quickly had it tied around his neck. She pulled one of her kitchen chairs up next to his high chair and picked up a spoon. At least it was a normal sized teaspoon and not a baby spoon like Mel made him use.

	“Ok, baby, here comes the choo-choo train. Open up the tunnel. Choo-choooooo!”

	Chad obediently opened his mouth, even though he knew he was dreading what she was about to put in it. She shoved the baby food in and he closed his mouth around the spoon to pull the food off of it. His taste buds were immediately assaulted by a slightly odd, yet bland flavor. It wasn’t that the taste was so bad, he just couldn’t recognize what it was supposed to be. He half-chewed at it, but there was nothing really to chew. He swallowed. And all too soon, the choo-choo train was coming back to the tunnel again with a load of different colored mush! And all the while she fed him, she kept up a constant banter as if she were talking to a real baby. It was very demeaning. It was very humiliating. And he loved every second of it.

	“Smile!”

	He turned his head at Cassie’s voice and blinked as a blinding light assaulted his eyes. She had taken his picture! He turned his head away and his face ran right into the spoon full of baby food, which naturally got all over him.

	“One more,” Cassie said, he turned his head reflexively, not because she had told him to. And again the blinding light came. This was so humiliating!

	He never did get to see what kind of design was on the bottom of the plate. The baby food had left too much of a mess. The taste in his mouth wasn’t all that bad, yet he really wanted a drink to rinse it away. It wasn’t often that he wished for one of Mel’s bottles of tea, but he did just then.

	Sandy took the plate off of his tray and put it into the sink. She came back with a wet washcloth and began washing his face – thoroughly – scrubbing it clean of not only food, but all his makeup too. She had to rinse the washcloth twice before she was finished. “There, isn’t that better now?” she asked as she was drying his face.

	“Yes,” he replied simply. Having all his makeup finally removed did feel good. Very good.

	“No, no!” she said sternly. “Bad Baby! Babies don’t use adult words! From now on, whenever you say anything, you babble like a baby! Got it? Only baby sounds!”

	He was startled by not only her anger, but her request. Geez! She was really trying to get into this! “Ok, he replied. I’ve got it.”

	“No, no, no! Bad Baby! I said only baby sounds! Nothing else! You don’t want Auntie Sandy to spank you, do you?”

	Cassie laughed, “Knowing him… he might!”

	“Well, he better not!” Sandy replied.

	He was shocked. He was just trying to tell her that he understood. And no, he didn’t want her to spank him. The very idea! She was waiting for something from him. An answer maybe? “Goo goo?” he said tentatively.

	She smiled. “That’s much better,” she said softly.

	His thrill index went up another two notches, but he was ready to get down out of the confining highchair now. Very ready.

	“Now you just wait right there baby, and I’ll be back in a minute.”

	Ugh! Why couldn’t she release him now? He tried to reach the buckle on the chair’s seatbelt, but in the tight confines of the chair, his arms couldn’t bend like that. But what was the use anyway? Even without the seatbelt he still couldn’t get his arms out from under the tray.

	Sandy came back a few minutes later with one of his baby bottles from the bag he had brought in. “Here we go baby, I know you can’t wait to get your bottle.”

	For once, Chad was actually glad to see the bottle, not only to rinse the taste of the baby food out of his mouth, but finally he’d be able to have his arms free.

	But instead of releasing him, Sandy sat back down again and held the bottle to his mouth. While he was glad to finally get the taste of the baby food out of his mouth, he felt so frustrated – and yet, at the same time, in his helplessness, his sexual thrill grew a little more too. Maybe it was because she kept up her constant baby chatter at him. It was a good thing she was keeping the bottle in his mouth, because every time she asked him a question, he was tempted to answer. And he wasn’t sure how he was supposed to do that.

	Cassie came back as he was finishing his bottle. “How’s the baby?” she asked.

	“We’re doing just great,” Sandy replied. “We’re all fed now and she’s just finished her bottle like a good little baby.” She pulled the bottle away from him and got up from her seat. “Want to watch her for a minute?” she asked. “I’ll be right back.”

	“Want me to see if she’s wet yet?” Cassie asked.

	“Sure if you want,” Sandy replied as her back disappeared.

	Wet? He hadn’t even thought about that. These girls were going to probably make sure that he wet himself often. They would expect that. But he had been holding back now. His control was completely back to normal again. They wouldn’t expect him to be dry at all. If Mel ever found out what he was doing… He did have to pee, fortunately. As Cassie approached him with her finger out to reach under his plastic panties, he let his pee loose. Her finger began worming its way in. “Nope, still… wait a minute, yes, you’re a little bit… wait…” She looked down at him puzzled. “Is the baby going pee-pee right now?”

	He blushed. “Yes,” he replied, tentatively.

	“Ah, ah, ah! Babies don’t use adult words. Remember? You don’t want Auntie Sandy or Auntie Cassie to punish you, do you?”

	He was frustrated. He had only tried to answer her simple question with a simple answer. “Ga, ga?” he replied, hoping it would satisfy her.

	“Better.”

	“Sandy came back with a big bag in her hands and put it on the kitchen table. “Is she wet?”

	“She was in the process of wetting herself as I was checking.”

	“Oh good. We can change her in a little while then.” She dug into her bag and began pulling some makeup items out. “You want to play with her hair a bit while I do her face?” she asked.

	“Sure,” Cassie replied. “I’d love to.”

	While Sandy applied a little bit of makeup to his face, he felt Cassie start to pull a brush through his hair, over and over again. A few minutes later, he felt her doing something else to his hair, but he couldn’t tell what.

	When Cassie was through, she picked up her camera and said, “Time for another picture.” Sandy and Chad both turned towards her camera, even though Chad didn’t really want to. “Great one,” she exclaimed. But I think that big tray is in the way. Why don’t we take it off so I can get a better one. I can’t see enough of her pretty outfit.”

	“Great idea,” Sandy replied. Within moments, the tray was finally removed, but not his seatbelt. He reached for the buckle to open it, but Sandy saw him and slapped his hands away. “No, no! Mustn’t touch!” He felt her working on the buckle for a bit. He thought she was going to finally remove it for him, but instead she just loosened it a bit. Then with a quick yank, she pulled the belt all the way around so that the buckle was behind the chair instead. He suddenly felt the belt pulling all too tight again. They were keeping him stuck to the chair. He was shocked. And naturally, that’s when Cassie’s camera went off again.

	“Good one!” Cassie declared.

	“Ok, great!” Sandy replied. Let’s see another one.”

	Chad wanted to know another what… But Sandy went back to her makeup job and he couldn’t see whatever it was that Cassie was pulling out of the bag. She was messing with his hair again. He finally figured out that they were putting different things in his hair, he just couldn’t see whatever those different things were. When she was done, she took yet another picture.

	Sandy was finally finished with his makeup job. “Doesn’t she look just adorable!” she squealed. He really didn’t know. He couldn’t tell. He certainly didn’t feel adorable! “Do her hair again,” Sandy suggested.

	Cassie went back to work with her brush. A minute later, she brought out her curling iron and plugged it in. Chad’s humiliation index rose just looking at the thing, but when he felt her actually starting to curl his hair with it, that excitement went way up!

	“You know,” Cassie said, “I wonder if Mel would let me trim his hair a bit. I could make it look so much better.”

	“Ask her,” Sandy suggested.

	Cassie looked at her for a moment then smiled. “I think I just might!

	 


Chapter 18 (Tuesday – week 3 Part 6of 7)

	Mel was sitting at the bar waiting for their dinner table to be ready with Detective ‘Conceited’ when her cell phone went off. It really surprised her since she really wasn’t expecting any calls, and calls at that hour often meant trouble. She had to answer it. She was more surprised to see that it was Cassie calling.

	“Hello?” she asked.

	“Hi Mel,” Cassie’s voice came back.

	“What’s wrong?” Mel asked, concerned.

	“Oh nothing, really. How’s your date going?”

	“I’ll have to discuss that with you later,” Mel replied so that her date wouldn’t know she was talking about him.

	“I understand, that bad?” she asked.

	“Yes! Absolutely!” Mel replied as if she were talking to a client. “Was there anything else?”

	“Oh, yeah! Sorry,” Cassie replied. “I really called to see if you would mind if I cut his hair just a bit? You know restyled it a little.”

	Mel had to think about that. Cut his hair? Restyle it? She wanted to ask more, but Detective ‘Pain-In-The-Ass’ was listening. She made a decision. “Ok, go for it,” she finally said. “I’ll get back to you later. Ok?”

	“Got it Mel. Thanks. Enjoy yourself!”

	“Yeah, right,” Mel replied. She folded up her phone and put it back in her purse.

	“Client?” he asked.

	He was way too nosy. “Yeah, and an old friend,” she replied. Fortunately, just then the little customer pager that the restaurant had given them began buzzing and the lights on it began blinking. “Finally, our table is ready,” she said as she started to get down off her bar stool. She lifted one foot off the rung that her heel had been caught over and stretched her ankle. She remembered quite clearly now why she never wore these shoes. She put her foot down on the floor and began to stand up, but the heels were a lot higher than she was used to and the bottom of her other heel caught on the bar stool rung. She lost her balance and began to fall forward.

	Fortunately, her date caught her in his strong arms. “Whoa!” he said as he held her for a moment longer than he needed to. “Maybe you shouldn’t drink so fast!”

	“I’m alright,” she said as she extracted herself from his arms, with a bit more trouble than she was happy about. “My foot just caught.” But before she headed to the table, she stared back at the rung of that barstool. An idea was forming in the back of her mind. It was very vague yet, but it had definite possibilities.

	Chad couldn’t believe it! His arms were once again trapped under the big tray and now his hair was all wet and Cassie was cutting it! Ok, he needed a haircut – badly. He had for a very long time. But this was not exactly what he wanted. Fortunately, it didn’t feel like she was cutting very much off, at least not as far as the length was concerned. She did seem to be doing a lot of fussing and cutting on it though. He got the feeling that when she was finished, he wasn’t going to be too pleased with the results – even though everyone else might be!

	The longer she cut, the more comments and suggestions Sandy had for her, and the more giggling she did. Which didn’t make Chad feel any better at all. He was actually glad – sort of – when Cassie started using her blow dryer on him. Unfortunately, that was followed by her curling iron.

	Sandy was beside herself as she watched Cassie finishing. “Oh, she’s simply gorgeous! You did great, Cassie. Great!”

	Cassie walked around and took a good look from the front. “Yeah, it did turn out pretty, didn’t it.”

	Pretty? Not exactly a comforting word for him to hear.

	“Take another picture,” Sandy said, “then we’ll play with it again.”

	Another picture! Play with it again? Hadn’t they done enough?

	All too soon, both Sandy and Cassie were attacking his hair with different things again and taking lots of pictures. At one point they had covered his entire head with as many hair ribbons and hair clips as they could possibly get in it, just to see how many was possible. He wouldn’t have felt so bad about it if it wasn’t for all the pictures… and if he wasn’t still held prisoner in the chair by the tight seatbelt. He had wound up wetting his diapers yet again before they finally finished. And when they declared that he was done, he had no idea what was still in his hair.

	Sandy made him crawl like a baby into the living room where she had laid out a big blanket on the floor. She dragged the plastic bag containing his diaper supplies over and pulled another baby bottle out of it and handed it to him. Then, while he laid on his back with the bottle, she began removing his diapers. Laying on his back, holding the bottle in his mouth, he couldn’t really see what she was doing.

	“Oh my God,” he heard her exclaim. “So that’s his little device?”

	“That’s it,” Cassie confirmed.

	“It’s so tiny.”

	“That’s part of the idea,” Cassie replied.

	Sandy giggled. “He doesn’t even fill it, does he?”

	“No, as you can see, it’s still too big!” Both Sandy and Cassie laughed hard at that one. Chad felt very humiliated. They were talking about him like he couldn’t even hear them… or else they didn’t care. Probably the later. “Just another useless man!” Sandy finally replied.

	“And that little thing makes him even more useless.”

	Sandy leaned over and kissed Cassie on the lips. We do much better together, don’t we?”

	“We sure do, Sandy. We sure do.”

	“How to make a man feel insignificant!” Chad thought as he continued to suck silently on his bottle. “Very insignificant.”

	“Hey, want to see something funny with him… I mean her?” Cassie asked.

	“Sure. What?”

	“Wait right here.”

	Cassie was gone for a few minutes, then she ran back. “Ok, roll him over. I discovered this yesterday. Let’s see how he reacts to this!”

	Chad couldn’t see what Cassie was talking about, but Sandy was suddenly giggling uncontrollably. “Ok, baby. Roll over on your tummy for Auntie Sandy and Cassie.”

	Chad obediently rolled over, but he had grave misgivings about doing it. His little chastity device was very uncomfortable to lay on in that position and he twisted a few times to try to get comfortable.

	“Scooch your knees up, baby,” Cassie told him, “so it’s up off the floor.”

	He awkwardly tried to bring his knees up under him. The task was made all that much harder because he was still holding his baby bottle in his mouth. It never occurred to him to remove it.

	“Further,” she ordered. “All the way up.”

	As Chad brought his knees even further under him, he had more misgivings about this than ever. Suddenly, with his forehead resting on the floor, his entire naked backside was sticking up all too invitingly in the air. He finally realized that in this position he could no longer suck any liquid out of his bottle so he finally removed it from his mouth.

	Cassie saw his problem. “Sandy, why don’t you get his pacifier for him first. He may need it.”

	Chad heard Sandy giggling as she left. His worry factor increased. Very soon, Sandy was reaching under him to shove his pacifier in his mouth. He was afraid now, and sucked on it hard. He heard Cassie doing something, but he couldn’t tell what.

	 


Chapter 18 (Tuesday – week 3 Part 7of 7)

	“Ok, baby, just relax now and enjoy this,” she told him.

	Relax? In this position? Not a chance! He suddenly felt her hands on his backside. Slippery hands. Massaging him as she did every day at lunchtime, only this time he was in a different position. And it felt great! “Mmmm,” he said unconsciously through his pacifier. He heard Sandy giggle softly. He didn’t care. Cassie’s hands felt great.

	But then the hands started moving closer to his tiny hole again. Like they did yesterday. Closer and closer… then over it, again and again. Till one of her fingers rested very lightly over the exact spot. He wanted to scream with frustration. It felt so good, yet he was helpless. Her finger moved away, moving with the rest of them over his entire butt again, then it returned and stopped, ever so lightly, directly on his hole again. He wanted to feel her finger harder there. But she wasn’t giving it to him. Just the tiniest bit, he raised his backside up toward her finger, just to increase the pressure so he could feel it better.

	Sandy’s eyes went wide. She looked up at Cassie for just a moment. He had actually moved toward her finger.

	Cassie brought her other hand up near her lips to signal Sandy to stay quiet. Then she began messaging his backside again. Again, after a minute, she brought her finger back again and placed it harder against his tiny hole. And kept it there like that.

	She was teasing him, he could tell. She wouldn’t press it hard enough. His sexual need was boiling over. He didn’t know why this should thrill him so much, but it did. Maybe because it was the only open avenue he had for any kind of sexual feeling.

	Cassie waited, keeping her finger firmly against his little hole without putting it inside. She kept waiting. Then suddenly, she felt him pushing back against her again. Ever so slightly, but still harder and harder, till eventually the tip of her finger went inside. She saw his body tremble the instant it did. She looked up at Sandy, but Sandy’s eyes were locked on him. She kept the tip of her finger where it was, then she wiggled it, ever so slightly. He shuddered again. She removed her finger and began messaging his backside all over again.

	Why did that feel so good? He hated the very thought of it, yet he couldn’t help it. And now she was teasing him again by rubbing his backside all over again. Letting him know she was still there, just not where he wanted her. His eyes were closed. In this position, he couldn’t really see anything anyway. And it was easier to concentrate on her hands more.

	Cassie got Sandy’s attention and with one hand pointed to the bottle of baby lotion, then she pointed to the dildo she had brought out of her bedroom a few minutes ago. Sandy got the message and coated the dildo liberally with the baby lotion while Cassie continued to massage his backside. But instead of taking the dildo herself, Cassie motioned Sandy to do it.

	Chad really liked the feel of Cassie’s hands on his backside, but he really wanted to feel her finger again on his asshole. He knew she would do it again. It was just a matter of waiting. He suddenly felt the pressure again, but both her hands were still massaging him. He arched his back at the strange sensation.

	Sandy saw him react strongly the moment she placed the tip of the dildo up against him. She held it there, pressing only very softly so as not to push it in. A huge thrill washed through her as she suddenly realized he was pushing back against her. She held it in place firmer and watched as ever so slowly the tip began to penetrate him.

	Something was different. He knew it right away, but he couldn’t tell exactly what. It had to be Sandy’s fingers there now since Cassie was still massaging him with both hands. But the feeling felt so much different. He pushed harder against her and was surprised when her finger seemed to open him up even more - putting more and more pressure against the muscles that always held him tightly closed. It felt odd. Something was wrong! He quickly moved away, or tried to. Whatever was inside him moved right along with him.

	Sandy was surprised when he suddenly tried to move away from her. But because she was trying to push against him, when he moved away, her hands naturally followed him and it remained just as far in as it was before. She held the dildo firmly, even though he was no longer pushing back – leaving it right where it was. She looked quickly up at Cassie. Cassie’s eyes were as wide as saucers.

	He panicked, and in doing so he tried to push it away which only inserted it all that much further. He felt it open him up much wider now. He quickly drew away from it again, but the darn thing didn’t seem to withdraw at all – as if it were somehow stuck inside of him. In his panic, he pushed back again and withdrew, which only seemed to imbed whatever it was even further inside of him. He stopped, scared, not knowing what to do.

	Sandy suddenly felt like she was holding onto a bucking bronco for a moment as he thrashed under her. But since she was trying to hold the dildo still, his actions only shoved it further into him. When he stopped, she took a deep breath and adjusted her grip to keep holding it firm. She glanced again at Cassie then back down to watch him. What would he do next?

	She was holding it still. Not pulling it out of him. He waited. Whatever it was felt so foreign, yet tantalizing. Finally, he gave an exploratory push, very slowly and gently. He felt whatever it was sliding even further into him. Then suddenly something felt different. For just a brief moment, it felt like it had gotten wider, then was back to its original width again. What was it? He withdrew again, and still the object came with him. He pushed back again, and again felt the same widening, as if a tiny bump had passed through him.

	Sandy held her breath now as he slowly worked the dildo further inside of him. When the first rib on it passed through him, her already wide eyes opened even wider. And then the second rib went through, and the third, and the fourth!

	Cassie watched it all just as wide eyed as Sandy. When she thought it was far enough in, she whispered very softly. Hold it still now. See what he does.

	Sandy did as Cassie suggested, but he wasn’t moving again. Then, ever so slowly, he was pushing against her again, burying even more of it up inside of him. But this time, when he withdrew, she held the dildo back, so that it pulled halfway out of him.

	Chad felt the ribs passing back out of him again, but they only withdrew just so far. He couldn’t pull away from it any further. He was confused. He didn’t know what to do so he kept perfectly still. It felt so good, yet it felt so foreign. He hated it… he loved it. It made him sick, yet he yearned for it. His conflicts raging, he continued to remain perfectly still.

	Cassie’s head was suddenly close to his. “Go ahead, baby,” she whispered to him. “You know you want it. Enjoy it.”

	Enjoy it? The very idea sickened him. Yet it also tantalized him, as if it was scratching the very surface of his huge sexual need. What should he do? He wanted it. He hated it. He wanted to cry. Cassie’s hands were still massaging him. Sandy was holding whatever it was perfectly still. Why should this feel so good? He wanted to scream! He took a deep breath, and very slowly pushed back again. One by one, he felt the tiny bumps go past his tight opening again, each one intensifying the feeling a hundred fold. Then, just as slowly, he withdrew again. Damn! He hated himself for what he had just done… what he was doing. He hated himself more because he started pushing back again, then out again.

	Cassie’s hands suddenly left him, but he barely noticed. His concentration was far more focused between the tiny bumps sliding in and out of him… and his new self-hatred. He began pushing a little faster, as if willing more and more feeling to come from those tiny bumps. But as good as it felt, it wasn’t enough. Not nearly enough to mount him toward any kind of orgasm that he desperately needed.

	There was a click and a bright flash of light. Then it came again. Before he could fully react, a third time. Cassie had taken his picture again! Damn! He couldn’t imagine how humiliating he must look. He froze again and refused to move. The humiliation of the pictures bringing his self-loathing further to the fore. He began crying softly into the blanket below him. What had he just done?

	Sandy saw Cassie nod to her and she pulled the dildo all the way out. She couldn’t believe what she had just seen. He had been fucking himself on it. But now he was crying. Why? She leaned down and put her head close to his, her arm holding him over his back. “What’s wrong, baby?” she asked tenderly. He turned his head away from her. Not wanting to answer. She looked up at Cassie and just shrugged.

	“Roll over again baby, let’s finish diapering you. Ok?” She pushed on him a little and he rolled over. But he kept his head turned away from her as the tears continued to fall from his eyes. Sandy pulled several cloth diapers out of the bag and got them ready for him. “Do we push another suppository up inside of him?” she asked.

	“I think we’ve put enough up him for one night,” Cassie replied.

	Sandy nodded and grabbed one of the super thick cloth diapers. She spread it open and had him raise his legs so she could stick it under him.

	While she was doing that, Cassie rummaged through the bag and brought out yet another baby bottle, she gave it to him to drink while Sandy finished up. He put it to his lips and began nursing from it. At least his tears were finally drying up.

	“Do we tell Mel about this?” Sandy asked as she worked on inserting the first diaper pin.

	Cassie considered it. “I don’t think so. If he wants to tell her, then that’s fine. But I don’t see any need to tell her unless she asks us.”

	Sandy nodded, then went to work trying to fasten a pin on the other side. A minute later, she was pulling his plastic panties up on him when he suddenly had a horrified look on his face and shouted, “Oh no!”

	“Ah, ah, ah!” Sandy said quickly as she slapped his hands. “What did we tell you about speaking?”

	He looked at her like she was crazy, but the truth of his problem became quickly apparent. The dildo going in and out of him, combined with his dinner and the bottles had finally triggered the suppository that Cassie had inserted into him that afternoon. There was no way to stop it and he didn’t even try.

	“Ewww, gross!” Sandy proclaimed as she realized what he had just done. “I’ll let you clean him up.”

	“Oh no. You’re the one who wanted to babysit. And I have to do this every day. It’s your turn!”

	“Yuck,” she replied as she started pulling down his plastic panties again.

	As she cleaned him up, Chad felt a small bit of satisfaction in the fact that he was getting back at her… for something.

	This time, Sandy put two of the super thick diapers under him, then folded three of his regular cloth diapers into thirds and put them inside his diaper to act as an additional soaker. The material was so thick she had a much harder time getting the diaper pins in, but she finally succeeded. His plastic panties were far more stretched than they had been before.

	When she was done, she had him sit on the blanket instead of laying down. Chad spent a few moments trying to figure out what to do with his legs, because the bulk in his crotch was now so thick he legs were forced wider than they had ever been. It was a bit uncomfortable.

	Sandy kept him on the blanket and brought back a plastic bag from her room. She dumped it out on the blanket next to him. Small baby toys tumbled out. There were several dolls and small stuffed animals. A rattle and a teething ring. And some colorful plastic shapes that he really didn’t know what they were.

	“Ok, baby, time for you to play like a good little baby,” Sandy told him.

	He just looked up at her. Play? With this junk? How? He had no idea. He looked at the things around him. He picked up one of the colorful pieces. What was he supposed to do with it? He discarded it in favor of one of the dolls. He held it, but now what?

	“What’s the matter, baby?” she asked, grinning widely. “You’re not happy? Happy babies talk to their toys all the time. Go ahead, talk to your toys. It will make you feel so much happier.”

	Talk to them? She had to be kidding. He looked at her for a moment instead.

	“You better start talking to your toys. You wouldn’t want Auntie Sandy to punish you!”

	Geez! He looked back at the doll in his hand. “Ga ga,” he said tentatively. He looked up at her. She had one eyebrow raised, expecting him to do more. He picked up another toy and made more nonsense sounds. He looked back at her. She was finally smiling now.

	“You just keep talking to your toys like that. That’s such a good little baby.”

	He felt so ridiculous babbling to each of the different toys – constantly. And at the same time, what he was doing was still fueling his sexual need. Oh God he needed some relief! He needed it bad! And as he babbled away to the baby toys, Cassie’s camera started flashing again.

	He didn’t know how long Sandy had made him sit there and “talk” to the toys. But she finally came in and told him it was bedtime. Sandy was holding his bag of diapers and bottles, and Cassie was holding his purse. They made him crawl to the door, before they helped him to his feet. His legs were spread so wide by all the diapers that he could hardly walk. Both girls laughed at him over it.

	They took him back to his own apartment where they put him straight into his bed. Cassie handed him another baby bottle to drink while Sandy put his pacifier down on the floor next to him. She then made him hold his teddy bear while she pulled the covers over him.

	“Goodnight, baby,” Sandy said as she kissed him on the cheek.

	Cassie was next. “Goodnight baby,” she too said.

	And he was suddenly left alone in the dark of his apartment. What a day it had been! Weird! He nursed his bottle while he thought about it and finally fell asleep.

	Ugh! This was not fun! Not to her anyway. Why had she done this? Detective ‘Conceited’ was rooting with his big thing inside of her like a dog in heat and she was hating every minute of it.

	She had purposely asked him inside after their date, knowing that he would take her to bed at the first opportunity. And she had wanted him to. Not because she liked him, but because she wanted to see what it was like once again to have a big manly cock inside of her. But Detective ‘Crappy’ had been the same as he ever was. No romance. No caring in the least about her and what she wanted or liked. Not even a touch of tenderness. He was all – do this! Do That! She was sure that his every thought was me, me, me! He had been the same way during dinner too. If he wasn’t trying to pry information out of her about her clients, then he was only talking about himself. Boring!!!

	And now she had made the mistake of thinking she wanted to have sex with him. She was really just trying to compare it to what she had been experiencing with Sissy lately. And so far, it was no contest. Sissy was the clear winner – by a mile!

	The more Detective ‘Butt Face’ pumped away at her, the more angry she got. She didn’t even feel like trying to fake an orgasm for him – she was that disgusted. She finally had enough! “Stop! Stop! Stop!” she screamed and started hitting him on his back.

	He stopped humping her. “What’s wrong?”

	“Get off me you jerk!”

	“What?”

	“I said get off!” she screamed.

	He rolled off of her. “What’s your problem?”

	“You! You conceited bastard. “Get out! Get out now! I don’t want you near me anymore!” She pulled the covers up over her naked body and held them tight around her neck while she glared at him.

	“I don’t understand. You were loving it!”

	“I was hating it, you jerk!”

	“What the hell’s gotten into you?”

	“You! You’re nothing but a big conceited slimy bastard. Now get out of here! And the next time you want to keep one of my clients in jail just to try to date me, he can stay there!”

	She waited, her anger at him stayed fully ignited until he finally closed the door behind him. God, what an awful night. She jumped into the shower to get the last of Detective ‘Good for Nothing’ off of her then she got comfortable in her nightgown and robe. She made herself a cup of tea and tried to relax. And through it all, she wondered how Sissy’s evening had been. It couldn’t have been any worse than hers was!

	It was late now. Very late. Hopefully he should be asleep. She went to her desk and wrote a quick note for him, then she went outside and over to his apartment. She peeked in at him. He was sleeping. In the dim light he could just make out the bow that was still tied into his hair. She was betting his night had been a lot of fun. There was an empty baby bottle on the floor – next to his pacifier. She was tempted to put the pacifier into his mouth, but she didn’t. She quietly set his clock radio to go off at the right time in the morning.

	Ever so gently she knelt down next to him and planted just the barest whisper of a kiss on his forehead. “Sleep well baby. Sleep well.”

	 


Chapter 19 (Wednesday – week 3 Part 1 of 5)

	Inside of Mel’s dreams, she searched for love. She dreamed of wanting to love someone. She dreamed she wanted to be… loved. Totally. But in her dreams, the only men she could find were horrible monsters that she was forced to reject, one after another. The feeling of futility sank deeper and deeper into her with each dream.

	Her alarm clock buzzed and woke her up. Everything she had been dreaming was quickly lost. She only knew a touch of sadness as she awoke. Coffee! She needed coffee! As she made her way in the kitchen and began preparing her coffee maker, she thought about Chad. What had Cassie and Sandy done with him last night? Had he enjoyed any of it? She was a bit jealous that she hadn’t been there to at least see what went on.

	Those thoughts led her directly to remembering her date last night. Ugh! Even now, all her thoughts of Detective Grey filled her with disgust. As the coffee began dripping into the pot, she couldn’t help but think about how totally insensitive the guy had been. Not an ounce of tenderness or caring in him at all. No wonder she had kissed him off a long time ago.

	As she pulled a coffee mug out of her cabinet, she thought again about Chad. Would today go any better? She really hoped so. Yesterday had been a big wake-up call to her. You can’t have anything without some kind of price attached. She had been negligent in her responsibilities to him. And they had both paid the price. She looked up towards her ceiling. “Please,” she said aloud, “please be back to normal again. Don’t be mad at me today.”

	Chad’s pink alarm clock blared music into his room, startling him awake. It took him a moment to collect his wits enough to groan slightly and roll off of his mattress onto the floor. He didn’t look where he was going however and rolled uncomfortably on top of the empty baby bottle he had drank last night and his pacifier. Ouch. He scrambled off of them awkwardly and struggled to his feet. The simple task was made very difficult because of the thickness of his diapers. They had been thick and heavy before, but this morning they were extra ridiculous. He worked his way over to his clock radio and shut it off. The silence felt like a huge relief.

	Now all he had to do was to figure out why his damn diapers were so incredibly huge. Oh yeah, Sandy! She had put all those super thick diapers on him last night, even folding a bunch of them up as extra soakers before she pinned him in. Then during the night, he must have wet himself an awful lot… he remembered way too many baby bottles last night. No wonder. But the thought was disconcerting too. He didn’t remember wetting himself in his sleep at all. Had he? He was controlling himself perfectly during the day now. Completely! But he was obviously soaked under his plastic panties and he didn’t remember wetting himself even once while he slept. That wasn’t a good sign at all. And yet… the thought thrilled him to the core too.

	He carefully waddled out to his kitchen – just in case she might have left him a note. His stupid diapers were so thick he could hardly move, let alone walk. He stopped before he got out of his bedroom and turned to look at his clock radio. He didn’t set it last night. He didn’t remember Sandy or Cassie setting it either. They might have, but he didn’t think so. Did Mel visit him? Feeling more hopeful than ever, he continued his journey to the kitchen.

	“Yes!” he thought excitedly seeing the small piece of paper waiting for him on his counter. She had left another note. He was sure he wouldn’t really be happy with any of her instructions… but at the same time he was thrilled that she had left them.

	Sissy,

	First bottle.

	Shave you legs when you shower.

	Second bottle after your diapers are on.

	Do your makeup and get dressed.

	Third bottle.

	Don’t forget your pacifier!

	It certainly wasn’t much. Nothing about what clothes he should wear or about what makeup he had to use. Very little. Nothing really out of the ordinary at all –except perhaps shaving his legs again, which would be a bit of a pain. Why had she bothered? He realized that she had bothered because he had asked her to, and because she did care after all. It was a nice thing to realize.

	He went to his refrigerator and pulled out one of her bottles of tea and carried it into his living room where he sat on his only chair and drank it. He prayed that today would be better than yesterday. Of course, last night had been fun – surprisingly. Even though there were a few things that had happened that he would really like to forget.

	When he got into his shower a little while later and started to wash his hair, he discovered something snagged in it. He was surprised, he hadn’t even felt it. Sandy and Cassie had left one of their ribbons still tied into his hair. It took him a while to get it out since it was now all wet and tangled up. He held it up. Pink. Big surprise. He finished washing his hair – which felt a bit different now that Cassie had cut it. He was dreading looking at it in the mirror.

	When he had dried himself off afterwards, he took his towel and wiped the fog off of the mirror. His hair was tumbled all over the place. He found a comb and began running it through his hair like he usually did. The hair went where he wanted it to, it just didn’t look the same. Not at all. Not surprisingly, he thought it looked a lot more… feminine. That would be hard to hide. In fact, no chance at all. Just another nail in his coffin.

	His hair was a constant distraction as he shaved. It looked so strange, so… girly! Even still half wet. The electric current of his sexual need rushed through him again the entire time he shaved. It was almost a blessing when he finished so he wouldn’t have to look at himself in the mirror anymore.

	As soon as he got into his diapers and plastic panties, he went back for his second baby bottle of the morning. He sat in his only chair and contemplated the night before. He didn’t want to think about it, but not wanting to didn’t mean he could stop himself. He was bothered by his reaction to Cassie and Sandy playing with his backside – particularly when they had shoved – whatever it was – up inside him. It wasn’t natural. It wasn’t normal. By everything he knew it was all wrong. Yet he had loved it. What was wrong with him? He thought about the baby bottle he was sucking on and then the diapers he was wearing and sighed. There was a lot wrong with him. And none of it was anything he could, or even wanted to do anything about.

	When he finished his bottle, he started in on his makeup. Just the foundation and eyes again because that’s all he had been wearing every day. Mel had never specified anything more. He almost felt like he was getting away with something because of it. And the whole time he worked on his makeup, he was forced to stare at himself with his all too girly haircut. He could feel very faint stings from his chastity device the whole time he worked at it. It was another reason to get the job over with quickly.

	He turned to his closet, looking past everything that was all too wrapped up in her cling wrap. He looked through his shirts, trying to decide which one to wear. But his eyes fell on the blouses all hung up together. He still hadn’t worn one to work yet. In fact he owned a few that he had never worn at all. He fingered several of them, looking at them. He was very tempted to wear one. He was sure Mel wouldn’t mind. Even Robin had been asking why he never wore one. Should he? But his old male shirts were still that coveted privilege - one of the few things that Mel hadn’t taken away from him - yet. He opted for the male shirt again because he still could. He pulled one down and grabbed one of the few remaining pairs of women’s slacks that were still hung up in his closet. The rest, he realized, were in Mel’s clothes hamper. He’d have to ask her if he could do some laundry tonight for sure.

	He started to put his shirt on, but his eyes fell again on the female blouses still hung in his closet. He stopped what he was doing and stared at the blouses. Should he? Did he dare? It was so tempting. But the privilege… “Shit!” he said aloud and took his shirt back off. He searched quickly through the blouses and picked one that had caught his eye earlier. As he put it on, he didn’t know why, but it felt like he was taking a huge chance by wearing it, as if what he was doing was dangerous or at least a bit naughty. But everything else he was wearing was female, why should it scare him so much? Maybe it was because this time he was wearing it as his choice, not something that Mel had dictated. He was purposely choosing to wear the blouse instead of taking advantage of his privilege to wear his old male shirts. Still, it scared him. This time he would be leaving the house without a single male item at all. Nothing! Totally female. And the electricity that was fueling his unrelieved sexual needs went up a few more levels. “Why am I doing this?” he mentally screamed as he finished buttoning the blouse. Yet he didn’t remove it.

	Mel watched the clock anxiously. The time for Chad to arrive was rapidly approaching. And the closer it got, the more she thought about how things had gone yesterday morning and the more she worried about it. Would he still be angry? And how about last night? She didn’t know what Cassie and Sandy had put him through. Would he be angry about that too? She prayed he wouldn’t.

	The knock came at her door, right on time. She opened it.

	“Good Morning, Mistress,” he mumbled through the pacifier in his mouth as he dropped his usual curtsey.

	She took in the entire sight of him with one glance, and she smiled. “Good morning, Sissy,” she replied as she stood back out of the way to let him in. She had quickly noticed his new haircut and the blouse he was wearing today. An electric thrill coursed through her.

	She closed her door and took the bag of baby bottles he was carrying and checked it. Four bottles, three from this morning and one from last night. Perfect! She looked back at him as he stood there and smiled. “Cassie did a beautiful job on your hair last night. It looks great.” She didn’t miss the quick look of worry on his face.

	“I never got to see it last night,” he replied. “I’m worried that it might look too…” he searched for a word to use.

	“Pretty?” she suggested. “Feminine? Girly?”

	He nodded. That was it exactly. And her words had confirmed his worst fears. He felt condemned all over again.

	“It’s perfect for you,” she replied. “I love it.” Actually, while his hair did look feminine, it wasn’t too bad at all, it did look like it still needed something though, she just couldn’t tell what. She glanced now at the blouse he had chosen to wear today. “And I like your blouse too. It’s very pretty.” She saw him smile behind his pacifier at her approval. She wanted to tell him that his blouse would look a lot better with some padding in the cups of the girdle he had on underneath, but she didn’t want to spoil or diminish his choice to wear it in any way. She checked further, everything appeared to be perfectly in order right down to his jewelry. Put your bags down, Sissy, it’s breakfast time.

	Chad inwardly groaned at the thought of eating her baby cereal, but he followed her into the kitchen and sat in his usual spot on the floor. At least he wasn’t sitting in Sandy’s highchair. That had been really humiliating. Of course, trying to cope with the tiny baby spoon to eat the cereal a few moments later was humiliating enough, since all too much of the cereal dropped onto the dish towel she had placed around his neck.

	Mel wanted to ask him about last night as she stood and watched him eating, but the sight of him trying to deal with that ridiculously tiny spoon was too entertaining. There would be plenty of time to talk later. “I’ll have to drive you to work today,” she said as she saw him finally finishing his cereal and drinking the last of two baby bottles. Your car is still at work.

	“I was hoping you’d say that,” he replied. “I wasn’t sure what I would have had to do otherwise.”

	She wiped his face very lightly with the dish towel to avoid smearing his makeup any more than she had to, but it still smeared slightly. “You’re going to have to fix that a bit later,” she said as she finished. He wasn’t very pleased to hear the word later, he would have rather fixed it right then.

	Mel stuck two more bottles and a few extra diapers for him into a plastic bag and the two of them went down to her car. “So how did last night go?” she asked as she pulled out of her parking space. “Did you enjoy it?”

	He thought for a moment about that. “Mostly,” he replied. “It certainly was different.”

	“What did you do?” she asked.

	“Ugh! They kept me tied in that chair for what seemed like forever while they played with me.”

	“Played with you?”

	“Yeah. I guess that’s probably the best way to describe it. Sandy spoon fed me baby food which all tasted pretty bad. Then Cassie started playing with my hair while Sandy put some makeup on me.”

	“Did Sandy teach you any more about the makeup?”

	“No, mostly they were treating me like a baby. They were really getting off I think on seeing how much junk they could stick in my hair at one time.”

	Mel laughed a bit. “I can only imagine. I do like what Cassie did with your hair though. I think it’s a big improvement.”

	“I’m not so sure,” he replied. “I didn’t even know how to comb it this morning. And now it looks totally girly.”

	She heard him sighing. Obviously he wasn’t too fond of his new hairdo. Tough! She liked it. She made a mental note to thank Cassie later.

	“So what else did you do last night?” she asked.

	“Mostly they made me sit in the living room and play with a bunch of baby toys,” he replied. “That’s about it.”

	“That’s all?” she asked.

	He wasn’t about to mention anything else. “That’s was it,” he confirmed.

	Mel got the impression he was leaving something out, but she didn’t press him on it. She turned into the parking lot for his company.

	“My car’s over there,” he said as he pointed toward one of the rows of cars. “I can put these things into the diaper bag now instead of taking them into the building with me.”

	She pulled over behind his car and waited till he got out. “Sissy,” she said before he could close the door. “I really am sorry about neglecting you before.”

	He leaned into the car briefly. He looked a bit ashamed. “I’m sorry to for the way I acted yesterday,” he replied.

	“Truce?” she asked.

	He smiled. “Back to the battle!” And he closed her car door.

	“Back to the battle?” she thought as she pulled away. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

	 


Chapter 19 (Wednesday – week 3 Part 2 of 5)

	Chad sat down at his desk and noticed that Robin must have turned his computer off last night. He mentally thanked her, the company didn’t like for the computers to be left up and running every night. As soon as he could, he opened up his spreadsheet for tracking his progress on the bet. Forty-four days to go. And eternity! He had done really well holding back yesterday, but he didn’t really know how long he had held it. He put down thirty minutes as a conservative estimate and closed the spreadsheet. Still on track!

	“Morning Chad,” Robin called as she walked past his cubicle on the way to hers.

	“Morning,” he called back as he started opening the project they were working on. He needed to do a lot more with the animations they had planned on today.

	“Hey Chad,” Robin said a few minutes later, from the entrance to his cubicle. He was startled because he hadn’t heard her come back. “What happened to you yesterday?”

	He turned around to face her. But before he could say anything, she let out a little squeal. “Chad! Look at you. You’ve had your hair done… and finally… you’re wearing a blouse!”

	He could feel himself blushing. “Yeah, well…”

	She came all the way into his cubicle so she could see him closer. “Where did you get your hair done?” she asked.

	“A friend,” he replied.

	“Mel? Your makeup lady?”

	“No, someone else.”

	“Well, whoever it was did a nice job. I like it.”

	“I think it looks too girly,” he replied.

	“Well for heaven’s sake! Look at the way your dressed. And you’re worried about it being too girly? Is that how you asked her to cut it?”

	“No, she just did it.”

	“Well, I like it. And finally… finally… you’re wearing a blouse! Very pretty, by the way. It’s a big improvement.”

	“Improvement?”

	“Yeah. Seeing how everything else you’re wearing is female. It looked dorky before… stupid!”

	“Maybe,” he admitted.

	“You know,” she said, “that blouse would look a lot better with some padding in your bra. A lot better! You should do it.”

	He rolled his eyes. Now he was sorry he had decided to wear the blouse. “That’s ok,” he replied. I like it just the way it is.”

	“But it needs something!” she replied. “It’s tapered for breasts. It doesn’t look right without anything! You need breasts!”

	She was pushing at him. Asking him to do something he didn’t want to do. “That’s alright. I like it the way it is!” he replied a bit too forcefully before she could argue anymore.

	She backed off and just stared at him for a second. Had he yelled at her? She wasn’t sure. But he certainly hadn’t been very polite! “Suit yourself. I’m only trying to help,” she replied, sounding just as put off by him as she felt. She turned to walk away and stopped. “You know, you could really use some color on your face too. Just eye makeup and foundation makes you look too pale. A little lipstick wouldn’t hurt you.” She left then, not wanting to stay around him any more. In fact, her last comment, while totally practical and the way she really felt, had been said more as a way to strike back at him for his attitude a few moments earlier. She tried to force him out of her head as she got down to work.

	Chad stared at his computer screen trying to concentrate on his work, but all he could think about was his last conversation with Robin. He hadn’t meant to be so forceful, it had just happened. But damn, the woman could push. Why couldn’t she leave things alone? She was always after him, peppering him with questions about what was going on, and he didn’t want to tell her. He wasn’t going to tell her! It was none of her business! And now she wanted him to pad his bra? Well, the cups of his girdle anyway. It wasn’t going to happen!

	But he still felt bad about the way he had spoken to her and she had been obviously put off. And she had shut his computer down for him last night so he wouldn’t get in trouble. Damn her! Damn all women! Why couldn’t life be simple? And so what if his face looked pale? Mel hadn’t said he had to wear anymore makeup. He didn’t have to please Robin – only Mel!

	He sat back and sighed. But Robin was still a friend. One of the only friends he had left – maybe THE only friend. He shouldn’t have gotten so angry with her. But damn, the woman had been pushing at him again. Damn her! He pulled his purse out of his desk drawer and found the little compact with the mirror in it. He looked at his face as best as he could. He needed a peace offering. Some small way to say he was sorry - friend or not, he did have to work with the woman. He selected a lipstick… and then some blush… and then something to fix the tiny smeared spot from breakfast.

	“Robin,” he said contritely from the entrance to her cubicle.

	“What?” she asked without turning around. She was still put off.

	“Is this any better?”

	His question startled her, as did the tone of his voice. She turned around and was shocked. She smiled. “Yeah, a lot better.”

	“Look, I’m sorry for my attitude a few minutes ago. This isn’t easy for me. And when you push so hard sometimes, I guess I get frustrated. That’s all.”

	She looked a bit sheepish. “I know I can be pushy sometimes, but that’s just the way I am.” She suddenly had a questioning look on her face. “If it’s so hard for you, then why do you do it?”

	“I can’t tell you that.”

	“Why not? Why can’t you just come out and admit that you’re doing it because you like it?” She was sounding angrier again.

	He shook his head. “You don’t understand.”

	“Then explain it to me!”

	“I can’t!”

	“Why not?”

	“Because… it’s complicated!”

	She threw her hands up in the air in exasperation. “Get out of here!”

	In the middle of the morning, Mel checked her computer between clients and found an email from Cassie. She was very surprised to see an email since Cassie always called. When she opened it, the email just said that she thought Mel would like to see some pictures of Sissy from last night. There were three pictures enclosed. The first picture was a close-up of his face. It showed him right after Cassie must have finished fixing his hair. She looked closer. His hair looked different in the picture than the way it looked this morning. Much more feminine and really pretty… and not just because of the pink bow tied into it. The difference she decided was that it was fixed the way a woman would fix it. Obviously Cassie had used a curling iron on it.

	She opened the second picture and almost laughed. Chad’s hair was totally covered in bows and hairclips of all kinds. She looked closer. She could hardly see any of his hair at all.

	She opened the third picture and smiled. Chad playing with the baby toys on the floor. It was actually cute.

	She went back to the first picture and stared at it. Cassie really had done a nice job on his hair. She made a mental note to talk about it with her later. Unfortunately, she had another client to meet just then. But she did do one thing quickly before she closed the email. She forwarded it to Chad at work.

	Chad opened the email from Mel with a little trepidation. He was surprised to see the email because she had never emailed him before. He was happy to see however that the email didn’t contain any instructions for him, just some pictures. He glanced around to make sure that nobody was walking past his cubicle that could see in – especially Robin. Then he opened the first picture. He stared at himself for a long time. It was the first chance he had to see what Cassie had really done to his hair. It looked far more feminine in the picture than it did when he had seen it in his bathroom mirror this morning. Maybe it was the pink bow. But he really knew that the bow had very little to do with it.

	He opened the second picture and let out a small laugh of surprise. His head was completely covered in their hairclips. It really was a funny picture.

	He opened the third picture - him playing on the blanket with the baby toys. He was very relieved that more embarrassing pictures weren’t included. These were all “safe.” As far as he could tell from the email, that’s all that Cassie had sent to Mel. He opened up the first picture and stared at it again. Had he really looked like that last night – with the makeup and the big pink bow? Embarrassing! He closed the picture and quickly deleted the email to make sure that nobody at work would ever “accidentally” see the pictures.

	“Do you want to come to break with me?” Robin’s voice asked from behind him.

	He turned around, horrified to see her standing there. Had she seen any of the pictures? She didn’t act like she had. She was just standing there waiting for an answer. He shook his head. “No thanks,” he replied, praying that she hadn’t really seen anything.

	“Ok,” she replied as she walked off.

	He breathed a sigh of relief. It looked like it was ok.

	Late in the morning, Mel checked her messages and called one of the numbers back. “Hi Gloria, it’s Mel.”

	“Hi Mel. I was just wondering how you and Chad are getting along now.”

	“Much better. And Gloria, I’ve really got to thank you for getting my head straight yesterday. I guess it was kind of a wakeup call.”

	“So things are all honky-dory between you two again?”

	“As far as I can tell anyway.”

	“Good. So how about your date last night?”

	“Ugh! I can’t begin to tell you how awful it was – from start to finish!”

	Gloria laughed. “Want to tell me about it during lunch?”

	This time Mel laughed. “Sure. And this time, I’m buying.”

	Robin watched as Chad hurried out to his car at lunchtime. She knew exactly where he was going, just not exactly what he was doing. It frustrated her a bit, but then there was a lot about him lately that frustrated her. Not wanting to think about it anymore, she purposely drove off in the opposite direction.

	While the change in her routine felt refreshing and good, it only served to remind her more that she had been following Chad everyday. As she ordered lunch in a place she hadn’t been to in weeks now, her mind dwelled on him. What was he really doing at that gym? While she ate, she continued to think about it. She couldn’t help it. She knew that she needed to start going to lunch with some of her girlfriends instead! It would be so much better than thinking about Chad while she ate. But then, even during their breaks at work, Chad was a major part of every conversation. There was no getting away from it.

	By the time she finished eating, she realized that she was more determined than ever to get to the bottom of what was really going on. Sissy? Was he really calling himself that at the gym? It didn’t seem likely, but by the way the receptionist had reacted, she actually believed it. How about anywhere else? Where else did he go? What else did he do with his life? How could she find out? He was like one big puzzle – and she loved puzzles!

	Chad walked into the gym and saw the receptionist immediately put a big smile on her face. Was there a twinkle of mischief in her eyes as well? “Hello Sissy,” she greeted him all too loudly.

	He hated his life. He dropped a quick curtsey to her and said a simple “Hello.” The receptionist instantly began giggling. Why? She had seen him do it before. Fortunately, she immediately went in search of Cassie. She and Cassie were back a few moments later.

	“Hi, Sissy,” Cassie called as soon as she spotted him. Chad curtseyed to her and returned the greeting. Then he followed her back to their usual office. While he began getting undressed, Cassie pulled one of the baby bottles out of his bag for him. “I like your blouse today,” she said as he was getting undressed.

	He wasn’t sure how to answer. “Thanks,” he replied.

	“It could use a bit of padding in the breasts though.”

	Ugh! Once again he was sorry he had worn it. “I know,” he replied.

	She looked up at him as he was pulling his pants off. “Then why didn’t you pad them?”

	He shook his head. “I was at work before I found out.”

	“You found out at work?”

	He blushed. “Yeah, from one of the women I work with.”

	“What did she say?”

	He shook his head. “I’d rather not talk about it.”

	She shrugged her shoulders. “I was just asking. By the way, I’m glad you finally added some color to your face. It looks much better.”

	He didn’t want to tell her that it was because of Robin that he had done it. “Thanks,” he replied simply. He suddenly felt the need to pee again. It would be better to do it now than after she had changed him.

	She saw him stop undressing for a moment and just stand there. “What’s wrong?”

	“I’m wetting myself again. Better now than later.” Cassie laughed.

	A few minutest later, Chad was once again sucking on the baby bottle while Cassie was rubbing baby lotion all too intimately into the front of his private areas. She watched him closely. He was staring at her. Even with the bottle in his mouth she could tell there was a worried look on his face. His chastity device prevented her from really touching him where she needed to, but she did her best to excite him anyway. His bottle was half-finished when she finally smiled and pulled her hands away. He had never stopped staring at her. He had never stopped sucking on his bottle. And he had never even begun to get hard. “You’re definitely getting a lot better,” she said. He said nothing, but she thought she saw him blush a bit.

	She remembered all too well how he had reacted last night when they had played with her little toy in his asshole. He had done amazingly well then too. Her voice was almost a whisper. “Would you like me to play with your backside a bit again?”

	He didn’t know how to answer. Yes he did… but no he didn’t. When she did it, it was the closest thing to a sexual sensation he could feel – other than peeing. But at the same time, it disturbed him way too much. He couldn’t decide.

	Her voice was still soft. “You really seemed to like it last night. I don’t have to do it today, I was just wondering.”

	She was leaving him a way out. But he had liked it last night. A lot! Without realizing it, he let out a small whimper in his indecision. His need for sexual relief was so much. But the humiliation!

	She smiled down at him and took the bottle away from him. “Roll over. I’ll just do it a tiny bit for you, ok?”

	He needed it, but he hated it. He despised the fact that it should affect him like it did, but he also wanted it. She put her hand on his hip and pushed. He rolled over and brought his knees under him, lifting his rear end high into the air – totally exposed and open to her touch. Again, he whimpered in his need, and frustration, and humiliation.

	Cassie lubed her hands again with the baby lotion and began massaging his backside again. Within moments, she could feel him moving almost rhythmically back and forth under her touch, and she hadn’t even gotten to the good part yet. But when she did start to go there, his movements stopped, completely. She touched him lightly there again and saw the quick shock that seemed to run up his spine. She pulled her finger away, then did it again. No shock this time, just acceptance and waiting. She pushed till her fingertip entered him, then she wiggled it. He arched his back and neck at the sensation. She pulled her finger away again and he almost collapsed back into his original position.

	Chad closed his eyes and concentrated on her hands. Once again he felt her place her finger, this time ever so lightly against him. He waited patiently wanting more. Very, very slowly, he felt the pressure increasing, till her finger finally slipped in. Then her finger paused. Would she wiggle it again? But now the pressure was increasing. He could feel her finger going deeper inside of him, then deeper still. He unconsciously let out a small moan. Her finger pulled back, but not out, then pushed in again. Then she repeated the motion. Then she did it faster. All of his muscles began to contract. It felt amazing! He wanted more! But suddenly her finger was gone. No! A minute later it was back again pushing deep inside him. Yes! But then it was gone again. Why? He wanted more. But suddenly she was pushing on him.

	“Roll over again,” she said softly and kindly.

	He felt so frustrated as he rolled back over again onto his back. He accepted the baby bottle again and he put it back to his lips while he felt her diapering him again.

	She leaned over him. Her voice was almost a whisper. “You did really well today, didn’t you!” It was at that point that he realized that his chastity device had never hurt him at all. Not one little bit. And during that last part, he hadn’t even thought about it.

	 


Chapter 19 (Wednesday – week 3 Part 3 of 5)

	“You threw him out? Right then? I don’t believe it!” Gloria exclaimed.

	Mel nodded. “I really did. I just couldn’t take him anymore. Why should I if I wasn’t getting any satisfaction from him at all?”

	“Good for you girl! I’m actually proud of you. I think the jerk deserved it!”

	Mel smiled, “He really did.”

	Gloria took another sip from her coffee. “So things between you and Chad are back to normal now?”

	Mel sighed. “I hope so. At least they seem to be so far.”

	“Are you still coming tomorrow night for your session?”

	Mel brightened a bit. “I can’t wait. I don’t think he can either.” Both women giggled a bit at that since Gloria had planted the hypnotic suggestion in Chad that he would really enjoy the sessions.

	“Listen, Mel, you mentioned yesterday something about having trouble with him and his pacifier?”

	“Yeah, he forgets about it way too often.”

	Gloria giggled again. “I can just picture him with it! Listen, do you want me to plant a few suggestions, mild ones anyway, about it tomorrow night?”

	Mel thought about that. “What do you mean?”

	“Just little things to make him want it more, that’s all.”

	Mel smiled at the idea. “Why not? Just not too much though. I really should be doing that training myself.”

	Gloria smiled. “I’ll just plant something tiny then, that’s all, and if you keep pushing him with it then between the two of us I don’t think he’ll be leaving it behind much longer.”

	“Sounds good to me,” Mel replied, but just then her cell phone rang. “Hello?”

	“Hi Mel. It’s Cassie.”

	“Hi Cassie. Oh, thanks for the pictures from last night. They were great!”

	“You’re welcome. I’ve got a lot more I can show you later. I’ll make you some copies if you want.”

	“I’d love that. Will you do that for me?”

	“Sure, Mel. Gladly. Hey, I noticed that Sissy was finally wearing a blouse today. It’s about time. I’m surprised you didn’t have him wearing one earlier.”

	“It was his idea today.”

	“Oh. Well, he could have padded his bra a bit under it. He didn’t seem to want to talk about that when I mentioned it. He did say though that someone else at work had told him the same thing.”

	“Really? But he wouldn’t say anymore?”

	“No. He didn’t want to talk. I just wanted to mention that the blouse and the rest of his makeup were a big improvement, that’s all.”

	“Thanks Cassie. Wait a minute. What do you mean the rest of his makeup?”

	“Well, I mean adding some color to his face. You know, like the lipstick and blush he was wearing. He didn’t look so pasty like he usually does.”

	“That’s strange. He wasn’t wearing any lipstick when he left this morning.”

	“Well he sure was when he met with me.”

	“Thanks Cassie. I really appreciate it.”

	“Oh! Mel! Wait a minute.”

	“What is it?”

	“Listen, I played with his backside again. He’s really loving it. And this time, no matter what I did to him, he didn’t get hard at all. I just thought you’d like to know.”

	“Yeah, Cassie. That’s just what I wanted to know. That’s incredible. Thanks.”

	“Mel, I think you should spend a little time with him on his backend, if you know what I mean. Maybe try sticking something up inside of him and pushing it in and out to see how he reacts. If you don’t have anything you can use, ask me, I’ve got a few things you can borrow. I just wanted you to know, you should try it.”

	Mel thought for a moment. Cassie was really pushing this, so there must be something to it. She was going to have to explore it further for sure. And she hated to admit it, but she did have one thing she could use on him. “Thanks, Cassie. I was planning on spending some time on him tonight. I’ll explore it further then.”

	“Good. Let me know, Mel.”

	Chad was concentrating on his work really well after he got back to his desk, but a little while later that concentration was interrupted by the first signs that he was going to have to mess himself again. He thought back to his diaper change with Cassie. Had she put another suppository up inside of him? He didn’t really remember her doing it. He thought about it some more. That last time she had pulled her finger out and then stuck it back up inside of him again. That must have been it!

	There was no denying the suppository so he didn’t even try. He hated having to spend the rest of the afternoon sitting in such a mess. He made a mental note to ask Mel it there was some way at all that he could alter the routine so it wouldn’t be so bad.

	It was late afternoon, not long till work would be over, when Chad’s cell phone rang. “Hello?” he said into the phone.

	“Hi Sissy,” Mel’s voice came over the line.

	“Hi,” he replied.

	“Oh Sissy, can’t you address me properly?”

	He lowered his voice to almost a whisper. “Someone might hear me!”

	“I don’t care. That’s not my problem.”

	“Well it could be a problem for me!”

	“Not in any way that I can see. In fact it’s going to be a bigger problem for you if you don’t!”

	He was totally exasperated. “Hello Mistress,” he said just barely above a whisper, praying that nobody else would hear.

	Mel giggled a bit. “That’s much better. See, no problem at all.”

	He only hoped she was right.

	“What can I do for you,” he asked more politely.

	“Tonight, when you get home, change your diapers, but don’t put your uniform on. Just have it ready and bring it with you to my apartment. Then start dinner for me. Something nice. Ok?”

	Her instructions were easy. He breathed a sigh of relief. “No problem. I’ll be glad to,” he replied.

	“Good. See you later then.”

	Robin stared over the top of the cubicle wall. She had heard Chad’s cell phone ring and she had heard him answer, but then his voice had dropped to such a whisper that she couldn’t hear him clearly anymore. She wasn’t at all sure, but she thought she had heard him say “Hello Mistress.” She just wasn’t at all sure she had heard it right. Couldn’t be! She was sure she had heard it wrong. But there was a tiny seed planted in her mind.

	Chad hurried straight home after work and undressed. He jumped into the shower because it was the best way to get cleaned up. Then he got dressed again in mostly the same thing he had been wearing all day. The fresh diapers really felt good to him. It was such a relief to get out of the messy ones he had been wearing all afternoon. He really hated Mel’s suppositories – no matter who she had sticking them up inside of him or how much pleasure he had gotten in the process.

	The only difference when he got dressed this time though, was that he took the time to pad his girdle out so that his blouse would look better. When he checked his reflection in the mirror afterwards, he realized that Robin had been right. The blouse did look better, and he supposed, overall, so did he. He reshined his low-heeled shoes and slipped into a pair with higher heels, grabbed his maid’s dress, and went over to Mel’s apartment. Fortunately, she wasn’t back from work yet.

	He got started right away getting her dinner ready. There was this recipe he had been curious about that called for a lot of spices. Tonight would be the perfect time to try it.

	Mel breezed in a little while later to the smell of pungent spices filling her apartment. “Mmm, smells good,” she said as she saw Sissy coming out of the kitchen to greet her.

	“Hi, Mistress,” Sissy said dropping a quick curtsey.

	“Hello, Sissy,” Mel replied with a smile in return.

	Chad pointed back towards the kitchen. “I’ve really got to watch this stuff,” he said quickly.

	“Go!” Mel ordered good-naturedly, then followed him towards the kitchen.

	There was a cloud of steam rising from a large skillet on her stove and Sissy was busy stirring the contents with a wooden spoon. She took the time to look him over closely from across the room. “You look good today, Sissy. Real good.”

	Chad tried to drop a quick curtsey and said a quick “Thank you,” before he went back to stirring their dinner intently. There was a knock on the door. Chad’s face went to a look of total worry as he held the wooden spoon up in the air.

	Mel realized his plight, or more likely both of his plights. He was not only worried about answering the door, he had to keep working at their dinner and couldn’t stop just yet. “Don’t worry, I’ll get it,” she offered. Mel opened her front door and found both Cassie and Sandy there, carrying the highchair between them. “Hi girls,” Mel said.

	“Hi, Mel,” Cassie replied. “We brought this over for you. We thought you might like to use it tonight.”

	“Mel smiled broadly. “Would I ever!”

	Cassie and Sandy were both laughing as they brought it inside. “Where do you want it?” Sandy asked.

	“In the kitchen, beside the table,” Mel replied.

	Sandy and Cassie continued on into the kitchen with the highchair. “Hi Sissy,” Cassie called out as she entered. “Smells good in here.”

	“It does,” Sandy agreed. “Real good.”

	Chad was about to say thank you to the two women till he saw what they had just brought in with them. All he could do then was to stare with disbelief at the object they were arranging near the table. Sandy saw him staring. “What? You didn’t think it was staying at our place, did you?”

	Chad shook his head and went back to stirring the skillet. He would have much rather the all too humiliating chair stay as far away from him as possible. He stuck the spoon into the skillet and carefully tasted it. He closed his eyes. For non-fattening diet cooking, some dishes could be really good. He turned the stove off and grabbed two plates from the cupboard.

	Mel watched him the whole time. Then she turned to her guests. “Would you like to stay for dinner?” she asked.

	Cassie replied first. “I don’t know about Sandy, but it smells really interesting. I’d love to.”

	“Definitely count me in too,” Sandy agreed.

	“Three plates please, Sissy.” Mel ordered.

	Chad looked at her with a very worried expression on his face. “Mistress, I don’t know if there’s enough for everybody. I wasn’t planning on company.”

	Mel walked over and looked at the contents of the skillet. “Just divide it all out onto three plates. I’m sure we’ll be able to make do.”

	Chad wanted to protest and ask what about his dinner, but Mel was staring at him as if to dare him to mention anything.

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied as he dropped a quick curtsey. A short while later, he was standing, stuffed into his corner, while all three women were laughing and enjoying themselves over the dinner he had prepared. He tried to listen to what they were saying, but mostly, it was useless. He was too far away. He hated standing in the corner like this, it was so demeaning. But he was becoming all to used to it now.

	“Sissy, keep your feet still!” Mel’s voice lashed out at him.

	Mel laughed with her guests. The dinner was really good. There could have been a bit more of it for each of them, but nobody mentioned it. And when Mel’s voice lashed out at Sissy to keep his feet still, they all laughed again.

	“That reminds me,” Mel said. “I sort of got this strange idea for Sissy last night, but it needs a bit of help. I thought that you guys might be able to help me with it.”

	“Well, for heaven’s sake, don’t keep us in suspense!” Sandy declared.

	Mel dropped her voice to make sure that Chad couldn’t hear. “Last night, we were in the bar waiting for our table to get ready. I was sitting on a bar stool with my heel resting over one of the rungs, but when I got up, my heel was a bit higher than I’m used to wearing and it got caught over the rung. But it got me to thinking. When I had my heels resting on that rung, they were really hard to move. So I was thinking that maybe if I had something like that built for him to stand on, you know, where his heels would be resting on some kind of bar while he was standing there, then maybe it would be a lot more difficult for him to move his feet. What do you think?”

	Cassie laughed. But Sandy had a thoughtful look on her face. “I wonder if that would really work,” she mused. “It certainly has possibilities. Of course we’d have to know how high to make the bar… and how wide… and how far from the wall… and”

	“Stop!” Cassie cried. She looked back and forth between Mel and Sandy. “Are you really serious about this?”

	“Sure,” Mel replied. “Why not?”

	“Because once Sandy gets started on it, she won’t quit till it’s done!”

	Sandy and Cassie both laughed, while Mel only slightly chuckled. Obviously there was some kind of inside joke about it between the two women.

	“Ok,” Sandy said thoughtfully, “If he’s going to be standing on it in heels, then I guess his toes will have to be on the floor, but his heels will have to be raised off the floor. So how high do we make it?”

	Chad stood silently in his corner, doing his best to move as little as possible, which was none too easy. The women were taking an eternity to finish eating, or more likely they were just talking now. He wondered what they were talking about. The highlight of his time in the corner was when he realized that he had to pee, and concentrating on the feeling as he let it out was pure heaven. Almost like sex. Unfortunately, it was over with all too soon.

	He was startled when he suddenly realized that all three women were now standing behind him. He was careful to stand extra still. He heard them talking about his shoes and how closely he was scrunched into the wall. At one point, one of them, he thought it was Sandy, had bent down to examine his feet much closer. He was being really careful not to move his feet because that was the number one thing that Mel always yelled at him about.

	It was with a huge relief when he heard Mel say, “Ok, Sissy. You can go clean up the kitchen now.”

	He gratefully pulled himself out of the corner and shook himself a bit to get his blood flowing again. The three women were all standing behind him watching him… especially Mel. “Thank you, Mistress,” he said dropping a quick curtsey. He made a quick bee-line for the kitchen while Sandy and Cassie started laughing.

	Hey Mel,” Cassie said. I’ve got some pictures for you if you want. We can download them straight to your computer.”

	“Great!” Mel replied enthusiastically. “I can’t wait to see them.”

	“I’ve got them at home,” Cassie replied. “I’ll get them real quick.”

	Before Cassie could get out the door, Sandy yelled, “Wait!” She turned to Mel and whispered something. Mel smiled and nodded her head. “I’m coming with you!” Sandy declared.
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	Chad cleaned up the kitchen while Sandy and Cassie went back to their apartment and Mel booted up her computer. The three women were having a good time, again, while he was being ignored and doing the maid’s work. His lot in life. But he hadn’t even had any dinner. Would he get anything to eat tonight? Probably a bunch of baby bottles of Mel’s lousy tea mixture before bed and that would be it!

	Cassie and Sandy were back only minutes later. Sandy had a plastic bag in her hands. She opened it and let Mel see inside.

	Mel walked into the kitchen and started playing with the highchair, trying to figure out how the top came off of it. It didn’t take her long. “Ok, Sissy, dinner time. Hop up here.”

	Chad wasn’t at all happy about having to sit in the chair. Once in it, he couldn’t get out unless someone let him out. But he had no choice in the matter so he slowly, really more cautiously, approached the chair and climbed up into it. Sandy brought the seatbelts around him and fastened the ends together. Then Mel snapped the table top down and pushed it tightly into place against him. He was trapped into the darn thing again. He wiggled a bit trying to get his arms free, but as before, it was useless.

	Mel watched Chad struggling briefly in the chair with a cruel smile on her face. But she surprised him then by pulling the table top off again. “Raise your arms,” she said as she held the top away from him. He quickly and gladly complied. Then she put the top back in place again. Chad was a lot happier. He squirmed around a bit and soon realized he was still stuck in the chair, but he was a lot happier now with his arms free.

	Sandy pulled something out of the bag she was holding and handed it to Mel. Chad was aghast to see the bib Sandy had put on him last night. All too soon Mel had fastened it around his neck. “He really needs this,” Mel stated. “You should see how messy he gets when he eats his cereal in the morning.”

	Sandy laughed, “I can imagine.” She then pulled out the divided plate that she had used last night from her bag and set it on the counter.

	Mel walked over to take a better look at it while Sandy began pulling jar after jar of baby food out of her bag too. “Ohhh. Very pretty,” she remarked teasingly.

	“Isn’t it?” Sandy replied with a laugh. She then started opening jars and with a teaspoon, emptying them onto the divided dish. When she was done, she proudly set the spoon on the dish and handed it to Mel. “All set,” she declared.

	Mel grabbed it and looked at it for a moment. “I don’t think so,” she replied. Then she set the plate back down on the counter. Chad breathed a sigh of relief. But it was a short relief. “Wrong spoon,” Mel declared. Then she went into one of her drawers and pulled out one of the baby spoons that Chad had to use every morning with his cereal. All three women burst into fits of laughter while Chad sat in his chair and felt even more pangs of humiliation. Unfortunately, his humiliation was fueling his overly developed sexual need all too much and he began to feel the stings of pain from his chastity device.

	All too soon, Mel sat the plate of baby food down in front of Chad along with one of her bottles of tea and he was forced to pick up the baby spoon and begin eating. And within moments, the first of the food had dripped off of his spoon and down his chin and onto his bib. Just great!

	“See,” Mel declared, “I told you he was a messy eater.”

	Chad had to sit and eat the whole plate of baby food while all three women left him alone and went out to Mel’s computer where she downloaded the pictures from Cassie. He heard them laughing as they looked through them all. Did Cassie include the really embarrassing ones? He had no way of knowing. He hoped not, but he wouldn’t put it past her. He could really only assume that she did.

	The women were still laughing and looking at pictures as he was finishing his meal. They weren’t paying any attention to him. He decided to do some exploratory checking. He put his spoon down and reached out to the sides of the tray to see if he could remove it. He felt the release mechanism under the tray with both hands. He carefully pushed in on both sides at the same time and the tray in front of him suddenly moved slightly away from him. The sudden movement startled him and he quickly pulled his hands away and picked up his spoon again to keep eating. He glanced over at the women, they hadn’t noticed. Breathing a sigh of relief, he finished the only dinner he knew he was going to get. If he had to, he could get out of the chair by himself – as long as his arms were free!

	Chad finished his dinner and his bottle, but the women were still laughing over the pictures – or whatever else they were looking at on Mel’s computer. He really had no idea. But now he was finished eating and he was still stuck in the chair. In a way, it was a bit like being stuck in the corner. But at least he was sitting down and he could move a little bit. He also had more to look at than two blank walls that were all too close to his eyes. But sitting stuck in the chair was still boring. He felt the need to pee again and let it out – reveling in how good it felt.

	He was still sitting there, mostly forgotten, when Mel suddenly ushered Cassie and Sandy out. Mel came back to the kitchen and sat in one of the kitchen chairs near him. “You’re a mess,” she declared teasingly. “Just like a baby.”

	He blushed. “Can I get up now?” he asked.

	“When I’m ready,” she replied. She leaned her arm on the table and her head in her hand. “Dinner was good tonight,” she replied, “again. But I shouldn’t have to tell you that.”

	He actually felt a wave of relief. “Thank you, Mistress. It means a lot to me to hear you say that. I was hoping to see how good it was myself though.”

	“Maybe next time, Sissy.” She sat and stared at him. He wondered why.

	“Cassie did a nice job on your hair last night.”

	He wasn’t sure how to answer. He really wasn’t all that happy with what she had done to him – actually with several things she had done to him. “Did she?” he finally said.

	Mel nodded. “It looked a lot better in the pictures through.”

	He felt himself starting to blush a little bit. “I thought it looked way too feminine,” he admitted softly.

	Mel smiled. “Perfect for you then. She said she used a curling iron on it last night. We’ll get you one tomorrow then Cassie can teach you how to use it.”

	Chad looked at her horrified. He didn’t know how to answer. His entire life now was one humiliation piled on top of another!

	“I heard you added some more makeup after you got to work today,” Mel continued when he didn’t say anything.

	He blushed briefly again, then got worried. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I didn’t know you wouldn’t want me to.”

	“I did want you to. I was very pleased to hear it.”

	“Oh… Thank you,” he replied. Why would she say that?

	“What made you decide to add the lipstick?”

	He shrugged as best he could in his confining seat. “Robin suggested it. She said I looked too pale without it.”

	The mention of Robin instantly sent a tiny bolt of annoyance through Mel’s body. The Robin woman again! She was starting to dislike her even more. There was no real reason for it, she just did. Was she pretty? Did Chad have a thing for her? She didn’t know. But obviously, this Robin had a lot of influence over him. Influence she was jealous of. Annoyed over Robin, Mel got up and released him from the confining highchair. “Finish cleaning up the kitchen now,” she ordered.

	While Chad got busy cleaning up after dinner again, Mel walked into her bedroom to start preparing for later. She saw his uniform dress hanging on her closet door. She shook her head. As much as she would like seeing him in it tonight, it wasn’t going to happen. Not tonight at least. Tonight was about other things.

	She went back out to the kitchen. “Stop what you’re doing for a few minutes.”

	Chad turned the water off at the sink and looked at her questioningly.

	“Go take your uniform home again and leave it there. Bring back one of your onesies instead.

	Chad blinked. Take his uniform home? Why now? But he dutifully dropped into a quick curtsey and said “Yes, Mistress.” He quickly got his uniform and took it home and hung it in his closet. Then he found one of the onesies that she liked to lock him into. She hadn’t put him into one of them in quite a while. Why now? A few minutes later, he was back at her apartment again.

	Mel took the onesie from Chad and held it up. She smiled at the sight of the babyish looking garment. “Get undressed. Just diapers and plastic panties.” Chad quickly complied and all too soon, Mel was helping fasten him into the babyish onesie. Fortunately, she didn’t add the lock. “Put your clothes in my clothes hamper,” she instructed him.

	Chad did as he was told, but doing so reminded him of something. “Mistress, can I please do my laundry tonight? I’m running out of clothes.”

	“Maybe later,” Mel replied. We have other things to do tonight. But right now, I want you to finish in the kitchen.

	Chad went back to the kitchen. What did she have planned for tonight? He really had no idea. When the kitchen was done, Mel made him sit on the floor and drink another baby bottle of her tea. Chad wasn’t too happy about that. He suddenly had visions of her timing him again to see how soon he could pee.

	But after he finished the bottle, Mel had him get started on the laundry and never once mentioned the timer. “Do all of my things first,” Mel instructed him as he began sorting through the clothes. “Don’t even think about doing any of your laundry till all of mine is done.”

	Chad watched as Mel went back to her living room and picked up her laptop computer to keep working. He was relieved in several ways - no timing him to see how quickly he could pee, and more importantly, he really did need to get some laundry done.

	Mel glanced at him occasionally as he worked around her apartment. Without being told, he cleaned her bathroom and dusted some furniture while the washer and dryer were running. Once in a while she got up to check his progress on the laundry. As she had instructed him, all of his things were still waiting to be cleaned. She watched the clock as he worked too. It was starting to get a bit later.

	Just before he was about to start on his own laundry, she stopped him. “Put the laundry basket back into the bathroom now. It’s getting late and we have other things to do.”

	Again Chad wondered what she had in mind, but his own laundry wasn’t even started yet. “But Mistress, can I at least get one load of my things into the washer first?”

	“No, Sissy. It’s time for other things now.”

	Again Chad had to wonder what she had in mind. Without realizing it, he was mentally bracing himself for more humiliation.

	As Chad was carrying his dirty clothes back into her bathroom, she called after him. “Start the bathwater while you’re in there.”

	As Chad turned the water on in the tub, he realized that she was going to be tying him up again and using him for her own little pleasures again. Ugh! He hated it, but he also loved it. What he hated was that she used him so hard and he was incapable of getting any relief. But why would she want him to run the bath water first? That was odd. Her bath usually came after she had abused him.

	Mel walked into the bathroom with him. She watched as he poured some of the bath beads into the water. He glanced at her, questioning if he had put enough in. “A little bit more,” she told him with a smile.

	As the tub was still filling, she unfastened his onesie and helped him out of it. Then she removed his plastic panties.

	Chas was surprised when she removed his plastic panties. Was the bath for him instead?

	“Lay down on the floor so I can remove your diapers,” she said. Chad felt a thrill of elation. It seemed that she wasn’t going to abuse him tonight. And a bath would really feel nice. As Mel was about to remove his diapers though, he suddenly realized that he had to pee slightly. He quickly stopped Mel from removing his diaper. “You might want to wait a moment on that,” he said, “I’m wetting myself right now.”

	Mel smiled broadly at him. “Go right ahead,” she said sounding very satisfied.

	After Mel had finally removed his diapers, Chad’s elation rose a whole lot more as Mel had him step into the warm scented bathwater. He laid back and allowed himself to relax and breathe in deeply. It felt so good!

	Mel handed him her body sponge and he began cleaning himself off. The bath felt like a distinct pleasure. The only part he wasn’t crazy about was when Mel produced her razor and began removing the stray hairs from his body, making him totally smooth once again. “This is a lot easier now, since you’re shaving your own legs,” she commented. “From now on, make that part of your morning routine. I’m not going to mention it again.”

	Chad felt a moment of bother about it, but it was no use resisting. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied.

	“Lay back now and soak for a bit while I get the bedroom ready.”

	Chad now knew exactly what to expect. She was going to tie him to her bed and probably torture him. He wasn’t looking forward to it. He concentrated instead on enjoying the pleasurable sensation of the warm bath while he still could - the one bright spot in his entire day.
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	When Mel came back, she helped him out of the tub and dried him off herself. Her attention was really nice. Sensual in a way. But Chad’s mind was more on what lay ahead and he wasn’t looking forward to it. “Come along now baby,” she said as she took him by the hand and led him into her bedroom.

	The blankets on her bed were pulled back and the top was heavily protected under layers of plastic and very thick diapers. He could see the ropes attached to the headboard and the footboard. With a sigh of inevitability, he laid down on her bed and held his arms over his head so she could tie them. “Good baby,” she crooned softly. He hated it, but her voice sent a quick thrill through him.

	All too soon, his arms were stretched tightly above him and his legs were stretched the opposite direction. He wasn’t going anywhere and he knew it. He didn’t even try. This time though, Mel climbed up on the bed and laid down next to him. She propped her head up on a pillow and watched him. He turned his head to look at her. She really was a beautiful woman. If only, if only!

	Mel reached out and ran her hand lightly over his chest. Her touch sent instant thrills throughout him. “Cassie tells me that you did really well today when she tried to stimulate you.”

	He was a bit surprised. “Yeah,” he admitted sheepishly. “I guess I did.”

	“You’re learning really well already then.” He didn’t reply. She was right, he guessed he was learning… something. “She also said that you’re having some very interesting reactions when she plays with your backside. Is that right?”

	He really didn’t want to admit it, but he had no doubt that Cassie had shown her the really embarrassing pictures from last night. The ones she had said she wasn’t going to show Mel. He blushed deeply and closed his eyes. The pictures meant that he couldn’t deny it. He hated saying it. “Yes, Mistress. I did.”

	She was about to continue, but suddenly he was still speaking. His eyes were still closed as he spoke. “You saw the pictures from last night.”

	She was taken off guard. What was he talking about? “Yes, I did see the pictures,” she replied, wondering what any of the pictures she had seen had to do with the present situation.

	He opened his eyes finally and looked at her. “You saw how I reacted when they stuck that thing in me. I loved it. I hate that I did, but I loved it.” His voice was growing more and more upset and emotional. He began thrashing at his bonds in frustration. “I fucked myself on it!” he finally admitted as tears began falling from his eyes. He turned his head away from her as if trying to hide. “I hate myself for it, but I couldn’t help it,” he added a bit more softly.

	Mel was shocked. Deeply shocked. Cassie hadn’t shown her any pictures like what he was describing. Obviously, Chad was very upset, and his anger was focused on himself and only himself. “Shhh, Sissy,” she said softly. “It’s alright. You don’t have to be angry about it.”

	He turned his head back to face her. “But I am angry. I shouldn’t like it that much!” He turned his head away again.

	Mel took a deep breath. She needed time to think, but now was not the time. There were other things to do first. “It’s ok, baby,” she said softly again. “Listen… Look at me.” She waited till he turned his head back again. “You’ve been wearing that chastity device for a whole week now. And you’ve done really well with it. I’m proud of you. So tonight, is not about me. Tonight is only about you. Tonight you’re going to get some reward.” She watched him as he took that in. It took a few seconds, but she suddenly saw his eyes widen in surprise.

	“Reward? You mean it?”

	She nodded her head. “Yes. You deserve it.”

	“You’re going to grant me some relief?”

	She giggled. “Definitely.” Then she put her mischievous smile on her face, “Eventually.”

	She rolled off the bed and walked around to the other side where she sat down next to him. She looked at his chastity device. She needed to remove it. But there was something else starting to intrude into her mind. Cassie had said that she needed to explore his newfound interest. And he had just told her how much he had love it… while at the same time telling her how much he hated it. But she was curious. “Sissy,” she finally said softly, “would you mind very much if you showed me how you like your bottom played with?”

	Chad’s mouth gaped open in disbelief. What was she asking? He began thrashing at his bonds and shaking his head back and forth again in frustration. Didn’t she understand how much he loathed himself because of it? But at the same time, he felt the powerful need from having no sexual relief in so long. And as he slowed his thrashing, that need became remembered feelings from doing it before. He wanted it. He needed it. But he hated it so much!

	Mel watched him thrashing on her bed. As he finally slowed down again, she was about to say that it was fine, that he didn’t have to, but he beat her to it. “Ok… Yes, Mistress.” He said simply.

	She was shocked. After all his thrashing about, he was suddenly agreeing? “Are you sure? We don’t have to…”

	He closed his eyes. “Yes,” he said again in almost a whisper.

	She moved down to the foot of the bed and untied his feet, then she released his arms. As he rubbed his wrists, she asked, “How should we do this?”

	Chad covered his face in his hands as if to hide for a few moments. The he rolled over and pulled his legs up under him, exposing his naked backside up into the air for her. “Cassie massages me with baby lotion first,” he explained with his face stuck into her mattress and his arms covering his head. There was no way he could look at her. He was too ashamed.

	“Ok,” she replied. His voice was a bit muffled by his position, but she wasn’t going to say anything about it. She quickly grabbed the baby lotion off of her nightstand and squirted it onto his backside. She saw him shudder at the sudden cold feeling. But she began massaging it into him, all around him. “What’s next?” she asked.

	Chad surrendered himself to the wonderful sensation of Mel rubbing the baby lotion all over his backside. He heard her question, but he was too occupied with enjoyable sensations just then to answer. Without realizing it, he began moving his butt back and forth against the motions of her hands, increasing the pleasurable feelings. But he needed more. He wanted more. He had to tell her.

	Mel could barely understand him when he spoke since he was speaking into the mattress. But she did her best to listen intently. “She usually starts to play with my hole just a little bit at a time. Then she slowly increases the pressure till her finger just slides in. Eventually, she works it back and forth. But as you saw from the pictures last night, they used something else on me instead.”

	Mel lightly moved her finger over his little hole and pressed lightly. She saw the immediate reaction in his whole body. What pictures was he referring to? Obviously Cassie had some that she hadn’t shown her. And what had they used on him? She thought about what Cassie had suggested earlier. She had a vibrator of her own in her drawer and she had put fresh batteries in it just a little while ago, intending to use it on him at Cassie’s earlier request. Had Cassie and Sandy used something similar?

	Instead of putting her finger up inside of him, she leaned down close to where he could hear her better. “Baby, I have a little toy we can try on you if you like. Can I?”

	His muffled reply took a few moments. “Yes.” She thought she heard the sniffle of some tears. She hugged him briefly then opened her nightstand and pulled her vibrator out. He was still hunkered down, ass in the air, head into the mattress. “It’s ok, baby. It’s nothing to be ashamed of,” she told him softly. He turned his head away from her. Obviously to him it was.

	“Come on,” she said softly. “Why don’t you pull your head up a bit. Besides, I want to see your little thingy all trapped inside of its cage while I do this.” He didn’t move. She leaned close to him again. “And then maybe I’ll take it off.”

	He turned his head back towards her and moved his arm so he could look at her. “You mean it?”

	“Of course.”

	With a weary sigh, he hauled himself up onto his hands and knees on her bed. She smiled at him. “That’s better, baby.” Her words of praise sent thrills throughout him. She reached under him and lightly grabbed his chastity device and shook it lightly back and forth. “We’ll get this thing off of you in just a little bit.” She grabbed some KY jelly out of her drawer and lubed her vibrator well, then she set it lightly against his backside. “Ready?” she asked.

	From his now kneeling position, he turned his head to look back at her. He was a bit frightened. This wasn’t at all like the sensual way that Cassie did it. He took a big breath to steady himself and nodded. “I guess so.” He turned his head away and closed his eyes. He didn’t want to look.

	This was all new to Mel. What should she do? She was only guessing as she went along. Very lightly, she placed the tip of the vibrator against his hole. Did he want it turned on? She wasn’t sure so she decided to leave it off for a while. She pressed it harder against him. How hard would she have to press before it went in? What would happen when it went in? But as she held it there, trying to decide if she should push on it or not, she suddenly felt him pushing back against it a little bit. She pushed a bit harder towards him. Then a bit harder still. Her eyes went wide as the tip of it actually began to penetrate him. She saw his whole body tense up tightly beneath her.

	The electric current shocked its way through him once again the moment her dildo penetrated him. Why did he like this so much? Why did it have to feel so damn good? The toy she was using on him wasn’t at all like whatever Cassie had used on him last night though. This one was smooth and skinnier, not fatter and ribbed. As the toy slowly slipped further and further into him, he realized that it gave him a lot less sensation since it was so totally smooth. Yet still, he loved it.

	Mel kept pushing, watching wide eyed as the vibrator slowly disappeared up inside of him. How far did she have to push it? Would it hurt him if she pushed it too far? She worried about that. It was almost in up to her hand - as far as she would probably use it on herself when she felt him trying to move away from him. She pulled back on it now and watched as it came out again. But she didn’t remove it completely. Very soon, she was pushing on it as he was moving back towards her again. A minute later, she was grabbing it with both hands to hold it steady as he began rhythmically moving himself in and out against it.

	Chad felt it going in and out of him. He was doing it now, not her. He was controlling it. He had to. He hated doing it, but he just had to – she wasn’t providing him with enough sensation. He began pumping himself against it harder, faster. But it wasn’t enough. He needed sexual relief… badly! Her little dido felt fantastic, but it wasn’t enough. Not by a long shot. He needed his penis uncovered… untrapped… where it could get hard. He needed to feel something from his penis to get off. He thought about peeing, but there was nothing ready to come out of him. Still, he pumped himself against her toy.

	Mel held on harder as Chad rocked himself back and forth, obviously enthralled by what he was feeling. Did it feel anything like she felt when she used it on herself? Somehow she doubted that. She decided to try moving it around a bit. She rocked it back and forth as he pumped in and out, then she tried rocking it up and down.

	Chad felt her moving the toy around now. The added sensation felt incredible. Much better than when she just held it still. But now she was pushing it up and down, over and over again, and something felt different, strange. It almost felt like he had to pee, but he didn’t have to pee. But then there was something coming out of his penis as if he were peeing. And it felt good, really good. But he needed more. He needed to touch himself. He needed to get hard to climax.

	Mel stared in disbelief as she saw the liquid suddenly coming out of him. She thought he was peeing at first which really thrilled her. Imagine… peeing during sex - when before he couldn’t pee because he was sexually stimulated. But as she looked closer, she saw that the liquid that came out of him wasn’t pee at all, it was milky and thick. She glanced quickly under him. His penis, still trapped in the device, was completely small and tiny. No reaction from that at all, yet it was dripping cum as if he were peeing. She kept pumping the dildo up and down as he rocked even harder against it till the liquid stopped coming out of him.

	Chad suddenly groaned in frustration and slapped the bed with his arms as he bent his head down into the mattress again. He stopped moving. It was no use. He couldn’t get any relief from just the anal stimulation – no matter how good if felt. He felt Mel pulling the toy away.

	Mel put the vibrator back on her nightstand and put her arm over him. “Are you ok?” she asked tentatively.

	It took a moment before he could collect himself enough to answer. “Yeah.” He got fully back up on his hands and knees again. I need more than that to get off though. I need to be able to get hard. Please, Mistress?” he asked pleadingly. “I really need it.”

	She smiled at him. “Of course. But let me do it for you.” She had been fascinated by what she had just witnessed – taken part in. Cassie had been right, it was just something that she had never considered. And judging by Chad’s reactions, it was something new in his life as well. She laughed a bit as she pulled on the diaper underneath him that had collected all his sperm. “You made a mess though,” she said as he moved his weight off of it so she could remove it.

	She rolled him over on his back and grabbed his wrist and pulled it up toward her headboard. He rolled his eyes at her and looked pleadingly at her, not wanting her to tie him up again. “Shhh,” she said softly. “I want to do this for you, ok?”

	He reluctantly agreed and soon he was once again completely bound and helpless on her bed. She was fiddling with the chastity device now, removing the lock and placing it on her nightstand. He held his breath as she pulled the encasing cover off of him. The cold air that hit his shriveled penis felt good. He wanted badly to touch it… to massage it, yet he couldn’t because she had him tied. She removed the rest of the device, the part that held it all so firmly attached to him. He breathed a sigh of relief as it was gone. Again he wanted to touch himself, or at least to scratch at the area where it had been removed from. “I’ll be right back, baby,” she said softly. Then she was gone.

	She came back a minute later with her razor and a washcloth. Very shortly, she had removed all the stray hairs from that area of him and was massaging his now free cock with her warm wet washcloth. It felt like heaven. He closed his eyes and concentrated on it. His sexual need was so great. She was touching him, massaging him. Yet he wasn’t getting hard. As if he couldn’t get hard.

	Mel looked at him strangely as she used the washcloth on him. She was massaging him with the washcloth and he appeared to be loving it, yet his penis wasn’t reacting. She put the washcloth down and began using just her fingers instead, touching him, urging him with her hands to get hard in the way that she had totally denied him before. It took a while, but eventually he swelled somewhat in her hands. But it was only somewhat. She felt him trying to rock back and forth, pushing against her hands, and she did everything she could but he wouldn’t get any harder. He couldn’t seem to come any closer to the relief that she knew he needed… and that she wanted him to have. She was becoming frustrated from the effort, and obviously, so was he.

	Chad tried as hard as he could. Her hands were like magic, but he wasn’t getting any harder, and he couldn’t seem to cum. It hit him fully then. She had inadvertently milked him. Or maybe it wasn’t so inadvertently… he didn’t know. But either way, he wouldn’t be able to get any relief. Not for quite a while. He groaned in frustration as he thrashed against his bonds.

	“What’s wrong, baby,” she asked, totally concerned.

	“You milked me!” he almost shouted.

	“I what?”

	“You got all the cum out of me already and didn’t allow me to get the full release that I need. I can’t come now!”

	His frustration was so evident. Milked him? She had to think about that. It was a concept she had just barely heard of. Was that what had happened when he had released all that sperm earlier? And now he couldn’t cum? Was it true? That wasn’t what she had intended at all!

	“You’re kidding!” she exclaimed. “You mean you can’t cum now?”

	“No! There’s nothing left. Just all this pent up insatiable need! And it’s so frustrating!”

	Mel was actually crestfallen for him. She placed her hand lovingly on his chest. “I’m sorry, baby. I didn’t mean to. I didn’t know. So you mean there’s no way?”

	He shook his head. “Believe me, I’d really love to. I need to… but I can’t.”

	She sighed. “I’m sorry, baby,” she repeated.

	He didn’t know whether he believed her or not. Once again he was being denied - even if she hadn’t meant to do it to him. His frustration suddenly increased all the more as he felt her rubbing some kind of lotion all over his privates then fastening the chastity device back on again. He almost screamed as she placed the main cover back over his penis once again. Trapping him. Denying him. Totally.

	And when she stuck the suppository up inside of him, he received no pleasure from the act at all, only revulsion. With almost clinical quickness, she was fastening up the thick night diapers all around him.

	His life was back to the usual again. The relief had been offered… then taken away. Denied.

	 


Chapter 20 (Thursday – week 3 Part 1 of 5)

	In her dreams, she was a horrible monster, a Doctor Jekyll and Mrs. Hyde, whose split personalities were constantly at odds with each other. Part of her tried so hard to be kind and loving, while at the same time, the other half of her was committing atrocious acts of evil - acts that she delighted in completely.

	Her two halves battled for control, but more and more the evil half was winning. They were disturbing dreams – more so because she realized that even in her dreams, the evil held a distinct fascination for her. She felt confused, unable to help herself. Do one nice thing for someone, then turn around and do two things that were cruel! Over and over again. She hated it… she loved it… Evil wasn’t what she wanted to be, yet she continued to commit act after act of cruelty - and she laughed at each one!

	Her alarm clock buzzed a long time before she came fully awake, chasing the evil dreams away, erasing them from her mind – fortunately. She didn’t even bother throwing her robe on as she went into her kitchen. She only knew that she needed coffee. Was she becoming addicted to it? She didn’t really care. She just wanted a cup to clear her brain!

	Chad’s whole body jolted awake at the sound of the loud music blaring into his room from his pink clock radio. God! Morning already? What had happened to the night? It felt like he had just fallen asleep.

	He rolled over and struggled to his feet. His diapers were over-loaded again, not just from wetting them, but from the damn suppository that Mel had stuck up inside of him. A horrible mess. He barely remembered waking up when it happened last night. But then he had to stop to think… he didn’t remember waking up at all for anything else. Not once. Yet his diapers were soaked to overflowing. That was a troublesome thought. For the second day in a row now, he had woken up with soaked diapers and not once during either night did he remember wetting himself.

	As much as the idea of it thrilled him, it was going to cause him trouble with winning the bet. But he didn’t know what he could do about it. He had to sleep at night… and Mel’s stupid bottles of tea kept him peeing all too frequently. It was too early to wrestle fully with that problem. He headed to his kitchen to see if she had left him a note.

	It was there, on the counter where he hoped it would be. His heart soared a bit at seeing it, even though he really didn’t care much about what was in it. She had cared enough to leave it for him and that was all that mattered.

	Sissy,

	First bottle.

	Shower and shave (don’t forget your legs – I’m not going to mention it again).

	Second bottle.

	Get dressed.

	Third bottle.

	Nothing. Nothing really at all. He realized now why she had stopped leaving the notes before, he no longer needed them. Yet he wanted them. For some unknown reason, they were important to him. Even notes like the one she had left for him today. He grabbed his first bottle and headed for his lonely chair to sit and drink it.

	As Mel’s coffee began to kick in, so did her thinking about Chad and what had happened last night. Certainly not what she had intended. With her robe finally wrapped around her, she sat with her coffee in one of her living room chairs and pulled her legs up under her. She took another sip and leaned her head back. What was she going to do about him? That was her ultimate question. She pretty much knew what she wanted from him, but she knew more than ever now that even this kind of relationship was a two way street - perhaps even more so than a normal relationship. A relationship? Could she call it that? Yeah, it was a relationship for sure, just a type she had never thought of before.

	A week ago she had begun training him to never get hard so he could pee whenever the need hit him. She had really loved the unintended consequences of his being denied the basic ability to receive any pleasure at all – while she herself received all the pleasure. She smiled at the thought. It really was deliciously wicked – yet she loved it. But last night she had purposely tried to stimulate him, ok, she had left the damn device on him so he couldn’t get hard just to see how he was really reacting to the anal play, and she had wound up ruining his ability to have an orgasm. She hadn’t meant to and she felt really bad about that – especially since she had promised him. Yet the fact that he couldn’t orgasm still held a fascination for her. What did she really want?

	She realized that as of last night she was sending him mixed signals. That was never good – no matter how you tried to justify it. Mixed signals… not good… why was she doing it? She took another sip of her coffee. Why? Why? Why? That was always the one big question in her life. With Chad, there were lots of reasons why… too many. And that was part of her problem this morning, too many reasons and too many thoughts about Chad… all of them leading back to her original question. What did she, herself, really want with him?

	Chad faced his closet door, afraid to open it. Before, when he had started wearing the women’s pants and shoes, Mel had taken their male equivalents away from him by wrapping them up in layer after layer of her cling wrap. Yesterday he had worn a blouse to work for the first time. Would his male shirts be taken away now? He hoped not. He hadn’t noticed any more of her cling wrap in his closet after work yesterday.

	He opened the door and looked in carefully… and breathed a sigh of relief. All his male shirts were still hung up where he could get at them. Yesterday had turned out to be a nightmare after he had decided to wear the blouse. How was he supposed to know that the blouse he had selected needed that much padding in the cups of his girdle to make it look right? Ok, he should have realized it easily, but he hadn’t.

	Because he could, he pulled down one of his male shirts to wear and put it on - he wasn’t going to make the same mistake he did yesterday. But then he turned to his pants – women’s slacks. He had only one pair left in his closet because all the rest were in Mel’s laundry hamper. This pair was his new pair - the slacks with the longer length. As he pulled them on over his diapers and pantyhose, he noticed that they were way too long, he was standing on the bottoms of them. He slipped his low heeled shoes on and took a few steps. He quickly felt a slight tugging at his pants as his heel caught under the bottom of them. They were still too long for the shoes he was wearing.

	He knew it would happen. It was why he had avoided wearing the new slacks before. They had to be worn only with higher heels… much higher heels. Having no other choice, for the first time, he put his low-heeled shoes back into the closet and selected a pair of his highest heels to wear to work because they were the only ones that would keep his pants legs from dragging on the ground. It felt like he had lost something again. It also felt a bit like when he had put the blouse on yesterday, like he was taking a huge chance by doing it. Was he?

	Mel watched the clock, waiting for Chad to arrive. By her estimation, he should have only one pair of slacks left in his closet, the new ones. Would he be wearing his higher heels today? And how about a blouse? He had worn one for the first time yesterday. And for that matter, how about padding the cups of his girdle… and his makeup? Too many questions. Fortunately, there were only a few moments more till she would have some answers.

	The knock came at her door only a few seconds late. She opened it. “Good morning, Mistress,” he said as he dropped his accustomed curtsey.

	She took in the entire sight of him quickly. Her face fell just a bit at the sight of his male shirt – but then she had a strong feeling that he would choose one today. “Good morning, Sissy,” she replied and stood back out of the way to let him in. She quickly noticed his new slacks, the heels on his feet, and the makeup on his face. She instantly felt better.

	When she had closed the door, she took the bag of empty baby bottles from him and checked it – perfect, but then she didn’t expect anything less. She turned her sight on him and started looking him over carefully. “It’s about time you wore those slacks,” she commented, trying hard to hide her amusement. He made no reply.

	For the first time, his makeup was fully done and actually looked pretty good. Maybe Sandy didn’t need to teach him anything else. His male shirt was an obvious disappointment as was the lack of breast padding, but then she had never specified either of those for him. Those things were still his choice… but for how much longer? His jewelry was all in place and his hair was neatly combed – she made another mental note to talk to Cassie again about teaching him to fix it better, maybe tonight.

	Everything about him was perfect – except for one thing. “Where’s your pacifier?”

	He rolled his eyes. “I’m sorry, Mistress,” he said as he dropped another curtsey. “I forgot it again.”

	She shook her head. “One of these days I’m going to remember to punish you good for forgetting it so much… maybe one day very soon!”

	“Yes Mistress,” he replied with yet another curtsey.

	“Come on, Sissy,” she said as she turned toward her kitchen. “It’s breakfast time.”

	Chad set his purse and diaper bag by the front door and followed her. She walked straight to the highchair and pulled the tray off and waited for him. He stopped for a moment and stared at the chair. Ugh! He hated the thing – yet at the same time, he loved it! It was so demeaning to have to sit in to eat from, while at the same time, it fueled all too well his unrelieved fantasies. Having no other options, he climbed up into the chair and held his arms up out of the way while Mel replaced the tray.

	A moment later, she fastened the bib around his neck. Wasn’t it nice of Sandy to get you this pretty bib?” she asked. “I should have gotten you some before. I think it’s much better than that nasty old dish towel we were using.”

	He looked up at her and rolled his eyes slightly looking for a reply. But he couldn’t think of one that would keep him out of trouble so he said nothing. A minute later, he was spooning awful tasting baby cereal into his mouth with the tiny rubber coated baby spoon.

	Mel stood back by her sink and watched him eating. It was so much more rewarding seeing him eating now in the highchair and wearing the bib instead of having him sit on the floor. He looked all that much more ridiculous… and she loved it. She didn’t really like being a cruel person, but damn it, they were his fantasies! She just happened to enjoy being on the other side of them.

	Robin hurried into work, technically a few minutes late – not that anyone would really care or even notice. As she hurried past Chad’s desk, she quickly noticed that he was still booting up his computer, so he hadn’t been all that early either. “Hi Chad,” she called as she hurried to her own desk.

	She dumped her big bag on her desk and pulled out her mirror to check her hair. She touched a few strands and returned her mirror to her bag and crammed it into her bottom desk drawer. She hit the power button on her computer so it could start booting up. While she waited, she wandered over to Chad’s cubicle. “Hi Chad,” she said again as, this time, she stopped for a minute to talk.

	Chad turned around in is seat and smiled. “Hi Robin. How’s things today?”

	“Ugh! What a morning! The baby was up all night crying. I think he’s coming down with a cold. He was a real handful this morning!”

	“Oh,” Chad replied. “I’m sorry to hear that. Did you still take him to daycare?”

	“Yeah, I don’t think he was all that bad this morning. I just hope I don’t get a call from them later.” She looked at him quizzically. “Hey Chad, why aren’t you wearing a blouse today? You’re back to your old stupid male shirts again.”

	Chad looked down at his shirt and shrugged. “After yesterday, I thought this was a lot better. Besides, I don’t have to worry about how much to pad my breasts.”

	Robin laughed. “Ok, you’ve got a small point there, but it still looks dorky. Your makeup looks good today though. Much better, and new shoes?”

	Chad looked down at his feet and stretched his leg out a bit, showing more of his high heeled shoe. “Not really, just different. I’ve had these a while.”

	“You have?”

	Chad blushed. Without meaning to, he had just confirmed that he had been into cross-dressing for a while now. “Yeah, sort of,” he admitted sheepishly. “I had to wear these today because the pants I have on are too long without them.”

	“Stand up and let me see.”

	Chad got out of his chair and stood so she could see better. “I think I’d be happier with these pants if they weren’t so long.”

	“No, they’re perfect. Very much in style. Have you had the pants for a long time too?”

	“No, I got these last weekend.”

	Robin nodded. “Let me see you walk a bit so I can see it all better.”

	Chad didn’t really understand why, but at least she wasn’t being too pushy today, just nice. He took a few steps out into the hallway, thankful that it was all carpeted, then walked back into his cubicle again.

	“Yeah, they’re really a good length with those shoes,” Robin stated, still watching his feet. She looked up at his face and smiled. “I see you really don’t have much trouble walking in them. You must have had them for a while.”

	Chad blushed again. “Yeah, well…”

	Robin chuckled a bit. “It’s ok, Chad. I just wish you’d finally come out and say that you’re doing all this because you like it and want to… instead of all this ‘it’s complicated’ crap!”

	Chad sat back down in his chair. “Well, that’s just it, Robin. The reason I’m really doing it all is complicated.”

	“So explain it to me.”

	He shook his head. “I can’t.”

	Robin just shook her head and rolled her eyes. It was time to change the subject. “Hey, so have you heard any feedback on our project yet?”

	 


Chapter 20 (Thursday – week 3 Part 2 of 5)

	Mel handled several clients in her office, then had a mercifully short meeting with a judge before getting back to her office again – well before lunchtime. When she got there, Andrea pointed to a large brown box on the floor next to her desk. “That just came in for you a few minutes ago.”

	Mel looked at the box as she dropped some paperwork on Andrea’s desk. “What is it?” she asked.

	“I don’t know. It’s just got your name on it.”

	Mel looked at the box quizzically. She didn’t recognize the name of the company that had sent it. She picked it up, it wasn’t all that heavy. She gave Andrea a wondering look and carried it back to her office. She set it on her desk and started attacking the box with scissors to open it. She finally pulled the lid of the box open and stared in disbelief as volumes of tightly packed white ruffles tired to escape out of the top of the box. She couldn’t help it, she laughed out loud!

	Obviously, it was one of the things she had ordered over the internet with Cassie and Sandy last weekend. No wonder she didn’t recognize the company. She pulled at the ruffles to take everything out of the box. There were so many ruffles covering everything that it was hard to see what it was – let alone find the top. She held it at arms length – the only way she could even have a chance to see it clearly. Oh God! She couldn’t wait to see how it would look on Chad!

	There was a small knock on her door, Andrea’s knock. “Come in,” she called as she turned around to face the door.

	Her door opened and Andrea started to come in. “Hey Mel, these papers…” But Andrea couldn’t say anything else as Mel proudly held the garment up so Andrea could see it. Andrea’s eyes were as wide as saucers and kept going back and forth from Mel’s face to the huge mass of ruffles. “Obviously, that’s for…”

	“Yeah,” Mel replied trying to stifle her laughing again. “And I can’t wait to see him in it!” Mel couldn’t contain her laughter any longer and let it out fully. As did Andrea – to the point where they were both going to have to fix their makeup.

	Robin stopped at Chad’s cubicle on her way past. “Hey Chad,” I’m going to break. Do you want to come?”

	Chad turned around in his chair and shook his head. “No thanks. I don’t think so.”

	Robin shrugged. It was the reply she had expected, but she wanted to try anyway. “Suit yourself,” she replied and continued past.

	Chad turned back to his computer and stared at the project on his screen. After a few moments, when he was sure that Robin wouldn’t be back anytime too soon, he minimized his work and opened up his spreadsheet for the bet. The count was down to forty-three days now. An eternity. But at least the number went down every day. He looked at the column where he was keeping track of how long he was able to hold back. Yesterday he had put down thirty minutes. His problem though, was that he didn’t really know how long he had held it yesterday. He hadn’t bothered to keep track at any time. Thirty minutes had been a conservative estimate though. So today he put down thirty-five. Feeling like he was still well on his way to ensuring that he couldn’t lose, he closed the spreadsheet.

	But when he opened his work project again, he just stared at the screen. He was wetting himself in his sleep now. That wasn’t good – as far as the bet went. It wasn’t really all that bad either. The bet stated that he had to be completely incontinent, and he was fairly sure that just wetting himself at night wouldn’t let him lose – especially since he now had complete and perfect control during the day. Still, it was troubling… while at the same time, he found it fascinating and all too stimulating.

	He was wetting himself in his sleep now just like a baby – with no control at all. Mel had actually caused him to do that. She had really done it! But that alone wouldn’t win the bet for her. It was a good thing that he was keeping track of everything else now or things would really get out of hand… and he could lose all too easily. It was hard to believe, but he supposed it could still happen. Forty-three days! Way too many. He would have to be very careful.

	He felt the need to pee hitting yet again. He had only drank five bottles of Mel’s tea since he got up. The darn stuff kept him peeing constantly, which didn’t help matters. He had just realized that he had to pee. This time he glanced at his watch and took note of the time. It was time to find out for sure how long he could hold it. Twenty minutes later, he couldn’t stand the pressure anymore and had to let it out. He checked his watch. Not good! But then all those bottles of tea had to go somewhere. There was still probably too much of it in his system. He’d keep checking himself carefully all day. He knew he could do a lot better than that!

	It was almost lunchtime. Robin already had her bag out on top of her desk and was ready to go. Chad was going to that gym every day. She knew he was meeting with one of the trainers for a little while, but that was all she knew. Even the receptionist didn’t know what they were doing. How could she find out more? Would he tell her if she asked? It was a thought that hadn’t occurred to her before. Her face drooped a bit. He was all too closed-mouthed about everything odd in his life lately – which seemed to be his entire life. Still, what could it hurt to ask?

	She got up and walked around to his cubicle, he was just closing his project. “Hey Chad, want to go to lunch?”

	“No thanks,” he replied.

	“Still the same date again?” she asked. He nodded – sheepishly she thought. “Look, Chad… I saw you going to the gym down the road yesterday. Is that where you’re going again?”

	Chad was suddenly horrified. “You saw me there?”

	Robin was surprised. “Well, yeah. I mean, I had to drive right by it when I went to lunch!” There was no way she would admit to anything else.

	It made sense to Chad. Someone was bound to notice him eventually. But that didn’t mean he had to tell her anything. Not really. “Yeah, I’m going there again.”

	“But that’s a women’s gym. Isn’t it?”

	“Yeah. So?”

	“So what are you doing there?”

	“Meeting someone. Ok?” he replied with a bit too much anger. She was prying too much again!

	As she suspected, he wasn’t going to tell her. She just shrugged her shoulders. “Ok, I was just asking, that’s all. See you later.”

	Chad watched her walk off. He had been spotted now going into the gym. At least Robin didn’t know what he was really doing in there. He wondered if Cassie could meet him somewhere else instead – like maybe his apartment. For that matter, maybe Mel would let him change his own damn diapers at lunchtime!

	Robin watched as Chad pulled out of the parking lot and headed towards the gym. She purposely turned the other way. She knew where some of her friends were having lunch and it was about time she started joining them again. But halfway there, she had an idea about Chad and the gym. Unfortunately, it was way too late to try it today. But tomorrow… And wait till she told her friends!

	“Hi Sissy!” the receptionist called out as he walked in.

	“Hi,” he replied simply. The receptionist looked at him with a mock pouting expression. He sighed and dropped a quick curtsey and said, “How are you today?”

	The receptionist immediately smiled brightly. “Much better now.” She giggled as she went off in search of Cassie.

	It was little things like that, Chad realized, that were making his life all that much more complicated. “Hi Sissy,” Cassie’s voice called out as she got to the front.

	He dropped yet another curtsey as he greeted her, then followed her to the office in the back. As soon as the door was closed behind them, he said, “One of my coworkers has spotted me coming in here.”

	“So?” Cassie asked.

	“So what am I supposed to tell her?”

	“I don’t know,” Cassie replied. “That’s up to you.”

	“Is there anyway we can meet somewhere else to do this?” Chad asked.

	Cassie shook her head. “Sorry. We’re lucky to have what little time we do. This is one of the busiest times of the day for me.”

	Chad was disappointed, but he understood. At least he had asked. He started getting undressed while Cassie dug into his diaper bag and pulled out one of the baby bottles. The sight of it made him feel the need to pee again. He quickly checked his watch so he could start timing himself again.

	A few minutes later, he was laying on his back, sucking on his bottle, and concentrating on Cassie’s hands as they worked the baby lotion all over as much of the front of his groin as the chastity device he was wearing would allow. It really was a wonderful feeling. The tea he was drinking was increasing his need to pee, but laying on his back seemed to help take some of the pressure away. If he wasn’t trying to hold back so much, he would have wet himself before she removed his already soaked diapers, but he was trying harder today so he hadn’t. The good news today though was that while Cassie’s hands felt great, he wasn’t having to try all that hard to stay soft so the chastity device wouldn’t hurt him. Maybe it was his growing need to pee that was helping.

	Cassie pulled her hands away and smiled. “You’re doing real well again.”

	He pulled the baby bottle away from his lips slightly. “Thanks. I think it’s getting easier.”

	She patted his hip. “Roll over and I’ll play with the other side again just a bit. Ok?”

	He knew she really wasn’t giving him any choice. And as much as he hated what she was about to do, he also knew that he really wanted it too. So many changes in his life. Where would it all end? He rolled over and pulled his legs up under him with his head lowered toward the floor – making his backside an all too easy target. But that was just what he wanted… now.

	Cassie began again by massaging him with the baby lotion, relaxing him, and he loved it. It was really sensual. As fantastic as Mel’s touch had been last night, Cassie was really much better. But then he felt her beginning to play around his asshole again and he waited breathless for her to really move her attention to it. Finally, her finger was there, pushing, then harder. He felt her finger go in. Why did he love it so much? He just did! He was suddenly moving in and out while she was doing the same with her finger. Fantastic!

	But the need to pee in him was still building – invading his reverie all too much. He tried desperately to push the invading discomfort away, but it was getting more and more difficult, especially since he had just finished more than half of the baby bottle of tea already. The position his body was in now wasn’t helping either as it put all too much pressure on his insides.

	And then it happened – all too quickly, certainly faster than he could stop it. Cassie pushed harder than she had ever pushed her finger before, trying to arouse him more. But it was more pressure than his bladder could stand. “Aaiiieee!” he exclaimed quickly as he suddenly felt a bit of pee escaping from him. “Stop!”

	Cassie quickly pulled her hand away. “What wrong?” she asked, concerned that she had somehow hurt him.

	Chad was rolling over and reaching under him, trying to grab his penis to squeeze it to stop himself from peeing, but the darn chastity device completely foiled that idea. The pee was still coming out of him and he couldn’t stop it.

	Cassie finally saw what was happening and burst out laughing as she quickly grabbed one of the diapers she had handy to catch the remaining pee that was still coming out.

	“Shit! I’m sorry,” he said as she held the diaper over his chastity device for him, feeling it getting wetter and wetter.

	“That’s ok, baby,” she replied, still highly amused. “I guess we should have expected little accidents like that to happen.

	He said nothing, but just rolled completely onto his back and stuck his bottle back into his mouth as soon as she had wiped up his messy puddle. He wasn’t really having a good day so far with holding back. But it was all different circumstances that were really giving him the problems. His troubling thoughts were momentarily interrupted by the feeling of Cassie’s fingers shoving another suppository up inside of him again. And that was another problem, he realized. How do you fight the damn suppositories?

	Mel was getting ready to leave for lunch when her cell phone rang. “Hi Mel,” Cassie’s voice came over the phone.

	“Hi Cassie,” Mel replied. “How did everything go today?”

	Cassie started laughing a bit. “Oh Mel, you should have seen it. I was playing with his backside again, you know, trying to get a reaction from him, when all of a sudden he started peeing all over the floor!”

	Mel burst out laughing. “He did?”

	“Really!”

	“Oh Cassie, that’s good news. I wish I had been there.” Mel was really elated. It was the first real sign that she was actually winning the bet. “Hey Cassie, if you think that was funny, wait till you see what I got in the mail for him.”

	“Did some of those outfits you ordered finally come in?”

	“Yeah, one of them anyway.”

	“Oh, I can’t wait to see it!”

	“How about tonight?”

	“Like I said, I can’t wait.”

	Mel remembered something then. “It’s going to have to be a bit later though, we have an appointment to go to first.”

	“That’s fine, Mel. Whenever. Just let me know.”

	“Great Cassie. Oh, and when you come over, do you think you can teach him how to fix his hair properly? I’ll get him a curling iron before we go home tonight.”

	“Sure thing, Mel. I’d love to.”

	“Great! See you later.”

	 


Chapter 20 (Thursday – week 3 Part 3 of 5)

	It was late in the afternoon when Robin stopped by Chad’s desk to talk again. “Hey Chad,” she said as she walked into his cubicle. “How much does that gym cost where you go?”

	“I don’t know,” he replied. “I’m just meeting someone there.”

	“Oh, well I though you might know since you’re there so often.”

	“No. I have no idea, but I can probably get you some brochures or something if they have any.”

	“Yeah, that would be great. Thanks,” she replied as she leaned back against his desk, obviously not ready to leave.

	He turned all the way around in his chair and leaned back a bit. He had been working hard all day, and with taking no breaks, he was ready to clear his mind. “How’s your baby doing?” he asked, knowing that small talk was probably on her mind.

	She smiled. “Well, at least I haven’t had a call from his daycare – yet.” She looked down at his legs and the shoes he was wearing. “How are you making out in those shoes today?”

	He glanced down and raised one of his legs slightly and rotated his foot. “My feet are aching. I wish I had picked a pair of shoes that didn’t buckle so I could slip them off easier.”

	Robin chuckled a bit. “Now you know what we girls have to put up with all the time for you guys!”

	He looked up and smiled. He almost laughed a bit himself. But his feet really were hurting. It would feel so good if, just once, he could flex them a bit in the other direction and curl his toes. “At least I get to sit down all day,” he replied. “Otherwise, I think I’d really be in some pain.” This time, they both laughed together.

	“So Chad,” Robin said as soon as her laugher had died down somewhat. “When are we finally going to get to see you in a dress?”

	“Never, I hope!” he replied good-naturedly.

	“Oh come on,” she replied. “I’ll bet you’d look soooo good!” she said teasingly.

	He shook his head and actually laughed a bit. “Not if I can help it!”

	“Want to get some coffee?” she finally asked.

	Chad shook his head. “Not today. I don’t really want anything at all today.”

	“Really? Not at all?”

	He shook his head again. “Not today,” he replied confidently.

	She shrugged. “Ok, I’m just going to grab one last quick cup for myself. See you later.”

	Chad watched her walk out. Coffee wouldn’t be bad, but he was finally doing a lot better on holding back from peeing. All of Mel’s too many baby bottles of tea had finally worked their way out of his system and the one bottle he had from lunch seemed to be out of the way now too. The last time he had to pee, he had timed himself at almost forty minutes. That was really doing well and he was proud of himself over it. He was going to win this bet. There was no doubt at all!

	He squirmed just a bit against the messy load in his diapers from where the suppository that Cassie had stuck up inside of him had done its job. At least it wasn’t as bad as it sometimes was. But the question was, what could he do about it? Even though he wasn’t getting as many suppositories every day as he had last week, he was still getting several every day. And there was just no fighting them!

	As per Mel’s text message, Chad drove straight to her office after work. He was looking forward to their relaxation therapy session later – the one and only real bright spot in his life. As he walked into her building, Andrea looked up and put a big smile on her face. “Hi,” she exclaimed. “Wow, you’re looking better and better. You know that?”

	Chad was a bit taken aback. “I am?”

	“Yeah, really.”

	“Uh, thanks, I guess.”

	Andrea laughed a bit. “Come on, I’ll take you back.”

	Once again, Chad followed her back to the same unused but beautifully appointed office. Mel came in a few minutes later with a big smile on her face. “Hi Sissy,” she said as she walked in.

	Chad got up from the leather couch he was sitting on and dropped a quick curtsey. “Hi Mistress,” he replied.

	Mel started digging through his diaper bag and pulled out the one still full bottle. She handed it to him. “Drink this and I’ll be back later to change you.”

	Chad wasn’t at all happy to have to drink the bottle, but he had been expecting it. His record at holding back for the day was still less than forty minutes. He took the bottle and put it to his lips as Mel walked out again. He sat back down on the comfortable couch. The minute he started drinking, the urge to pee hit him again. He checked the tiny dial on his watch to note the time.

	By the time that Mel came back, he had long finished his bottle and was now walking around the room, trying to keep from peeing. His need was so great that he couldn’t sit still on the couch any longer. His discomfort was further emphasized by the mess still inside his diapers from the suppository earlier.

	“Ok, Sissy, let’s get you changed,” Mel said as soon as she came in. As she began pulling diapers out of his diaper bag for him, he began getting undressed, then he stopped. He had to pee real bad and didn’t want to do it too soon in the fresh diapers. He let it out while he just stood still. The feeling was pure heaven and he closed his eyes. It felt so good that he decided that when this bet was over, he was still probably going to stay in his diapers. Maybe forever. But before he could seriously consider that, he had to win this bet!

	“What are you doing?” Mel asked, seeing him standing there with his eyes closed and a big smile on his face.

	He quickly opened his eyes in surprise. He hadn’t meant to be so obvious about it. “Sorry, Mistress,” he replied. “I was peeing.”

	Mel smiled broadly. “By the look on your face, it must have felt pretty good.”

	He nodded quickly as he once again began undressing. “Yes, Mistress, real good!”

	As soon as he was down to just his diapers and was laying on the floor for Mel to change him, she asked, “So you really do like wetting yourself?”

	“Yeah,” he admitted. “More than I ever thought. It’s funny,” he mused, “it seems like with each day that goes by, I like it more and more. Really strange.”

	Mel said nothing as she listened to him. She recognized Gloria’s hypnotic suggestions taking stronger and stronger root in him, even if he didn’t - which she hoped he had no idea of at all!

	“Maybe it’s because I haven’t been able to have any kind of sex,” he continued as she finished wiping his messy bottom.

	“What do you mean?”

	“I don’t know. It’s almost like it’s the closest thing to a physical sexual feeling that I can have – with this damn contraption on me.”

	She chuckled a bit. “How about the anal play you seem to be getting so fond of lately?”

	He shook his head and she could see the confusion on his face. “I just don’t know about that. It’s really strange. I don’t know what to make of it.”

	“Why not?” she asked as she pulled the first diaper into place and taped it closed.

	“I don’t know. I guess it’s just too new. And it’s troubling.”

	“Why?” she asked as she started on his second diaper.

	“It just is. It’s not right.” He paused as she was finishing up. Then asked, “What do you think about it?”

	She looked at him and smiled. “I think you should get dressed and then let’s go get a nice dinner together. We can talk about it more then.”

	Once again, Mel drove them to the same restaurant they had been to every week before their therapy session. Chad hated going in there because she always made him drink from one of his baby bottles in front of everybody while they ate. He always heard way too many embarrassing comments from the surrounding people and he wasn’t looking forward to doing it again.

	After they were seated, the waitress came by and set some menus on the table for them and asked what they wanted to drink.

	“Would you like some coffee?” Mel asked him.

	“Yeah, that would be good for a change,” he replied. He just wished he wouldn’t have to drink it out of the baby bottle. But at least one cup of coffee would be less to drink than a large coke that would fill his bottle two or three times.

	“So, tell me about your day,” Mel asked while they waited.

	Chad rolled his eyes a bit, but it was mostly light conversation and fairly comfortable. And Mel seemed to be interested in listening to him – which was really nice.

	When the waitress brought their coffee a few minutes later, Mel ordered a large steak dinner for him and a salad plate for herself. Chad didn’t touch his coffee since he knew she would pour it into one of the baby bottles. But she just took a sip from her own coffee instead and asked, “So your boss likes how your project is going so far? Does he ever come down and make any suggestions in person?”

	Chad shook his head – why wasn’t she pulling out a baby bottle? “No, he never comes down at all. It’s more like he’s purposely ignoring us down there. We hardly ever see him.” Still no move to get a bottle. He took a chance and picked up the cup and drank from it. Good coffee. Real good. Especially without the bottle. But would she realize that he wasn’t drinking from it now?

	As he talked about his day, Mel felt the old bits of annoyance every time he mentioned Robin, but she had braced herself for it. Did he realize that she was purposely letting him drink from the cup instead of the bottle this time? She was betting on it. But tonight she just needed to talk comfortable with him for a bit, and losing the bottle would be a big help. It was helping already. The more he talked, the more relaxed about it he seemed to be getting. And she herself seemed to be relaxing and enjoying what was starting to become a really nice conversation about more than just his work.

	By the time their dinner came, Mel found herself telling him about her horrible date with Detective Grey. She hadn’t planned on telling him, but she even admitted to trying to sleep with him and then throwing him out. They both laughed over it.

	As they shared a final cup of coffee after dinner, she realized that it was one of the nicest dinners she had enjoyed in a long time. She had enjoyed talking with him. He wasn’t one of those guys that was interested in only himself. He was intelligent, funny, and seemed to be interested in what she had to say. A far cry from Detective Grey. Why, oh why did he have to be a flake? She glanced at her watch and gave a short exclamation. “Oh God! We’re going to be late!”

	 


Chapter 20 (Thursday – week 3 Part 4 of 5)

	Mel phoned Gloria as soon as they got into the car to tell her they were still coming and to wait. She apologized again as soon as they got there.

	“It’s ok,” Gloria told them. “I know little things sometimes happen.”

	Mel and Chad quickly got onto their usual couches and tried to get into the right frame of mind, but having to hurry from the restaurant made that a bit more difficult. But as Gloria slowly and calmly guided them, they were both soon feeling very good. This time, Mel didn’t worry about when she needed to stop listening, she knew that Gloria would let her know. The relaxation therapy felt so good to her. She missed her weekly sessions when she could go through it fully, but right now, Chad was more important. By the time that Gloria tapped her on the arm to stop following, she realized she had gotten more out of it than she had in a while now.

	Chad was floating. Wonderfully floating. His mind was calm, his body was relaxed – sooo relaxed. And it felt so good! His mind and body yearned for even more. Certain phrases that Gloria said echoed stronger than ever in his mind. Wonderful phrases that seemed to help him reach stages of being relaxed that he had never imagined before. He mentally reached for her voice, yearning for the suggestions she was giving him.

	Gloria noticed the tiny changes in Chad as she talked. Little things that only she would notice since she was looking for them. She had him under, but she had to take him further, much further. Slowly and surely, she guided him into deeper and deeper levels of trance. Soon she began giving him tiny suggestions, reminding him of the triggers she had set before to help him relax further. All the little phrases that she used that echoed so wonderfully in his mind. Such relaxing phrases. Phrases he wanted to hear her speaking over and over again in her wonderfully relaxing voice.

	Like she had done before, Gloria started reminding Chad about his love of wearing diapers and how much he loved wetting them. It was his dream to be incontinent. Such a great, wonderful dream. A dream he could touch. A dream that he could really have. She concentrated for a long time on how wonderful it felt every time he wet himself. Pleasure that would continue to get even better with each wetting. Fantastic pleasure. Sexual pleasure. Almost like an orgasm every time he wet himself. As she planted these suggestions, she was surprised to see the huge grin of pleasure on his face. Something in what she had said must have really been getting through to him. She suddenly noticed Mel waving her arm to get her attention.

	“It’s working!” Mel mouthed silently. Gloria nodded that she understood and went back to work. Mel breathed in fully. Chad had no idea that he was being hypnotized during these sessions. And obviously, it was working. There was no way in the world that Chad could win this bet. As far as she could tell, he had already lost.

	As she had planned, Gloria once again put Chad through the same muscle tightening and relaxing exercise she had put him through last week, telling him whenever those muscles were tight that it felt awful and was too difficult to do. It was so hard that it wasn’t worth the trouble. But whenever he was relaxed, she told him how wonderful it felt. Totally normal and it was really the way he wanted to feel. Over and over again she had him doing it, but each time having him hate tightening them a little bit more, till finally she suggested that he hated tightening them so much that he would no longer remember how to tighten them. He no longer needed to remember how to do it. It felt so much better to be relaxed. Those feelings that controlled his muscles didn’t exist anymore. No matter what, he would not be able to tighten those muscles and he would not want to be able to tighten them.

	As she did last week, she started a slow countdown, telling him that when she got to one he would try to tighten those muscles, but he wouldn’t be able to. She started at five and when she got to one, she said, “Tighten those muscles now.” She saw no reaction from him at all this week. “Are they tight?” she asked.

	“No,” he replied calmly. “I didn’t want to try.”

	She quickly began praising and relaxing him all over again. Once again she began trying to deepen his trance, making sure he was under as far as she could take him. Then, once again, she asked him to concentrate on the feel of his wet diapers and find those same feelings from when he was a baby. She asked him to think back to that time and tell her as soon as he remembered. She had almost given up on this last week, but he had come through in the end. This week, he remembered a lot faster.

	Once again, she asked him to remember his mother and how he felt about her. Then she had him overlay feelings for “Mommy Mel” on top of those feelings – replacing them. So that whenever Mel was happy with him, he would feel happy. But whenever she was angry, he would react exactly the way he had when he was a baby. Then she reminded him that he wanted to be a baby again… that he was a baby again. It was ok to react the way a baby would, to everything. He wanted it, he could have it. He would be that baby again, and it would feel so good!

	Gloria had one last little thing to add to this session. “Chad,” she said softly. “When you were that little baby before, did you suck on a pacifier?”

	He nodded his head and said, “Yes.”

	“Good,” she replied. “How about your thumb?”

	Again he nodded and said, “Yes.”

	“Good, Chad. Very good. Now I want you to remember what it felt like to suck on your pacifier or your thumb back then. You needed them, didn’t you?”

	“Yes,” Chad admitted rather flatly.

	“Good, Chad. You were supposed to need them. They made you feel calm and comfortable. They made you feel good. Chad, the next time you have a pacifier in your mouth, it’s going to feel very comforting to you, just like it did when you were a baby the first time. You’re going to find that you really like it. It makes you feel good to suck on it. Can you do that?” She saw him nod. “Good. Now you like being a baby again, don’t you?” He nodded again. “Good. And babies like sucking on things, don’t they?” He nodded. “So since you like being a baby, then I want you to feel really good that you like sucking on things. You like sucking on your pacifier, you like sucking on your bottles, you even like sucking on your thumb. Just like a very happy baby. And sucking on things is going to make you feel very happy and calm. You won’t notice it so much at first, but the more you suck on your pacifier, the more you’re going to find you like it, and want it. And if you don’t have it with you, you’ll have no problem with sucking on your thumb instead. Both of them are going to feel so normal, so wonderful, so calming to suck on – just like the baby you once were, and just like the baby you are again.”

	Gloria finally motioned Mel to lay back again as she started bringing Chad up slowly out of his trance, telling him all the while that his subconscious would remember everything, but he would have no conscious knowledge of ever being hypnotized at all.

	All too soon for Mel, it seemed like the session was over. For Mel, she felt better than she had in a while. She had no doubt that Chad was feeling far better though.

	Chad felt like he was almost in a dreamlike state as he followed Mel out to her car. As he walked, he felt himself wetting himself. Oh God it felt good. So very good. He loved wetting himself like that. It was amazing that the rest of the world didn’t feel that way. He didn’t really care, he loved it and that’s all that mattered.

	Mel drove them towards her office, but she stopped at a drug store on the way. “Come on in with me,” she said as she turned the engine off. “We’ve got to get you something.”

	Chad was still feeling really good after the therapy session. He happily followed her into the store, for once worrying less about how he looked. Mel led them down one of the aisles and began looking at curling irons for his hair. She picked one out with a very slim barrel and showed it to him. “I think this should be perfect for you. Go ahead and buy it.”

	“Me?”

	“Yeah, you need it.”

	“I do?”

	“Yes. Now don’t argue with me?”

	Chad did a slight double-take. Argue with her? That wasn’t really his intention. Some of the feelings of relaxation quickly left him. “I’m sorry, Mistress,” he said quickly as he dropped a quick curtsey to her right in the store. “I didn’t know I needed one. That’s all.”

	Mel smiled at his curtsey. Oh, she loved this. “Then go pay for it so we can go home.”

	Chad took the curling iron to the counter and paid for it, having to endure the strange looks from the woman behind the counter. It wasn’t very hard for him to imagine what she must think about him. What man would be buying a curling iron? Especially someone dressed like he was. No, he had no doubt at all what the woman must think of him.

	 


Chapter 20 (Thursday – week 3 Part 5 of 5)

	Mel drove him back to her office where he got into his own car and followed her home. He carried his things directly up to her apartment. Then Mel sent him back to her car to get a box out of the trunk and bring it up. While he was doing that, she phoned Cassie and told her that they were finally home.

	Chad had just reached the top of the steps with the box when Cassie and Sandy came out of their apartment. “Hi Sissy,” Sandy said as they followed him all the way to Mel’s apartment. “Whatcha’ got there?”

	“Something for Mel,” Chad replied as he awkwardly opened the door with the box in his hands. “Mistress,” he called out, “Sandy and Cassie are here.”

	Mel came out of her bedroom a moment later. “Hi girls,” she said with a big smile on her face. Then she turned toward Chad. “Set the box on my bed.”

	Chad headed into her bedroom and was a little surprised to see all the women following him. He set the box on the bed for Mel and turned around, but he had to immediately move out of the way as Mel headed straight for the box.

	“Are you ready for this?” she asked Cassie and Sandy with a big smile on her face. She opened the box and reached her hands into the mounds of ruffles and pulled the garment out. She quickly turned around and held it out at arms length. “Ta-daaaa,” she sang excitedly. Cassie and Sandy both began squealing while Chad’s legs suddenly felt like jello.

	“Oh, it’s too much!” Sandy laughed delightedly.

	“Too much is right!” Chad thought unable to take his eyes off of what he now realized was a dress – a dress from his worst – and best fantasies. Except for the pink bodice, it was all huge white ruffles. The skirt on it stood almost straight out all around – way out! He didn’t get time to think about it as Mel quickly ordered him to get undressed. She expected him to wear that thing? Yeah, of course she did. He took one last look at the “dress” and began to slowly remove his clothes. As he did so, he felt the one thing that he didn’t want to feel – the bite of the little teeth inside of his chastity device. He turned around so that, momentarily at least, he wouldn’t have to look at the dress.

	All three women were watching him carefully and expectantly as he removed his clothes. He should have felt self conscious, but by now they had all seen him naked and in so many humiliating situations that their stare meant nothing to him. But the thought of the dress he was about to have to wear did. His little chastity device simply wouldn’t stop hurting him.

	All too soon he had removed his shoes, shirt, and pants. Mel had him keep everything else on. She grabbed a few pairs of pantyhose from her dresser and quickly stuffed them into the cups of his girdle, instantly giving him the illusion of breasts once again. Chad saw her pull down the zipper in the back of the dress, then she held it out for him to take. As he reached for it, the pain from his chastity device increased. It had to be all those ruffles he thought. The damn thing just looked so sissyish! Almost babyish!

	The ruffles felt incredibly soft against his hands. The pink bodice was all satin with a big pink bow in the front. The pain from his device increased as he carefully stepped into the dress. As he pulled it up higher on his body, his legs were caressed all the way up by the mounds and mounds of ruffles that not only were the skirt, but that supported the skirt from underneath – very soft, very full, very sensual ruffles. The smooth satin of the rest of the dress soon hugged his body as he pulled his arms through it. His arms were suddenly enclosed in their own version of the soft ruffles to just below his elbows. Mel came around behind him and zipped the dress all the way up in back. He was soon tightly hugged by the smooth pink satin – contrasting wonderfully with the soft sensual ruffles.

	His chastity device was killing him now. He took one step and felt the ruffles all around him moving as the skirt bobbed up and down a bit. The pain from the device increased yet again and he reached to grab himself down there, doubling over to try to make the pain go away, but as he tried to grab it, all he got were handfuls of ruffles. There were so many ruffles under his skirt, supporting it, that he couldn’t even get his hands near the device.

	“I think he likes it,” he heard Cassie remark.

	“Without a doubt,” Mel replied.

	“Really?” Sandy laughed, “Was there ever any doubt?” All three women broke out into peals of laughter.

	Chad tried to deal with the pain of the chastity device, but nothing was working. The feel of the dress moving around him kept at him all too sensually. He knew he had to look all too ridiculous in the dress, and that made things all that much worse. Even when he tried to stand up straight and stand still with his hands down at his sides it didn’t work, because the skirt of the dress stuck out so straight that his hands wound up inside the mounds of ruffles in his skirt. That was when he realized how short the skirt really was. While it stuck out really, really far, it didn’t drop down very far at all. He had to wonder if it even covered his diapers! He had no way to see if it did.

	“Put your shoes back on, Sissy,” Mel ordered.

	Chad had to sit down on the floor and grab his shoes. But getting them onto his feet was a nightmare because the skirt of the dress didn’t even allow him to see his feet as he got them close enough to his body to slip them on. And buckling them was even worse. He had to keep pressing down on the mounds of skirt ruffles to get past them, but as he pressed down in one place, they just puffed up all the more all around his arms. And his chastity device was killing him! Arggghhh!!! The women all laughed through his entire ordeal of trying to get his shoes back on.

	“Ok, Sissy. Model for us,” Mel ordered.

	Model? What was he supposed to do? He stood up and turned all the way around, then stopped and faced them again.

	“Walk back and forth, Sissy.” Mel ordered. “And swing those hips, girl.”

	Chad did as he was told, heading a short way across the room, but every step he took only sent the skirt of his dress moving more and more, back and forth, and up and down. The darn thing felt incredible all around him. Embarrassingly incredible. Enough so that there were tears in his eyes now from the pain his chastity device was giving him. He could feel his cock inside of it growing harder and harder with each step that he took – despite the pain. As he turned around to walk back towards the women, the skirt of the dress swished back and forth a few times, emphasizing the feel of the ruffles all around him. He was suddenly thankful the dress didn’t come down much lower where he could feel it more against his pantyhose covered legs, it would only make the sensations all that much worse.

	But the feel of the dress moving around him was more than enough for him. He let out a small whimper as he felt his cock straining against the tiny confines of the inside of his chastity device. It could grow no more. The pain from the tiny teeth felt like fire burning all around where they pressed into him. It had been a long time since he had had any relief, over a week now. A time filled with nothing but stimulation to his fantasies. Despite all the progress he had made in learning to control his erections, the darn dress foiled everything. As much as he didn’t want to get hard, the dress was giving him no choice – and his chastity device was also giving him no choice. He was caught between the proverbial rock and a hard place. Two opposing forces that wouldn’t relent. And the only result for him was pain. His knees bent together as he reached down desperately into the pile of ruffles that covered his front – a futile gesture that solved nothing.

	“Oh, there’s no doubt that he likes it,” he heard Sandy saying through his pain.

	“Poor guy,” Cassie added.

	“What guy?” Sandy replied. All three women began laughing at him all over again.

	“Come along now, Sissy,” Mel ordered. “Standing there like that isn’t going to help you any. Let’s see if maybe some work can take your mind off of your little problem.”

	Chad tried his best to stand up straight again, but he didn’t quite make it. He headed out to the living room to the tune of all three women laughing at him all over again.

	“Dust the furniture for us, Sissy,” Mel ordered as she followed behind him. “And make sure you do a really good job this time. And you’d better be extra careful not to mess up that dress while you’re working!”

	Chad dutifully found her dust cloth and furniture polish and headed for the small table she kept by the front door. But as he got close to it, the skirt of his dress got there first. He stopped and reached out. He couldn’t even touch the table without compressing the skirt in front of him. He heard more peals of laughter from the women behind him.

	He forced his way closer to the table, crushing the ruffles in front of him tighter against him. He moved some of the items on the table and then sprayed the bare wood. Then he began wiping it. But the wiping motion set the ruffles in his skirt moving all too furiously – which set off the women’s laughter all too furiously.

	“More elbow grease!” Mel called from behind him.

	He rubbed harder at the table which only made his skirt move all that much more. His hard-on began raging again, but he did his best to continue working despite the pain. He seriously doubted that any of the women had any idea how difficult it was for him or how much pain he was in. He finally moved on to the end table next to the couch, then to the rest of the furniture in the room.

	When he finished, Mel let him put the dusting material away and he thanked her profusely. “Can I take this thing off now, please?” he asked, dropping a very serious curtsey – which only made all the women laugh again.

	“No, of course not,” Mel replied. “We’re enjoying watching you in it.”

	Chad felt a bit deflated, all he really wanted was to stop the endless swirling of the dress and get his chastity device to stop hurting him – or to have an orgasm which would be even better – not likely though. A sudden thought hit him. “Mistress,” he said dropping yet another curtsey, “please, I really need to get some of my laundry done tonight. May I get some of it started in the washer?”

	“No, Sissy,” Mel replied. “We have company right now. Not till later.”

	He understood, but he remained worried. Everything that was bothering him lately was things that he couldn’t do anything about. He’d just have to remind her later.

	Mel turned to Cassie. “Any chance you can show him how to fix his hair properly now?”

	Cassie smiled. “Of course, I’d love to. Let’s do it in the bathroom.” She turned to Sissy. “Do you have your curling iron and brush?”

	Chad retrieved the curling iron he had bought earlier and pulled it out of the package, then he found a brush that he had never used in his purse. He wasn’t really all that happy about what he was about to learn – yet there was that tiny stimulating fascination to it too – which also didn’t help his pain.

	In the bathroom, Cassie began showing him how to brush his hair properly, then pull out sections and wrap them around the curling iron. All over his head she had him pulling wide sections of hair and heating them up. When he was done, she had him brush it all again lightly, smoothing it to where it should be. As he looked at himself in the mirror, he could see how much fuller and thicker his hair looked – not to mention how much more feminine. Way more feminine. It was so embarrassing – especially since he was learning to do it for himself. He was also learning now to fight through the pain of the chastity device a little better. He noticed that the device wasn’t hurting him quite so much now too. He was just glad for anything that would ease the pain.

	“Ok, Sissy,” Mel ordered, “start cleaning the kitchen now.”

	Chad headed for the kitchen, all too conscious of not only his dress, but how his hair felt on his head. Parts of it tickled him as he moved now, especially the bangs across his forehead.

	As Sandy watched Sissy heading for the kitchen, she said, “Mel, if you’ve got a minute, I’ve got something I’d like to show you.”

	Mel was all curiosity. “Sure, Sandy. What’s up?”

	Sandy giggled and pulled a piece of paper out and headed for Mel’s desk where she spread it out. Speaking softly so Sissy couldn’t hear her, she said, “this is what I’ve come up with for when he stands in the corner.”

	Mel looked carefully at the drawing on her paper. “It looks like an upside down bird perch – sort of - except for the wide sides on it.

	Sandy giggled. “Yeah, I guess it does, doesn’t it. But I think it will work perfectly. I’ve designed it to be narrow enough that it will be just wide enough for his feet if he keeps them together. The higher sides will keep him from moving his feet from side to side and off the ends.”

	“Good idea,” Mel replied. “I didn’t think of that.”

	“So shall I have my carpenter get started on it?”

	“Yeah, Sandy. Definitely. Go for it!”

	As Chad worked around the kitchen, the pain from his chastity device finally subsided somewhat and he was really relieved. The dress was still all too sensual, but the pain had finally dulled his ability to enjoy it the way he would have liked to. Without realizing he was going to, he suddenly felt himself peeing as he got soft enough to do it. The sensation was pure heaven and he breathed a deep sigh of pleasure.

	About the time he finished wiping things down in the kitchen, Mel ushered Sandy and Cassie out the door. Chad was actually glad to see it. As soon as Mel had closed the door and turned around again, he dropped as nice a curtsey as he could and asked, “Please Mistress, can I start my laundry now?”

	“No, Sissy,” Mel replied. “Not tonight. It’s getting too late.”

	“But Mistress…”

	“I said not tonight!”

	“But…”

	“I said no!”

	“Mistress, I need…”

	“I don’t want to hear it. Not tonight!”

	“But…”

	“No! Now I don’t want to have to tell you again!”

	“What am I going to…”

	“I said I don’t want to hear it!”

	Chad reluctantly shut up. What was he going to do? He had no clean pants left for work tomorrow.

	“Now let’s get you changed,” Mel said as she headed for the bathroom. Chad was ready to be changed, but he followed her reluctantly. He would have much rather done some laundry for himself.

	Mel helped him out of his new dress and took it to her closet while he finished removing everything else he was wearing. Then she removed his wet diapers and cleaned him up. She inserted another suppository and put three fresh diapers on him again, followed by his plastic panties. “Let’s get you home now,” Mel said as she headed for her bedroom.

	Chad followed her into her bedroom, intent on picking up his pants that he had left in there earlier, but by the time he got there, Mel already had his pants and shirt in her hand and was heading back out into the living room. “Coming?” she asked. Chad turned around and followed her. He was hoping that she would carry his clothes back to his apartment when they went, but instead she turned back into her bathroom and dumped them in her laundry hamper instead.

	“What am I going to wear?” he asked.

	“You can go back to your apartment just like that,” she replied as she headed for her door.

	“No, I mean tomorrow? I don’t have any pants left.”

	She sighed and shook her head. “You’ll just have to think of something.” Then she turned and went out her door leaving Chad to get his purse and diaper bag and follow behind her.

	Chad’s mind was on one subject an only one subject – what was he going to wear to work tomorrow? He had no pants at all left in his closet. He didn’t know if Mel had planned it that way or not. It seemed like all week long they were doing one thing after another and he had never really had time to clean any of them. Now they were all in her laundry hamper and there were none left for him to even get at to wear.

	He barely thought about anything else as Mel helped him into one of his onesies for the night and handed him two baby bottles to drink before he went to sleep. It was still the only subject on his mind as he laid down on his blow-up mattress and Mel turned the light off for him.

	“Good night, Baby,” she said as she leaned down and softly kissed his forehead.

	But Chad’s only thoughts were of the morning and having no pants to wear. What was he going to do? He put his first bottle to his lips and began drinking from it. The nipple and cool liquid felt good in his mouth, almost comforting. He greedily sucked on the bottle while he mentally fretted. And when he finished his second bottle, he continued to suck hard on the dry nipple without realizing he was doing it. Subconsciously, the action just felt good to him. He finally rolled over and put the bottle down. In the near darkness of his room, he spotted his pacifier waiting on the floor for him. He had a strong urge to pick it up and suck on it, but he stopped himself. He closed his eyes instead and tried to sleep, trying to push aside the worry that now resided in the pit of his stomach.

	He suddenly felt himself wetting his diapers. The feeling was so good that for a moment he forgot all about the plight awaiting him in the morning. But the peeing never lasted long enough and all too soon he was trying to sleep again and forget his problem. Somewhere between half-sleep and completely asleep, his thumb found its way into his mouth. It stayed there all night long.

	Mel’s mind was also on what Chad would wear to work tomorrow. She had planned this week carefully, and so far, everything had gone better than she expected. As far as she knew, he had no pants left. Tomorrow when he got dressed for work, he would be forced to wear a skirt. Would he do it? Of course his old pants were still in his closet, only kept away from his touch by the very flimsy cling wrap. He could always get at them if he was desperate enough. But would he actually be that desperate? Or would he get dressed for work and wear a skirt? Only time would tell.

	 


Chapter 21 (Friday – week 3 Part 1 of 4)

	In her dreams, she reigned supreme! She gave the orders and everyone ran to follow them. People danced to her tune like puppets, doing absolutely anything she said – for her own amusement – like crowds of court jesters.

	Those who tried to outwit her soon discovered that her mind was quicker and more devious than theirs, and one by one, they all fell to her superior abilities. Everyone admired her. Everyone praised her. Everyone wished they could be her. But there was no one like her anywhere. She was simply, the best! And it was so good to be the queen!

	Her alarm clock broke her happy reveries, erasing them from her conscious mind, but not erasing the feelings of euphoria. It was another day, and an important day for her. Would Chad do as she hoped he would? Impatient and unable to stay in bed, she got up quickly and headed to her kitchen to make her coffee.

	Loud music blared into the room from the small pink clock radio, blasting him awake. It took him a moment to collect his thoughts, then he quickly got out of bed to turn off the annoying music. Blessed silence soon filled the room.

	Something was different, something small. Something about the light! He quickly glanced back at his clock radio. It was earlier than usual, by a full hour. Why? Why had Mel reset his alarm for so early? Did she make a mistake?

	He headed out to the kitchen to see if she had left him a note. Hopefully she did and hopefully it would have some kind of explanation. As he walked, he took particular notice of how full his diapers were – not nearly as bad as they usually were. Yes, they were very wet and yes they were messy, but still, not nearly as bad as usual. But then Mel didn’t feed him nearly as many of her lousy bottles of tea last night. It was another minor victory – despite the fact that he realized that once again he had not woken up during the night at any time when he had to pee. Troubling!

	As he entered his kitchen his heart soared. Yes, there was a note. His curling iron and brush that he had left in her bathroom last night were next to it. He read the note quickly – but remained puzzled. Not the slightest hint of why he was awake so much earlier than usual.

	Sissy,

	First bottle.

	Get cleaned up and diapered.

	Second Bottle

	Do your makeup and get dressed.

	Fix your hair properly

	Third bottle

	That was it! Nothing out of the ordinary except his hair. Ok, he figured that having to use the curling iron on it now was going to take a few minutes, but not all that long! Still puzzled, he grabbed his first bottle out of his refrigerator and headed to his solitary chair to sit and drink it. As he sat down he wondered once again, did Mel mess up? Another hour of sleep would have certainly been nice.

	But a moment later, his problem of the day descended on him like a ton of bricks. “Shit!” he exclaimed as he bolted out of his chair and ran to his closet. He quickly opened the door and stared inside. His eyes swept everything desperately, but he didn’t spot anything that could relieve the awful feeling of panic that was now racing throughout his entire body. He didn’t see one pair of pants that he could get at. Not one! All his male pants were wrapped up in huge layers of cling wrap where he couldn’t even touch them. And all his female slacks were now in Mel’s laundry hamper. No pants! Of any kind! He was going to be stuck wearing a skirt to work today – or a dress – which amounted to the same thing!

	Still feeling the complete awful panic throughout his system, he returned to the only chair he had and sat down. He put the baby bottle full of her tea mixture to his lips and began sucking on it. The liquid was cool and felt good inside his dry mouth. The feeling of sucking on the bottle was comforting, ever so slightly taking the horrible edge off of what he was going to have to face very shortly. No pants! Damn!

	Mel dressed herself in comfortable jeans and a t-shirt. She put a pair of comfortable sneakers on her feet. If everything worked out like she hoped it would, these clothes were going to be necessary. She poured herself another cup of coffee and tried to imagine what Chad was doing next door.

	Chad fussed very slowly with his hair. It wasn’t that he meant to do it so slowly. It was just that this was all new to him. Besides, having to hold bunch after bunch of his hair locked around the barrel of the curling iron till it was done took a lot of time. And as he worked on his hair, his mind continually returned to his clothes closet and what he had seen – or rather not seen. The tedious job of fixing his hair was beginning to get to him, yet he kept at it, carefully. Not so much because he wanted to fix it so femininely – he didn’t – not at all. But he did it because it was keeping him from facing his closet.

	He finally put the curling iron down and unplugged it. Then he took his brush and lightly brushed his hair all over. Changing it, smoothing it. Making it go where it was supposed to, yet not where his heart wanted it to go. Making it finally look all too feminine. And bangs now – small though that they were, they were still there, all curled under in a row across the top of his forehead. Girly. That was the only way he could describe the final effect when he was finished – girly!

	He felt himself suddenly peeing into his diapers and he closed his eyes to savor the feeling. So nice. Not only that, it was another small distraction from what he had to face next. But the peeing never lasted very long.

	He glanced at his clock. Having to fix his hair had taken him almost a full half hour longer than usual. He was surprised it had taken that long, but then he wasn’t exactly hurrying.

	Having no choice now, he faced his closet. He was already wearing his diapers – wonderfully wet, his girdle, and his pantyhose. He opened the closet and stared inside. Only skirts and dresses. But what was he going to wear? What would be the least noticeable? He pulled down a dress that he had owned for a long time now and was about to slip it on, then thought better of the idea. He threw it out of the way on the floor instead. He pulled out a skirt instead and slipped it on. It was fairly short and tight. Just the way he loved them. But was it too short and tight? He pulled it off again and threw that on the floor too before he selected another skirt instead, one that was slightly longer. But was it too long? How did he look in it? He didn’t have a big mirror to help him.

	Over and over again, he pulled various items out of his closet. Some he tried on, some he just threw in the one big pile of clothes he seemed to be making. He finally glanced at his clock. Time was running out! He had to make a decision! He wanted to scream! What should he wear?

	He finally grabbed a skirt and matching blouse outfit that Mel had selected for him last weekend. At least he knew they went together. The skirt wasn’t real short and was fairly full so it wouldn’t reveal his diapers underneath. It was the best thing he could finally think of. He slipped the skirt on and zipped it up at the side. He pulled the matching top down over his head. If only he had a mirror! Remembering the problem he had the last time he wore a blouse, he ran to his cardboard dresser and pulled out two pairs of pantyhose and used them to pad the cups of his girdle, instantly giving him the illusion of breasts. Why hadn’t he worn one of his male shirts? They were all still in there? His reason was simple, he knew that the blouse he had on went with the skirt. They were a set. Besides, since he was wearing a skirt, why bother with the male shirt?

	He quickly put on all his jewelry, checked his makeup and hair in the bathroom mirror. And ran back to look at his clock. Shit! He was going to be a late! Where had the extra hour gone?

	Mel paced around her living room in a fit. It was past time for him to be there. Where was he? Why was he late? Was he coming at all? Would he be wearing a skirt? Or would he totally chicken out and unwrap his male pants? She had pulled a pair of his female slacks out of her hamper and had them ready for him incase it looked like he couldn’t handle it. But hopefully, she wouldn’t need them. Where was he?

	The knock finally came at her door and she ran to open it. He stood there looking more nervous than she had ever seen him before – except perhaps that Sunday when she had made him go to the grocery store in a skirt.

	He dropped a quick curtsey to her. “Good morning, Mistress,” he mumbled through the pacifier that for once was already in his mouth.

	“Good morning, Sissy,” she replied as if there was nothing out of the ordinary going on. She stepped back and let him inside and closed the door behind him. “You’re late!” she said sternly.

	“I know,” he replied. “I’m sorry,” he said as he dropped a quick curtsey. “I had a lot of trouble figuring out what to wear today.”

	She nodded, she had no doubt. It was part of the reason she had set his alarm clock to give him the extra hour. She took the bag full of empty bottles from him and checked it, perfect as usual. She started looking him over carefully. “Your hair came out really well today. I didn’t expect you to do such a good job for your first time.”

	“Thank you, Mistress,” he said, dropping a quick curtsey.

	“And your makeup looks good again too. You’re definitely getting better.” He said nothing to that at all, but she didn’t really need him to. She walked around him. “I like your choice of outfit for today. It looks like it will be perfect for your job.” She couldn’t help but notice the worried look on his face.

	“I hope it looks ok on me. I don’t have a mirror that I can see myself with.”

	She smiled at him. “It looks great on you. Go look for yourself.” She watched him turn quickly and head into her bedroom. She followed behind him and stopped in the doorway to watch him. He was turning back and forth, slowly, in front of her full length mirror.

	Chad held his skirt out a bit trying to see down to his legs and the heels on his feet. It was a lot easier to see everything in the mirror. He stared at his reflection. He wasn’t really sure, did he look more like a woman now? He actually hoped so. It would make some things a lot easer. But others… not at all! The colorful pattern of the dress was strange to him. Did it make him stand out too much? He was suddenly very worried about that. He finally turned toward her. “You’re sure I look ok?”

	She smiled at him. “You look very good,” she replied. Actually, he did – sort of. There was not doubt still that there was a man underneath the clothes, but at first glance now, she doubted that anyone could tell, at least not from a distance. “Come along now Sissy, it’s breakfast time and you’re already running late.”

	Chad endured having to eat his breakfast in the highchair once again while Mel stood and watched him with a cup of coffee in her hands. He was trying to hurry through his breakfast, but the tiny baby spoon kept his eating pace to a crawl. For once though, he got through the cereal with only one baby bottle to wash it down.

	As soon as Mel pulled the tray away from his chair and he stood up again, he felt himself peeing again. He stood still and enjoyed the sensation. It felt so good. But then it was time to go. Mel was already waiting for him by the door, holding his diaper bag and purse out for him. Every step he took toward her felt like he was walking toward his doom. When he had his purse over one arm and his diaper bag slung over his opposite shoulder, she opened the door for him. And he stood there. Hesitating. Reluctant to take that first step outside.

	“Am I going to have to call the police again?” she asked teasingly.

	He looked at her. He knew she was kidding. But her point was made. He forced his legs into motion and took a step, then another one. He was outside now. He turned in the direction of the stairs and took yet another step… and another...

	“Have a nice day,” Mel called from behind him.

	He turned to look at her, but he couldn’t put any kind of a mean expression on his face, he was still too preoccupied with having to go to work dressed as he was. He turned back to the direction he was heading and continued his journey toward the stairs, then down the stairs and to his car. He glanced up and saw Mel still watching him, still smiling. She waved. He opened his car and got in.

	Mel watched him driving off. She felt both amused and elated. It was a major step! More so than he probably knew. But he was gone now and it was time for her to get busy. She quickly got her keys from her purse and went into his apartment. She would probably be spending a bit of time there today, more than she really had time for, but that couldn’t be helped. Some things had to be done right away.

	As she walked into his bedroom, she was amused to see the huge pile of all his female clothes on the floor. He must have had a hard time deciding what to wear. She opened his closet and looked inside, with all his female clothes on the floor, and most of his male clothes wrapped tightly in her cling wrap, there was a lot of extra room. This was the second time that he hadn’t worn one of his male shirts. It was the cue she had been waiting for. She removed all of them from the closet and left just the hangers. She put them all into one big pile on his floor. Then she went back to his closet and wrestled his cling-wrapped pants out too. Then she pulled out the cling-wrapped box that held all his male shoes. She went back to the closet and searched for any other male items she could find. There were very few – two sports jackets and a few ties. They soon found their way into her pile on the floor.

	She began searching the rest of his apartment once again, looking for more male items to add to her pile, not just clothes, but anything that she felt she didn’t want him to have anymore. There really wasn’t much. He really didn’t have anything. She looked carefully at the pile she had created. She would be back later for it. It was time now to get herself ready for work.

	Chad sat in his car in the parking lot, watching as all the other employees walked into the building. He didn’t really want to get out of his car. Sudden movement just outside his car startled him. He was annoyed to see Robin walking up, waiting for him. Worse, she was waving at him through the closed window and looking fairly happy. “Hi Chad,” he heard her saying through his closed car windows.

	He rolled his window down instead of opening his door.

	“Hi Chad,” Robin repeated. Then she stopped and stared at him. “Chad, your hair looks great today. It’s all different! I love it!”

	“Yeah, well…” was all he was able to get out, rather sullenly.

	“Aren’t you coming to work today?” she asked. “Or are you planning to sit there all day?”

	“I think I’d rather sit here,” he admitted.

	“Why?”

	“Just because.”

	She shook her head. Then she stopped and stared at him a bit harder. “Chad, you’re wearing a blouse again today. Very pretty. Is that why you don’t want to get out?”

	“Kind of.” He hit the button to roll up his window again. He didn’t want to talk to her and he was having trouble finding the courage to go into work while wearing a skirt.

	Robin waited for him to open his car door, but he was just sitting there, staring straight ahead and trying to ignore her. She banged on his window. “Chad, open up!”

	Chad turned to her. Why wouldn’t she just go away? He looked away from her again.

	Robin banged on his window yet again and even tried opening his car door, but it was locked. “Chad! What’s wrong? Tell me. Come on, open up!” she yelled as she tried desperately once again to open his door.

	“No!” he replied from inside his car.

	In her frustration, she kicked his car door, harder than she meant to. “Oops!” She put her hand to her mouth in horror. Did she dent his car?

	Chad heard her kick his door. The sound surprised him and galvanized him into action. Had she dented his car? He quickly opened his door and scrambled angrily out to see. As he slammed it shut again, instead of looking directly at his car door, he saw Robin staring at him. Shit! He finally looked at his car. There was a spot in the middle of the dirty side where she had kicked it, but it wasn’t dented or even damaged in any way – thankfully.

	“Chad,” Robin said, still staring at him. “You’re wearing a skirt outfit.”

	Shit! Like he had any choice in the matter! “Yeah,” he replied sullenly.

	“Is that why you didn’t want to get out of your car?”

	“What do you think?” he replied angrily.

	“Well you’re the one who chose to wear it!” she returned, put off by his attitude.

	“Shit!” he replied. “I wore this because…” But what could he really tell her? “It’s complicated!” he finally finished.

	She actually swung her purse at him and hit him. “You idiot! Stop handing me that complicated crap!”

	“Well, it is,” he replied more calmly.

	“Yeah, sure. Now are you coming into work today, or not?”

	He looked at her. She had already seen him now in what he had on. She had seen him in lots of different outfits now, just none with a skirt. Why should this be so much different? Because it was! With a sigh, he opened his car door and grabbed his purse. “Yeah,” he finally replied. “Let’s go.”

	Robin fell in next to him as they walked toward the building. She was now a bit amused by him. “And you said yesterday that I’d probably never see you in a dress,” she teased.

	He shook his head. “I hadn’t planned on wearing this. And it’s not a dress!”

	“Close enough,” she replied. “Really the same thing.”

	He didn’t answer. He knew she was right. He felt so weird walking into work wearing the skirt. He had worn skirts a lot recently, but now this time it just felt so different. He felt so much more exposed.

	“You do look very nice, you know,” Robin stated as they walked.

	What could he say? “Thanks.”

	“And I’m glad you appear to have some breasts today too. Much better.”

	Chad rolled his eyes and said nothing. Trust a woman to notice everything!

	“And your legs aren’t half-bad at all!”

	Ugh!

	 


Chapter 21 (Friday – week 3 Part 2 of 4)

	Mel tried hard to work with her clients, and mostly she did very well, but her mind was really on Chad. How was he doing today? What was he experiencing? What was going through his mind? Did he really like it – deep down underneath? She was betting that some part of him was. It was his fantasies after all.

	Late in the morning, she went out to Andrea’s desk. “I’m going to be a little later than usual after lunch today,” she told her. “I’ve got a few things to do. But I’ll be back in plenty of time for my next appointment.”

	“No problem,” Andrea replied as she looked carefully at Mel’s schedule for the day.

	The door suddenly opened and they both watched as a delivery man came in with a fairly good sized box. Mel signed for it and they both watched till the delivery man left. There were no clients in the office. Mel picked the box up and started for her office, but she stopped and turned toward Andrea. “Want to see?”

	“You don’t have to ask twice,” Andrea replied as she quickly got up from her desk.

	Mel had no idea what was in the box, but she was betting it was another of the outfits she had ordered for Chad. She set it on her desk and attacked it with her scissors to open it. No mounds of ruffles escaped out of the box this time. Instead, she saw pale blue and white material wrapped up inside of plastic. She also saw a pair of socks, also wrapped in plastic, on top of everything. She pulled the socks out. They were fancy anklets trimmed with lots of pale blue lace. She giggled a bit and handed them to Andrea. Then she pulled out the main package. She was sure it was another dress, it was just wrapped up for shipping. But there was still another smaller box left in the main big box. She pulled out the smaller box and opened it. Inside was a pair of pale blue mary-jane shoes with tiny colorful flowers decorating the top. She couldn’t help but let out a giggle as she held them up for Andrea to see.

	“How darling!” Andrea exclaimed as she started giggling too.

	Mel handed the shoes to her while she attacked the plastic packaging around the dress. Finally she got it free and held it up. Free of the packaging, the skirt flared way out, supported underneath by a wealth of netting. While the dress didn’t have quite as many ruffles as the one that had arrived yesterday, it still had more than its fair share. The pale blue dress was heavily accented in white at the collar, the waist, the edges of the puffed sleeves and various places around the skirt. Without a doubt, it looked like a very sissyish little girl’s party dress.

	“Oh, I love it!” Andrea screamed as she broke into complete laughter. I only wish I could see him in these things some time.

	Mel was laughing too. “I’ll have to see what I can do about that sometime.”

	“Promise?” Andrea asked, half kidding.

	“Promise!” Mel replied, also kidding.

	Robin stopped by Chad’s desk on her way to break. “Hi Chad,” she said as she walked into his cubicle. Chad turned around in his seat, but he didn’t say anything. At least he didn’t look as upset as he had been earlier. “I just wanted to see how you’re doing now, that’s all.” She was glad to see him actually smile – sheepishly, but still, he smiled.

	“Better, I guess,” he replied. “Sorry I was so… off… earlier. It’s just that I was so worried about the way I’m dressed.”

	“Why?” she asked. “You look great. Better than usual if you really want to know.”

	“I do?”

	“Sure.”

	He shook his head. “I don’t know why.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“Well, it’s just difficult… all this.”

	“Look, Chad. Stand up so I can see you better.”

	Chad hesitated for a moment, but what could it hurt to stand up? So he did as she asked.

	Robin surveyed him carefully. “Yeah, you really do look a lot better. Especially with your hair fixed that way. In fact, I’ll bet there are times when nobody would even know you’re not a woman.”

	“I don’t think I look that good,” he replied quickly.

	“No. Well, not really. But I’m serious, at first glance, I don’t think anyone would know.”

	He sat down again. Her assurance was comforting. “Thanks… I guess,” he added.

	She smiled. “Want to go to break with me… seeing as how you’re completely dressed like the rest of us now?”

	He looked up at her horrified. “No way! No thanks!”

	She laughed. “Suit yourself,” she replied as she walked out.

	Chad watched her go, then eventually turned back to his computer. But his project was no longer on his mind. He closed it and noticed the little icon he had put on his desktop for keeping track of the bet. He double-clicked on it and suddenly felt himself peeing as the spreadsheet opened. Peeing felt so good. So wonderfully good. He stared at the spreadsheet, only half seeing it. He was supposed to be keeping track of how long he could hold back. He had just peed without realizing he was going to do it. He hadn’t held back at all. Like he was truly incontinent. And he was loving every second of wetting himself.

	Even though he was staring at the spreadsheet, he still wasn’t really seeing it. What he was seeing instead was what the spreadsheet represented – winning the bet. But did he really want to win the bet? He had just wet himself without knowing he was going to do it. He had completely forgotten to hold back. In fact, he realized that he hadn’t been holding back at all this morning, and he really didn’t want to. He thought again about his struggles to hold everything in yesterday, timing himself so carefully – for what? This felt normal, holding back didn’t – and it was difficult and somewhat painful. This was his dream – wetting himself with no control. Why did he really want to hold back at all? Why did he really want to win this bet?

	The spreadsheet told him there were still forty-two days left. Was it worth all the trouble he had been going through to try to remain on track and win? He put down thirty eight minutes in the column next to the forty-two, his best time yesterday. It certainly didn’t seem like a very good number – not that he really cared today. Wetting himself with no control really did feel great. So why should he bother trying to win? It made no sense at all.

	He closed the spreadsheet and glanced back out to the hallway. Nobody was there. No one had seen the spreadsheet. That was good. Not even Robin. Robin – his only friend. She was down with her other friends right now – probably laughing at him. But he had no other friends. Not anymore. Only her. And he figured that she was only his friend now because she had to work with him. And it felt bad. He felt ashamed at himself once again for what he was doing through this bet. He had lost the self-respect he used to have because of the things that Mel demanded that he do. Not only did nobody want to talk to him, but he was too ashamed of himself to talk to anyone else. Was this the fate he really wanted?

	He quickly opened up his spreadsheet once again and started a new column. For the header he put “Reasons to Win The Bet!” The first item he listed was “self-respect.” Under that he added “friends.” And under that he wrote, “get a life,” because somehow, when this was all over with, he would get his life back again. He thought about those first three things on his list over and over again – self-respect, friends, get a life. He didn’t just want those things, he needed them. Finally, he started listing other things too, a pool table, a new computer, a washer and dryer, and lots of expensive furniture.

	He finally closed the spreadsheet feeling once again in charge. Yeah, he loved wetting himself with no control, and maybe one day he’d do it again. But next time, he wouldn’t lose everything important in the process. Now he couldn’t wait to feel the tiny urge to pee again so he could start timing himself to see how long he could hold back!

	Robin laughed along with all her friends. They all had been plying her with questions about Chad and the fact that he was wearing a skirt to work today.

	“Oh God, I wish I had seen him this morning,” one of her friends lamented.

	“Me too,” another one added.

	“Well, I did see him,” still another one said. “And I’ve got to say, while I was surprised, I really thought he looked pretty good – from a distance mind you.”

	Robin laughed again. “Yeah, he really doesn’t look all that bad – especially from a distance.”

	“I just wish I had seen him,” one of the women repeated.

	“Hey!” yet another one exclaimed. “I’ve got an idea!”

	It was almost lunchtime by the time that Chad suddenly realized he had to pee. He had almost missed the faint signs. He quickly glanced at his watch to note the time, but a moment later, he felt himself peeing. He tried to hold back, but somehow, he couldn’t remember how. His brain was having trouble remembering where the connection was to those muscles again. He remembered having that same problem a few weeks ago when he had peed on the floor of his bathroom. He stood up and tried to figure out what was wrong. He didn’t really have any problem with it yesterday, it was just today. Ok, he was really enjoying wetting himself and that was great, but why couldn’t he remember how to contract those muscles? Did the fact that he had to wear a skirt to work today have any affect on him? He had overly worried about it all night. Could that have had anything to do with his problem? It didn’t seem likely, but he had no other explanation. He tried hard to figure out how to work those muscles, but he couldn’t seem to find them – still. Why not?

	“Hi Chad,” Robin said as she walked past his cubicle on the way to lunch. “Going to the gym again?”

	“Yeah,” he replied, still mystified by why he couldn’t find some of his muscles.

	“Ok,” she replied. “Don’t forget to get me some brochures and prices.”

	“Sure thing,” he replied as he pulled his purse out of his desk drawer, then turned his project off on his computer. As he walked through the hallways, he was still preoccupied with trying to figure out how to tighten his muscles. It was like they didn’t exist! It wasn’t till he was walking out the door that he noticed how many people were staring at him. Shit! He should have delayed a bit like he usually did till most of the people were gone. He hurried across the parking lot as fast as the heels on his feet would let him go – still trying to figure out how to tighten his muscles as he hurried.

	Robin watched Chad carefully from her car as she waited for him. He was earlier than usual today. It was a good thing she had gotten a head start on him. She watched him pull out of his parking space, then she followed him. She knew exactly where he was going, so she allowed a few cars to get in-between. But it wasn’t very far to the gym. She saw Chad getting out of his car and reaching for his pink bag as she pulled into the parking lot.

	Chad’s head was buried in his car as he reached for his bag so he didn’t see Robin till he was halfway to the door. He stopped, terrified that she was there. “What are you doing here?” he asked.

	“I decided that it’s not right for you to get the information for me. I can get my questions answered much better if I do this myself.”

	Her explanation sounded all too logical to him, but he still wasn’t exactly happy. “But I’ll be glad to get it all for you,” he argued.

	“Why?” she replied. “I’m already here.” She linked her arm through his and practically dragged him toward the door.

	He went with her, but not willingly. “Why this gym?” he asked.

	“Oh Chad, what a question. It’s supposed to be a very good place and it’s right near work.”

	He wasn’t really buying it though. “You just want to see who I’m meeting!”

	She laughed a bit. “Well, that would be a bonus, I admit. But, I mean look at me! Since I had the baby I haven’t lost any weight at all.”

	Chad wasn’t too sure about the last part. Robin had never seemed all that worried about her weight even before she had her baby. He was more certain that she just wanted to see who he was meeting. He stopped walking as they approached the door. Did he really want to do this? No, he didn’t. Things were embarrassing enough! “I can’t!” he replied as he turned around towards his car.

	But Robin wasn’t about to let him get away that easily. He had been infuriatingly stubborn about things for the last few weeks. She was here now – with him and she wanted some answers. Even a few answers would help. She grabbed his arm before he could take another step. “Oh no you’re not! Don’t be silly. Now come on in with me while I see just how expensive this place is.

	Chad was reluctant, but he let himself be dragged through the door that she opened for him.

	“Sissy!” the receptionist squealed as she caught sight of him. “That’s a very pretty dress.”

	“Sissy?” Robin asked in mock surprise as she turned her head towards him. She already knew about the name, but now she wanted him to tell her.

	Chad looked at her and his mouth gaped open, but what could he say? How was he going to explain it? He turned his head back to the receptionist, she was just staring at him with an amused look on her face. He decided to ignore Robin. “Would you please find Cassie for me?”

	The receptionist just folded her arms and stood there as if she was waiting for something. He realized that she wanted him to curtsey for her again, but there was no way he would ever do that with Robin there. “Please just get Cassie,” he repeated.

	The receptionist didn’t look all that pleased. “I’ll be back to help you in a minute,” she said to Robin, then she left.

	“Sissy?” Robin asked again.

	He turned away from her, not wanting to say or admit anything.

	But Robin stayed right behind him. “She called you Sissy. She didn’t say it as if she was calling you a sissy – which obviously you are. She said it like a name!” But he still wouldn’t face her. She saw him turn towards the door, as if he was going to run. She moved to stand between him and the door, blocking it, and also confronting his face.

	“It’s complicated, damn it!” he exclaimed angrily.

	“Why? What’s so damn complicated? Tell me!”

	He turned away from her again. “No!”

	He could be so infuriatingly stubborn. She was going to press him harder, but the receptionist was returning with another woman.

	“Hi Sissy,” Cassie said as she got to the front. Her gaze though was on Robin. “Who’s your friend?”

	Chad didn’t really want to introduce them. He didn’t want Robin there at all. But what was he going to do? Rather sullenly, he said, “Cassie, this is Robin. Robin, this is Cassie, one of the trainers here.”

	“Glad to meet you Cassie,” Robin replied. “Are you any good at helping someone get rid of the extra pounds from having a baby?”

	Cassie was clearly startled by Robin’s question. For a moment she had thought that maybe this Robin woman had come in for a different reason, seeing that she knew Sissy. She smiled broadly at Robin. “It’s one of my specialties. When did you have your baby?”

	“Ten months ago. But I just never did anything to really get back into shape… not that I was in all that great shape to begin with – as you can probably see.”

	Cassie smiled again. “Oh, you’re not bad at all.” She dropped her voice to almost a whisper. “You should see some of the women that come in here.”

	Robin laughed along with Cassie, “Yeah, I can imagine. So what would you recommend?”

	“Why don’t you let me give you the tour?”

	Robin’s eyes opened wide with surprise. “That would be great!”

	Chad suddenly found himself alone with the receptionist as he watched Robin following Cassie back through the gym. Maybe Robin really did want to join. But then again, maybe not! And now she knew that everyone here was calling him Sissy – his new name. Self-respect, friends, and a life!

	“Your friend seems very nice,” the receptionist commented.

	He shrugged. But the receptionist was right. “Yeah, she is,” he replied.

	“I like what you’ve done with your hair today. It really looks very nice.”

	Ugh! Small talk. Feminine small talk. “Thanks,” he replied. Why were Cassie and Robin taking so long? What could they be talking about? Not him, he hoped.

	“Did you fix your hair yourself?” the receptionist asked.

	He was forced to turn his attention back to her more fully. “Yeah,” he admitted. “It wasn’t all that easy.”

	“Why not get it permmed then, like I do? Then it’s easy to take care of.”

	Permmed? No, not if he could help it. “I don’t think I want to go that far with it,” he replied.

	He finally spotted Cassie and Robin coming back together. They were talking animatedly together. He just hoped they weren’t talking about him.

	“Thanks, Cassie,” Robin said as they got back to the front. “You’ve given me a lot to think about now. I’ll call you later.” She then turned her attention back towards Chad. Smiling, she said, “See you later – Sissy.” And she walked out the door.

	Chad watched after her, totally aghast. He turned back to Cassie. “What did you tell her?”

	Cassie was surprised. “Tell her? I told her all about the gym and what we can do for her here. She’s really interested and it would do her a lot of good.”

	Chad still had a feeling that the two women had talked about more than just the gym. This time, he led the way to the back room himself.

	Cassie watched him as he undressed. He didn’t seem all that happy. She was guessing the cause of his problem was the woman she had just met. She dug his bottle and the baby lotion out of his diaper bag and waited till he laid down on the floor, ready for her to begin. “You don’t seem very happy today,” she noted as she handed him his bottle.

	“I’m not.”

	“Because of your friend, Robin?”

	He nodded instead of answering with the nipple in his mouth. Sucking on the nipple felt good, almost comforting.

	Cassie removed his diapers and placed a fresh one under him. Then she squirted a large amount of baby lotion into her hands. “Ready?” she asked. Her only answer was him rolling his eyes. As usual, she began rubbing the baby lotion into him. She played with his chastity device just a bit to try to get a reaction out of him, but just like the past few days, she got nothing.

	Chad felt her rubbing her magic hands over him. She really did have a wonderful touch. He wasn’t all that happy about when she started rocking his chastity device back and forth though, but fortunately, he never even started to get hard from it. But the moment her hands left his device, another sensation hit him, and unfortunately, it hit him quick.

	“Oh no!” he shouted as he dropped the bottle in his hands and moved both of his hands to his groin. The feeling of having to pee came all too quickly and he still hadn’t been able to find those muscles to stop it. Before he knew it, it was all rushing out of him. He grabbed the chastity device and squeezed it hard to stop the peeing, but that did nothing at all. He rolled onto his side and got to his feet, still fighting to stop the peeing, but it was still coming out of him, and worse it was going everywhere because he wasn’t standing still.

	“Stand still!” Cassie ordered as she quickly held a diaper over the chastity device.

	Chad was breathing hard now, totally panicked once again while Cassie continued to hold the diaper to catch what little might still be coming out of him. He felt so frustrated. “Damn!” he cursed softly. He glanced around the small office. He had made a mess. Damn! “Sorry,” he exclaimed. “I couldn’t stop it.” Damn!

	Cassie was somewhat annoyed since some of his pee had wound up on her, but mostly, she was surprised and fascinated. The guy really was losing control – totally! “It’s ok, baby,” she said as she cautiously removed the diaper to see if he had finished yet. He had. She looked around the room and grabbed another fresh diaper to wipe the mess up with. Fortunately, it all came up easily. Fortunately too, the cleaning lady washed all the floors in the gym every night. “See, no problem,” she finally said as she noticed that Chad was still on his feet and looking somewhat horrified. She supposed that she would look horrified too. “Come on, baby. Lay back down again and let’s just finish. Ok?”

	Chad reluctantly laid back down again for her. He picked up his baby bottle and began sucking on it again. Why couldn’t he remember how to tighten those muscles? Did he have some kind of major accident that injured him in some way that he couldn’t remember? It made no sense.

	Cassie didn’t play with his tiny asshole. Instead, she just put fresh baby lotion all over him and inserted another suppository. Then she diapered him. Through it all, he just drank his bottle and stared at the ceiling like he was very distracted. “Ok, all done,” she said, indicating that he could get dressed now. But it took him a moment to come back to reality. “Are you ok?” she asked.

	“I don’t know,” he admitted. “I’m not having the best of days today.”

	“Again?” she asked, referring to yesterday.

	“Again,” he admitted.

	 


Chapter 21 (Friday – week 3 Part 3 of 4)

	Robin finished her lunch and drove back to work. As she passed Chad’s cubicle, she noticed that he wasn’t back from lunch yet, but then she was a bit early. All through lunch, she thought about what had happened at the gym. Not much really. What had she really learned? Again, not much. She had wanted to ask that trainer that he was visiting – Cassie – more about what she was doing with him, but she just couldn’t work it into any of the conversations. Mostly, Cassie had just touted how good the gym was – which did really sound great… and worse, she knew how much she needed it. But she knew that she would never be joining. Not only was it expensive, she was just too lazy.

	No, she hadn’t gotten all that much out of her visit at all, except maybe one thing. And she was going to use it as a major hammering stake with Chad!

	Mel had just parked her car when her cell phone went off. “Hello,” she said quickly.

	“Hi Mel,” Cassie’s voice came over the connection.

	“Hi Cassie. How did it go today?”

	Cassie started laughing. “Oh Mel, you wouldn’t believe it. I was just rubbing some baby lotion onto the front of him, not really doing much else yet, when he started peeing all over the place… and he couldn’t stop it!”

	Mel was shocked. “He couldn’t?”

	“No! Not at all. I have to tell you, he was really upset about it. And let me tell you, it went everywhere! Quite a mess!”

	Mel laughed, “I can imagine. I’m sorry about that. Do you need to quit taking care of him?”

	This time it was Cassie’s turn to laugh. “Are you kidding? I’m loving this. You wouldn’t believe how fascinating all this is.”

	Suddenly, Mel wasn’t all that happy with Cassie taking care of Sissy for her. She felt jealous because Cassie was discovering things that she herself never got to see. But the end result was that she had far more proof now that she was winning the bet. Her confidence soared. There would be plenty of time later to see things for herself. The bet was all that really mattered. “I’m just glad you’re helping,” she replied.

	“Hey, did you know he came in today with another woman from work? Someone named Robin.”

	“Robin? She was there?”

	“Yeah, I gave her that ten cent tour. I’m pretty sure she’s not at all interested in joining the gym though.”

	Mel was fairly sure too. She didn’t know Robin but she could just imagine. She was probably young and really good looking, the type that didn’t need the services of the gym. She felt the strings of jealousy once again trying to get at her, but she pushed them away. “Ok, Cassie. That’s good to know. I appreciate it.”

	Mel put her cell phone away and went into the store where she bought two fairly large packing boxes and some packaging tape. She put them into the trunk of her car and drove home. She didn’t go to her apartment though, she went directly into Chad’s. She put everything she had gathered up earlier that morning into the two boxes and sealed them up completely. Then she dragged the boxes down the stairs and lifted the heavy boxes into her car. One box went into her trunk, but the other one had to go into her back seat. Then she drove to the storage unit that she had rented several years ago. She unloaded the boxes from her car and dragged them into the unit where she had some other things stored.

	When the boxes were inside, she looked carefully at all the beautiful furniture and things that she could see from where she stood outside. Most of it was packed away carefully in boxes. Most of it had belonged to her parents before they died. It was all things she didn’t want to part with. But she wasn’t ready to commit herself to owning a big enough house to hold it all – yet.

	As she drove back to work, she thought about Chad. He had no male clothes left to wear, only female. Little by little she was stripping his male existence away from him – completely. And he was about to discover that he would be leading a more and more feminine life as this bet went on.

	She had previously denied him the ability to do anything more than to just pee out of his male appendage. Denying him totally. Now she would be denying him any kind of male existence at all – more and more anyway. Denying him – and fulfilling her! The thought actually sent waves of pleasure throughout her. She was surprised to find herself getting a little bit wet in her private regions over it. She didn’t know why she liked it so much, but she did. And since she could, she was going to take as much advantage of that as she could.

	The denying him thoughts reminded her of the one little problem she had been nursing in the back of her mind for the last few days. She had given him mixed signals. That had been a big mistake. With a suddenly realization of what she had to do, she smiled with new confidence. She knew what she wanted to do with him now – completely. And what was better, she now had proof that she was winning this bet. He was going to be hers for a very… long… time!

	Chad brooded all afternoon about what had happened with Cassie and why he couldn’t find those muscles to control himself. He stared at the project on his screen, but he got no work done because of it.

	A little while after lunch, the suppository that Cassie had stuck up inside of him began to do its thing, just as it usually did about that time of day. The discomfort from it made him twitch and strain a bit. There was no fighting it, and he really didn’t even try, but in the middle of messing himself, he suddenly realized that he could feel those muscles again. As the mess continued to come out of him in tiny bits at a time, he now experimented with tightening his muscles. As before, they didn’t really want to react at first, but as he tried it over and over again, he felt more and more elated. The suppository had finished doing it’s job, which wasn’t all that bad since he had again had a very light lunch, but more importantly, the suppository had somehow kick-started his muscles again. He was back! He knew it, and he was going to win this bet!

	Feeling much more confident, he squirmed to settle the mess in his bottom more comfortably and got to work, but the words ‘self-respect, friends, and get a life,’ kept going through his head.

	Mel came out of the conference room and shook hands again with her client. She watched till he was out the door. “What’s next?” she asked Andrea.

	“Nothing for another hour,” Andrea replied. “But another package came for you a few minutes ago. This one is smaller though.”

	Mel was curious. “Smaller?” She walked over to Andrea’s desk and found the package. It was a little bigger than a shoebox, but she didn’t remember ordering him another pair of shoes. But then she didn’t remember anything that she had ordered for him. She was way too drunk that night. “Scissors?” she said as she stood over the box on Andrea’s desk.

	Andrea handed her the scissors and Mel opened the box. She removed the lid and looked inside. She was shocked… deeply shocked. She reached into the box and touched one of the objects inside. Even through the plastic it felt a bit weird. She felt a bit dirty just touching it. But then she laughed.

	“What is it?” Andrea asked. Mel tilted the box to show her. “Oh my God! Are they what I think they are?”

	Instead of answering, Mel pulled out a piece of paper from the box. Something else in the box caught her eye. She picked it up and stared at it in wonderment. A small spray can of surgical glue. She looked briefly at the paper. Instructions. She handed the paper to Andrea.

	“Oh… my… God! Oh… my… God!” It was all that Andrea could say.

	Mel watched as Andrea looked back up at her. Then both of them cracked up laughing. Chad’s new breast forms had arrived, and she couldn’t wait to see them on him.

	Robin was watching the clock. She had purposely been avoiding Chad all afternoon, leaving him alone. But not for much longer. It was now a little before her break time. It was now or never. With a feeling of excitement – and purpose, she walked around to his cubicle. “Hi,” she said as she walked in.

	Chad turned around in his seat. “Hi Robin,” he replied, knowing she was probably heading down to the break room and would be asking him to go again. But she walked into his cubicle instead and leaned up against his desk.

	“Maybe I should have said, “Hi Sissy. Would that have been more correct?”

	Chad suddenly wanted to scream. He shook his head. “Robin, please…”

	“Please what?” she asked. “Please call you Sissy instead?”

	“No! Please don’t!”

	“Why not? That’s what your other friends call you at the gym. Why should I be any different?”

	How could he answer that? “No… it’s just that… that’s different.”

	“What’s different? You mean I’m not your friend? Whether you like it or not, I like to think I am.”

	“Yes, you are my friend. The only friend I think I have left now.”

	“So why won’t you tell me anything then? Why do they get to call you Sissy and I don’t? By the way, it is a better name for you now.”

	Chad felt so frustrated. “Robin, please…” but he didn’t really know what else to say. “It’s just complicated.”

	“Well then, Sissy, why don’t you uncomplicated it for me?”

	“I can’t!” he replied turning himself back away from her so he wouldn’t have to face her.

	She had tried. But she was only really starting. There was a lot more to do now. “I don’t believe you for a minute – Sissy! But I’m going to take my break now, are you sure you don’t want to come with me?”

	“No!” he said, not bothering to turn around. “And please stop calling me Sissy.”

	“No!” she replied purposefully.

	He turned back around horrified. “Why not?”

	She smiled at him wickedly. “Because… it’s complicated!” She left him then and headed straight to the break room. It felt good to leave him with a taste of his own medicine. But if her friends were still up for it, she’d be seeing him for round two very shortly.

	Chad was upset. Now Robin was calling him Sissy. And he knew that the way he had treated her was only making her more likely to keep calling him that. A thought struck him, she wouldn’t actually tell anyone else, would she? She was his friend after all. But that didn’t really mean all that much.

	Ten minutes later, he heard a lot of noise out in the hallway, a bunch of voices all talking excitedly, and the noise was getting closer. Curious, he backed his chair up into the entrance to his cubicle to see what was going on. Robin and a ton of her friends were heading straight for him!

	“There he is!” he heard one of the women shout excitedly.

	“You mean there SHE is,” another woman corrected her.

	Chad was petrified as he suddenly found his cubicle invaded by not just Robin but all too many of the women from around the company. He backed his chair up as far as it would go, but his cubicle was soon full of feminine voices surrounding him.

	“What’s going on?” he demanded.

	“Well… Sissy…” Robin explained, “we decided that you’ve been keeping to yourself way too long now. You need to get out more and talk to some other people. And who better to talk to than us. So we’re taking you to break with us.”

	“No! I don’t want to go to break!” Chad replied quickly.

	“Tough, Sissy, because you’re going!” With that, Robin grabbed his left arm and another woman grabbed his right arm and together they dragged him out of his chair towards the entrance to his cubicle.

	“No!” he screamed again, pleading with them to stop. But they didn’t stop. The women never once let go of him all the way to the break room.

	“He does have pretty good legs,” he heard one of them remarking as he was being led along.

	“I like his outfit,” another one remarked.

	“I like his shoes,” still anther one said.

	“Where do you get your hair done,” still another one asked.

	“His nails are sooo pretty,” another one remarked.

	Chad was going crazy. He was surrounded by women who were determined to make his life miserable – again. And they weren’t giving him any way out. They led him, noisily, all the way to the break room, then straight to a big table in the middle of the room.

	“Have a seat, Honey,” one of the women said as she held out a chair for him. Chad found himself almost pushed into the chair. He sat down and stared at all the women taking seats around him. All around him. Still leaving him no way to get out.

	“How do you take your coffee?” one of the women asked.

	“She likes it black,” Robin replied for him.

	He looked at her. She was smiling evilly at him. All the women in his life now smiled evilly at him. All of them… and all too often. “What do you want?” he asked.

	“Just to talk,” Robin answered simply. Then she walked away to get herself a cup of coffee.

	Someone set a cup of black coffee in front of him and he picked it up. Tentatively, like it might be poisoned, he took a sip. But coffee wasn’t going to do anything to calm his nerves now. He thought about the nipples on his bottles and suddenly craved one.

	“So Sissy,” one of the women asked, “why have you been keeping yourself from us?”

	Chad shook his head. The crazy woman was serious! “Uh, I didn’t want to upset or disturb you,” he replied, trying to be nice.

	“Oh don’t be silly. You’re not going to upset us? We LOVE seeing you.”

	Chad winced. Yeah, he was sure of that!

	“So what made you decide to finally wear a skirt today?” another woman asked. “You know, we’ve been making bets as to when you would do it?”

	They were making bets on it? Crazier and crazier. “Uh… it’s complicated,” he replied, falling back on his same old answer.

	“Everything to him is complicated lately,” Robin chimed in.

	“Why?” several of the women asked.

	“What’s so complicated?” one of the women asked him directly.

	“It just is, that’s all!” Chad replied with a bit of anger. He wasn’t about to get into this any further.

	“Well you don’t have to get so huffy about it,” the woman replied. “We’re all women here. We all have a lot of the same problems.”

	“Well, I don’t!” Chad replied angrily.

	“You don’t?” the woman asked. “You mean to tell me you don’t have to worry about getting your makeup on straight, or you don’t have to worry if your hair looks ok, or you don’t worry about your shoes hurting, or maybe a thousand other things? Don’t kid me, Honey.”

	“Well… maybe,” Chad admitted.

	“There, you see. You are one of us then. So spill girl, spill.”

	But there was no way that Chad could tell them anything. He set his coffee on the table in front of him and stood up. “I can’t!” he said vehemently. He turned and forced his way between the women sitting around him.

	“Let him go, girls” Robin said. “We’ll have him back again. I guarantee it!”

	Chad turned and looked at her angrily then resumed making his way through the women and walked out.

	“Bye bye, Sissy,” one of the women called behind him. “We’ll be here for you anytime!”

	Chad stomped angrily back to his own cubicle, hating being exposed in the skirt he was wearing all the way. He literally couldn’t believe what they had just done to him. It was mean and cruel! Obviously Robin wasn’t the friend he thought she was. All the women were calling him Sissy now. Obviously Robin had told them. Things were definitely getting worse and worse!

	He suddenly felt the need to pee and checked the dial on his watch to note the time. He sat in front of his computer to work, but work was impossible so he just stared at the screen while his mind raged.

	“Hi Sissy.”

	Chad turned around to see Robin standing in the entrance to his cubicle again. He angrily turned away from her, not wanting to talk or even look at her.

	Robin walked in and leaned against his desk. “I hope you realize that what we just did was good for you.”

	Chad turned to her aghast. “Good for me? You can’t be serious! That was the most cruel thing you could have ever done to me!” He turned away from her again.

	“Cruel? Maybe. But it was good for you too. You not only need to get out more, but I hope you realize now that you have more friends out there than you realize. All you have to do is to talk to them and be their friend too.”

	“Not likely!” he replied with his back still to her.

	Robin sighed. “Like I said, whether you realize it or not. It was good for you and you’ve got friends there if you want them. I hope you’ll come back and join us again sometime.” She walked out then and left him.

	Chad was still furious. Good for me? Ha! Friends? Ha! With friends like that, who needs enemies? The only thing they wanted to do was to humiliate me! Some friends!

	A few minutes later, Chad’s mental ranting against Robin and her “friends” was interrupted by his realization that he needed to pee so badly. He was having trouble holding it back already. He was suddenly working too hard at it. Why bother? Why not just give in? It would feel so much better. The words self-respect, friends, and a life, ran through his head. He struggled against the need to pee, but he finally gave in and enjoyed wetting himself immensely. He checked his watch. Only eleven minutes. Not very good. Why was it suddenly so difficult to do? Why wasn’t it normal anymore? Next time though, he’d do better.

	 


Chapter 21 (Friday – week 3 Part 4 of 4)

	As per Mel’s text reminder, Chad hurried home after work and cleaned himself up quickly. It was Friday night, their usual night to have their nails done. He was surprised at how normal the routine seemed to him now. He dreaded it, yet it still seemed normal. He just hoped that this time the color would be a bit better than the electric pink that his nails were now, yet how odd that he had somehow gotten used to the bright color too.

	As per her usual instructions, when he got dressed again, he left his pantyhose off. His bare legs looked all too pale and white in their naked state. Not nearly as good as they had looked before – he thought so anyway. He had been incredibly conscious of his exposed legs all day in the skirt. He had been horrified to have to wear it, yet deep down, he was excited by his situation too. His bare legs now felt so different against the colorful material of the skirt as it constantly moved around him. Where the pantyhose had accented some feelings, they had also muted others. Now, those muted sensations seemed all too prevalent – and sensual. He was thankful that he had shaved his legs so well that morning.

	Once he was ready to go again, he glanced at the pile of clothes he had left on his bedroom floor from earlier that morning. Mel wasn’t there yet, so he picked up a dress that was on top of the stack and opened his closet door to get a hanger – and stopped dead. The first thing that he noticed was how much extra empty space his closet now had. The second thing that caught his eye was all the empty hangers that used to hold his male shirts. And the last thing that he noticed was that there was nothing in the closet at all that was wrapped up in Mel’s cling wrap. It was all gone – missing. Every piece of male clothing that had been in there was totally gone! Vanished! He stared at his empty closet in complete disbelief.

	There was a quick knock on his door, but he didn’t move. He soon heard Mel using her key to open the door. “Sissy? Are you ready?” he heard her calling.

	He turned toward her, still standing at the entrance to his closet, but he was still too much in shock to answer her.

	“Sissy?” Mel called again as she walked quickly toward his bedroom. She found him there, with his mouth open in surprise, standing in front of his closet. She smiled as she realized what his problem was. “Come on now Sissy. We don’t have time for you to waste, gawking at nothing.”

	“But…” Chad got out and pointed at his closet.

	“Yes, I know,” she replied, “it’s all gone. Now get a move on so we won’t be late.”

	As if in a dream, Chad dropped the dress that was in his hands back onto the pile on the floor and followed her out toward the door. Mel handed him his purse and diaper bag and led the way out. “Hurry up, stop dawdling!” she commanded, trying to get him to move faster.

	Chad moved faster, but only a little as he followed her down the stairs and got into her car. “My clothes…” he started to say as Mel took off like a racecar driver from the parking lot.

	“Yes, I know, they’re gone now,” Mel replied simply as she raced down the street.

	“But…”

	“But you don’t need them anymore.”

	Chad wanted to protest, he wanted to argue, but there was nothing really to protest or argue about. “What did you do with them?” he finally asked.

	“I put them somewhere where we both will have trouble getting at them.”

	“Why?”

	“So you won’t be thinking about them anymore. You don’t need them anymore. You’ve turned another corner, Sissy. It’s time to continue down the avenue.”

	Chad wasn’t all that sure about her metaphor, or what she really meant, so he said nothing.

	“So, how was your day?” she asked happily.

	“Ugh!” he grunted. “One of the worst!”

	Mel smiled delightedly. “Because of your little accident at the gym?”

	“Oh God!” he replied. “That was awful! But it’s more than that. My whole day was terrible.”

	“Why, because you had to wear a skirt today?”

	He didn’t even have to think much about that one. “Definitely!”

	“What do you mean?”

	“Well, in some ways I guess I didn’t have a problem. I guess because I’ve been dressing too much as a woman already.”

	“Too much? Not at all.”

	He didn’t reply to that. “But in other ways, the skirt caused me nothing but problems!”

	“Ok. So tell me.”

	“Well, the worst of it was all the women at work. Geez! Would you believe they told me they had been taking bets on when I would start wearing skirts?”

	Mel laughed. “I’ll bet they were. Did anybody win?”

	“I don’t know and I don’t care.”

	“Awww.”

	“But that wasn’t really the bad thing. This afternoon they all descended on me in a mob and dragged me down to the break room with them.”

	Mel laughed again. “So they kidnapped you?”

	“Yeah! Exactly.”

	Mel was really enjoying hearing about it. “And they took you to the break room? Why?”

	“To humiliate me! What else? The kept making comments like, ‘you have good legs,’ or ‘I like your outfit.’ Then they made me sit down and wanted me tell them all about why I’m doing this.”

	“So did you tell them?”

	“Not on your life! No way!”

	“Why not?”

	“Don’t be ridiculous! I’m not going to tell them anything at all about this bet!”

	Mel laughed again. “So what did you do?”

	“I finally escaped and got out of there.”

	Mel was delighted hearing about it all. But the only reply she could make just then was to teasingly say, “You really do have pretty good legs.”

	“Ugh!”

	The same nail technician was waiting for him when they walked into the salon. Before he could even say hi to her though, she was motioning him to follow her to the back. “Hurry up, we’ve got lots to do today,” she said, trying to get him to move a bit faster. “You look pretty today,” she said as he sat down in the chair to have his toenails done.

	He wasn’t sure what to say, so he just said, “Thank you.”

	“I like your hair that way,” she said as she unbuckled his shoes and slipped them off.

	“That seems to be the general consensus,” Chad replied.

	Chad was now familiar and comfortable with the procedures for having his toenails done and he sat back and relaxed while the technician did her job. He was happy to see a pretty red color being applied to his nails a few minutes later. It was certainly a lot better than the pink they had used on him last week.

	A little while later, the technician led him over to a table where she started working on his fingernails. She seemed to be spending a lot more time cleaning them this week than she had before, then she began scuffing them up instead of polishing them. He was really surprised when she began gluing very long extensions onto the very tips of his nails. The plastic extensions had to be at least two inches long, and she had glued them onto the very edge of his nails. “What are you doing?” he asked as a wave of panic raced through him.

	“Making your nails look better,” the nail technician replied. “You cut them last week. This week, Mel asked that we fix them.”

	“But they’re so long!” Chad complained.

	“Don’t worry, I still have to cut them back.”

	Chad could only sit still and watch as she finished gluing the long claw-like extensions onto all his fingers before she finally cut them, but still leaving them horribly long. Then she began mixing some kind of glop that she used to fill in on top of his nails, and then over the new plastic nails, making them all look like natural, very long fingernails. It was a fascinating process. It just would have been a lot more fascinating if it were being done to somebody else. She was giving him long fingernails! Very long fingernails! The very sight of them panicked him again. Yet that panic also fueled his all too unrelieved sexual need. He had long feminine nails! Oh no! How horrible! And his chastity device began biting because it excited him so much.

	He was glad when she picked up her file and began filing them, but all she did was to shape them better and not really shorten them at all. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, she began applying the color, and a little while later, his fingernails matched his toenails.

	He held his hands up and wiggled his fingers. So feminine looking! He tried to make a fist with them, but he couldn’t even get close. He had no doubt at all that the nails were about to make his life a whole lot more difficult.

	This time, Mel had been finished long before he was and was waiting for him up front. “Let me see,” she said excitedly. He shyly held his hands out to show her. He heard a lot of giggling from the other women who were sitting in the waiting area, but he ignored them as best as he could. “Oooohhh,” Mel cooed. “They look so pretty now.” Then she giggled.

	“But they’re so long,” Chad complained.

	“That’s right!” Mel replied. “Next time, don’t cut your fingernails! Maybe this will help to remind you!”

	Chad had no doubt that he was thoroughly stuck with the awesome looking claws now. The job was done and there would be no removing them for a while.

	“Pay for your nails now Sissy so we can get some dinner.”

	Chad dutifully went up to the cash register where the nail technician was waiting for him. The moment he started opening his purse was the moment that he really noticed the difference in his nails. They felt so strange as they got in the way. And when he dug out his wallet, the nails were even more of a hindrance. Handling the bills wasn’t too bad as he paid the woman, but he was very glad that he didn’t have to deal with any coins. He had a feeling that coins would have been impossible.

	Mel drove them directly to a nice restaurant for dinner, one that he hadn’t been in before. The night before, Mel hadn’t made him use a baby bottle to drink from, but he had no illusions about being so lucky tonight. His whole day had been a disaster so far, so he wasn’t the least surprised when Mel pulled an empty bottle out and set it on the table even before they had ordered their drinks. She set the bottle off to the side of the table, but it was never out of Chad’s view.

	When the waitress asked for their drink order, Mel asked him if he wanted coffee again. With another glance at the bottle, he shrugged his shoulders and agreed. The bottle would be hot to hold, but hopefully not too hot.

	Mel saw him glance at the bottle and smiled. Then she began talking. “I remember back when I was in High School. I did a lot of babysitting then. It was fun and I loved making my own money. Did you ever do much babysitting?”

	Chad was surprised at the question but replied that he had done some, but not a lot. Mel listened, then kept talking about her life back then and Chad mostly listened. Occasionally they compared experiences. Sometimes they laughed. And when the waitress finally brought their coffee, Chad again waited for Mel to pour it into the bottle on the table, but she never did. So eventually he picked up the cup, clumsily with his new fingernails, and began sipping from it.

	It was another really pleasant meal filled with nice conversation. Mel told him quite a bit about her early life and he told her a little bit about his. He was surprised to find out that she came from a fairly well to do family. She wasn’t the least bit surprised to find that his upbringing was more middle class. But while her mother and father had been killed in a car accident a few years ago, he had only lost his mother. And although his father was still alive, he hadn’t seen him now in many years and didn’t even know where he was. His father had never been around all that much while he was growing up anyway, so he really didn’t even miss him. Mel found that to be terrible. She still missed both her parents desperately.

	When dinner arrived, Chad had to deal with learning to hold his utensils with the longer nails. It was a major inconvenience, but nothing that he couldn’t manage and he didn’t even mention it while they continued to talk all through their dinner. Their conversation lasted a long time and they were really just enjoying each other’s company, no longer thinking about the way they lived outside of the restaurant.

	By the time the waitress cleared away their empty plates, Chad didn’t even remember how many cups of coffee he had finished. He did know however that it was enough that he had wet himself twice before they got up to leave. He never bothered to time himself on holding back though. He had just held it a little then gave up. It was too much trouble to do anything else – under the circumstances.

	The meal had been so pleasant that he felt sorry when they finally left. He watched Mel pick up the unused baby bottle and put it back in her purse. He was glad that she had decided to not make him use it. But the sight of it had kept him worried about it all during dinner. But just the act of getting up from the table and walking out brought back all the strangeness of his new life. The feel of his skirt on his bare legs and the weight of his purse on his arm left him no doubt that things were back to normal again. Dinner was unfortunately over.

	On the way back to Mel’s apartment in the car, Chad remembered something important. “Mistress, I need to get some laundry done – badly. Can I start some when we get back?”

	Mel shook her head. “No, Sissy. I’ve decided that from now on you can only do your laundry on the weekends. My things I may have you do anytime, but your clothes will have to wait till the weekend.”

	He wasn’t exactly happy to hear that. “Why?” he asked.

	“Because that’s the way I want it.”

	Chad was quick to realize the implications of that. Since he only owned four pairs of slacks, that meant that there would be three days each week when he would be forced to wear skirts and there would be no way to avoid wearing them to work again. Not exactly a situation to make him happy. Yet, at the same time, he found his latest predicament sexually thrilling too. If only he could get some relief!

	When they got back to Mel’s apartment, she had him carry another big box from her trunk up to her apartment along with a smaller box. After what had been in the box he had carried in last night, he was a bit afraid of her opening either of these boxes. But Mel just had him put them in the corner of her room and didn’t mention them again. And after last night, Chad was glad.

	Mel seriously considered tying him up, blindfolding him, then using him again for her own sexual pleasure, but she decided against it. Not tonight. Not after the wonderful conversation they had both just enjoyed during dinner – a dinner that had lasted a surprisingly long time. For a sissy, the guy could be interesting to talk to. And for once, it was nice to have someone who was interested in hearing about her interests. So nice.

	She finally decided to just send him home early. So she sat him down on the floor to drink one last baby bottle of her tea, then she removed his diapers and cleaned him up. She stuck another suppository up inside of him and rediapered him for the night. Then she took him home dressed just like that. She helped him into his baby-doll nighty and helped lay him down on his blow-up mattress. She got him two more bottles to drink and put his pacifier down next to him. She leaned over and kissed his forehead as he suckled on the first bottle. “Good night, Sissy. Sleep tight.”

	She stopped at the door to his bedroom and turned out the light. She glanced back at him, still sucking on the bottle. She could just see him in the dim light that filtered around the shades on his window. She was making progress with him, good progress. She wondered if he even cared that he was losing this bet already. She turned away and left him. She would be back much later after he was asleep to leave him a few instructions for tomorrow. Tomorrow was going to be a busy day. She had big plans.

	Chad sucked on his bottle while he watched her leave. He had really enjoyed dinner again. Not just the food, but mostly, just being with her. It was such a shame that he wasn’t the kind of person she would ever seriously consider going out with – especially now that she knew him so well. Such a shame.

	He thought about her as he finished the first bottle, and all through his second one. And when he finally finished it, he put it down on the floor next to him. His eyes caught sight of the pacifier she had placed near him. He felt a strong desire to pick it up and suck on it, but he fought the urge. He rolled over instead and tried to go to sleep. A little while later, he woke up when something fairly hard and sharp scraped against his tongue and the roof of his mouth. He was surprised to find that he was sucking his thumb and the long nail on his thumb was in the way. Irritated, he pulled his thumb out. He opened his eyes and spied the pacifier on the floor. No, he didn’t want to suck on it… yes he did… no he shouldn’t. But what could it hurt? He reached out and picked it up awkwardly around his extra long nails. He put it into his mouth and sucked on it. Instantly he felt a wave of calming pleasure as he had been hypnotically programmed to do. He fell asleep, and dreamed of wetting his diapers.

	 


Chapter 22 (Saturday – week 3 Part 1 of 6)

	In the early morning hours, before it even began to get light, and long before she even started to become awake, she dreamed of a house. Her house. Her perfect, beautiful house. A house that everyone loved and envied her for. A house with a stone exterior set on acres of beautifully manicured grounds. The interior was furnished in a mixture of new things mixed with the things she had loved and saved from her parent’s home. Things that meant so much to her.

	In her dream, she wandered through her house and touched those pieces that were special to her. Each touch brought her feelings of love and joy – as did Sissy, who stood quietly in the background, always awaiting her slightest wish.

	She had dreamed about this house often, but this time, her dream was far more detailed, far more complete than it had ever been before. And it was so real that even in her sleep, she could almost touch it, smell it, have it.

	Happily, she drifted out of the dream into a deep sleep once again, till hours later, she woke up feeling happy and fulfilled, still remembering odd remnants of her previous dream. A dream she wanted badly just then, just like she wanted some coffee!

	No loud music blared into the room when Chad woke up. The full light of the sun seeped all around his shades, startling him for a moment before he remembered that it was Saturday. The weekend. No work – at least not for the company. Mel was another story.

	He pried himself out of bed and looked at his pink clock radio. It was later than he thought. He stretched and yawned happily around the pacifier that was still in his mouth. It was good to get some extra sleep once in a while.

	He fanned his fingers out on both hands and looked at his new nails. Huge claws. How was he supposed to live with them? He grabbed one of the nails and tugged on it. It seemed strong enough, yet it felt fragile too. Strange.

	He waddled in his wet, messy diapers out to the kitchen and read the note Mel had left on his counter, his long red nails catching his eyes as much as the words on the paper.

	 

	Sissy,

	It’s Saturday. You have the day off till three o’clock. Don’t be late!

	While you’re off I expect you to make the most of your free time. You need at least two more packages of diapers and at least six more pairs of pantyhose. And make sure you stock up on anything else you’re running out of. This is your time to take care of those things. Don’t you dare buy anything for yourself that might be even partially thought of as masculine or I will punish you severely!

	When you arrive at three, I expect you to be in a perfectly pressed uniform. I will inspect!

	Don’t call me for anything before you arrive. The day is yours.

	 

	Chad read the note three times and finally sighed deeply. Another day off. He distinctly remembered last Saturday. What a pain that day had been. He had no doubt that today would be equally as bad. His mind quickly made note of two distinct things that made him panic slightly – first, he had no pants to wear so he would be in a skirt when he went out shopping, and the second thing was that he would be going out shopping with his super long red fingernails.

	He placed his hand on the kitchen counter and pressed down with just his nails, as if testing their strength, trying to pop them up. They seemed strong enough, too strong maybe.

	He waddled over to the refrigerator and pulled out one of the few bottles of tea that was still in there. It would be nice if he ran out and she didn’t replace them. He knew better though. He grabbed one because he wanted one and had nothing else to drink. He finally removed the pacifier that he had slept with all night and headed into his living room. He sat in the only chair he owned and stared at his blank walls while he nursed on his bottle and thought about his morning ahead.

	He had to go shopping again. He needed to restock his supplies. Seemingly normal stuff. The problem was leaving the comfort of his apartment while dressed the way he knew he’d have to be. There would be no trying to hide anything today - not like last week. He quickly figured that things would undoubtedly go easier for him if he tried to look as much like a woman as possible. He hated the idea. He hated the idea even more because it added heaping amounts of fuel to his already over stimulated and under-relieved sexual need.

	Damn. Was he really doing this? Was he really about to go out shopping dressed entirely as a woman again – only this time by himself? Unbelievably, the answer was yes. He never dreamed he could ever go out like he had been – or like he would be doing shortly. Never – ever – dreamed! Yet he was doing it. And dare he think it, loving it? Because way deep down, he really was living his fantasies. Damn he needed some relief!

	Mel opened the larger of the two boxes that had been delivered yesterday. She removed the dress from the packaging and crammed it into her closet next to the one that had arrived before. Both of them had super-full skirts. Neither of them really fit in the closet and with both of them there, they took up way too much space. But she had no other place to hang them and she didn’t want to send them to Sissy’s apartment yet. In fact she didn’t even want him to know about the new dress yet. That was for later. So she just crammed both dresses together as best as she could. The shoes and the anklet socks she put in the closet on the floor. There wasn’t much room for them either.

	She really needed a bigger closet. Thoughts of the house she wanted invaded her mind again. A really huge closet would be so nice. Just as soon as she had won this bet she would buy a house. With Sissy there to take care of it, she would have no worries. She wondered again if he realized yet that he had already lost. Maybe she should talk to a real-estate broker now and get things rolling. That was a pleasant thought. But no, it was still too soon. There was no need to rush things.

	She finally turned to the smaller of the boxes that had arrived, his breast forms. She opened the box and pulled one out. It felt soft and a bit squishy… and all too real. It was also heavier than she expected. But then, weren’t her own breasts heavy? She smiled, her breasts might be heavy, but she lived with them and loved them. And she wouldn’t have it any other way. Now Chad could experience the same wonderful feeling too. Although she wasn’t really sure how wonderful he would feel about it. But then it was hard to tell, he was a sissy after all.

	She put the breast form back into the box and pulled out the little spray can of glue. Would it really hold that well? She’d just have to see. She put the can back into the box and pulled out the printed instructions. One thing caught her eye that she hadn’t thought of before, the glue needed another product to soften it for removal. She hadn’t bought any. She’d have to look around in the stores to see if she could find some. She put the whole box into her closet and out of the way where he wouldn’t see it. The breast forms, like the new dress, were for later.

	She wondered how he was getting along with his new nails and almost laughed. She knew how impossible nails half that length could be. She had no doubts that he was finding his situation interesting… to say the least. Between thinking about his new dress and the breast forms and him having to deal with those extra long nails, she was quickly becoming moist and sexually charged again. Tonight! Tonight for sure!

	Chad stared at his closet. He had just finished hanging everything back up that had been on the floor, but his closet still looked empty. Seeing only feminine clothes in there now and no male clothing at all was both thrilling, and frightening. And if Mel had her way, he figured his collection of feminine things would be growing drastically. Which he wasn’t totally opposed to, he did like wearing them after all. He always had. He just didn’t want to do it permanently. But if he didn’t win this bet, then that’s just what might happen and the thought of it scared him. Fortunately, he was completely back on track again to win, and hopefully there would be no more episodes like he experienced yesterday. That had been troubling. But he was already doing much better than yesterday. His best time so far today was already up to sixteen minutes, a far cry from his best time of eleven minutes yesterday. But then yesterday had been weird. He was more determined now than ever to win this bet – no matter what! Self-respect, friends, and a life!

	He had already showered and put on two fresh diapers. His girdle was already in place as were his pantyhose – although he almost left the pantyhose off completely. Putting them on with his super-long nails had been almost impossible. Just trying to roll them up with his nails had been impossible - he had ruined the first two pairs he tried to put on in the process, and if he had to wear a dress today then he couldn’t wear pantyhose with runs in them.

	His makeup and hair were also done. His nails had been a major hindrance there too. He couldn’t believe how difficult it was to just open the eye shadow container. Major difficult. And try to pick up something tiny? Forget it!

	More and more he found himself moving his fingers strangely because of the claws on his fingers. And because of it, he thought the end result was that he was having to move his hands more femininely. Not because he really wanted to, but because the nails were forcing him to. It was not only humiliating, but every little movement of his fingers now reminded him of his feminized predicament – and constantly refueled his huge sexual need. A need so great now that he wanted to make a fist and punch the walls… but of course, the nails wouldn’t even let him make a fist.

	With his clothes finally hung up, it was time to get dressed. But what should he wear? He didn’t have another complete skirt and top set like he had worn yesterday. Without removing anything from the hanger this time, he sorted through item after item and looked at his choices carefully. Finally, he chose a dress that he had owned from long before he met Mel. He had always liked the dress and he thought he looked good in it – he hoped anyway. The simple dress was of a dark solid material that he hoped wouldn’t stand out too much, and it was belted in the middle which he hoped would make him look like he had more of a figure than he had. Perfect.

	He padded the bra-part of his girdle with the two pairs of pantyhose that he had ruined earlier and slipped the dress on. But zipping it up the back with his long nails was nearly impossible! He twisted the dress this way and that as he struggled to grab the zipper with enough force to pull it all the way up. But finally he got it there. He wasn’t looking forward to having to unzip it again later.

	With the belt finally fastened, he looked at all the shoes in his closet. He decided not to wear the low heeled pumps that went with his maid’s uniform. They would have been the most comfortable, but he didn’t think they would go as well with his dress as some of the others he had. He chose the most medium height heels he could and buckled them on, hoping that they went well enough with his dress.

	He easily slipped his ring over his long nail and onto his finger, but his necklace and watch were almost impossible to fasten. He almost gave up on the necklace before he finally got it. The watch was only a little easier.

	Not being able to see himself fully since he didn’t have a full length mirror, he checked what he could see in the bathroom mirror. He hoped it would be good enough because he really didn’t know what else he could do.

	He found his pen and some paper and stated making a shopping list. Diapers, and pantyhose went on first. But trying to write them almost made him give up on creating the list. Just figuring out how to hold his pen with the nails he had now was difficult. Once he had written those first two items, he added razors and some more of the moisturizer that he used instead of shaving cream. He also added shampoo and conditioner and deodorant. He checked his makeup supply and decided that he was ok for now – thankfully. Finally, he added a full-length mirror to his list. The way things had turned now, he figured he needed it. And it would be interesting, if not helpful, to see how he looked whenever he got dressed.

	He had a lot to do and it was time to get going… like it or not. He grabbed his purse and stopped for a moment and stared at his door. He took a deep breath for courage and finally opened his door and headed out. Just walking down to his car was nerve-wracking. But surprisingly, wearing the dress along with his new fingernails, he felt rather more feminine than ever. He was scared to death, but deep down he was enjoying it too.

	His nails made him fumble with his purse as he tried to fish out his car keys, then they made him fumble more as he unlocked his car. In fact, they were making him fumble with everything. In reality, the nails were simply impossible! He had seen nails that long on a few women before, how did they get through life? He couldn’t even grip his steering wheel the way he usually did because of the nails, they were in the way of everything.

	 


Chapter 22 (Saturday – week 3 Part 2 of 6)

	Chad’s first stop of the morning was at the ATM machine at his bank to get more cash for his wallet. Getting his bank card out of his wallet was difficult, but when it came time to push the buttons on the machine, he decided to use the tips of his nails instead. It felt strange to push the buttons using only his nails, but surprisingly, it went very easy. So easy in fact, that he decided to remember that little trick.

	Instead of stopping for breakfast, he decided to skip it completely. Eating or drinking anything would only make him need to pee sooner, or worse, mess himself. Keeping that to a minimum, especially in public would be a big help. From the bank, he drove to the drug store to get his diapers. Most of the things on his list he could have gotten at only one drug store, but he didn’t want to be seen buying diapers along with all the other feminine things he needed. Just going into the store dressed as he was would be bad enough. Besides, he would have enough trouble just carrying the two bags of diapers.

	As he pulled into the parking lot, he distinctly remembered going into this store last week. What a nightmare. He had left his purse behind in the car and had so much trouble carrying the bags of diapers that he had dropped and broken his cell phone. No use leaving his purse behind today, he was wearing a damn dress. As he got out of his car, he prayed that people would see him as a woman and not as a man wearing a dress – even at first glance would be helpful.

	He walked boldly into the store and headed directly to the adult diaper aisle that he knew so well. The store was a bit more crowed already than he would have liked. He shouldn’t have wasted so much time hanging everything back up in his closet. He could have been here earlier when there were less people around. A lesson learned, but it was too late now. Today, the aisle was well stocked with the diapers he needed. Why couldn’t it have been that way last week? He grabbed two packages, and holding one in each arm, headed to the checkout counter.

	Again, he had to wait in line. Why couldn’t they have more than one register open in these stores? The woman in line in front of him turned around just to see who was behind her, then turned back again. But a second later, she turned back to look at him again. Chad saw her step back to stare with a look of surprise on her face. She was taking him in fully. He had to stand there and endure her looking at everything from his hair down to his shoes to the packages of diapers he was holding in his arms. He wanted to run, but it would do no good. Once again he wished the ground would just open up and swallow him.

	He saw the woman searching for something to say. He wanted to say something to her first, apologize or something, but he held his silence. The man in front of the woman turned around briefly too. He too stared at Chad. Chad heard him utter a soft “shit” before he turned back around again. Chad’s sentiments exactly.

	He sensed someone entering the line behind him. He was tempted to turn around and look, but he forced himself to stand still. The woman in front of him was still looking him over though. She was shaking her head now. “My day was bad enough and now I gotta’ run into this?” She shook her head again and turned away from him.

	Chad wanted to apologize again, but now he realized that whoever was behind him was walking around to see what the woman in front of him had been looking at – which was him. It was a girl! “Oh my God!” the girl said as she covered her mouth with her hand and started laughing.

	“What?” another feminine voice asked. The voice’s owner walked around to his other side to see what her friend was laughing at. Chad suddenly had two teenage girls giggling at him from both sides. Please earth, please open up and swallow me!

	The giggling of the two girls caused the woman in front of him to turn around again and start giggling too. Chad wanted more than ever to drop the packages in his hand and run out. The man was paying for his purchases now, but he and everyone else were paying most of their attention to Chad. Chad felt so embarrassed. He wondered if the makeup on his face covered up how red it must be underneath.

	The man finished paying and left. The woman in front of him stepped up to the counter and Chad took another step forward. “You’ve got gorgeous nails,” one of the girls still next to him said.

	Chad swallowed hard. “Thanks,” he said softly, trying to ignore her as much as he could.

	“Got a baby at home?” the other girl asked.

	“No,” the first girl said before he could answer. “Those aren’t diapers for a baby. Look closer, they’re adult diapers.”

	Chad was dismayed to see the two girls moving more and more in front of him so they could see him better.

	“Your right!” the second girl replied. Then she looked up at Chad’s face. “For you?” she asked, and then went into another fit of giggling.

	How could he answer that? He should have lied. He knew he should have. But instead of lying, he nodded his head ever so briefly and muttered, “Yeah.” The elephants rushing around through his insides were threatening to destroy him completely. The two girls broke out laughing harder than ever. Chad had no doubt now that his makeup couldn’t hide his red face.

	“I wonder if he’s wearing a diaper now,” the second girl asked the first.

	“Ask him,” the first girl suggested.

	Chad’s embarrassment reached another whole new level as he saw the girl turn toward him again. “Are you wearing a diaper under your dress now?” And again she couldn’t contain her giggling.

	Chad tried to look straight ahead and ignore her, but it was impossible. He was so embarrassed he wanted to cry. Instead of answering, all he could do was to nod his head again slightly. Both girls broke out laughing completely again, as did everyone else around including the woman behind the cash register. And that was when Chad realized that his chastity device was suddenly hurting him again. Damn! Damn! Damn! Not only did he hate his humiliating situation, he loved it too. Damn he needed some relief. He needed it bad!

	The woman in front of him finally finished and moved out of the way. Chad stepped up to the counter and put his bags on top. The two girls stayed on either side of him, watching him closely and giggling. The woman behind the register had a broad smile on her face as she rang up the total and told him how much it was. He set his purse on the counter and fumbled with his nails to open it and dig out some cash. He knew he’d have to stop at the ATM and get more cash again later, but he hoped the cash would be quicker than a credit card. Besides, with the credit card he’d have to sign the receipt and just holding a pen was difficult.

	“I am so jealous of those pretty nails,” the girl on his left said as he dug the money out.

	“Me too,” the one on his right replied. “Maybe we should get ours done that long too.”

	The girl on the left giggled again. “So are they glue on nails or what?” she asked Chad.

	Chad really wanted to ignore her, but he handed the clerk his money and then turned toward the girl on his left. “Acrylic,” he replied softly.

	The girl’s eyes went wide and she put her hand in front of her mouth as she giggled even more. “You must have really wanted those nails badly then,” she said through her giggling.

	Chad accepted his change back from the clerk and dumped it into the bottom of his purse. He picked up his bags and started walking away. It had been so humiliating. More so than he could have ever imagined.

	“Call me if you need help changing your diaper,” one of the girls called from behind him. He kept walking toward the door, doing his best to ignore them and everyone else. Teenage girls, they were always the worst!

	He was ever so grateful to get back into his car and get away from there. He felt a lot safer in the semi-hidden security of his car. He could relax a little. As he drove down the road, he was more glad than ever now that he had decided to skip breakfast. His stomach still wasn’t calmed down from the drug store.

	Since he really wanted and more probably needed a mirror, he decided to get everything else at Target. He just prayed that it would go easier than the drug store had. He pulled into the parking lot and breathed a little prayer for help, then he got out and walked boldly once again into the store. He grabbed a shopping cart and put his purse in the child’s seat. As he began walking, his eye noticed the women’s clothing section just ahead. He was very tempted to go over there and look around since he was dressed as a woman now, but he thought better of the idea and turned towards the rest of the store instead. It would be safer and a lot easier if he just got out of there as soon as possible.

	Fortunately, the personal care items like shampoo and the razors were near the front of the store. He quickly found everything he needed, grabbing items and brands that were identical to what he was using now so he could spend less time looking through things. But he still needed pantyhose and a big mirror. Now where were they?

	He remembered seeing the hosiery section out of the corner of his eye earlier and he headed straight for it. He needed to buy six pairs. He looked over what they had and selected six that were his favorites from what he had before, grabbing them in whatever shades that were available. But then he thought about the fact that he had ruined two pair just trying to put them on with his new nails this morning. Just to be on the safe side, he added two more pairs to his cart.

	From there, he pushed his cart around through section after section of the store, searching for the mirrors. He noticed some people staring at him closely, but he finally realized that unless someone really looked at him, they seemed to be ignoring him. That was actually comforting – a bit. He finally found the mirrors in the very middle of the store. He selected a cheap one that could be hung on the back of a door and stuck it into his cart. Then he headed straight for the check out lanes.

	For once, he only had to wait in line behind one other person and that wait wasn’t long at all. By the time he put all his things from his cart onto the conveyor belt to be rung up, there was only one other person behind him. The girl behind the register stared at him as he finished taking everything out of his cart. He pulled the cart all the way through and out of the way, then waited for the girl behind the register to ring up his purchases. But she was still just standing there staring at him as if she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. He saw the man waiting in line behind him staring, or rather glaring at him too. He just wanted to get out of there as soon as possible. The girl behind the register was making him a bit angry. “Would you please ring this up so I can leave,” he said. She finally started moving. He paid in cash again to make things quicker. Then he put everything he had just bought back in the cart to make it easier to get it all out to his car and got out of there as fast as he could.

	As he loaded the mirror carefully into his back seat, he thought about what had just happened in the store. Yes, it had been very humiliating being in there and being stared at. But this time it had been a whole lot less humiliating. Partly because he had gotten a bit angry at the girl behind the register. Maybe he just needed an angrier attitude when he went into the stores. It didn’t exactly sound right, but if it would help…

	Finally having everything he needed, he turned his car toward home again. He stopped along the way at a fast food place and went through the drive-through. He got no real reaction from the young boy at the window as he exchanged money, other than he saw the boy staring intently at his nails. Maybe the guy liked long nails on women.

	He made one last stop before he went home. He stopped once again at the bank to withdraw more cash – a lot more cash. With his long nails, it was a lot easier to manage than signing for his credit card.

	Sandy glanced once again at the object that was sitting on the passenger seat of her car. She had tried it herself back at the workshop. For something so simple, it really worked fairly well. Mostly anyway. The one big drawback that she now saw in it was that it was more of a torture device than she had thought it would be. But still, she hoped that Mel would approve.

	She pulled into the parking lot in front of her apartment and started to get out of the car, then she stopped. No use taking it first to her apartment if she could deliver it to Mel now. She pulled out her cell phone and called.

	“Hello?” Mel’s voice came over the phone.

	“Hi Mel. It’s Sandy.”

	“Hey Sandy. How are you today?”

	“Great Mel. Listen. Remember that perch thing we had talked about for Sissy to stand on? Well, I’ve got it here. I was wondering if could bring it over now?”

	Mel giggled into the phone. “Perch? I guess that’s as good a description as any. Sure Sandy, bring it right over. I can’t wait to see it.”

	Sandy got out of her car and went around to the passenger side to grab the device better. It wasn’t all that big, but it was built fairly substantially so it was a bit heavier than it looked. She carried it straight up the stairs to Mel’s apartment. Mel had the door open and was waiting for her when she arrived.

	“Hi Sandy,” Mel said as she walked up, but her eyes never left the object in Sandy’s hands. “Is that it?” she asked, fascinated to be looking at the thing.

	“That’s it,” Sandy said as she handed it to Mel before she stepped into her apartment.

	Mel turned it around in her hands to look at it better. It appeared to be made entirely from unfinished wood with a fairly heavy triangular base. Two wide boards stuck straight up from the base and supported a fairly thick round wooden piece between them. The side boards extended up another two inches from the top of the round piece. The more she looked at it, and the more she thought about it, the more the term “perch” sounded like the right description.

	“Where’s Sissy?” Sandy asked.

	“He’s off this morning. His car is gone so hopefully he’s out buying more diapers for himself.”

	Sandy giggled. “I’m sure he must love doing that.”

	Mel laughed. “More than that, he’s got no pants to wear so he’ll have to be doing it in a skirt today. And… wait till you see the new nail job he got last night.”

	“Oh my God! I can’t wait to see him.”

	Mel headed for the corner she usually had Chad standing in. “I gave him off till three today so he can get whatever personal business done that he needs to do.”

	“Can I come back later then? I’d love to see how this thing works with him on it.”

	“Of course,” Mel replied as she placed the device down on the corner of the floor. It fit perfectly into the corner. “But you may have to wait till a bit later though, I need to go out with him for a while as soon as he gets here.”

	“Can you call me?” Sandy asked as she saw Mel looking carefully at the perch.

	“You bet,” Mel replied, only half listening. She looked from the perch back up towards Sandy with a grin on her face. “Did you try it?”

	Sandy giggled a bit. “Yeah. I think it works fairly well, mostly. But I’m also afraid it could be a real torture device.”

	“I have no doubt,” Mel said, looking carefully at it again. She placed her hand against the wall and placed the heel of her left foot on top of the perch. She was wearing sneakers without a heel though so she wasn’t sure how it would work. As she put more and more of her weight on the device, she was glad to see that it seemed to be sturdy enough and that it wasn’t going to slip out from under her. She quickly shifted her weight and brought her right foot up onto the thing too. The tight confines of the bar her heels were resting on kept her feet close together. Her balance immediately shifted onto her toes since she wasn’t wearing any regular heels and she immediately noticed that it also seemed to force the rest of her body into the corner. The height of the bar did keep all her weight onto her toes though since she didn’t have any heels and she could tell that it could get very tiring, very quickly. “Damn,” she said as she tried to move her feet a little. “Even with sneakers on I can’t move my feet much. And it pushes me further into the wall.” Very carefully, she lifted one foot straight up off of the thing and stepped away so she could get her other foot off.

	Sandy was a bit worried about what Mel might really think of the device. “Well, what do you think?” she asked. “Too dangerous?”

	Mel smiled. “Are you kidding? I think it’s going to be great,” she replied as she turned and walked off.

	“Where are you going?” Sandy asked.

	“To get some shoes with a heel!”

	Mel came back a minute later wearing her four inch patent pumps. “Now those are killer heels!” Sandy declared.

	Mel laughed and once again placed her left foot carefully on the perch. With the heel over the bar her foot felt like it was more locked into place. She noticed that even with four inch heels on, the bottom of her heel was still up a good half inch from the base of the device. She shifted her weight and quickly brought her other foot up again too. Once again she was pushed into the wall, but not quite so bad now.

	She tried to move her feet and found that any movement, side to side, or front to back was now totally denied. She could only lift her feet straight up and off of the thing. Her weight was better distributed too since the bar now held half her weight and her toes the rest. The thing would still be painful, but not nearly so bad. “This is great!” she declared as she pried herself off of the thing. “I can’t wait to try it on him later. Who would have ever thought that something so simple looking could work so well.”

	Sandy felt elated. “So it’s good then?”

	“It’s great, Sandy. It’s great!”

	“Good. I’m so relieved.”

	“Why? You always do good stuff and if this didn’t work out then it wouldn’t really matter.”

	“Well. I wanted it to work out because I want to ask you a favor.”

	“A favor? Sure anything. What is it?”

	“I want to babysit with Sissy again.’

	Mel laughed. “Oh, I think that can be arranged.” But as soon as she said it, she remembered the pictures from the last babysitting session that had gone on – and she remembered hearing about the things that the pictures hadn’t shown. She had just agreed, but at the same time, she was having some misgivings now. But unfortunately, she had already said yes. She’d just have to hope that things went ok next time.

	Sandy was all smiles though. “Oh Mel, thanks so much. Listen, for next time, I’ve been studying some videos for something I want to do…

	 


Chapter 22 (Saturday – week 3 Part 3 of 6)

	Chad pulled into his parking space. He got out of his car and grabbed the bags of personal care items he had bought at Target. Then he wrestled the mirror out of his back seat too. He still had to get the big packages of diapers in his trunk but they would have to wait for another trip. With his arms fully loaded he turned toward the stairs. That’s when he caught sight of Mel and Sandy leaning over the balcony railing together, watching him. “Just great!” he thought angrily. As if things aren’t bad enough.

	He awkwardly carried the bag and big mirror up the stairs and turned toward his apartment. Mel and Sandy were watching him intently. He was suddenly startled by a loud wolf whistle that he quickly realized came from Sandy.

	“Nice dress,” Sandy called from where she and Mel stood. “How ya doin’ gorgeous?”

	With his arms still full, he sort of dropped an awkward curtsey to both of them. “Hi” he said simply. “Do you need me for anything, Mistress?”

	“Not till later,” Mel replied. “Just don’t be late.”

	Chad nodded and carefully leaned the mirror up against the wall so he could open his door. His nails as usual made the task take forever. He finally opened it and brought everything inside. Then he went right back down to his car and wrestled with the two big diaper bags and brought them upstairs too. All the while, Sandy and Mel watched him closely. He saw them talking between themselves about him, but he couldn’t hear what they were saying. He was also fairly sure he didn’t want to know.

	Inside his apartment, he put everything down, then sat in his only chair and ate his lunch. When he was done, he struggled with the packaging around his new mirror and with a bit of effort, got it free of the box. He leaned it up against his closet door and finally got a better look at himself. He had very mixed feelings. In a way, he didn’t think he looked too bad, but at the same time, he still noticed instantly that he was a man in a dress. His shape was all wrong, along with a few other things. He might be thin, but he just wasn’t built like a female. It was encouraging, yet still very discouraging. No wonder people still noticed him when he was out shopping.

	The closet door looked like the best place to hang the mirror, so he found the package of screws and clips to anchor it there. But then he realized that he didn’t own a screw driver anymore. All his tools were back in his old house… gone with the divorce. He searched for something else he could use, but he wasn’t having much luck. Finally, in desperation, he found a paper clip and a small pair of scissors in one of the boxes in his room. It was the best he could come up with.

	He hadn’t always been the best handyman in the world, but he did get by. He opened the package of screws with the scissors and dumped them out on the floor next to his closet. He held the mirror in place and figured out where to put the bottom holding clip so it would bear the weight of the mirror as he mounted it. Then he put the mirror off to the side again and picked up the first holding clip and reached for a screw. Again and again he reached for one of the tiny screws, but it seemed that picking one up wasn’t going to be all that easy with his new fingernails getting in the way. He tried using just his nails, but that didn’t work. He tried using the sides of his fingers, but that didn’t help much either. He even tired using both hands, but when he finally got a screw up between his fingers, he found it almost impossible to get it turned the way he needed it to go.

	Finally, through shear perseverance, he got a screw through the hole of the mirror’s holding clip and he placed it up against his closet door where he needed it. The paper clip was useless against the screw so he picked up his scissors again, but no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t get the scissors to work as a screw driver. And when the screw accidentally slipped out of the clip and fell on the floor, he threw the scissors down in frustration. He needed a better tool! He needed shorter fingernails! This job was impossible!

	Feeling dejected, he left everything right where it was and wandered into his kitchen. He noticed his pacifier on the counter there. He suddenly wanted it. He picked it up and put it directly into his mouth. He didn’t know why, but it felt good. Comforting in a way. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath to calm himself. How was he supposed to get through life with the stupid nails he had on his hands now? He only hoped that Mel would let him cut them before he went to work on Monday or he’d probably get fired for being totally unable to work! In fact, he was really surprised that he hadn’t been fired already.

	As he stood there feeling sorry for himself, he suddenly felt the suppositories in his system go to work, just as they did every afternoon shortly after he ate. There was never any denying them at all and he didn’t even try. But halfway through it, he remembered that he hadn’t had any stuck up inside of him since last night. But then since he got them so often, he supposed that there was still a lot of their chemical left over in his system. It would probably take days to get rid of it all.

	Mel checked the clock. It was almost time for Sissy to arrive. She thought again about how he had looked when she and Sandy had seen him coming home earlier. He had worn a dress, and a fairly dressy one at that. She was surprised that he hadn’t pulled something a bit more casual out of his closet. But they were his fantasies after all. And to think that just a few weeks ago she had faked calling the police to just get him out of her car while wearing a skirt. He had come a long way. She smiled at that thought. And there was still a much longer way to go.

	His knock came a minute early, and she was glad. She opened the door to him.

	“Hello, Mistress,” he said around the pacifier in his mouth as he dropped a quick curtsey in his uniform.

	She stood back and smiled. “Hello, Sissy,” she replied as she held the door open wide and let him walk through.

	Chad set his purse on the floor next to the small table she kept near her door then stood still while Mel looked him over carefully. He had made sure that his uniform was freshly pressed and his shoes were freshly shined. He had even redone his hair and makeup. As far as he knew, he looked perfect.

	Mel walked all around him, thrilled at the sight of everything she was seeing. Yes, he really had come a long way. And now it was time to take things a bit further. “Come into the bedroom with me now, Sissy, and take your dress off.”

	Chad was a bit surprised by the order, but not all that surprised. He followed her into her bedroom and removed the apron from his uniform. Then he began trying to grab the zipper at the back of his dress. He had struggled a long time just to get it up, and now getting it down was proving to be just as much of a problem.

	Mel was about to open her closet door, when she stopped and saw him struggling with his zipper. She stood there for a few moments, just because she was so amused by watching his plight. But at the rate he was going, it was going to take him too long to get the dress off. “Here, let me help you,” she offered.

	Chad immediately stopped what he was doing and turned his back to her. She walked up and quickly pulled the zipper all the way down. “Thank you, Mistress,” he said quickly. “Doing anything at all with these nails is impossible!”

	Mel left him to remove the dress the rest of the way by himself. She opened her closet and pulled out the box that held his new breast forms. She carried the whole box out and placed it on her bed. She walked up to Sissy who was now standing and waiting for her. She grabbed the pantyhose that he had been using to stuff the bra cups of his girdle and pulled them out, leaving him flat-chested once again.

	As she removed his padding though, she noticed that his girdle didn’t fit quite as tightly as it used to. She pulled on it a bit here and there to test it. “I know you’ve lost weight,” she said, “but I hadn’t realized you’ve lost so much. It doesn’t fit as tightly as it used to. Of course you wear them pretty much all the time and it’s probably stretched out a bit too. We should have gotten you a few more when we bought them.”

	“It’s still plenty tight,” Chad replied. “Just not as bad as it used to be. I’m just grateful that it seems to hide my diapers so well – including the smell.”

	Mel nodded, “Yes, it’s worked out very well in ways I never thought of.”

	Chad had been surprised when Mel removed his breast padding. But now as Mel went back toward her bed, his attention was even more focused on the box that was there. And when she opened it and pulled out a very realistic looking breast and turned towards him with it, he felt his knees quaking and the elephants returning to romp around in his stomach. He couldn’t believe how big the darn thing looked, not to mention how real.

	He forced himself to stand very still while Mel pulled out the right side cup of his girdle and forced the breast form into it. Whatever the thing was made of, it felt all too strange up against his bare skin. He had to endure Mel pushing hard on it to force it down into the bra cup of his girdle which wasn’t really big enough to hold it. When she was done, he could feel the weight of the thing pulling against his girdle. He could also feel how much tighter the top of his girdle was now. Way too tight.

	Mel picked up the second breast form and began trying to work it into the other side of his girdle. The full C cup size of the forms were really too big for the B cup that his girdle was made for, but it would just have to do for now. They would stop and get him some new girdles later. He needed more anyway – along with a few other things now. When she was done, she stood back and surveyed her handiwork – and smiled. Yes, they were going to be great. “Perfect!” she declared happily.

	Chad was still in shock. He brought his hands up and cupped his new breasts, pushing them up, trying to take some of the weight off of his shoulders. He looked at Mel. “They’re so heavy.”

	Mel smiled at him. “What? Do you think that a woman’s breasts don’t weigh anything? I’m betting they weigh just about what they should!”

	“But they’re so big!”

	Mel shook her head. “No, not really. In fact they look perfect on you. A lot better than what you were creating before with the pantyhose. And they’re only a C cup. Not anything larger.” She looked at him wickedly. “Of course I can always send them back and get you some much bigger ones. I’ll bet you’d really like that! Wouldn’t you?”

	Chad was still trying to recover from the shock of the new breasts as well as the weight of them. But one thing he knew for sure, he really didn’t want anything bigger. “No thank you, Mistress,” he replied quickly. “These are more than big enough for me.”

	“Well, we’ll just have to wait and see about that then… for now! Ok, Sissy, get dressed again.”

	Mel watched him pulling his dress back on. Even without it being zipped up in the back, she could see the improvement in the look of his chest. Just to make things go quicker, she zipped him up herself and retied his apron around him properly. Then she had him stand there to inspect him once again. She looked him over carefully and felt a surge of satisfaction. Yes, he was coming along really well now. She should have gotten him the breast forms much sooner. They really did make a difference. “Ok, Sissy. Time to go,” she declared as she quickly headed for her front door.

	“Go?” Chad asked. But Mel was already out of the room and he had to hurry to catch up. “Go, Mistress? Where?”

	“Shopping of course,” Mel replied as she picked up her purse. “We need to get you a few things now.”

	Chad wasn’t at all happy about having to go out shopping again – and now he was dressed like a maid! But Mel was already out the door and wasn’t even waiting for him. He quickly grabbed his purse and closed her door behind him as he went out. He hurried to catch up to her. “What kind of things?” he asked, fully concerned about it.

	Mel just laughed a bit. “You’ll see.”

	As they drove along the road, Chad remembered how humiliated he had felt about wearing a dress while he was shopping earlier that morning. Now he was out with Mel while dressed as her maid. How much more humiliating can something get?

	Her first stop surprised him completely, although he realized he shouldn’t have been surprised at all. She pulled into the parking lot of the store where she had bought him the maid’s uniform he was wearing now. He meekly followed her inside, wishing he could stay invisible. What he realized in doing it so meekly though, was that he was probably acting more like a proper maid that way. Well, maybe that was for the best. He was her maid – for now. This bet wasn’t over with yet!

	The store was a lot more crowded this time than the last time he had been in there, a fact that made him very uncomfortable. Mel didn’t even seem to notice or care. She waited patiently near the checkout counter while the saleswoman finished with another customer. Chad waited near her but a step behind. Finally the other customer left and the saleswoman looked up at Mel. Her glance quickly included Chad too, but she immediately focused her attention strictly on Mel – for a moment. Looking startled, she looked again at Chad, only a lot more closely. Chad had that old feeling of wanting the floor to open up and swallow him again. Finally, the woman looked back at Mel. “May I help you?”

	“Yes please,” Mel replied like there was nothing out of the ordinary there at all. “We need a few more dresses for my maid here.”

	This time, the woman looked harder at Chad. “That’s one of our dresses she… I mean he… I mean your maid is wearing now, isn’t it?”

	“Yes,” Mel replied. “We got it here.”

	“Do you want something similar?”

	“I’d like two more of the same dress, if possible.”

	“That’s no problem,” the saleswoman answered. “Do you want to go back with me, or wait here?”

	“We can wait here,” Mel replied. “Oh, and two more aprons like that too.”

	“Of course,” the woman replied. “What size dress?”

	“Ten please.”

	The woman left the register and walked toward the back. Chad was grateful that he didn’t have to go with her and walk through the whole store, the place was fairly busy. But a few minutes later, he was a lot less happy about it. People kept coming up to the register to pay along with other salespeople, and customers also kept walking in from outside. Where Mel and he were waiting kept him on full display in front of absolutely everybody. And the fact that he was wearing his maid’s uniform, complete with his apron, only made things all that much worse. He caught the attention of absolutely everybody that walked by.

	Mel did her best to act like a well-to-do lady out with her maid. She tried hard not to laugh or giggle. But the more people kept staring at Chad, the harder it was getting. She wondered how he felt about being on display like he was. She almost laughed out loud at the thought. Knowing him though, the sissy was probably loving it! Keeping him on display like he was right now wasn’t part of her plan for the day, but she had to admit, it was certainly working out well. She glanced back at him. He was standing there with his purse hung over his arm, his other hand fidgeted nervously with his apron. He had a very worried look on his face. “Stand still, Sissy. Stop fidgeting. Let the people see what a well behaved maid you really are.” She turned away from him again and did her very best not to laugh or even smile too much. It wasn’t easy!

	Chad immediately let go of his apron and put his hand back down by his side. Stand still? He wasn’t hardly moving! Although moving would be nice. It would be nice to run as fast as the low-heeled shoes on his feet would let him. But run where? The safest place would be back into her car. But he didn’t have a key to unlock it. Where would he run to? Stand still? The truth was, his feet felt rooted to the floor. He was too nervous to move an inch!

	The saleswoman finally returned with several packages in her hand and set them down next to the register. Mel walked up and set her purse down on the counter to pay for everything, but Chad stayed where he was. His legs didn’t feel like they were interested in moving yet. But with Mel no longer close to him, he felt more exposed than ever. Damn! He was out in public wearing a maid’s dress! Who would have ever thought? He couldn’t believe it. And worse, deep down, it was stimulating his incredible sexual need.

	 


Chapter 22 (Saturday – week 3 Part 4 of 6)

	Chad was never so happy to leave a store as he was after that. As he got back into her car, he prayed that they would go straight home again. But unfortunately, Mel drove off in the wrong direction. He wasn’t very pleased about that. He was less pleased as she pulled into the parking lot of the mall. And since it was Saturday, the parking lot was very full.

	Mel had to park a lot further from the mall entrance than she usually liked, but she couldn’t find any parking spaces that were closer. As she and Sissy walked toward the mall entrance, she was very aware of how nervous he seemed to be. “What’s wrong, Sissy?” she asked.

	Chad glanced around at all the people in the parking lot. He couldn’t imagine how crowded the place would be inside. “There’s so many people here,” he replied.

	“Yeah, it is a bit crowded today,” Mel agreed.

	“Do we have to do this today?” Chad asked, looking for a way out.

	“Of course. And besides we’re here already. What’s your problem?”

	“What’s my problem? The way I’m dressed! Everybody’s staring at me.”

	Mel smiled, there was no doubt that everybody was staring at him, especially in his maid’s uniform. And the power of what she was making him do was thrilling her to the core! “Get used to it, Sissy. You’re my maid now.”

	“It’s embarrassing!”

	“Like I said, get used to it.”

	Mel led him through the mall to her favorite department store. As she had done the last time, she lingered a bit looking through the women’s clothes. Chad stood off to the side and mostly tried to stay out of the way, and out of sight. But there were a lot of women in the store and he got looked over by far more women than he was comfortable with - and laughed at a bit too. Chad had thought for a while that Mel was looking for more clothes for him, but he finally realized that she was looking at things for herself instead. Most of what she pulled off the racks appeared to be the type of things she wore to work. That made sense to him. He just wished she could do her shopping alone – without him – especially without him dressed as her damn maid!

	Mel was undecided about a few of the items she had picked out. They were nice and would be good for her to wear to work, but really, she didn’t need them. Her main purpose today was to get some things for Sissy. She put the clothes she had picked up back on one of the racks. “Ok, Sissy, let’s move on.” She headed back toward the lingerie department.

	Chad followed her further into the store and soon found himself in the department where she had originally bought him the girdle he was wearing now. She had mentioned that he needed more, and he knew she was right. Besides, they did hide his diapers. He was glad to see that this part of the store wasn’t as crowded as the rest of the store.

	“May I help you?” Mel glanced up at the sound of the voice to see a saleswoman approaching. But before she could answer, she saw the woman eyeing Chad critically. “I see you’ve taken a few more steps with him since you were here last.”

	Mel finally realized that this was the same woman who had waited on them the last time they were here. She supposed that Chad really would be hard to forget. She smiled at the woman. “Yes, he’s starting to come along nicely now.”

	The saleswoman smiled broadly at Chad. “Yes, he certainly appears to have changed a lot. What can I help you with today?”

	“We need more of those all-in-one girdles like we got last time,” Mel replied.

	“Certainly,” the woman replied as she led the way to the drawers along the back wall again.

	“This time we’re going to have to go with something in a C cup for him,” Mel told her before she opened any of the drawers. And I think he’s lost a bit of weight so the girdle he’s wearing now is probably too big for him.

	The woman looked Chad over carefully once again and nodded, then opened up several of the drawers and began pulling out foundation garments for Mel to look though.

	Chad stood off to the side and again tried to stay quiet and out of the way. He watched as Mel seemed to be holding more and more of the girdles in her arms. Some of them were white and some of them more of a beige color. Finally, she selected four of the white and three of the beige and the saleswoman put the rest of them away and closed the drawer again.

	“Do you have any corsets here?” Mel asked next.

	The woman shook her head. “No, Ma’am. They’re really more of a specialty item. We don’t have much of a call for them. But we do have a few waist cinchers, if you’re interested.”

	Mel smiled. She really wanted the corset for him, but she supposed a waist cincher might be a suitable substitute – for now. “Yes, please. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

	Chad followed at a distance as the saleswoman led them just a short distance away. He remained quietly in the background as Mel and the saleswoman looked at each of the waist cinchers and discussed them. A waist cincher! As if the girdle he was wearing now wasn’t bad enough! And Mel was buying him more of the girdles – in a smaller size. What did he need a waist cincher for? And yet, the concept of it was again adding to his never-ending sexual thrill. Damn he needed some relief! As he watched Mel holding up one of the items, he could just imagine having to wear that tight little corset around his middle. What would it do for his “girlish” figure? And now with the better breasts? Damn! Damn! Damn! He needed relief, and he needed it badly!

	All of a sudden, Mel turned to him. “Here, take these,” she said as she handed him the armload of girdles she had been carrying.

	Chad took the girdles and watched as Mel turned back to discussing the waist cinchers with the woman. He looked down at what he had in his arms. They were all just like what he already had except for the color of a few of them. So many. Enough for an entire week! But since he was wearing them constantly and they really did help hide his diapered state, he supposed he needed them. They were really practical despite how uncomfortable they were. Uncomfortable? Yeah, they were miserable. And the new batch he was holding in his arms were all in an even smaller size. How much more uncomfortable would these be? He looked at Mel, she was adding yet another waist cincher to the collection she seemed to suddenly be holding. And how uncomfortable would a waist cincher be? He had a feeling he would soon be finding out.

	“Right this way,” the saleswoman said, breaking Chad out of his thoughts. Once again he followed the two women through the aisles of lingerie till they came to the bra section. Mel turned around and handed him the pile of waist cinchers she had in her arms. As she did so, she smiled wickedly at him. His stupid chastity device suddenly started tingling again. Damn!

	Mel wandered around the racks of bras, looking through them carefully. As Chad stood where he was, he let his gaze wander casually at the bras too – trying not to look like he was so interested. So many styles, how would a woman know what to choose? He felt the weight of his new breasts. It was a good thing that Mel was doing the looking for him, he wouldn’t have a clue as to what to buy. But it was fun and interesting to stand there and look at them all. He just didn’t want to look like he was that interested.

	“Sissy,” Mel called from way down the aisle. “Come and look at these.”

	As Chad walked closer, he was very aware of the increased stinging sensation from the tiny teeth of his chastity device – locked inside of his hot wet diapers. Damn! “Yes, Mistress,” he said as he stopped next to her.

	Mel was standing in front of some surprisingly plain looking bras. The cups of all of them were protruding largely, as if they were all made from some type of plastic instead of the soft material they actually were. “What colors do you like?” she asked.

	Colors? He didn’t have a clue. “What difference does it make?” he asked.

	Mel looked at him very surprised. “What do you mean what difference?”

	“Well, they’re going to be covered by whatever I’m wearing anyway. Nobody is ever going to see them – I hope.”

	Mel smiled. “Probably not. But that’s not the point. I can see we have a lot to teach you about things. But that’s for later. Now, is there anything here that particularly appeals to you?”

	Chad’s eyes went wide. Was she asking him to pick some out? He glanced all around him. “You mean out of all of these?”

	“Well, if you like, you can certainly buy any of them that you want. But I kind of thought that these might be best for your particular needs right now.”

	Oh! That sounded a bit safer. He felt a bit of relief. He looked again at the bras on the rack in front of her. “I don’t know,” he finally said. “I guess the white would be the best.”

	Mel nodded. She reached out and pulled two of the white ones off the rack and added them to the pile of things Chad was holding. But she didn’t move on. Instead she kept staring at the bras on the rack. Finally she pulled a pink one out, followed by a black one and handed them to Chad too. Chad’s arms felt overloaded as Mel began wandering around the racks of bras again. Finally she chose three more in totally different styles and added them to the pile that was filling Chad’s arms. As she did so, she suddenly smiled and seemed more animated. “There, I think that should do it for now. Ok, Sissy. Go pay for your things.”

	“Me?” he asked completely surprised.

	“Of course. They’re your clothes now. I’m not going to be paying for all your new things. That’s part of your responsibility.”

	Chad was still in a bit of shock as he followed the saleswoman to the cash register and watched as she rung up item after item. He was dismayed to see the total price going up and up. He had plenty of money in the bank, that wasn’t an issue. But when the price went higher than the amount of money he had in cash, he opened his purse and had to pull out his credit card.

	Mel was standing next to Chad when he reached into his purse. She was shocked to see him pulling his old male wallet out and struggling to get the credit card out of it. “That thing has got to go!” she said to him as the saleswoman finished ringing up his purchases. Chad didn’t even look at Mel. He realized that his old wallet was probably the last male thing that he still carried around with him anymore. He stared at it and clutched it tighter in his hands. He knew without a doubt that he wouldn’t be able to see or touch it for much longer. Like everything else from his male life, it too would soon be gone.

	When the saleswoman handed him the credit card receipt to sign, he struggled around his super long nails to sign it. Then he put his credit card back into his wallet again, holding the wallet longer and tighter for a moment than he usually did. The last piece. Maybe Mel would let him keep it where he could at least see and touch it once in a while. Regretfully, he put his wallet back into his purse and closed it up.

	The saleswoman handed him a very big bag to carry with a very broad smile. “Have a nice day,” she said.

	Sure!

	Mel didn’t even leave the department store. She headed directly for the counters of women’s wallets instead. As soon as Chad saw them, he felt like something was beginning to be ripped out of him again. “Find one,” Mel said as she stood back and watched.

	Chad looked at them all. So many styles. So many colors. He wasn’t very happy about doing it. But he picked up a few and opened them to see what each one offered. Size wasn’t really that much of an issue since he had plenty of room in his purse, but he did find the different layout’s inside of each one to be of interest. What would work the easiest – especially with his stupidly long nails? Not wanting to take too much time. He quickly selected one that he realized later was a close color match to his purse. He held it up for Mel to see and approve, but she wasn’t interested in looking through it. “It’s your wallet. You have to use it,” she said.

	He endured having yet another saleswoman look him over all too closely and interestedly as he paid for his new wallet – this time in cash.

	Chad was very relieved when Mel headed home after that. But once back in her apartment, she made him take everything out of his old wallet and transfer it to his new one. She took his old wallet away to put somewhere where he wouldn’t get to see it. The last piece. A tiny, simple, insignificant piece. Why did it feel so major?

	He was still staring forlornly at her bedroom door when she came back out again. “Isn’t there things you need to be doing?” she asked.

	Her question broke him out of his thoughts. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied quickly. He hadn’t worn pants in two days now. “May I get started on my laundry now?” he asked.

	“Do mine first,” Mel replied. “Then you can do your own.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, this time remembering to curtsey as he said it. He wasn’t at all happy about doing her laundry first. Whenever that happened lately, he didn’t get time to do his own. But at least there was very little of hers to do. As Mel headed for her desk to get some work done, he got started on her laundry. While her things were in the washer, he started sorting his things that had been in her clothes hamper. He had more back at his apartment that needed to be done. He walked over to where Mel was working with her laptop in one of the comfortable chairs in her living room. She had papers strewn all around her. “Excuse me, Mistress,” he said to get her attention. She looked up at him. “I need to get the rest…”

	But just then there was a knock at her door. The expression on Mel’s face changed ever so slightly. “Well, aren’t you going to get that?” she asked quickly.

	“Yes, Mistress,” he answered dropping another quick curtsey. He hurried to the door, praying that it would be someone he knew. He was relieved to see Sandy and Cassie at the door.

	“Hi Sissy,” Sandy said as he let them inside.

	He dropped a curtsey and greeted each of them separately.

	“Hi girls,” Mel said as she walked around her furniture to the door. “Sorry I didn’t call yet, Sandy. We just got home.”

	“Yeah, we just got back too,” Sandy replied. “We saw your car was back again and thought we’d come over. This isn’t a bad time, is it?”

	“No, it’s fine,” Mel replied. She looked menacingly over at Sissy. “You were working weren’t you?”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied with his usual curtsey, “but I need to get the rest of the laundry from my apartment.”

	“Don’t tell me about it, just do it, and do it quickly.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” Chad said once again with yet another quick curtsey. He grabbed his keys out of his purse and headed quickly out the door.

	“Sandy told me you got breast forms for him,” Cassie said as soon as the door closed behind him. “I have to say, they make a difference.”

	“Don’t they?” Mel replied. “I should have gotten them long ago.”

	“How about the perch?” Sandy asked with a small giggle. “Has he tried it yet?”

	Mel smiled. “He hasn’t even seen it yet. We really did just get back. I’m saving it for him to discover later.” She put a mischievous smile on her face. “Want to see what I’ve got waiting for him in my closet?”

	“Sure,” Cassie and Sandy replied together.

	They followed Mel back into her bedroom where she opened her closet door and wrestled the new costume out that had arrived the day before.

	“Oh, it’s adorable!” Cassie declared.

	Mel handed the dress to Cassie and went back into her closet. “These came with it,” Mel said as she held up the shoes and socks that had come in the same box.

	Sandy squealed with delight. “Oh, I love them! I can’t wait to see him in them. Are you going to have him wear them tonight?”

	Mel shook her head. “I was thinking about it, but I think I’d rather hold these till tomorrow. I have a few other things I need to do with him later that I don’t want to wait with.”

	“Like what?” Cassie asked as Mel took the dress back from her and forced it into her closet once again.

	Mel found the box that had held his breast forms and set it on her bed. She removed the lid and pulled out the can of spray glue. She handed it to Cassie.

	Cassie read the label carefully then looked up questioningly at Mel. “Glue?”

	Mel smiled again. “For his breast forms. I don’t know how well it works, but supposedly you need some kind of solvent to remove them after they’re on.”

	“Do you have any?” Sandy asked.

	“Not yet. I still have to find some.”

	“So you’re going to glue them on him?”

	Mel nodded. “Yeah. I think he’d love that. Don’t you?”

	Sandy and Cassie both giggled. “I wonder how well this stuff really works?” Cassie said.

	“I don’t know,” Mel replied. “But since it just sprays on, I don’t think it’s going to be very good at all. Still, I’m hoping it proves interesting for him.”

	“I should think it would!” Sandy stated.

	Mel put the glue back into the box and put the box away again where Chad wouldn’t see it.

	“When are you going to do it?” Cassie asked.

	“I don’t know. Later I guess.”

	“Why not now?” Sandy suggested. “We could help.”

	Mel looked at the two lesbians in front of her. They had both been very helpful to her so far. She finally smiled. “Why not? We just got back from buying him a bunch of new girdles and bras too. I think I want him in a regular bra for a while to help hold them in place.”

	“That sounds like a good idea,” Cassie said.

	“Probably practical too,” Sandy agreed.

	 


Chapter 22 (Saturday – week 3 Part 5 of 6)

	Chad had to make two trips back and forth from his apartment to get all of his laundry. By the time he got it all into Mel’s apartment, the load of her clothes was ready for the dryer. He transferred them and loaded the washer up with his things – pants first!” He felt a bit of relief the moment he turned the washer on and got them started.

	“Sissy,” Mel called from her bedroom. “Bring your bag of new bras and things in here.”

	Chad was a bit surprised by the request but he did as he was told and grabbed the bag. “Here they are, Mistress,” he said as he set the bag on her bed.

	“Start getting undressed,” Mel told him as she dumped the bag out on her bed.

	While Chad wrestled with trying to pull down his dress zipper that he couldn’t grab very well with his overly long nails, the three women picked through all the lingerie he had just bought earlier. As they looked through the items on the bed, Cassie and Sandy kept turning around to watch him struggling with his dress. Finally Cassie helped him get the zipper down all the way with one quick yank. “If you’re going to have nails that long, then you’ve got to learn how to use them better,” she said as she went back to looking through the things on the bed.

	Chad wanted to tell her that the long nails certainly weren’t his idea, but he thought better of it and didn’t say a word. With his dress and shoes gone, he quickly removed his pantyhose. It was now time to remove his girdle. He grabbed one of the breasts and pulled it out. As he did so, he was surprised to feel how really soft and realistic the thing felt in his hands. Mel was holding out her hand to take it from him and he handed it to her. Removing just the one breast felt like a huge relief because the weight was finally gone, along with the pressure it had caused from the too tight girdle. Removing the other breast was even more of a relief. He took a deep breath just because it felt good, then he peeled his girdle down his body and finally stepped out of it. He briefly rubbed his chest and stomach in relief.

	“How do you want to do this now?” Sandy asked Mel.

	Mel pulled one of the plain white bras out of the pile on her bed and found some small scissors in her nightstand and removed the tags. “Lay down on the bed, Sissy,” she said as she pushed his pile of new lingerie out of the way.

	Chad was very apprehensive but he did as he was told. “What’s going on?” he asked. But he didn’t get an answer from any of the women who stood over him.

	Mel was reading the instructions once again on the can of the spray adhesive. “We’re supposed to spray it on then wait for it to get tacky.” She picked up one of the breast forms from the box she had put them into and opened the can. Almost gingerly at first, she sprayed a little onto the back of the breast form. She touched it. It didn’t feel tacky in the least, just a bit wet. She sprayed more, then more still. Then she got bold and sprayed all of it, making sure that every bit of the back of the breast form was thoroughly covered. She touched it once again and again it only felt wet. “Here,” she said to Cassie, “hold this while I do the other one.”

	“What’s that for?” Chad asked.

	Before Mel could answer him, Sandy spoke up. “It’s to help keep them from moving around on your chest. You wouldn’t want that, would you?”

	Chad thought about that for a second. “Probably not,” he replied as Mel started spraying the back of the second one.

	A few seconds later, Mel handed the other form to Sandy. “Is the first one tacky yet?”

	Cassie touched it with her finger, then she tried it again. “Not very,” she replied. The three women stood and watched the breast form in her hands for a few moments, then Cassie touched it again. She smiled. “It’s getting better.” Mel’s sigh of relief was understandably audible. A few seconds later, Cassie touched it one more time. “You try it Mel. What do you think?”

	Mel reached out and touched it. Her finger stuck, but ever so slightly. “I guess we could call that tacky. I’ve got to tell you though. I don’t think this stuff is going to work very well though, so when we put them on him, we better try not to move them too much.”

	Mel took the breast form from Cassie and approached Chad. As she stood over him with the breast form in her hands, she stopped and looked down at him. “Keep your arms out of the way or I’ll tie them out of the way.”

	Chad’s heart had been racing a bit as he watched Mel bringing the breast form over to him. But Mel’s command made him move his arms a bit further from his body, giving her full access to his bare chest.

	Very carefully, Mel held the form over him and tried to visually position it before she set it in place. Then, ever so slowly, she lowered it right where she wanted it. She pushed down hard on it, trying to seal it to him. She looked back. “Cassie, will you hold this thing in place while I do the other one?”

	“Sure,” Cassie agreed gladly. She climbed up on the bed from the other side and kneeling over Chad, pushed down on the form that was already in place, trying hard to make sure that all parts of it were pressed firmly against his skin.

	Mel brought the second one over and again carefully positioned it, then pressed it into place. She looked back at Sandy. “Bring the bra over now.”

	As Sandy grabbed Chad’s bra, Mel put one hand under Chad’s back. “Let’s sit him up now and try to hold these things in place.” Carefully, and with a bit of effort, Mel and Cassie helped Chad into a sitting position while each holding a form in place. Chad found the entire experience to be weird.

	Immediately, Sandy was holding the bra up against his new breasts and Cassie and Mel moved their hands out from under it, then back on top of the bra to help hold everything in place while Sandy got his arms through the straps and fastened it in back. As Sandy began adjusting the straps to hold it properly in place, Mel and Cassie slowly released their hold on him till only the bra was supporting his new breasts.

	“That’s it I guess,” Cassie said as they all stood back and looked at him.

	Chad turned his head from one to the other. It seemed like they went through a lot of trouble over nothing. “Why bother?” he asked them. “I’ve never had a problem with any of the stuffing I put in my girdles moving around. And I wore these things out to the store today and they didn’t move around either.”

	Mel shrugged a bit. “Well, I bought this stuff with your forms, so I thought we might as well try it. I just don’t have any faith that it’s going to work though. So you be careful to try to keep them where they belong.”

	Chad rolled his eyes ever so slightly. “Yes Mistress,” he replied.

	“Get dressed again, Sissy. You’ve got work to do.”

	As Chad got up from the bed, he immediately noticed the weight was back again. But as tightly as Cassie had adjusted his bra, it wasn’t nearly as bad as with the girdle. In fact, it felt kind of interesting. The breast were heavy and he felt his bra straps now supporting the weight, but at least he could breathe better since the cups of the bra weren’t as small as the cups of his girdle had been. As he took a step toward the clothes he had left on the floor, he noticed the breast forms tugging ever so slightly with each step. He decided that maybe something to help hold them in place wasn’t a bad idea after all. While he doubted the forms would move much with the bra he had on, he figured the possibility did still exist.

	He started to reach for his pantyhose, but Mel stopped him. “Wait a minute,” she said suddenly. She reached into the pile of new lingerie and pulled out one of the waist cinchers. She unzipped it and handed it to Chad. “Put this on first.”

	Chad reluctantly grabbed it and wrapped it around his body. He had to pull very hard on the ends of it to get them to meet enough so that he could get the heavy duty zipper started. At least the zipper was in the front where he could grab it well enough. He struggled and struggled to get the zipper up the fist two inches. Mel finally came over to him and grabbed the zipper from him. “Suck it in,” she ordered. Chad tried as hard as he could to make his stomach as small as possible and Mel gradually pulled the zipper up further and further. Chad felt his body being compressed more and more as the zipper went higher and higher. Finally, Mel had it all the way up. Chad couldn’t believe how tight the thing was – far worse than the girdles he had been wearing – by a lot.

	“Forget the girdle today,” Mel told him. “You don’t need it with what you’ve got on right now.”

	Chad certainly agreed with that! He could hardly breathe. He also had a bit of trouble bending over to pick up his pantyhose because the waist cincher was so tight, and he found that stooping down was a whole lot easier. As he got dressed again, he was more aware than ever of the new breasts strapped to his chest. His dress seemed to fit tighter than ever around that part of him, but the waist of it was now a lot looser because of the waist cincher. And when he finally tied the apron back on, he really noticed how much smaller his stomach was. Now if he could just breathe and move a bit better, things would be a lot easier. He supposed that those were two things that Mel wasn’t all that concerned about for him, so he went back out to the living room and continued with the laundry.

	As he came out of Mel’s bedroom though, he found the three women watching him closely from the living room chairs. He checked the dryer and found Mel’s few things were ready so he pulled them out and refilled it with the load containing the pants from the washer. He refilled the washer with other things and turned it on. Through it all, the three women continued to watch him closely.

	“Sissy,” Mel finally called. “Come over here.”

	Chad went around to where the women were sitting and dropped a curtsey. “Is there something you need?” he asked.

	“Oh he is darling,” Cassie said. “Can we borrow him for a while?”

	Mel smiled at her remark. But instead of saying anything, she pointed to his corner where she usually kept him standing while she ate.

	Chad was surprised. Why should he have to go to his corner? He still had a lot of work to do. But as he walked around the furniture, all three women were getting up from their seats to follow him. And then he saw the device on the floor where he usually stood. He stopped short, totally surprised and bewildered. “What’s that?” he asked.

	“That’s for you,” Sandy giggled.

	“Me? What am I supposed to do with it?”

	“Stand on it,” Mel replied.

	Chad looked at her like she was crazy – which he was fairly certain she was.

	“Go ahead, try it,” Mel urged him.

	Reluctantly, and very tentatively, Chad approached the device in the corner. It was just a simple triangular board with two other boards sticking up, supporting a wooden bar between them. He looked back at Mel questioningly one more time.

	“We’re waiting,” Mel said.

	Fearfully, as if the thing would bite him, he looked back at the device.

	“Rest your heels over the bar – both of them,” Mel instructed.

	He looked back at her again to see if she really meant it. He quickly realized she did. He wasn’t sure the bar looked wide enough for both of his feet. He placed his left heel over it. His heel was held high up off of the floor. He braced his hand against the wall for balance and quickly brought his other foot up too. His two feet together did fit across the bar, but not by a lot. He realized he was a bit off balance by the bar, almost like he was falling into the corner. He also felt the slight added pressure of his new breasts as they both contacted the corner too. The pressure on his toes wasn’t all that pleasant and he tried to shift his weight more onto the bar which helped. It also kept him so he didn’t feel quite so much like he was falling against the wall.

	He probably shouldn’t have said it. He realized that the minute it came out of his mouth. “Now what?” he asked.

	Sandy broke out with laughter behind him. He heard giggles from Mel and Cassie too. “Just stand there,” Mel instructed, “and be quiet.”

	Chad realized he was stuck standing in his corner again, although why they wanted him to stand on the bar he couldn’t tell, the darn thing was more than a bit uncomfortable. He heard the women behind him moving away, but they didn’t go very far. He heard them talking about different things, but what they talked about wasn’t anything to do with him – as if he was standing there forgotten.

	Five minutes later, his legs began to really tire. The pressure on his toes was becoming awful too. He had to move his legs just a bit for relief, he just had to. He shifted his balance ever so slightly onto his right leg and tried to move his left foot back just a bit, but with his heels over the bar, he couldn’t move his foot backwards or forwards. He also discovered he couldn’t move it left or right either because the width of the bar was too short. He shifted his weight onto his left leg and discovered the same problem with his other foot. As long as he was standing on the bar, he couldn’t move his feet enough to get any relief! He suddenly realized that all three women had stopped talking.

	“I think he’s got the point now,” Mel said. Chad heard the other women giggling a bit. Mel walked up next to him and spoke softly near his ear. “It looks like now you’re going to have to learn to keep your feet still when you’re standing in your corner. As you know now, that bar is going to make things a lot more difficult for you.” She paused for a moment, then she continued in almost a whisper. “Just think how affective this little thing could be if I ever decide to train you so you can only wear high heels.”

	Chad was so surprised by the statement that he actually turned his head quickly away from the corner to look at her.

	“Back into the corner, Sissy!” she lashed out quickly. Chad quickly turned back to stare at the nothingness of the corner. Mel spoke in her whisper voice again. “I still haven’t decided to do that to you yet. But you can keep thinking about it. I do have this nice new tool after all.”

	Chad felt Mel moving away from him and heard Sandy and Cassie giggling behind him. With the position his feet were locked into while he was standing there, he had no doubt that it would help train him – if she ever decided to do that to him – train him so he could only wear high heels. That thought and his current situation immediately sent gallons of fuel into the flames of his vast sexual need and the tiny pricks from his chastity device began burning around his unfortunately flaccid cock – or maybe it was fortunate that it was so flaccid, because the device could really hurt!

	As Chad stood there, staring into his corner, he was surprised to hear Mel escorting Sandy and Cassie out the door. He dared not move as he closed his eyes and concentrated on the pain that was now radiating up and down his aching calf muscles – pain that mixed with his all too stimulating thoughts of being unable to wear anything but high heels – all of which mixed with greater pain from his chastity device, reminding him of his totally denied sexual state.

	As he worked harder and harder to stand as still as possible, the repressed sexual need in him wanted to make him shout and punch the walls around him in frustration. But instead, he breathed in deeply, over and over again, closing his eyes to the blank walls on either side of him, forcing himself to realize that outbursts of frustration would do no good at all. The miserable device that was locked onto his cock wouldn’t let him come close to anything except more pain and misery.

	He wanted badly to ball his hands into tight fists while he stood there fighting against his need and the pain. But the nails on his fingers wouldn’t let him do even that. He wanted to cry at the frustration of it all, but instead, he tried desperately to keep his body as relaxed as possible as he stood on the bar, pressed all too tightly against his corner.

	And as he stood there, mentally wailing against being so denied, the images and fantasies of being unable to wear anything but high heels continued to run rampant through his brain. And when he felt the need to pee a little while later, he didn’t think about holding it back. Instead, he gloried in the burning sensation as he forced it out past the tight restriction of the spikes that were digging into his cock, out into the diapers he loved to pee into. Pleasure, on top of pain, on top of pleasure – on top of pain.

	“Ok Sissy, get out of there now and get back to work.”

	Mel’s voice completely startled him. He was that absorbed in his own lost fantasy world. He had to blink a few moments before he pried himself out of the corner and very carefully lifted each foot straight up and off of the bar. His calf muscles and his toes were aching. He bent his knees and flexed his ankles in blessed relief. But as he got back to work on laundry and cleaning up a few things around Mel’s apartment, the darn fantasies continued to work their way through his brain. And despite the continued mild pain from his chastity device, he loved it!

	Mel worked a bit on some things for work while Chad was busy cleaning. She also made several fresh batches of tea and filled every empty baby bottle she could find – which amounted to quite a few. By the time that Chad had finished all of his laundry, she had separated some of the bottles and put them into bags to carry back to Chad’s apartment. As Chad began carrying his loads of laundry back to his place, she grabbed the heavy bags of bottles and followed after him.

	While Chad was in his bedroom putting things away, she went directly to his refrigerator and restocked it. Then she wandered into his bedroom to wait while he was out getting another load. She noticed the mirror still leaning up against his closet door. She was glad he had gotten it. She also noticed the small pile of screws and brackets on the floor next to the mirror. As Chad finally came back with the next load, she asked him, “Why didn’t you hang the mirror?”

	Chad looked at her as he immediately remembered his frustration of trying to do just that earlier. “I tried to, but I can’t do it with these nails,” he replied testily. “Plus, I don’t have a screwdriver anymore.”

	Mel broke out laughing. “Aw. What you need is a good strong man around to take care of these things for you.”

	Chad wanted to kill her for that comment, but at the same time, her words sent another minor wave of fuel at his sexual need. He dropped everything in his arms down onto his blow-up mattress.

	“Let me see if I can find something for the screws and we’ll hang it together,” Mel offered.

	Chad nodded, “Thanks.” He was grateful, but at the same time it frustrated him. He was a man. He shouldn’t need help with something so simple.

	Mel came back a few minutes later with a small plastic kit that contained some rather tiny put-together tools. The kind of tools that he could barely call tools. Yet he hoped they would be good enough to do the job. He pointed out the correct screwdriver head to Mel and she loaded it into the handle. Chad tried to pick up the screws again, but again he was having trouble. Mel giggled and grabbed them instead. “You hold the mirror in place and let me do this part,” she suggested.

	Chad felt more frustration as he watched Mel struggling and then finally succeeding in putting in the first screw. He was a man, yet he had now been reduced to almost useless. And as Mel put in more of the screws and brackets to hold the mirror in place, he felt even less useful, especially when it was obvious that the job would go easier if he stood back out of the way. He was a man. It should have been his job. Such a simple task, but he could no longer manage it. He felt like such a sissy. Ok, more of a sissy. Somehow, the roles had now been reversed.

	 


Chapter 22 (Saturday – week 3 Part 6 of 6)

	Later that evening, Chad made dinner for Mel, then had to stand on the bar in his corner while she ate. After dinner he was actually relieved to get to sit in the highchair and eat his own dinner, even if she did make him wear the bib and eat with his fingers. He was just grateful by then to get off of his feet.

	While he was cleaning up the kitchen later though, Mel was busy in the bedroom. And as soon as the kitchen was spotless once again, she practically dragged him into the bedroom behind her.

	Once again, Chad saw her bed heavily protected by layers of different things. But this time, Mel seemed to be all over him as she helped him undress completely down to just his diapers and bra. With each item of clothing she removed, Mel seemed to be getting more and more excited, breathing heavier and heavier. He realized what was about to come next, but had been surprised because she usually did this in the living room.

	He wasn’t surprised when she brought out one of her scarves and tied it tightly around his eyes. Wrapping it several times around and making sure it was very secure. She tugged on it a few times in different directions to make sure that it couldn’t possibly come loose. Chad automatically reached for it as soon as she was done, but she slapped his hand back down. “Don’t you dare touch that,” she warned, “or I’ll tie your hands again!”

	Chad was very surprised, she wasn’t tying his hands? But he chalked that up as a small miracle. He heard her moving around near him, probably undressing, but he was totally surprised to suddenly hear the commanding tone of her voice. “Hold your arms out to the side a bit,” she ordered. He dutifully did as he was told, although he had no idea why.

	Mel watched him standing in the middle of her bedroom, clad in only his diapers and bra. She felt the thrill of power run through her when she told him to hold his arms out. Holding his arms out let her see his body better. And it seemed to make his diapered state all that much more apparent.

	She didn’t know why, she no longer even tried to reason it out, but she still couldn’t commit herself to being seen naked by him. But sex with him, in her own way, was driving her on. The power she held over him was again thrilling her to the core. She had another idea, perhaps inspired by his new perch out in the living room. “Stand on your toes,” she commanded. She thrilled as she watched him standing on his toes now, his arms seeming to rise up a little higher too.

	She finished taking her top off and wandered back over next to him. She walked around him and giggled a bit. She leaned in close to his ear. “Like a little ballerina,” she said. Even with the scarf wrapped around his head she could see the small shudder as it raced through him. She giggled again as she went back to removing her clothes. “Just stand there like that, my little sissy ballerina.”

	She removed her bra and panties, so that she was totally naked, but she was still watching him, still enjoying the amazing sight of him. Still enjoying – the power! “Dance for me sissy ballerina, dance. And make sure you stay on your pretty toes – like a good sissy ballerina should.”

	Chad couldn’t believe it. His toes were starting to ache and his arms were getting tired. Not really knowing what to do, he started taking tiny quick steps on his toes and spinning around in a slow circle. He moved his arms this way and that. He got bolder and took bigger steps, still on his toes. He heard Mel giggling at him. He supposed he would giggle too if he were in her place. He couldn’t imagine how ridiculous he must look. And when his feet faltered and he accidently dropped down from his toes, he expected her to yell, but she didn’t say a word. Instead he heard her humming some kind of melody that he had never heard before. He tried to dance to it.

	The blindfold around his eyes hampered him somewhat and he had to be careful because he could easily lose his balance, but he still did his best. But the blindfold prevented him from seeing what was around him, and in one of his movements, his arm accidentally slammed against the post at the foot of her bed with a fairly loud bang. “Damn!” he exclaimed as he dropped down off of his toes and grabbed his arm. He shook it and flexed his hand.

	“Are you ok?” she asked. There was nothing but concern in her voice.

	“Yeah,” he agreed. “It just hurt a bit.”

	He heard her giggle again. “Come up here on the bed with me now,” she said.

	Chad carefully climbed up onto the bed. Once there, he kneeled where he was, waiting for further instructions. He couldn’t see her, but he knew she was on the bed there with him. Somewhere.

	“Come over here and lay next to me,” her soft voice told him.

	He carefully moved forward till his hand contacted her body, he left his hand there for a moment, feeling her. Then he carefully laid down on his side. He was more surprised when she seemed to scoot her body even closer to him.

	“Make love to me,” she whispered. “Make love to me and please me as best you can.” A small quiver seemed to enter her voice. “I need to feel you doing everything you can to love me tonight.”

	They were words that Chad had only dreamed he would ever hear from her. Yet the moment he realized what she was saying, he also remembered the little chastity device that was locked onto him – along with all the wet diapers he was wearing and his plastic panties. He couldn’t make love to her the way he wanted to, and he knew that she knew that. Yet despite his situation, he still wanted to touch her, to feel her, and to dream about what it was he couldn’t ever have.

	He put his arm around her and held her tightly for a moment. The feel of his new breasts pressing between them felt odd to him, yet oddly erotic. He raised himself up and found her waiting lips. His kiss was filled with not only passion, but with his huge sexual need. A need so great that his body was crying inside for the relief he desperately wanted.

	As he wrapped his arms and legs around her, pulling her tighter to him, moving his bare skin up and down, all around, over her bare skin, the sexual want in him rose to a completely new level. He wanted to thrust his aching cock into her so badly, yet all he could do was to think about such an act. She had totally denied him that privilege.

	He felt her writhing under his touch. He slid down her body and grabbed the nipple of one of her breasts in his mouth. It wasn’t really like sucking on a bottle or his pacifier, yet he sucked hard. He felt her arching her back and heard her moan with delight. As he sucked on one breast, he massaged the other one. He heard her whimper a bit, then more, then more still.

	Mel was all need. His attentions were amazing. She was feeling things she never felt before. She wanted to feel him inside of her, yet she gained even more pleasure from the power of knowing how denied he was. She needed more suddenly. She needed release. She pushed down on his shoulders, pushing his head down toward her waiting sex. She spread her legs wider and wider in anticipation. And then she felt him there. His free hands were pressing against her hips, moving up and down her sides as she felt the first tiny lick from his wonderful tongue. She wanted to cry out in ecstasy, but her muscles were too locked up under the strain of waiting for the release she yearned for. She grabbed his hair as she felt his tongue searching further and further inside of her. And then the waves of pleasure began to hit her. And when his hands made their way underneath her bottom, pressing her even tighter into him as he worked on her, her cries of pleasure could no longer be contained. She screamed with wonderful abandon.

	A little while later, Chad found himself still blindfolded, but laying by himself on her bed. His face was wet with her sex. He had loved feeling her, every bit of her. It had been nice to have his hands free for once, to touch and feel her like he had never been able to do before. Yet the one part of him that longed to touch her the most was unfortunately locked away where even he couldn’t touch it. He could get no pleasure at all except the feel of her body against his. Denied. Totally denied.

	He dreamed about what her body must look like. The body that he had not only touched with his hands, but now with the rest of his body too. He knew she was beautiful. He knew that she was well built. If only he wasn’t the perverted sissy that he was. If only… if only! He supposed that being the kind of person he was, he didn’t deserve to actually see her. Another small reminder of what he was… nothing but a sissy! And a sissy baby at that! Completely unworthy.

	He heard her coming back again, and suddenly a wet washcloth was cleaning his face. It felt good in ways that he couldn’t describe. He was surprised when a minute later she grabbed his arm and tied it to her bed. Then his other arm, leaving him helpless once again… helpless in additional ways to the one big helplessness of his sexual need.

	He felt her pulling his plastic panties down, then he felt her removing his diaper. He felt a cloth diaper quickly being put over top of his chastity device. “That’s just incase you have to wet,” she whispered. “But either way, I’ve got the bed well protected, so don’t you worry about it.”

	A few minutes later, Chad felt her removing his chastity device, completely. The cool air became even cooler as she carefully cleaned him with her washcloth. Then he felt the drag of her razor as she made sure there were no hairs anywhere around. The soft diaper was placed over him again and he was left alone, waiting, helpless.

	Mel carried his device out to the kitchen and cleaned it thoroughly. He had been great again. Not only great, better than ever. She wondered again why she was so reluctant to stand naked in front of him. It bothered her, yet it didn’t bother her as much as it did before. She thought again about the feel of his arms and legs as they wrapped themselves around her, as if to try to pull her completely into his own body. She realized her sex was becoming wet again from thinking about it. If she didn’t stop this line of thought she’d have to change her panties! Yet she couldn’t help it. She had loved the way he had made love to her… and at the same time, she had loved the fact that he couldn’t completely make love to her.

	She carried his now clean device back to the bedroom and began putting it on him once again. This time, she made one minor, or maybe not so minor change. Instead of putting the same points of intrigue teeth into the device again, she pulled the biggest ones out of her nightstand and put them into it instead. As she pressed them into place, she saw him suddenly stiffen as they bit slightly into him. She giggled.

	Chad made no protest at all, not even mentally when he felt her wrapping the base of the chastity device around him once again. He was completely expecting that, but then, suddenly the little teeth that she added to the device felt different when she pressed them into place. They felt a lot different. They were suddenly bigger and sharper. “What…” he started to say.

	“Shhh!” she whispered, silencing him. “Let me finish.” He made no more protest as she continued to reassemble the device onto him, completely encasing the penis he longed to touch. And then with a very satisfying click, she lock it shut. The click of the lock was satisfying to her, but she saw him shake his head slightly in frustration.

	She ran her hands tenderly over his body, then up and down his legs. She kissed his hairless chest, then she moved up and kissed him tenderly on the lips. He arched his head up to meet her, wanting the kiss as much as she did. As he laid back down again, she lightly kissed the top of his head.

	She untied his hands. She whispered gently into his ear, “Roll over and get on your knees.”

	Still blindfolded, Chad turned over and got onto all fours on top of her bed. He hoped he knew what was coming next. He wasn’t the least disappointed when he felt her start to rub the baby lotion all over his backside. After his frustrated love-making session a short while ago, the attention of her hands felt incredibly good. He felt her climbing up on the bed with him, then one hand rubbing his back and chest while the other hand kept working around his backside. Then her hands were gone – both of them. He wanted more, he needed more.

	The feel of it was sudden, slightly cold, and definitely hard – and he arched his back and rocked backwards as she suddenly placed the tip of her vibrator up against his anus. But only the barest tip of the device went into him before she pulled it completely away again.

	Mel smiled to herself as she saw him trying to move the vibrator into himself. She quickly lubed it completely with the baby lotion before she started to put it back up against him again. She put her hand on his back, then ever so slowly and gently, she brought the tip of it up against his little hole. She saw his body shudder the moment contact was made. She held it in place and ever so slowly, he began pushing himself back towards it again, trying to get more and more of it into him. And as he pushed towards her, she pushed it ever so slightly back towards him too.

	Chad felt it finally going into him. He didn’t know why he liked it, he cared, but at the same time he didn’t care. It simply felt too good in his sexually repressed state. Within moments he was rocking himself back and forth against the device, forcing it to move back and forth within him. He felt her free hand start to rub his back, then move under him to rub his chest and stomach just below the bra he was wearing. He rocked faster, then faster still. But as good as it felt, there was no stimulation to the one place where he needed it the most – his all too flaccid cock. He felt the teeth from his restraint beginning to bite into him. The teeth felt different, far worse than ever before, he screamed in rage at the added pain and despite his need and continued rocking, tried to will himself to get smaller again. It worked, but only slightly. His need was still so great that he couldn’t stop rocking, despite not being able to climax.

	And then he felt the faint urge to pee building within him. Peeing felt good, incredibly good. He willed himself to pee as he once again rocked faster and faster, harder and harder. The pee rushed out of him, soaking the protective towels she had placed under him, but even that sensation, as good as it felt, wasn’t enough to bring him the relief he needed so desperately. In total frustration, he collapsed his arms, letting his head drop straight down into the bed where he cried into the pee soaked towels that were under him.

	Mel watched him humping himself, still not believing what she was seeing. And when she saw him peeing in the middle of it, she thrilled even more. To her, it was more proof of his total lack of control. And when he finally collapsed and started crying, she finally removed her vibrator from his backside. She put her arm around him and kissed his naked back. “Shhh,” she whispered lovingly into his ear. “Shhh.”

	She rolled him onto his side, away from the soaked towels and pulled them off the bed. Then she rolled him all the way over onto his back. She had slipped her robe on earlier before she cleaned his device, but now she cinched the tie at her waist a bit tighter before she removed his blindfold. He had been crying. He was still crying a bit. She wiped his face and the tears that were on it, then she diapered him heavily again for the night.

	Then, one more time, she kissed his lips, but this time, he didn’t kiss back. She stood back up, disappointed. But the truth was, she couldn’t blame him. He probably hated her guts. She couldn’t blame him for that either.

	Chad had never felt so sorry for himself as he did just then. His entire life was one big stimulation on top of other big stimulations. All of it adding to his over-stimulated, over-repressed sexual needs. And he had no way to get the least bit of relief.

	Almost in a daze, he let Mel hand him his things to carry home. Then she led him, clad in only his diapers, plastic panties, and bra, back to his apartment where she dressed him in his baby-doll nighty and put him to bed. She brought him two more baby bottles to drink before he could fall asleep. He never said a word to her the whole time. And when she kissed his forehead goodnight, he never once looked at her or even acknowledged her kiss. He simply felt that sorry for himself.

	The cool liquid from the baby bottle that he drank felt good against his throat. The nipple in his mouth felt comfortable and soothing to suck on. He didn’t even blink as Mel turned out the light, he only stared straight up at the blank ceiling above him. Blank like him. Blank like his feelings of self-worth. Blank like his entire soul.
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